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The spirit
of my
daughter’s
wedding

My newly adopted
daughter, Jessica, and
I have seen a lot of
changes already this

year. She was graduated from
University of Maine with a degree
in social work; I legally adopted
her through an adult adoption
process; and on a recent Sunday, I
walked her down the aisle, then
watched her exchange marriage
vows with the man of her dreams.

It was a beautiful wedding, if I
say so myself. And it had lots of
special nuances because Jessica

and her new hus-
band, Ryan, are
both quite senti-
mental.

There was a
moment of silence
and reflection
during the mar-
riage ceremony in
honor of those not
present, and the
playing of the

Josh Groban song “To Where You
Are” in memory of those same
people during the reception —
after the meal and before the mer-
riment took over.

Jessica and Ryan had placed
special memorial vases filled with
black and white calla lilies at the
head table: one for Ryan’s best
friend, Rocky, who died unexpect-
edly in May 2015; and one for my
husband, Jim, who died of pancre-
atic cancer in December 2010.

Jim was the most consistent fa-
ther figure Jessica had after her
great-grandfather died in 2005.
Jim provided structure and rules,
but he and Jess shared a similar
sense of humor, a love of home-
made food, a fondness for pranks,
and other familial qualities.

Jess saw Jim, who actually was
her great-great-uncle, as trustwor-
thy, consistent and protective.
She could count on him to do
what he said he would do, and to
come to her aid if needed. And as
someone of her own blood who
loved her.

Jim would grill her boyfriends
on their intentions and try to give
Jess guidance on living a true and
honorable life with honest hard
work and integrity as her founda-
tion. He was there for her prom
and her high school graduation,
and would have been there to see
her get her college degree had he
lived.

And he would have walked her
down the aisle strewn with white
rose petals and delivered her to
her groom.

Jim never met Ryan, but I
know he would have liked him
once he was sure of the young
man’s motives and got to know
him. He would have been im-
pressed when Ryan asked me for
Jessica’s hand before he proposed
to her. And he definitely would
have liked how happy Ryan and
Jessica make each other.

He would be proud of what Jes-
sica has done in her short time as
an adult working to make the fos-
ter care system a better place, and
taking a job in which she helps
kids who are in a similar place as
she was as a teen.

He would have told his “girls”
— Cheryl (his daughter and now
Jessica’s stepsister), Jessica and
me — that we were beautiful in
our finery, and meant it.

All of us wore black — except
Jessica — and the girls all carried
calla lilies. Cheryl was maid of
honor. I wore a corsage of little
white roses with one red rosebud
in the middle of it, in Jim’s memo-
ry. Jim always gave me red roses.

Jessica carried a gold pendant
that had belonged to her great-
grandmother — Jim’s sister Patri-

Benediction
of a tomato
sandwich

This seems like a banner
year for all the plants we
harvest for food.

“Everything is just
going gangbusters,” my neighbor
Karen said on a recent morning,
when she came over to take some
of the ripe peaches that were
threatening to break the limbs off
the little tree in our side yard.

And she’s right. Everything we
tend here at Sandy Point has been
relentlessly productive and shows
no sign of letting up. Maybe it’s
because of the endless days of
warmth and sunshine the past
couple of months. Maybe it’s be-

cause we’ve been
watering more, at
the risk of run-
ning the well dry
this droughty
summer.

It could be be-
cause we’ve been
a bit more diligent
than usual about
thinning the rows
of young greens,

about snipping out the nonbear-
ing branches of the tomatoes and
the big, water-hogging leaves of
the Brussels sprouts, about pull-
ing out the weeds that crowd into
the beds as soon as our attention
shifts.

Whatever the reason, we’re eat-
ing chard, collards and salad
greens as fast as we can. Our
freezer is so full of raspberries,
blackberries and blueberries
there’s hardly any room for the
beans, beets and kale, nevermind
the whole lamb we just agreed to
buy. Who knows what we’ll do
with all the tomatoes when they
start coming in?

Speaking of tomatoes, I man-
aged to take a last-minute stand
against an invasion of tomato
hornworms a couple of weekends
ago. Somehow, in all my years of
half-hearted gardening, I had
never encountered these beauti-
ful, terrible marauders before. It
wouldn’t hurt my feelings to
never see them again, either.

Here’s what happened. I had
gone out to the garden to look
over our lovely, lush tomato
plants one afternoon after Doug-
las and I had been away for a few
days. My heart sinking, I noticed
the plants were suddenly flagging,
the leaves stripped away, the set-
ting fruits gnawed-on. Looking
closer, I spied little globs of green-
ish-black goo — it’s their poop —
and something in my reptilian
brain began to signal danger. It
was then I saw the first horn-
worm. It was as big and long as
my index finger. Its color was a
brilliant, tomato-plant green with
pretty white stripes and small yel-
low eye spots. It had a perky little
spiky tail — the ‘horn’— on its
rear end. It blended in perfectly
with the plant it was decimating.
It was loathsome. And gorgeous.

I’m actually quite fond of big,
fancy caterpillars, knowing they
turn into big, fancy moths. Horn-
worms, for example, mature into
a spectacular sphinx moth with a
wingspan of five inches or more.
But I have to admit it was with a
degree of real horror that I real-
ized my poor plants were loaded
with these voracious critters. Ev-
erywhere I looked, I saw one.
They had eaten away leaves,
stems and fruit at a remarkable
pace. The plants were nearly de-
stroyed, after just a couple of days
of our inattention.

I ran inside for a quick Google
search on what to do. The two
popular choices were 1) drop the
caterpillars into a jar of soapy
water or 2) snip them in half with
your garden scissors. I came back
out with a half-filled Mason jar
and began to pull the hornworms
off the plants with my fingers. I
stopped counting at 15, but I’m
sure there were at least 25. Most
were 3 or 4 inches long or more.
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Norris Island (above) can be seen from near Frazer Point in Acadia National Park off Winter Harbor recent-
ly. The island has been owned by the same family since the 1870s. Philippa Harvey (below), 75, a retired
teacher from Orrington, says she has been coming to Norris Island since she was 6 months old.

‘This is the heritage
I have to leavemy family’

BY ABIGAIL CURTIS
BDN STAFF

Every year for as long as she can remem-
ber, Philippa Harvey, a 75-year-old re-
tired teacher from Orrington, has spent
her summers on Norris Island on

Frenchman Bay.
The 3.5-acre granite- and spruce-covered is-

land is located just north of Frazer Point on
the western side of Schoodic Peninsula, and it
has been in her family since the 1870s, when
her ancestors bought it for just $3.50. Harvey,
her children and grandchildren consider Nor-
ris Island a cherished haven, but this year
there has been a shadow cast on their usual
summer activities of lobster fishing, card
games and spending time together. The most
pressing concern for Harvey and her family is
how to ensure they will be able to access the
island into the future.

“I don’t have money to leave them. This is
the heritage I have to leave my family,” she
said. “You can’t buy happiness.”

Although the problem of guaranteeing pub-
lic access to waterfront land is an old story
that reverberates all along the coast of Maine,
what’s happening with Harvey and her family
is a little different. In their case, they own the

island, but no other nearby parcel on the
mainland where they could park their vehi-
cles. Since the 1930s, family members said
they’ve been allowed to park their vehicles on
land owned by the National Park Service.
They have been in the habit of leaving their
cars along Schoodic Loop Road near the cause-
way.

But the park service has cracked down on
that longstanding tradition. This year, it
stopped allowing the family to park alongside
the road, and officials this spring told Harvey
she could use one space at the small Frazer
Point lot just until the end of 2016.

The situation, however, is fluid and chang-
ing. The family has appealed to Sen. Susan
Collins for help, and this month, Collins wrote
Harvey a letter saying that it is her under-
standing that the park had reversed the deci-
sion to only authorize the parking space at
Frazer Point until the end of the year.

This spring, Acadia National Park Superin-
tendent Kevin Schneider wrote a letter saying
that although officials empathize with the fam-
ily’s challenges, the park has “no legal obliga-
tion to facilitate your convenient access to the
land.”

However, according to the letter Collins

Mainers
fight park
service to
save access

to their
island
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Brewer medium Jeannie Hopkins reads energy and spirits
during a recent demonstration at the Filibuster Lounge at
the Best Western White House Inn in Bangor.

Connecting the livingwith those on the ‘other side’
BY MEG HASKELL
BDN STAFF

On a recent Thursday evening, a
group of eight women gathered in a
small circle at one end of the dim-lit
Filibuster Lounge at the Best Western
White House Inn in Bangor. The
women socialized quietly as they set-
tled down with cocktails and soft
drinks.

Then the group’s attention turned
to medium Jeannie Hopkins of Brew-
er, who gives regular demonstrations
at the Bangor lounge. She was the rea-
son the women were there. Petite,

blond, dressed in flowing black and
ornamented with gold jewelry, Hop-
kins fussed with a small, clip-on mi-
crophone before stepping into the cir-
cle and addressing the small group.

“I am not a psychic,” she told them.
“I never tell the future. I don’t believe
in that. I believe you make your own
future.”

Rather, she said, she invites “Spir-
it” to enter her consciousness, where
she is able to establish contact with
those who have “crossed over” into
death and deliver their messages of
healing, hope and love to the living.

Hopkins, 47, is an evidential medi-

um. She says she acts as a sort of liai-
son between the spirits of people who
have died and the grieving and ques-
tioning loved ones left behind, provid-
ing evidence to demonstrate authen-
ticity and ensure she’s connecting the
right spirit to the right seeker.

What kind of evidence? Sometimes
it’s a physical trait such as the gen-
der, age or appearance of the person
whose spirit she is channeling; some-
times it’s a personality trait, a behav-
ior, an illness or an incident. In a set-
ting like that at the Filibuster, with
several people in the audience, Hop-
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Calvin Grass (left), 9, and brother Keagen Grass, 13, Philippa Harvey’s great-grandchildren, play
on Norris Island in Frenchman Bay off Winter Harbor recently.


