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However, once the joint
alignment is restored, exer-
cise is vital to maintaining
it. When treating a patient
with chronic problems, we
were trained to start them
on gentle stretches, progress
to more aggressive ones as
the patient improves, and
only when they are doing
well, do we introduce core
training or other strength-
ening exercises.

“Deconditioning” is a
common problem with pa-
tients who have chronic
pain. This is the result of the
downward spiral that these
people are caught up in.
They have chronic pain that
is worse with activity, so
naturally they start to limit
what they do. That helps in
the short run, but in the long
run — because the underly-
ing joint issue is not being
addressed — it only allows
the problem to worsen, until

even minor activities cause
pain. Unfortunately, many
of these people are given the
well-meaning advice to
“work through the pain.”
This is not always a good
idea. While it does work for
some people, I have seen too
many cases where it makes
things worse.

How do you break up
this vicious cycle? Start by
fixing the joint alignment.
Faulty joints are the un-
derlying cause for much
chronic inflammation and
pain. These mechanical
problems cannot be
“worked out” by exercise;
the strongest muscle can-
not stabilize a misaligned
joint. They respond best to
manipulation, a quick
thrust into the joint. So if
your pain and inflamma-
tion don’t respond to exer-
cise, the problem probably
isn’t in the muscles; you
may want to consider ma-
nipulation. But once the
treatment starts working,
and the joint is moving
well again, then exercise

becomes a necessity to
keep it well.

The goal is not just to ease
the patient’s pain, although
that is a good start. The lon-
ger-term goal is to allow the
patient to resume as much
activity as they can. Joint
manipulation, combined
with exercise, is a very pow-
erful tool in managing
chronic spinal pain and re-
versing the deconditioning
that plagues a lot of our se-
niors. It also has the added
benefit of reducing depen-
dence on pain and anti-in-
flammatory drugs, which
have serious side effects, es-
pecially with long term use.

Dr. Michael Noonan practic-
es chiropractic, chiroprac-
tic acupuncture and other
wellness therapies in Old
Town. He can be reached at
noonanchiropractic@gmail.
com.

“My doctor told me I need
to get out of the house,” he
told us. “He said it wasn’t
good for me to be alone all
the time. So I’m right here at
Rollie’s every night. These
people are my family.”

If he ever failed to show
up, he said confidently,
someone at the bar would
surely notice.

My thoughts have been
taken up recently with the
issue of older Mainers liv-
ing alone. The sad story of
Lucie McNulty, a reclusive
woman in her 60s who died
in her home in Wells more
than two years before her
body was discovered,
grabbed the headlines and
prompted me to write a
story about elders living in
isolation.

I learned a lot in research-
ing that piece — that the ag-
ing-in-place movement is a
national agenda aimed at
keeping baby-boomers like
me safe in our homes as we
grow older; that some com-
munities are making great
strides in developing sys-
tems and programs to sup-
port seniors while others lag
behind; and that regular
personal contact with neigh-
bors and friends is at least
as important as any agency
outreach in ensuring the
wellbeing of vulnerable el-
derly Mainers.

Most important, I learned
that people who turn away
from normal social contacts
and choose lives of isolation
increase their risk of soli-
tary injury and death. Lucie
McNulty’s neighbors hadn’t
seen her in so long, they
thought she had moved
away.

We build surprising so-
cial networks. Last week,
the Bangor Daily News re-
ported on a couple of Ban-
gor bus drivers who real-
ized that one of their regu-
lar passengers, Nicholas
Zaccaro, a gregarious
84-year-old man from Brew-
er who rode the bus almost
daily, hadn’t been on board
lately.

“He doesn’t have any-
body, so we keep an eye out
for him,” one of the drivers
told the BDN.

Concerned, they checked
around at local hospitals,
asked his neighbors and
knocked on his apartment
door, all to no avail. Final-
ly, they contacted the Brew-
er police for a welfare
check. The police found
Zacarro injured, lying on
the floor of his apartment.
Though he later died at a
local hospital, his obser-
vant pals deserve credit for
caring enough to track him
down.

Maine has a long tradi-
tion of fostering a crusty
independence in its senior
citizens, and we certainly
can’t force our more reclu-
sive friends and neighbors
to accept structured social
services or even casual so-
licitations. But for sociable
aging Mainers like Nicho-
las Zaccaro and the beard-
ed fellow at Rollie’s, the
everyday eyes of the com-
munity are an important
safeguard that we can all
uphold.

Meg Haskell writes about
baby boomers, their elders
and issues related to aging
in Maine. Email her at
mhaskell@bangordailynews.
com

Retired Unity College pro-
fessor Gerry Saunders, 66,
helped his group use the
bandsaw safely to rough-cut a
garboard — the curved, bot-
tom-most plank of the boat’s
hull.

“It’s better to cut it a little
big,” he cautioned, speaking
above the sharp din of the
saw. “Then we’ll take our
planes and make it match
perfectly to the line.”

Working at one of the boat
forms, economist and family
caregiver Lora Mills, 54, of
Belfast, showed her students
how to measure and mark the
one-piece bottom of the din-
ghy for gluing.

“We need to attach it to to
the transom, the frame and
the stem,” she explained,
wielding an old combination
square and a flat carpenter’s
pencil.

Dan Merrill, 62, a retired
industrial arts teacher from
Stockton Springs, worked at
the other boat form, helping
students drill evenly spaced
pilot holes through the gar-
board plank and into the side
of the boat bottom. Once the
wood pieces were epoxied, he
explained, waxed screws
would hold them tightly to-
gether until the adhesive
dried.

“Then we’ll back the
screws out, fill the holes with
matchsticks and putty and
sand it all smooth,” he said.

At a metal table loaded
with metal cans and glass

bottles, retired software de-
veloper Rick Fitzsimmons,
68, of Belfast instructed his
group to wear latex gloves
and paper masks as they
mixed the epoxy.

“The reason you’ve got to
wear a mask is that this
stuff” — a fine, cottony fiber
used to thicken the adhesive
— “floats around in the air,
and if it gets in your lungs
it’ll be there the rest of your
life,” he said. The students’
eyes widened behind their
goggles.

Classroom teacher Kuvaja
circulated, taking notes and
lending a hand as needed.
Students are evaluated on
their participation as well as
on written and oral presenta-
tions of the material covered
during the workshop ses-
sions, he said.

The beehive of activity in
the workshop continued for
about two hours. Rossel was
everywhere, keeping each
group on task, fielding ques-
tions and watching the clock.
At 2 p.m., they all started
cleaning up. At 2:15, the bus
arrived and the students de-
parted as quickly as they had
arrived, leaving the work-
shop abruptly empty.

“It’s fast and it’s furious
and then they’re gone,” said
Lora Mills in the sudden
quiet.

Thevalueof ‘messing
about inboats’

“The program would not
exist without these volun-
teers,” Rossel said. “They
bring incredible value to the
class. They all want the stu-

dents to learn. They like the
kids. They like the boats.
They’re natural teachers.”

In addition to the applied
lessons of science and math,
Rossel said students in the
class reap the benefits of
learning about tools and ma-
terials and the satisfaction of
completing a complex, hand-
worked project as part of a
team.

Each class completes two
boats, including painting
them and fitting them out
with sails and oars. The boats
will be sold at the end of the
school year for $3,500 each,
and the money returned to
the program for materials,
tools and other expenses.

For the volunteers, the
time spent in Rossel’s muse-
um workshop is an opportu-
nity to stay connected to their
communities, engage their

minds and hands and share
their expertise with young
people.

“For some of these stu-
dents, learning to work with
new adults is a real chal-
lenge,” said Mills, who has
two teenagers of her own and
arranges for someone else to
have lunch with her 92-year-
old father on the days she
volunteers. “It’s good for
them to have a woman in this
group, and it’s really good for
them to learn to interact with
a variety of adults.”

The workshop environ-
ment also challenges the vol-
unteers’ personal growth.

“I’ve become more pa-
tient,” said Rick Fitzsim-
mons, a self-described “type
A-plus” personality. “I’ve
learned to let the mistakes
happen because that’s how
the kids learn. Early on, that

was really hard for me.”
But to be clear, these vol-

unteers also love their boats.
Most have taken classes in
boatbuilding, through the
WoodenBoat School or else-
where, and use the education-
al program at the museum as
a way to keep their oars in, so
to speak, during the long win-
ter months.

“There is nothing — abso-
lutely nothing — half so much
worth doing as simply mess-
ing about in boats,” pro-
claimed Gerry Saunders,
quoting a favorite line from
Kenneth Grahame’s novel
“The Wind in the Willows.”
It’s a sentiment shared by
boat lovers and hobbyists ev-
erywhere, including this
group of volunteers, who pass
their love of small craft on to
the young people they mentor
each week.

The box had been living in
the hall closet, where I had
stored it more than five years
ago during the days of prepar-
ing for Jim’s funeral. I had
needed one room in the house
to claim as my own. I had
gathered the baskets and lit-
tle containers of pocket junk
from the various surfaces in
the kitchen and put them in
thebox. Itwas the first change
I made to my surroundings
after Jim’s death.

Even though memories in
my early widowhood are
fleeting at best, I did not for-
get I had put that box in the
closet. I would think about it
every time I opened the clos-

et door to get something, or
even just passed it while
walking between the kitch-
en and living room. The
promise of the task to be
done seemed huge in my
mind and something for
which I had to gear up my
brain and shore up my heart
in order to face it.

I sort of knew what else
was in the closet too, which
is really the space under the
stairs to go up to the bed-
rooms in my old farmhouse.
It is where I store trash bags,
my gallon bottle of shampoo
and my extra boots.

On a recent Sunday, I de-
cided I would tackle the hall
closet after church, if my
friend Alice was available to
provide reinforcements. She
was.

Beside what I expected, in-

cluding boxes of books tucked
in the back, we found Jim’s
motorcycle helmet, filters to
my bedroom humidifiers,
Jim’s hunting boots, miscel-
laneous hats and visors, a
spare patio umbrella canvas,
shotgun shells that had fallen
out of hunting jacket pockets,
and miscellaneous items I
could give to our church’s si-
lent auction or my flyball
team’s yard sale.

And the box containing
Jim’s pocket junk.

Alice and I sorted through
everything else first. We had
three large trash bags full of
discarded stuff. Some of it
was difficult to throw, like
clothing Jim wore, and some
of his old shoes. I kept his
motorcycle helmet and his
felt hunting hat.

I cleaned the inside of the

closet and neatly rearranged
what was staying, making it
another space I had claimed
as my own.

Among the items we found
were Jim’s leather hunting
boots, which I initially
planned to throw away.
They’re well-worn, and no
one else would be able to wear
them. I talked the keep-or-toss
decision through with Alice.
Well, I talked. Alice listened
to my rambling. Logically, it
made sense, so into the trash
they went.

But the heart isn’t always
logical. I couldn’t get those
boots out of my mind. So the
next day, the hunting boots
came back out of the trash.

They may not be useful,
but they carry crucial re-
minders of my beloved hus-

band — the shape of his foot,
and the memories we made
tromping through the woods
and fields together.

Maybe at another time I
will be able to let them go.
But not this time.

As a longtime employee of
the Bangor Daily News,
Julie Harris has served
many roles over the years,
but she now has her dream
job as community editor.
She lives in Hermon with
her four Brittany dogs:
Sassy, Bullet, Thistle and
Quincy, who keep her busy
in various dog sports. She
was widowed at age 51
when her husband, Jim, died
of pancreatic cancer. Follow
her blog at curves.bangor-
dailynews.com.
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Dan Merrill
(from left)
helps Erin Kil-
patrick 16,
Elizabeth
Hustus, 15,
and Eye
Cheenthada,
17, with lining
up measure-
ments for
screws at the
Penobscot
Marine Muse-
um’s Hamilton
Educational
Center in
Searsport
recently.


