The Maine Event

June 3-June26

June 10
Breakfast over with, we got on our way at 9:20 AM. Our trip yesterday covered 196.5 miles. Looking
ahead, this Sunday driving will cover about the same – 195.1 miles. Again, looking at June 10, we’ll
spend time at Shelburne Falls, historic Deerfield, and finally Turner Falls.
Shelburne Falls is a village describes itself on its tourist map as having two “sides.” The Buckland side
on the west side of the Deerfield River where Buckland happens to be a town is a few miles away and the
Shelburne side on the east side of the Deerfield River. The Mohawk Trail, Mass #2, crosses the river
well north of the village, but the village sports two bridges of its own. The Iron Bridge crosses on Bridge
Street. It handles cars. However, the other bridge, “The Bridge of Flowers” is unique. It was built in
1908 as a trolley bridge across the river between Buckland and Shelburne. When the trolley line died in
1928, two locals envisioned a flower bridge and made it a reality in 1929.
We parked on the Buckland side right near the bridges. Both are close together on the Buckland side.
We spent time exploring the Bridge of
Flowers before going to the Shelburne side of
town. This picture at the left is that Bridge of
Flowers. Yes, the river runs below it. I
photographed the Iron Bridge shown in the
photo below while standing on the Flowers

Bridge.
You can see
the railing,
some
plantings,
and one of
the small
trees. The
Deerfield
River has a
pool under
the bridges. The pool is formed by the dam and falls just beyond the Iron Bridge.
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The town must go all out for tourists. I see that it has a trolley museum as one of its attractions. Another
attraction is what was referred to as “glacial potholes” which are preserved just below the dam.
Here is a shot of the Deerfield dam.
There was a lot of capacity for spilling
water if necessary. In this field of rock
were lots of smooth-edges holes.
However, none were nearly as big as
those we sport in Kettle Falls State Park
near Askov, MN. In my several shots
here, I intended to show one or more holes
which I could see. By evening when I
looked at the results, I found that nothing
seemed to look like a pothole without
imagination.
I can’t recall the route to the next location.
Looking at a map, we could have gone to
Shelburne and then Greenfield before
travelling south on Mass #10 to “Historic
Deerfield” which seems to be just northwest of the current town of Deerfield. This was a real find for a
history buff. It was loaded with wonderful examples of pre-Revolutionary buildings. Wow!! Each
home seemed to be open as a museum except for one or two that were having some renovation. I believe
I took shots of 6 of the houses that lined the nicely wooded street.
The oldest was the Ashley House. It was built in 1734 and was the home of the “second minister” of
Deerfield. No religious denomination
was mentioned.
We went to the door of this building
and the docent came out. She was tiny
and at least 85. She told us how to get
a ticket for viewing. Hope she is not

waiting. We gleaned enough information
from the signs in front of the houses and
the visitor information pamphlet.
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The red brick was the Stebbins House built in 1799. It was the first brick house in town and its design
was called the Federal design. Out here throughout our trip in the eastern states, one sees many homes by
this design. Front door in the middle with evenly spaced windows on either side. Very plain looking.
However, maybe I will get a better example later in a photograph, but it seems like the houses of this
period were built very close to the road. Probably there would be a walkway before the street, but no
lawn like shown here. That is just my impression.
Finally this structure had two
entrances. The nearest one with porch
was the Frary House from 1760. Its
style was called “colonial revival.” It
was restored by Charlotte Alice Baker
in the 1890s with New England
antiques, needlework, ironware, and
basketry.
Attached to the Frary House was the
Barnard Tavern built in 1795 and
currently being restored – maybe
again.
This little town had lots to see, study
and appreciated. Part of our early
American heritage.
Well, we moved on to see Turner Falls on the Connecticut River. Turner Falls was just west of
Greenfield so we were making progress to the east. There was road construction that made it a little
difficult to find destination. Finally we arrived and
took this picture of the power house and dam. The
main item of interest was a “state of the art” fish
ladder. The viewing area of the ladder was down
several flights of stairs and below the pool’s surface.
Once we arrived in the viewing room, we found a very
knowledgeable “ranger” there who must be one of the
researchers whose labs were adjacent to this ladder
viewing area. We and the ranger spent a lot of time
together. He was a wealth of information.
The goal of the ladder is to foster the re-introduction of
Atlantic salmon to this river for the purposes of
spawning. Their spawning had habits had been interrupted here by the introduction of dams beginning
nearly 200 years ago. So this project is just very exploratory. Can such habits be changed? (Before I
forget, I remember seeing a newspaper in Maine that spoke of dams being removed from some river or
river system. Dams are no longer used for power as they were in the past. Apparently flood control is no
longer an issue either.)
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The researchers at this ladder use electronic schemes to count fish that pass through the ladder. Currently
the main visitors are Atlantic shad. Our ranger said that so far this year the count of salmon in the ladder
is 2.
I am not certain how long this project has been underway. I haven’t seen any date yet except that the
ladder was completed in 1980. From the very good booklet we received it seems like these restoration
efforts are the result of five power companies under their heading as Northeast Utilities.
What follows is more info about shad, salmon, and lamprey than you want to know. 
The American Shad
After four to six years at sea, adult shad travel upstream to their native, fresh-water spawning areas. They return when river temperatures reach 50 to 54 degrees
Fahrenheit and spawn when the water reaches 56 to 61 degrees. A shad can lay about 130,000 eggs; each egg is about 1/16 inch in diameter. After spawning, the
adults return to the ocean and spend the summer and fall in the Gulf of Maine.
The fertilized eggs hatch in about six days. Hatching at 3/8 inch long, the larva develops backfins and grows to about 5/8 inch long within 17 days. Once able to feed
itself, the immature shad is called a fry. A fry spends four to six months in the river, until the cooling waters of autumn signal it to swim to the ocean. By the time the
fry reaches the ocean, it is three to six inches long.
Young shad join adult shad in the ocean and migrate south during the winter, feeding on plankton until they mature and are ready to continue the cycle.
Most adult shad are from 16 to 20 inches long and weigh three to five pounds, although females can weigh as much as six pounds. Shad can live for four to six
years; however, disease, fatigue or injuries caused by the journey upstream cause as many as 90 percent to die after spawning.

The Sea Lamprey
Sea Lampreys, fish that resemble eels, travel as many as 200 miles upriver to spawning areas. Considering they only travel two to three miles per day, this takes
them a long time.
Lampreys live in the ocean during the winter and can be found from Greenland to Florida. They undergo great physiological changes when they enter fresh water,
including going blind. They orient to the current as they move upstream and attach themselves to rocks and dams to rest. Lampreys do not always return to the place
where they were born. They spawn when the river temperature reaches 77 degrees Fahrenheit.
Lampreys, which weigh from two to three pounds and can be up to three feet long, spend their first four to six years in fresh water, burrowed into the mud. After
migrating downstream, they spend two to four years in the ocean before returning to fresh water to breed.
The female lamprey creates a gravel nest for the 200,000 eggs it lays when spawning. Lampreys use their disk-shaped mouths to carry stones up to four inches in
diameter to form a semicircle to catch the floating eggs below the spawning site. Mating occurs during a 48-hour period; both adults die shortly after spawning is
completed.

The Atlantic Salmon
Although some migrate in the fall, most Atlantic salmon begin their spawning migration in the spring. Spawning takes place in October or November with the female
seeking out a gravel stream bottom to build her redd (nest). Eggs fertilized by the male’s milt develop over the winter and hatch in the early spring. After spawning,
the kelts(adults) either swim back to the ocean or stay in the river until spring.
Newly hatched alevins remain in the gravel until May or June. As they feed and grow, they develop from fry to fingerlings (three to four inches long) to parr (four to
five inches long). The parr, known for their vertical striped bars, spend one to two years feeding and growing in fresh water while their bodies change to prepare them
for life at sea.
When the parr lose their vertical bars and turn silver, they are called smolts and are ready to head downstream to the ocean. Once there, they swim to feeding
grounds off the coasts of Canada and Greenland. After one to two years in the ocean, they return to the rivers of their birth to spawn. Unlike sea lampreys, Atlantic
salmon do not die when spawning is completed.

The Obstacles the Travelers Encounter
The historic upstream migration of American shad, Atlantic salmon, sea lamprey, striped bass, and blueback herring was thwarted at the end of the 18th century by
the construction of dams, overfishing, and pollution.

The Ladders at Turners Falls
120 miles from the mouth of the Connecticut River, the fish reach the ladders at Turners Falls. Unlike Holyoke’s elevators, 35 miles downriver, the Turners Falls
fishway relies on the ability of migrating fish to make the climb using their own power. Here, they swim over a series of rising pools in much the same way they would
have overcome the natural rises in the river before dams were built. Completed in 1980, the Turners Falls ladders help migrating fish past the Turners Falls dam.
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The Turners Falls ladders are a series of three ladders, located at Cabot Station, the spillway (dam) and the gatehouse. In order to continue upriver past the dam, all
fish must pass through the gatehouse ladder. Water flowing through an entrance gallery attracts the fish into the ladder. The Cabot ladder consists of 66 pools, each
pool approximately one foot higher than the preceeding pool. From the Cabot ladder the fish enter the power canal and swim two miles to the gatehouse. Fish that
bypass the Cabot Station ladder, continue two miles further up the Connecticut River and find themselves at the base of the Turners Falls dam. There, at the spillway
ladder, the fish climb 42 pools, joining the fish from the power canal in passing through the gatehouse ladder. The fish then swim past a public viewing area and a
counting area and exit the fishway above the Turners Falls dam to continue their journey up the Connecticut River.

In the picture at the left, you see one of the Atlantic shad. I have
about four pictures --- one showing 4 shad. However, they are much
less clear than this one.
Incidentally, the location of this dam was the Village of Turner Falls.
But when you see the signs, it says that the Village of Turner Falls is
in the Town of Montague. We noticed this relationship between
villages and towns several times. Maybe the town was short for
township. And both entities are dots on the road map some distance
apart. Hark!!! Wikipedia provides somewhat of an answer. “The
villages of Montague Center, Montague City, Lake Pleasant, Millers
Falls, and Turners Falls are located in the town of Montague.”
Montague was first settled in 1715 and incorporated in 1754.
That was our last stop. We took off for Biddeford. Beverly kept me
on track with directions. We reached the New Hampshire Turnpike
(I95) at 3 PM and paid the $2.00 toll. We were through New Hampshire in the blink of an eye.
Portsmouth was the only place I recall and it is right on the border of New Hampshire and Maine. (Pa
spent some time in Portsmouth during WWI. I believe his duty there was during the influenza epidemic
of 1917.) Portsmouth has harbor which is located at the mouth of the Piscataqua River. (I am amazed at
the number of rivers we encountered whose names were totally new to me. Maybe we know the
geography of our west much better.)
At Bev’s recommendation, I left the freeway in Maine and travelled up US1 which was closer to the
ocean – though we did not see it yet. Finally, I think we got off to Maine #9. If you find that on the
map, you’ll see that we were right there!!! Where? Kennebunkport!!! If you recall, that is “W’s”
vacation area. From there, I believe we followed Maine #208 to Biddeford Pool where the conference
was to be held.
We arrived about 4:15 PM. Our odometer read 1896.1 miles. The car would now have a week to rest.
The name of the conference center was Marie Joseph Retreat House. After trying to get in on the wrong
side of the building we finally found the correct parking lot. Inside on the ground floor, two sisters
checked us in and collected the remainder of our conference fees. We went to our room. Our assigned
room was Room 31 on the “Avenue” side of the large retreat house. Across the hall was the “Ocean”
side. We missed the cut and did not get an ocean view. We dropped off our bags, and returned the
parking lot. As directed we moved our car to a more distant lot where it remained until we packed and
left the following Friday.
The small contingent of sisters who ran the house were Presentation Sisters. As usual they were an aging
group. One of our favorites was Sr. Michelle who was the only one there that walked with a walker. She
was a big lady and moved very slowly. However, when Al Bostelmann arrived at the Portland, ME
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airport on Monday, Sr. Michelle was the nun who was there to collect him and drive him back to
Biddeford Pool.
We had put off eating for most of the day. There was always ample nibble-food in the car. Now at 5
PM, we went to the dining hall for the cafeteria style dinner. Our retreat group of approximately 40
persons ate with the nuns. This first night we ate with Paul and Kajia Rehm. Kajia was German
originally. These kind people were Quakers.
At 7 PM, we entered the conference room where we would do our work tonight and for the next 5 days.
To provide a brief outline of the conference schedule:
9 AM to Noon: Talks by Fr. Emmanuel Charles McCarthy (Melkite priest)
3 PM to 5 PM: Talks by John Carmody
7 PM to 9 PM: Talks or Q&A
Breakfast was at 8 AM, lunch at Noon, and supper at 5 PM
To provide a brief background on Fr. McCarthy and the subject matter of the
conference:
Formerly a lawyer and a university educator, he is the founder and the
original director of The Program for the Study and Practice of Nonviolent
Conflict Resolution at the University of Notre Dame in South Bend,
Indiana. He is also co-founder, along with Dorothy Day, Gordon Zahn and
others of the organization called Pax Christi-USA. For over forty years he
has directed retreats and spoken throughout the world on the issue of the
relationship of faith and violence, and the Nonviolent Jesus and His Way of
Nonviolent Love of friends and enemies. He has been nominated for the
Nobel Peace Prize and is author of several books.
Here we are that first evening about to get
underway. I see John Carmody standing to
the far right in this picture.
I have filtered my notes and wrote multiple
pages describing the content we received.
This first talk was I entitled Seeking Truth
and the Rôle of Conscience The bottom
line here is that we spend our life seeking
truth. One must follow his truth. McCarthy
ended with: “Over the pope as expression of
the binding chain of ecclesiastical authority,
there stands one’s own conscience which
must be obeyed before all else…”
Conscience and Truth, Ratzinger 1967
So to bed we go. Up to our rooms. (Just to let you know, our rooms each had a sink as their only
plumbing. We had toilets and showers down the hall. Each participant had a desk and a single bed. Our
room looked out on the entrance drive.
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June 11
I will have no ability to remember all the people we ate with and talked with during that week. Beverly
did very well keeping some notes on where people came from. For instance, Joseph and Mary Jean
Goode came from Atlanta. Martha Hubbard and Victoria Pretti were both Episcopal. Sr. Jacqueline
Provencher and Sr. Catherine Chen were Dominicans. Patricia Ferrone was from Cleveland. Sorcorro
Romero was from New Mexico. Bill and Joyce Ruhaak were from Joliet, IL and Bill was currently
involved in fairly successful (my words) litigation involving withholding taxes. His case nears the
Supreme Court, I believe. Dwyer and Sheila Sullivan were from Ontario. There were several male
Catholic priests. Jim Loney was from Toronto, Ontario. He was gay and one of four peace activists with
a Christian Peacemaker Team kidnapped in Iraq in 2005. He and two others were released as a result of
military action, but Tom Fox was murdered on March 9, 2006.
Before I proceed to the brief mention of the second talk, I note that after that talk and lunch Beverly and I
walked out to view the neighborhood. On the walk, I took a picture of our retreat center at low tide.
Looks like a French château. I recall that
the houses along the way looked pretty nice.
They were mostly single family dwellings,
but the one in this next photo must have
provided space for vacationers. It was for
sale. I did not check the price. 

One more picture shows a sport that the “other
half” must enjoy. We never saw anyone on this
course, but the neatness of it all makes it look
like it would be fun. Croquet anyone?
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Conversion and Coercion
The third talk was Reality and Revelation.
The next talk I call the Power of Love.
June 12
Let’s see. Tuesday was sort of gloomy and Wednesday was rainy all day. I guess I should expect
something like that on the Maine coast. We did however do some exploring during our 1-3 PM break on
Tuesday. We went down to the beach at low tide again and walked west a ways.
Below Beverly, bundled against the wind, looks for shells right out in front of the retreat center. Those
rocks in the background are partly submerged showing that the tide is higher now than at some of our
other visits to this spot. The picture to the right shows the residential section we explore on Monday.
Waves tumble in.

To the west, I shot a photo of one house that
shows that not all houses around here are colonial style. Frank L. Wright had his influence even here.
Whoops! Maybe Frank wouldn’t like this one.
This morning we began with a talk on Agapé.
Killing the Loved Ones of God was the next talk from 7-9
PM on Tuesday.
June 13.
This was the rainy day.
McCarthy always portrays Jesus as The Suffering Servant.
That was the beginning of our Wednesday sessions.
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The second session on Wednesday morning stressed Mercy.
June 14
From 1 to 3 PM we walked to Biddeford Pool, a tidal pool which was a little to the west of the retreat
center. It was a very safe little harbor off the main Wood Island Harbor. It went up and down with the

tides. It was near high tide when I took this shot earlier in the week.
This trip we viewed low tide
from approximately the same
vantage point.
Back at the beach at the end
of our walk, I just wanted to
show that there were no
clouds in Biddeford on some
days.  You can compare
the picture at the left with my
picture in my Tuesday notes. Finally, I show that Al
Bostelmann, our friend from Minneapolis, took a stroll on the beach. It is Al’s involvement with Fr.
McCarthy that perked our interest in this retreat.

Militarization and Right to Life is a title for the morning sessions on Thursday.
June 15
The conference ended at noon on Friday and Beverly and I left right after lunch.
This last presentation of the conference was again an all morning presentation which I would entitle: The
Church and Violence.
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