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Piece bypiece
Maine quilters bring new life to an old tradition

BY MEG HASKELL
BDN STAFF

Quilts are like songbirds. You can go
through your whole life never paying
much attention to them, but once you de-
velop the slightest interest, they’re all

around, in astonishing variety and hard to miss.
From the Maine State Museum to the nearest

county fair, from your grandmother’s closet to
the high school gymnasium, quilts old and new,
traditional, avant-garde and somewhere in the
middle are on display and ready to be discov-
ered throughout the state.

“Oh, we love our quilts,” said Callie Lavoie of
York, an avid quilter and the organizer of the
Pine Tree Quilters Guild annual show at the Au-
gusta Civic Center.

This year’s show, which took place at the end
of July, featured more than 600 quilts and at-
tracted artists, crafters, vendors and admirers
from across New England. The statewide guild
boasts more than 2,000 active members, broken
into about 70 subchapters based on geography
and interest.

The average member age is about 65, Lavoie
said.

Many other quilters are not guild members,
preferring to work alone or only informally par-
ticipating in local group activities.

“There are a lot of quilters in Maine. Most of us
have quite a collection at home,” Lavoie said. “We
try to pass them off on all our family members.”

The collective number of quilts in private
ownership is huge and growing all the time.
Lavoie finishes two or three per year herself.

“I’m not sure what will happen to all these
things when we all pass away,” Lavoie said with
a laugh, sharing her vision of beautiful piles of
bed quilts, lap throws, fine art, wall hangings,
potholders, pocketbooks and other quilted items
spilling out of homes across the state.

Not your grandmother’s bed quilts
Art quilter Sally K. Field of Hampden recent-

ly pulled out most of her work — 38 pieces — for
a show at Boyd Place, an independent living fa-
cility for seniors in Bangor. She has a few favor-
ite pieces on permanent display at home, she
said, but she keeps most of her work rolled up
in clean sheets in a closet. The show at Boyd
Place gave her the opportunity to rediscover
pieces she hadn’t seen in years.

“Artistry chose me after I started quilting,”
the soft-spoken, 75-year-old said.

She started making quilts as a young woman
growing up in Rangeley, working with tradi-
tional piecework patterns. It didn’t take long for
her restless creativity to break free of those
structured traditions, though, and she started
exploring color and form on her own, employing
the exacting techniques of piecing and quilting
to create small, expressive pieces of art.

From remarkably realistic landscapes and
comical, sculpture-like portraits to arresting ab-
stracts, Field’s work shows off her technical skill
with her chosen medium of fabric and stitch. But
it is the personal, emotional impact of these piec-
es that stop the viewer for a longer look.
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One of the quilts that Hampden artist Sally Field, 75, made is seen on Aug. 11 at Boyd Place in
Bangor. Field is one of several area quilters whose work is on exhibit at Boyd Place.

You can
see the
end of
summer

From a hidden beach on the
broad shipping channel in
South Portland to the far
end of secluded Deboullie

Lake near Fort Kent, my husband,
Douglas, and I have traveled the

great state of
Maine this sum-
mer in full com-
pliance with the
rules of the 2016
Summer Swim
Challenge. Since
the calendar sum-
mer started on
June 20, we
haven’t missed a
single day of

swimming, or at least dipping, in
“wild water” — no pools allowed.

That’s the main rule — a daily
dunk, no pools, no matter what.
Also, you have to go for full im-
mersion, hair and all. The chal-
lenge comes on days when you’re
too busy, it’s too cold, you don’t
feel like it, you’re someplace unfa-
miliar or you have some reason
why you have to stay dressed up
with your hair looking great. You
still have to swim, or lose your
“perfect” status. This is the fourth
year Douglas and I have taken
part in this pleasant but pointless
endeavor, along with his adult
daughters and several of their
friends.

Wednesday was Day 59 of this
year’s 94-day challenge, which
started the day of the summer sol-
stice and will wrap up on Sept. 22,
the day of the autumnal equinox.
As we do most days, we swam
shortly after sunrise in the cold
Penobscot River, which flows
near our home in Sandy Point.

We like starting our days this
way, strolling barefoot down the
driveway in our swimsuits and
towels while we’re still a little
sleepy, before coffee, before our
minds are full of the day ahead.
We cross the narrow road and
step onto the wooded path our
good neighbor Judy maintains so
we can more easily access her
steep stairs to the beach below.
Sometimes our cats follow us,
which is always charming.

I love swimming in the river.
There’s almost never anyone else
there, for one thing, so we have
the beach to ourselves except for
the occasional discreet dog walk-
er. The water looks different
every day, depending on the tide
and the weather — glistening in
the early morning sunlight one
day and shrouded in a cool, mys-
terious mist the next. Sometimes
the surface is polished and glassy;
sometimes a storm drives a chop-
py surf onto the shore and sculpts
new contours in the sand. Once in
awhile an osprey circles over-
head. Earlier this summer, we
were visited for a week or so by a
pair of kestrels — I think — that
swooped down low over the river
in their curiosity.

I also like knowing that the Pe-
nobscot River flows out of the big
lakes of north-central Maine, that
the water I swim in has coursed
hundreds of miles through forests
and farmlands on its way to the
sea. I know it picks up some pollut-
ants along the way, but I also know
it’s infinitely cleaner than it was
50 years ago, thanks to the Clean
Water Act and the vigilance of en-
vironmental advocates. And I like
how the fresh river water here
mingles with the salt water of Pe-
nobscot Bay and the Gulf of Maine,
and the way the incoming tide
plays with the outflowing current.
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Hampden artist Sally Field, 75, shows off her
quilts on Aug. 11 at Boyd Place in Bangor.

Why I feel
close to a
woman I
never met

Inever met her in person. She
died at age 30 from complica-
tions associated with lupus
the year I joined the flyball

(think dog relay racing) team
with my Brittany dog Sassy. But

she was the rea-
son there was a
team at all.

She was its
founder.

I have come to
know Monica
Roberts through
former and cur-
rent team mem-
bers who knew
her. I’m friends

with people who were her friends.
I know two of her dogs, who were
the foundation of our team. Her
border collie Shilo is still compet-
ing.

The matriarch border collie
Sally died two years ago. Sally
was a force to be reckoned with.
She was a very competitive start
dog (first dog to be released in the
relay race) and would always give
the opposing team’s start dog the
evil eye just before taking off
across the jumps toward the
spring-loaded box that would
yield the prized tennis ball. All
dogs come back to a reward of
some sort, and Sally’s was a plas-
tic car on the end of a tug toy.

Sally was a special dog who
was sure of her place in the world,
and seemed to embody Monica’s
determination to give her all in a
sport she loved. She was the first
dog I ever handled in an actual
race. It was part of Sally’s job; she
trained the newbie humans.

There is such an obvious hole
in our team with Sally gone, but
in my faith system, Monica and
Sally have been reunited. That
makes me smile.

Monica was a hard worker with
a dream of a flyball team that
could have fun competing. The
team she formed in 2004 practiced
the sport in barns, outdoor, and
wherever its members could find
a large enough space. They trav-
eled to places all over New Eng-
land and New Brunswick to com-
pete in tournaments.

She lived in Bar Harbor and
was a research scientist at Jack-
son Laboratory. Living on MDI
had its advantages. Monica would
walk with her dogs most days on
the trail that would go to Little
Long Pond near Seal Harbor
Beach, let her dogs swim during
the appropriate seasons, play with
them and walk back.

In memory of our founder, Fly-
ball MAINEiacs members and
friends have retraced that walk
every year since Monica’s death.
This year was our 10th. We laugh
and reconnect and let our dogs
swim, feeling the spirit around us
of the woman who gifted us with a
team where we have made new
friends and have bonded like fam-
ily.

We are family. Monica saw to
its foundation. Our current cap-
tain Rebeccah sees to its continu-
ation.

After our walk, we gather in
the parking lot to the Little Long
Pond trail for a potluck picnic,
while we talk about old memories
and future activities, catch up on
each other’s lives, and just enjoy
that special moment in time.

An opportunity to let the world
make its own way without us for
a little while.

In earlier years, we would eat
at the Jordan Pond House, but
switched to a picnic when the res-
taurant’s operator changed in
2013.

The memorial walk is an annu-
al ritual that is especially impor-
tant to those who knew Monica
personally, but all of us can feel
her spirit flit among us in that
place, like the monarch butterfly
that is her symbol on our team
logo.

This year as I sat with my
friends and teammates, I thought
about the indiscriminate nature
of death, which steals from the
living without regard to age or
species. Monica’s death in August
2006 struck a heavy blow to her
young flyball team, but so did my
husband Jim’s death from pancre-
atic cancer in December 2010 af-
fect the team, albeit on a different
level.

Jim was not a competing mem-
ber of the team, but he was part of
the flyball family. The team
Christmas party, scheduled for
the day of Jim’s funeral, was post-
poned and most of the team mem-
bers attended his funeral. I will
never forget how their love and
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Break a leg: Auditioning for the TV soaps

BY MEG HASKELL
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What exactly did Adam
do to Delia, I won-
dered as I arrived on
a recent Thursday af-

ternoon at the Sea Dog Brewing
Co. in Bangor, and why did he
hide it? And at precisely what
cost did he, in the end, confess?

Oh, I had a lot of questions, but
that would not keep me from beg-
ging the judge for mercy — not
only for Adam but for our entire
family. After all, that’s why I was
there.

More accurately, I was there,
along with dozens of other hope-
ful area residents, for an open
casting call for CBS Daytime, re-
sponsible for programming two of
the longest-running and most pop-
ular soap operas on television,
“The Young and the Restless” and
“The Bold and the Beautiful.”
Hosted by local CBS affiliate
WABI, the event provided an op-
portunity for actors and wan-
nabes like me to read a few lines
on camera in hope of winning a
trip for two to Los Angeles and a
paid, walk-on role in one of the
shows.

There were two short pieces to
read, one for men from “B&B”
and one for women from “Y&R.”
These abbreviations, I learned, is
how the programs are referred to
in fan mags and forums.

My participation was a long-
shot. Although I’ve enjoyed some
opportunities to perform at the
community-theater level, I’m not
what anyone would call an accom-
plished actor. Also, I am not and
have never been a fan of the day-
time dramas.

But many who came to audition
were dedicated followers. Among
them was 63-year-old Bohni

Kempton of Searsport, who like
me was there to read the part of
Chelsea, pleading for clemency
for her husband, Adam, in “Y&R.”

“I know the story line so well,”
she said, generously recounting it
for me. It seems young Delia has
been in a school play and is on
her way home with her father,
Billy — married to Victoria —
and her little dog, Dash. Billy
stops for ice cream, and while he
is in the store, Dash jumps out of
the car. Delia hops out after her
beloved pet, at which point she is
hit by a car driven by, yes, Adam

Open casting call for CBS Daytime in Bangor brings out community’s acting hopefuls

See Soaps, Page C7
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Quilter Jean Savalchak of Blue Hill’s lake scene
quilt can be seen on Aug. 12 at the Hancock
County Quilters show and sale at Ellsworth High
School.


