
vestigation to piece together
the story of this missing
hiker. Her trail had long
gone cold, but I was able to
slowly track down many of
the people involved in her
story — an
investiga-
tor from the
Maine War-
den Service
and her
family — as
part of a
B a n g o r
Daily News
digital jour-
n a l i s m
project called Vanished.

I first heard about Hoover
a few years earlier after an-
other hiker, Geraldine Lar-
gay of Tennessee, vanished
in July 2013 while hiking on
the Appalachian Trail in
western Maine near Sugar-
loaf. When I started working
on the Hoover story, Largay
was the only other unsolved
missing Appalachian Trail
hiker case in Maine. Lar-
gay’s remains were located
in October 2015, bringing to
an end one of the most vex-
ing missing person cases in
Maine history.

When I looked into
Hoover’s case, though, I dis-
covered something unusual:
Despite all the coverage of
the Largay case, Hoover’s
name came up only once in a
2013 column by Kennebec
Journal columnist Maureen
Milliken. There weren’t doz-
ens of stories about the miss-
ing hiker and a search for
her. Milliken wrote about
the few scant details known
about Hoover — her name,
height, weight and that she
had disappeared.

As Milliken wrote, “that’s
all we know.”

A search of newspaper ar-
chives for coverage of her
initial disappearance turned
up nothing. In fact, Hoover’s
name was never mentioned
in news reports until 2009
when it appeared in a BDN
report about Maine’s un-
solved missing person cases,
among which she is one of
the oldest on file with the
Maine State Police.

I was surprised given how
much attention Largay’s
disappearance had received.
Young Donn Fendler also
became the center of nation-
al news coverage in 1939,
when he lost his way on
Mount Katahdin. He was
found, and he later wrote a

book about the experience.
But Hoover was different.

Unlike Largay and Fendler,
there was little information
available about her or her
disappearance. When I spoke
with officials at the Appala-
chian Trail Conservancy,
Maine Appalachian Trail
Club and Baxter State Park, I
found no one there was fa-
miliar with Hoover’s disap-
pearance. Even among vet-
eran Maine outdoorsmen,
the only missing hiker any-
one knew about was Largay.

In November 2014, I re-
quested the Hoover disap-
pearance case file from the
state police investigative re-
cords division, and I re-
ceived it on Nov. 20. From
the original state police in-
vestigation report, I knew
Hoover’s case had been re-
ferred to the Maine Warden
Service, which leads search-
es for missing persons in the
Maine woods. But the war-
den service had no records
of a search for a missing
Appalachian Trail hiker
from 1983.

However the state police’s
1983 investigation report indi-
cated that now-retired War-
den Sgt. Dave Sewall had
been informed of Hoover’s
disappearance, so tracking
him down seemed like the
best next step. After a long
back and forth with the war-
den service, I learned that not
only was Sewall still around,
but he remembered Hoover
and had a file on the missing
hiker among his papers.

Sewall told me he had
never forgotten about
Hoover’s case. The lack of
resolution intrigued him,
and he has always wondered

about what happened to her.
For three decades, he kept
her file for the off chance
that someday it could be
helpful in solving her case.

That report provided two
critical details: the where
and the why. Before this, I
knew Hoover was from
Texas but not what city.
Now I knew she was from
White Settlement, a suburb
of Fort Worth. Even more
crucial, I learned her hus-
band had died the Novem-
ber before she came to
Maine, a likely answer to
the why.

These details opened up
the investigation for me.
Knowing about when her
husband died, I combed pub-
lic records to see what I
could turn up. Then I found
what I was looking for: A
death certificate from the
Texas Bureau of Vital Statis-
tics for a Eugene Vernon
Hoover, her husband.

What proved to be most
important was that the re-
cord included a last known
address. Unexpectedly, a
search of property tax re-
cords indicated that the
property was still in his
name. Curious, I dug further
and uncovered a phone as-
sociated with the address.

By then, I was four
months into the investiga-
tion and had found a defini-
tive link to Jessie Hoover’s
family. When I dialed the
number, on the other end,
more than 2,000 miles away,
was her daughter, Mary
Yadon, who still lived in the
home her parents had for
many years.

Once I found Yadon and
her eldest brother, Eugene

Daniel Hoover, I had no
doubt about why I had spent
more than four months dig-
ging into Jessie Hoover’s
story: For 32 years, her fam-
ily had lived with the uncer-
tainty of whether their
mother was alive or dead.

Yadon and Eugene Daniel
Hoover allowed me the op-
portunity over two months
to get to know them and
their mother’s story. It isn’t
easy to share your greatest
tragedy with a complete
stranger, but they longed for
answers to the same ques-
tions that drove me to dig
and follow a 32-year-old trail
of breadcrumbs.

A year later, however,
those same questions still
have no answers. After the
report on Jessie Hoover was
published last May, Yadon
and her brother with the
help of a nationwide net-
work of volunteers submit-
ted DNA samples to the Na-
tional Missing and Uniden-
tified Persons Network, a
national database against
which law enforcement
agencies coast to coast can
run samples to look for
matches. So far, no matches
have been found.

Still, they were elated at
the chance to have their
mother’s story told and get
her name out to the public.
Moreover, Hoover is no lon-
ger unknown. People know
who she was and what hap-
pened to her, and that while
the rest of the world forgot
about her, her family never
did.

Even though her fate re-
mains a mystery, at least we
know who she is because no
one should be forgotten.
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Personal note: The black
flies were out, dive-bombing
our eyes and pinging off the
camera lens, on Saturday,
May 7, when my husband
and I went for a quick after-
noon stroll to Hothole Pond.
I’d done my research and
knew that the majority of
the hike would be along
smooth, gravel multiuse
roads, allowing us to walk
quickly, which helps a lot
when it comes to avoiding
black flies.

Under a blanket of clouds,
we entered the Wildlands,
following the hoofprints of
horses and white-tailed deer
down Valley Road. Keeping
up a good pace, I paused
only a few times to snap pho-
tos of spring-like scenes —
the white blossoms of wild
strawberries, fiddleheads
unfurling in the ditch and
anthills blooming from the
gravel road. Every time I
crouched to take a photo,
black flies flew down the
neck of my fleece, but at
least my baseball cap kept
them out of my hair.

We had left our dog, Oreo,
at home, though he would
have been permitted on this
hike. He still had a sore foot
— God only knows from
what — and he needed to
take it easy so it could heal.

As it turned out, it was a
good thing we left Oreo at
home. As we power-walked
along the multiuse roads, we
came across not one but
three porcupines foraging
beside the trail. All three
didn’t see us until we were
just feet away, then lum-
bered off, their quills puffed
up in defense.

Also along the way, we
came across several wet-
lands formed by giant bea-
ver dams. Though the black
flies were especially thick
near the water, we took time
to inspect the impressive
structures, and through a
stand of half-submerged
dead trees, we spotted a
giant beaver lodge. Derek
was determined to spot the
animal itself, but we never
did. Beavers are typically
more active at night than
during the day, I explained
to him, though they don’t
adhere to that schedule like
some nocturnal animals do.

The Hothole Pond Trail
dead-ended at the edge of
Hothole Pond, its surface as
smooth as glass. Bright green
grass bordered the pond’s

edge. It was the type of scene
where I’d expect a moose to
wade into the water at any
moment — even though the
moose population is much
lower near the coast of Maine
than it is inland. After a few
moments enjoying the quiet
scene, we turned around to
speed-walk back to the trail-
head, leaving the black flies
in the dust.

Derek took the wheel to
drive back home in Fred the
Forester as I sat in the pas-
senger seat, scrolling
through the many photos on
my camera. As we traveled
the hilly, bumpy Maine
roads, I reached back to
scratch at a tickle on my
neck and picked off what I
knew was a tick before I
even looked at it. Neverthe-
less, seeing the little brown
pest struggling between my
fingers, I panicked and
shook it off my hand and —
accidently — onto Derek’s
shorts. Wide-eyed, I stared
at the tick as it crawled
down the side of his shorts
toward his bare leg.

“What? What is it?” he
asked, then glanced down
and saw the problem.

“Get it off me!” he yelled,
perhaps with some choice
words added in there. We’re
lucky he didn’t go off the
road.

I snapped out of my shock
and reluctantly plucked up
the tick and placed it in the
cupholder between us, then
grabbed a stray tube of lip-
stick and crushed it. I know
that’s not the best way to
dispose of a tick. I’ve heard
if you have a cut on your
finger and a tick’s innards
squirt into the cut, you can
pick up any disease it car-
ries. But in this case, I
wasn’t exactly thinking
straight. There’s something
about being in the confines
of a car that makes finding a
possibly disease-ridden in-
sect on you even more terri-
fying.

All the way home Derek
and I were itching at our
skin and running our hands
through our hair. In our
yard, we stripped down (we
live in the woods without
any close neighbors),
checked our bodies for more
ticks, then ran inside to
shower. Fortunately, we
didn’t find any more of the
dangerous pests that day.

For more of Aislinn
Sarnacki’s adventures, visit
her blog at actoutwithais-
linn.bangordailynews.com.
Follow her on Twitter:
@1minhikegirl.

“I like the turkey hunting
a heck of a lot more than the
deer hunting,” Carson said.
“Deer hunting, you don’t
know [if the deer are
around]. And turkey hunt-
ing, you know.”

Carson also is active in
scouting and is quite an out-
door enthusiast. In fact, he
may be the most avid fifth-
grade hiker you’ve ever met.

Heather Lord loves to

hike, you see. And a few
years ago, she decided that
her other son — Carson’s
younger brother, Rogan, is 7
— was ready to take up the
sport.

And she didn’t mess
around when she chose a
destination.

“My mom said she want-
ed to take me on a hike,”
Carson said. “I said, ‘Well,
where?’ And she said,
‘Mount Katahdin.’”

Carson was a little sur-
prised at the time.

“I’m like, ‘The tallest
mountain in Maine? I
thought you had to be 6?’” he

said. “She said, ‘Well, it’s
only like a half-month differ-
ence. It’ll be OK.”

And it was.
On that first trip, at 5-go-

ing-on-6, the two hiked to
Pamola Peak via the Roar-
ing Brook and Dudley trails.

“He did a great job,”
Heather Lord said.

A year later, at 6, he
climbed Abol Trail to Baxter
peak. At 7, they hiked Katah-
din by using more trails he
hadn’t yet seen. And when he
was 9, Carson tackled Knife
Edge, an expert route known
for its narrow route and
sheer dropoffs on either side.

“I didn’t like Knife Edge
very much,” Carson says
now. “It’s a straight drop,
and once my mom told me
people had died [there], I
was like, ‘Well, that helps!’”

Now, Heather Lord says,
Carson has hiked every pos-
sible marked route up and
down Katahdin. She hopes
he’ll be able to add a newly
routed Abol Trail to that list
as soon as it opens.

And Rogan? He already
joined in on the fun. Both
brothers climbed Katahdin
with their mother last sum-
mer and are looking forward
to returning.

Maine’s summer birds are singing like crazy
Maine’s summer birds have re-

turned, and they’re singing like
crazy. Perhaps they’re driving you
crazy. For a few experienced bird-
ers, it’s a chorus of familiar voices.
For all others, it’s a cacophony of
confusion.

I’m going to let
you in on a little
secret. There are
hundreds of differ-
ent bird species
making noise in
Maine right now,
but only a handful
are making all the
noise around your
n e i g h b o r h o o d .
Maybe 10. Proba-
bly fewer.

Of those 10, how many are al-
ready familiar? I’m guessing you
know a robin, blue jay, mourning
dove and chickadee when you hear
one. An eastern phoebe has been
squawking around your house for
over a month, probably perched on
your deck. So, that leaves maybe
three birds around your backyard
making noise you don’t recognize.

You’re thinking, “Really, just
three?”

Yes, and one of them is a song
sparrow, so now it’s just two.

Naturally, if you have a house
in the woods, the number goes up
a bit. There’s probably a flycatcher
or thrush nearby. Perhaps there
are five different warblers that can
be heard from your driveway. But
guess what? It’s the same five
every year — the five that seek the
kind of habitat you’ve got.

There are two dozen warbler
species in Maine, but only a few of
them matter at your house.

Learn just a couple of songs, and
suddenly you’re able to identify
nearly every bird you hear at
home.

That’s too easy. So let’s add a
second location, someplace you
visit regularly. It could be a park, a
golf course or upta camp. The habi-
tat will be different, so the birds
will be different, but once again,
it’ll just be 10 birds making most of
the noise, and you’ll already know
several. Learn just a couple of the
prominent voices and, once again,
you’ll be able to identify most of
what you’re hearing.

Some songs are complicated. Ig-
nore them. Learn the easy ones
first. Most warbler songs are short
and sweet, usually with an easy-to-
remember pattern. Some are so
common and distinctive that they
can be learned immediately. For
instance, you could learn to recog-
nize northern parula, ovenbird,
black-throated green warbler and
common yellowthroat before
lunch today.

Still too easy. So let’s go to a
third location, someplace known
for having a lot of singing birds.
Let’s walk the trails of Bangor City
Forest. Don’t look at any bird. Just
listen, and divide up all songs you
hear into two categories: birds you
know, and birds you don’t know.
When you realize you’re hearing
some of the same songs you hear
around home, congratulate your-
self for knowing more bird songs

than you thought you did.
Now pay attention to the songs

you don’t know. As you walk the
trails, some songs occur much
more frequently than others. Pick
one of those. You may now look at
the bird. When you’ve figured out
what it is, go find another one
making the same noise. Then an-

other. By the third repetition,
you’ll own this song.

Leave. Don’t learn any more
songs. Trying to learn too many
songs at once is the No. 1 mistake
that nearly all birders make. Re-
turn the next day, find your first
bird again, and congratulate your-
self for now knowing its song.

Then go learn a second frequent
singer. Remember, about 80 per-
cent of the noise is coming from 20
percent of the birds. By learning
those first, you’ll soon recognize
most of what you’re hearing.

Eventually, you’ll be ready to
take on a new challenge — a com-
pletely different habitat, like a
saltmarsh, mudflat, hayfield or
mountaintop. Most of the singing
will be utterly unfamiliar, but the
same rules apply. No more than 10
birds are making most of the noise.

Nothing destroys confidence like
birding with an expert who is seem-
ingly able to identify every sound in
every habitat. There’s no mystery to
it. The expert has simply acquired a
memory of the songs typical for
each habitat, and has probably
taken a long time to do it. Each song
was learned one at a time, starting
with the common, easy-to-remem-
ber ones. Once the common songs
are known, the uncommon ones
grab attention, and they are soon
added to the expert’s repertoire.

So, if bird songs are driving you
crazy, here is your assignment:
learn one. Just one. Do it this
week. Find the bird around your
house that is making the most
noise, and figure out what it is.
The rest will get easier.

Bob Duchesne serves as vice
president of Maine Audubon’s
Penobscot Valley Chapter. He de-
veloped the Maine Birding Trail,
with information at mainebirding-
trail.com. He can be reached at
duchesne@midmaine.com.
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Nashville Warbler.
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The entrance to the 100-Mile Wilderness near the Abol Campground off Golden Road can
be seen in April 2015.
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A porcupine foraging beside the trail.


