
by dams. That’s not the case
on Patten Stream, but the
barrier beneath the Route
172 bridge is no less impass-
able to the river herring.

“When the new bridge
was put in several decades
ago, that created a waterfall
which was too high for most
of the fish to get up,” Sprin-
kle explained.

Mrozicki said the result-
ing four-foot drop proved
impossible for alewives to
surmount, and early efforts
by the Surry Alewife Com-
mittee focused on finding
inexpensive ways to help
the fish.

“For a while we were put-
ting them in buckets and
doing all kinds of not terri-
bly effective things, and
that went on for years,”
Mrozicki said. “Then we
tried two wooden fish lad-
ders. They were moderately
successful. Of course, they
got beat up and torn apart,
eventually. And then we
started looking at serious
construction down there.”

At that point, the com-
mittee learned that the
Maine Department of Ma-
rine Resources had already
studied the stream, and had
drawn up a fish passage
plan. With the help of the
DMR and other state and
federal agencies, the Surry
group worked to secure
grants that would help fund
the project.

Now, $118,000 later, the
first phase of the project is
nearly complete.

“The first phase is to con-
struct the fish passage, and
that’s what Linkel Con-
struction is doing,” said
Surry town treasurer Tom
Welgoss, who helped the
group find funding for the
project. “The second phase
is to turn this [streamside
land] into an entranceway
and parking area for the
public.”

That entrance is on pri-
vate land, but the owner
has granted a right-of-way
that will allow the public to
visit the stream when the
alewives are running, Wel-
goss said.

Contractor Lance Linkel
explained that the weir is
being constructed out of
granite that was formerly
part of the famous “Singing
Bridge” in Hancock and
Sullivan. He said he and his
crew expect to be out of the
stream by the end of this
month.

“It’s a lot of working with
grades,” Linkel said, ex-
plaining how the rock fish
ramps will work. “Each
weir has to be a certain ele-
vation below the next one.
They all have to work to-
gether as far as distance.
And then all the pieces of
granite have to be drilled
and pinned to the ledge
below.”

The result, when the

project is completed: In-
stead of the single four-foot
waterfall that faces them
now, fish will work their
way up a more gentle stair-
case as they head to their
spawning waters upstream.

The project will restore
access to 1,200 acres of habi-
tat that could support a run
of as many as 260,000 river
herring a year, project vol-
unteers said.

Doing the right thing
During the spring of this

year, volunteers continued
their effort to help alewives
get upstream, transporting
at least 25,000 of the fish
above the set of falls that
have thwarted them for de-
cades.

Volunteers say the fact
that all of the committee
members enjoy spending
time with each other while
working on the project has
played a huge part in their
eventual success.

“We are an eccentric and
wonderful group,” Hand
Shetterly said.

Mrozicki said that after
the decision was made to
pursue a proper fish pas-
sage plan, more and more
volunteers began taking
part.

And he said his own per-
sonal involvement wasn’t a

hard decision to make.
“My personal thing is, as

a member of the species
that caused this problem, I
feel responsible that we
should fix it,” Mrozicki
said. “And who else are we
going to ask?”

Hand Shetterly said she
felt the same way.

“You see a system that is
broken, it’s in your own
backyard, there are things
that seem too big, and you
can’t figure out how to fix
the big things,” she said.
“Why not fix the thing right
here? Maybe by fixing this,
we’ll fix something else as
well.”

The plight of the alewives
inspired Hand Shetterly to
write a book, “Swimming
Home.” She said seeing the
fish passage project through
to fruition has taught her
that her “eccentric and
wonderful” friends have
something in common with
the river herring.

“It never would have oc-
curred to me how hard
[completing a project like
this] is unless we were
butting our heads, just like
the alewives,” she said. “I
think that we are just like
the alewives because it
took us so long. We just
kept hitting ourselves
against a wall.”

That wall — or barrier to
passage, if you will — has
nearly been knocked down.
Sometime next spring,
Hand Shetterly will finally
hold her alewife celebra-
tion. You’re all invited.

But that doesn’t mean
she and her friends are
done working to make
things better.

“My feeling is this,” she
said. “Once we get this in
order, let’s look for some-
thing else.”

Nearby, Mrozicki smiled.
“Global warming is wait-

ing for us!” he said.

choppy seas, involuntarily
chumming.

Whenever fog obscures
the horizon, it can cause dis-
orientation, which encour-
ages motion seasickness
even when there isn’t much
motion. Fortunately, the
morning dawned without
fog, and the swells seldom
exceeded 3 feet. Our vessel,
the Friendship V, was a
large catamaran that easily
cuts through the waves.

It’s a perfect day on the
ocean when I see lots of
birds and nobody throwing
up. And what birds we saw!
We sighted nine great skuas.
Nine! It used to be a miracle
just to see one — as rare as
candor in a presidential de-
bate. Skuas are the maraud-
ing pirates of the sea. Larger
than gulls, skuas follow the
other birds around and steal
their food, harassing them
until they drop their mor-
sels.

Pomarine jaegers are in
the same family. Though
they are slightly smaller,
they are still big enough to
bully every fish-catching
bird out there in the North
Atlantic. It used to be that if
we saw four during this an-
nual trip, it was a good day.
Last weekend, we counted
30!

Great shearwaters are
South Atlantic breeders that
come up here during late
summer. They nest on four
of the remotest islands on
earth, halfway between
South America and South
Africa. The official count for

the trip was 671 individuals,
a number so precise that we
must have had an accoun-
tant on board. Sooty shear-
waters nest along the south-
ern tip of Argentina, and we
added 11 of those birds to
our total. Wilson’s storm-pe-
trels breed in the same Ant-
arctic region. We tallied
more than 240.

The largest birds out
there are northern gannets,
with a wingspan that can
exceed 6 feet. They soar
high, then plunge dive on
fish, sometimes to a depth of
70 feet. They nest in very
large colonies in Quebec and
Newfoundland, and it’s com-
mon to see many during
Audubon’s pelagic trip. We
totaled over 200!

On the other end of the
spectrum, red-necked phala-
ropes are miniscule shore-
birds that breed in prairie
potholes and subarctic
ponds. They winter on the
ocean, often in big flocks.
The official count was 338,
but given how big some of
the flocks were, I’d say our

scorekeeper is the master of
creative bookkeeping.

Other rarities included
five lesser black-backed
gulls — a European species
that sneaks over here now
and then. We had a few puf-
fins and razorbills. These
are Maine breeders, but
they can be hard to find
once they leave their nest-
ing islands. Eight Leach’s
storm-petrels, three north-
ern fulmars, two Manx
shearwaters and one black-
legged kittiwake also made
the list. Judging by the
number of exclamation
points I’ve used in this col-
umn so far, it was a most
successful trip!

One day later, I went to
sea again. A couple of weeks
ago, I mentioned that Chris
Bartlett sees birds I don’t.
Chris is a marine scientist
who lives in Eastport. He
has a small boat and is al-
ways finding absurdly rare
birds in the passage between
Maine and New Brunswick.

Last Sunday, I joined him
for a foray into the channel

adjacent to Campobello.
These are treacherous wa-
ters, featuring some of the
strongest tides in the world
and the largest whirlpool in
the western hemisphere. So
Chris let his 13-year-old
daughter drive. Sarah kept
us alive.

Danged if Chris didn’t
find me a little gull. This di-
minutive gull breeds in Eu-
rope, though there is a small
breeding colony far along
the shore of Hudson Bay in
Manitoba. I’ve looked for
little gulls all over Maine,
but I’ve never found one so
that I could check it off my
Maine life list. And I still
can’t count it. We were in
Canadian waters. Dang
again.

Bob Duchesne serves as
vice president of Maine
Audubon’s Penobscot Valley
Chapter. He developed the
Maine Birding Trail, with in-
formation at mainebirding-
trail.com. He can be reached
at duchesne@midmaine.
com.
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Contrary to the opinion
of some, this new law
doesn’t make Maine a
trailblazer. In fact, as BDN
blogger George Smith
pointed out back in June,
the law simply puts the
state in line with most of
the rest of the country.
Maine was the 40th state,
according to Smith, to
eliminate age restrictions
for young hunters.

Here’s how the law is
supposed to work: All
young hunters (up to the
age of 16) will be required
to be in the presence of
(and direct control of)
their adult supervisor.

The young hunters will
not be allowed to stray on
their own. They can’t be
stationed at a trail cross-
ing within binocular range
of their mentor. Neither
can they simply check in
via two-way radio with
their adult supervisor who
is some distance away.

The youth hunter and
the adult supervisor are a
team and will hunt togeth-
er. As has been the case
with hunters age 10 to 15
in the past, a junior hunt-
ing license is required.
When a hunter reaches his
or her 16th birthday and
applies for an adult li-
cense, a hunter safety cer-
tification is mandatory.

That’s the plan, anyway.
Of course, if every hunter
obeyed every law to the
letter, there’d be no reason
to employ game wardens
— and I can tell you our
state’s wardens are ex-
tremely busy men and
women.

During deer season a
few years back, I met a
group that included two ju-
nior hunters and their
dad. The younger child
had just turned 10. The
older was a few years his
senior. And because the
dad couldn’t be bothered
to tote both his children
along with him — it might
scare off a deer, he said —
he positioned his elder son
on a trailhead and left him
there.

That was bad enough.
But when I got to see the

lessons that that older son
theoretically “absorbed”
during his hunting career,
I was appalled. When a
group of us met up on a
road after our hunts, the
boy’s loaded rifle was in
constant motion, and an-
other hunter ended up is-
suing a stern warning: “If
you point that gun at me
again, I’m going to take it
away from you.”

Are all youth hunters
like that? Of course not.

And really, the young-
ster’s actions weren’t his
fault: His father, who
seemed more eager to fill a
tag than offer the guidance
his sons needed, was to
blame.

That’s the rub: The deci-
sion of when a young hunt-
er is ready for the woods is
up to adults — even those
“grownups” who never re-
ally adopted the safety les-
sons we should have. All of
us ought to recognize there
can be a big difference be-
tween “ready” and “legally
permissible.”

So how do I feel about
the new law? I’m ambiva-
lent.

I’ve met plenty of 7-year-
olds who have spent count-
less hours in the woods
with ultra-responsible
moms and dads and who
have eagerly awaited their
10th birthdays so they can
officially take part in a
hunt. And I’m sure those
youths would have been
ready to hunt at age 7, had
the law allowed it.

And I’ve met 15-year-
olds —- or 25-year-olds, for
that matter — who scare
the living daylights out of
me, even though some
have passed their hunter
safety course.

Which means, I suppose,
the addition of younger
hunters needn’t make the
woods any less safe.

The key ingredient,
however, remains the
same: It’s up to the adults
to make sure that’s the
case.

So, what do you think
about the new law? Good?
Bad? Dangerous? About
time? Let us know.

John Holyoke can be
reached at jholyoke@ban-
gordailynews.com or 990-
8214. Follow him on Twitter:
@JohnHolyoke.
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A little gull
takes flight in
the Canadian
waters of the
Gulf of Maine
near Campo-
bello. The di-
munitive spe-
cies breeds in
Europe.
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