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Hi, everyone! Here we are 

again...another Christmas! You 

know, as you get older, the years 

seem to pass faster and this one 

seemed to go by in a blink. Hope you are all doing well and 

MERRY CHRISTMAS! 

 

The Nosebleed from Hell! 
 

In January I had a nosebleed at work. This is not unusual. 

Thanks to Grandfather Bragg half the Bragg family has He-

reditary Hemorrhagic Telangiectasia (HHT). Essentially, it is 

a weak capillaries problem. So, nosebleeds are pretty com-

mon in the family  (PS– they now have a website JUST for 

that disease called www.hht.org). However, I have never had 

a nosebleed that I couldn‘t stop. It started about 3 PM. By 5 

PM , I decided that it wasn‘t going to stop; so, I asked Paul 

(fellow worker bee) to take me to SW Memorial‘s Emergency 

room and called Mary to come pick me up there after they 

stopped it. Mary is a good friend and helps me out in times 

like this!  I figured I could drive to the ER myself but trying 

to hold your nose clamped and drive at the same time is not 

very elegant. So Paul got me there. I was checked in surpris-

ingly fast for SW Memorial. When I had peritonitis from the 

ERCP procedure in 2007, it took two hours. Now I know the 

secret to getting a fast admittance—a bloody nose. If I‘d 

known that back in 2007, I could have blown my nose really 

hard and got a good one started. So, you live and you learn! 

 

Anyway, they took my blood pressure and it was 192 over 92. 

I‘ve never had a problem with blood pressure so that was 

pretty impressive! Of course, I had been bleeding steadily for 

2 1/2 hours by then. It was the type of nose bleed that is pretty 

far back so clamping your nose doesn‘t help much. The clots 

were going down my throat; so, it wasn‘t overly messy.  

 

Anyway, I got admitted. Paul left. They had a new setup now. 

Old geezers had a special area blocked out for them and eve-

ryone else went to he OTHER part of the ER. The old geezer 

section was mostly empty. They took my blood for a test (a 

little ironic, isn‘t it!?) and stuffed some of that stuff that gels 

up my nose. They were pretty confidant it would stop. I kept 

telling them it needed cauterizing. ―Oh, no, this will work‖. 

Okay, right, so I waited. The blood results came back an the 

hemoglobin count was 11—just slightly lower than normal. 

So they weren‘t worried. Huh… 

 

Mary arrived around 7, I think. I was still swallowing blood 

clots. I decided I had to go to the bathroom quite badly. So, I 

tried getting off the bed. I started seeing black spots and felt 

dizzy so I got back on the bed. The nurse said that I was hy-

perventilated. I told him it might have something to do with 

the fact that, by that time, I had been bleeding 4 1/2  hours. 

He said, no, they had taken a blood test when I was admitted 

and it was  11 which was only SLIGHTLY low. I pointed out 

that that was taken almost 2 hours ago. He didn‘t seem im-

pressed. So, when he went away, I tried again. Mary was 

there in case I keeled over. I was appreciative, but figured if I 

keeled over then we were both bound for the floor! The best 

she could do was provide a soft landing if I landed on top of 

her! Anyway, I managed to make it to the bathroom door this 

time with Mary‘s help. I proceeded to do my business.  As I 

was finished and about to try wiping, I started seeing black 

spots again and getting dizzy. Well, not one to want to be 

found keeled over on the floor, pants down in the ladies room, 

I crawled to the floor until they went away. The I got out fin-

ished wiping, flushed and walked out the door. The black 

spots came back again; so, I crawled down to the floor outside 

the rest room. Mary was off trying to find out what was taking 

so long. The male nurse came by, saw me in the floor, and 

said ―What are you doing down there?‖. I told him I was 

checking for cockroaches. He said ―Well, you are just hyper-

ventilated‖ and helped me get up and back to the bed. 

Humph! I KNEW I was NOT hyperventilated. Geesh!  

 

This brings me to my pet peeve this year. I am pretty much 

convinced that the CIA is testing Houston by spraying Stupid 

Gas all over the city. This gas is absorbed by people at differ-

ent rates. For old geezers, it just falls off the skin like water 

off a duck‘s back. Young people absorb it at alarming rates. 

This nurse must have been in the direct spray path of the 

CIA‘s gas trail and had in taken a HUGE amount of stupid 

gas.  

 

At 8 the cute resident came back and said he would try a 

longer packing material. I said I think he should cauterize it. 

He said , well, okay. So he pulled out the packing and THEN 

he went to look for the gear he needed to do the cauterization. 

Off he goes to find the cauterizing equipment. That was at 8 

o‘clock. In the meantime, I was having to clamp my nose 

again because he had removed the packing. AND the clots 

were still flowing down the back of my throat. 

 

Around 9:15 he came back. Apparently, he had been diverted 

to the OTHER section of the ER for a gunshot wound. That 

trumped a bloody nose; so, I was left waiting! Anyway, he 

finally cauterized it (not too pleasant, but I‘ve had worse!). 

And..lo and behold..it stopped! At 9:30 , they took my blood 

Our Family disease has its very own website now —> www.hht.org  
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pressure again and it was 112 over 72; so they let me go.  So, 

after 6 1/2  hours of bleeding, I was pretty beat. Mary thought 

I shouldn‘t be alone; so, she took me to her place to bunk out. 

She‘s a good friend!  And THAT was an experience I would 

not like to repeat! 

 

  

Second Annual Ranch Rock Race and 
Art Retreat at the Bunkhouse 

 
Every so often I like to take some artist friends and head out 

to the Bunkhouse in the Texas Hill Country. It‘s just beautiful 

out there and we all get a chance to get away from everything 

and concentrate on painting.  Also it gives us a chance to see 

our friend Dena Wenmohs and our God dog, Roscoe.  AND, 

because my attention span is extremely limited, I usually ac-

company the retreat with some fun happening. The rubber 

ducky race is usually in August. We‘ve had a snowman build-

ing contest in February and a skunk impersonation contest 

after the last art retreat where we had a skunk visit us under 

the Bunkhouse. They were pretty successful, but I wanted 

something different so came up with the Ranch Rock Race.  

Not an easy thing, but I can always dream up some way to 

race rocks! The first year we had a pretty good success, but 

this year was even better! Surprisingly, I can get quite a few 

artists inter-

ested in these 

endeavors of 

mine; so, we 

In the 1st Furlong ,Mary Blain was first up. Roscoe was there 

"helping". I think that dirty rat Mary had been practicing a 

little since last year or somehow cheated, because she threw 

the rock right into the middle of the 50 point bull's-eye!  

Needless to say, Mary Blain won the 1st furlong! 

Dena threw her rock onto the target somewhere but Roscoe 

thought she was playing "Fetch" and took off with the rock. I 

told her that she got no points until Roscoe brought back the 

rock. She was occupied the rest of the 1st furlong chasing 

Roscoe. 

Dena Finally got the rock back, but Roscoe then took off with 

Ann Pfeiffer's rock. When he dropped that , he grabbed 

Debra's rock. Roscoe was having a FINE time and the scoring 

was a trifle hard to do when the rocks kept getting kidnapped. 

Then Roscoe took exception to Mary Blain's steed stick and 

put several tooth marks in her great design! She had to play 

"Tug-of-war" to get the stick back and everyone was laughing 

so hard it took a while to start the 2nd furlong!  

Shirley Blevins added some sparkle and tinsel 

garland that really jazzed up her steed stick 

and steed!  
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were all set for a great re-

treat and race. The idea was 

to wear jockey colors and 

paint your ranch rock and 

steed stick with those same 

colors. This would cause 

less confusion during the 

race when trying to figure 

out one rock from another 

especially if there was a 

photo finish. We had a cou-

ple new contenders this year 

so it proved to be a rousing 

race!  

 

The rock race consisted of 3 

furlongs. The 1st furlong 

was to be a rock throw con-

test. I had drawn a target on 

the road with a shovel. It 

consisted of several concen-

tric circles. The jockeys 

were to throw their steeds 

into the target and would 

gain points based upon 

where the steeds landed. 

We were ready to begin and 

Ann Pfeiffer had to take a 

restroom break. 

While she was in 

the Bunkhouse, the 

Nederland girls 

thought we should 

fine Ann 1 or 2 

points for delay of 

race depend-

ing...Ann ex-

pressed the opin-

ion when she re-

joined us that she 

had never before 

been fined 2 points 

for taking a dump! 

After the laughter 

stopped, we started 

in on the 1st fur-

long. 

 

The second fur-

long consisted of 

about 20 -30 feet 

of race where the 

There was a slight delay on the 

2nd furlong when Dena tried to 

cheat by placing her steed about 

1 foot in front of the starting 

line. She was fined 10 points for 

"Trying to Deceive the Score 

Keeper" and an additional 5 

points for acting like it was just 

"An Innocent Mistake". Just 

LOOK at that "I am so inno-

cent" look...would you believe a 

person that had that look on 

their face? I don't think so. 

I stood up near the finish line to prepare for a photo finish and 

the jockeys lined up at the starting gate.  

Barbara Rogers takes an early lead. My personal opinion is that 

Barbara had been practicing during the year , because she 

REALLY improved this year!! She went on to win the 2nd fur-

long! 

Everyone lined up on the starting/finish line for the last furlong. 

Debra was doing great until (and I think this is true) Dena told 

Roscoe to go forward and give Debra a slight handicap which 

involved Debra using her dog dodging talents while keeping 

her steed mounted on the steed stick!  Too bad for Dena and 

Roscoe because Debra went  on to win the 3rd furlong! 

After all the points were added up 

and subtracted, which was no 

mean feat since I had made a 

mess out of the score pad, Debra 

Latham came up as the total 1st 

Place winner. She was moved to 

tears by the honor! 
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jockeys had to push their steeds with the steed stick. The first 

one over the finish line, wins!  

 

The third, and last , furlong consisted of a sprint around the 

loop in Dena's driveway in front of her house. The jockeys 

were to put their steeds on their steed stick. Then they were to 

race around the loop without dropping the steed into the 

driveway dust. First across the finish line wins that furlong. 

Once again there was a lot of grumbling from two members 

of our group who had various ailments that prevented them 

running around the loop. They figured that was unfair, be-

cause when the points were added up, they would be down a 

LOT. So...we reinstituted the "Gimp Mobile" concept. This was Dena's golf cart . We maintained the same rule from last 

year for those in the Gimp Mobile...i.e. those in the golf cart 

were not allowed to run over any other contestants; so, that 

was a little handicap unless they did some creative steering. 

The proud winners! Debra Latham—1st, Barbara 

Rogerws—2nd and Ann Hoffpauir 3rd. 

King Roscoe eyes Marchita's delicious meal. Mary 

caught the next few pictures of Roscoe at the height 

of his begging career and nobody (but Dena) does 

it better (or cuter) than Roscoe!. Step1 - the "Oh, 

what is this I spy?' stage 

Step 2 - The "Hey, I'm here, you know" stage..  

Step 3 - The "Look how pitiful I am. Am I not just 

the cutest thing you have ever seen? " stage.  

Step 4 - Send out scouts!  
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This year Mary got a new video camera and intended to film 

this event; so left poor Shirley alone in the Gimp mobile. Eve-

ryone got ready at the starting gate. 

To see more pictures of the retreat , see my website at 

www.nancyswebsite.com. Scroll to bottom and click on the 

rock race. 
The Great Maine Visit of 2010  

I decided to make another trip to Maine this year to visit my 

family and a couple old friends. Judy was supposed to go but 

got diverted to Long Island with her daughter at the last mo-

ment; so, I asked a newbie to the Maine jaunt, Joyce Kelm, if 

she would like to go. Luckily, I already had my buddy Mary 

Blain booked!  We booked a flight to Boston (I‘m a little 

masochistic so always book to Boston to see if we ever get 

out of there easily!) . It cost almost twice as much as the last 

time. Sigh...inflation!  

 

Last year, Renee 

and Aunt Bette 

had given me a 

GPS unit when 

they were visiting 

in Texas.  We 

were going to try 

that out when we 

got our rental car.  

So, we arrived, 

got the car and 

set up the unit to 

guide us out of 

the Boston air-

port. It was pretty 

useless! Mary managed to navigate us out (if you know Mary, 

you know that that must have been a fluke because she isn‘t 

that great a navigator!). We decided to nickname the GPS unit 

Sarah, because it was a lot like Sarah Palin...loud and obnox-

ious and only SOME of the time was she right!  

 

We were all hungry, so decided to stop at a restaurant. That is 

not an easy thing to do in MassOfLooseNuts traffic; so, the 

only one we could see clearly from a distance turned out to be 

a Mexican Restaurant. Now, is there something wrong with 

this picture?!! We travel all the way from Texas where Tex-

Mex is unequaled anywhere and stop at a Mexican Restaurant 

in New England. I didn‘t think it measured up but Joyce and 

Mary thought it was okay. 

 

The next stop was the Wal-Mart. We have learned that it is a 

good idea to stop and buy supplies for the rest of the visit 

ahead of time; so, I had programmed Sarah to find the Wal-

Mart on Woodbury Ave in Portsmouth, NH. Well, I might not 

have heard her right (hard to believe) and took the wrong exit. 

We had to loop back around and try again. At the next exit we 

followed her instructions and turned off onto a road that con-

nected with Woodbury  Ave. As I was trying to hear what 

Sarah was saying, Joyce points over to the left as we pass by 

Wal-Mart's back door exit and says, "Well, isn‘t that a Wal-

Mart?!‖.   Dang! It WAS! So we looped back around and got 

our shopping done. I got a call from Vie Dunn-Harr while we 

were in the coffee aisle asking about where I got my giclees 

made. How funny was that!? So, I told her briefly and then 

told her we were kind of in the middle of some heavy duty 

shopping. We had a good laugh then continued.  

 

When I exited from Wal-Mart, I had programmed Sarah for 

Dusty‘s house. She said to turn right. Now, as we were cross-

ing over the General Sherman bridge, I was thinking that 

there was something wrong with this picture! To our right 

was the Piscataqua River which meant Maine was on the 

other side, and we were headed north into New Hampshire. 

That just didn‘t seem right, but, hey, we were on vacation so 

we decide to go with the flow and see if Sarah could get us 

where we needed to be! She took us right down into the mid-

dle of Dover , New Hampshire and out through the backside 

to  Cocheco Road and then down some back roads into the 

backside of Eliot! And Lo and Behold! We were there! We 

started down Rt 103 but they had that blocked off and we had 

to find a detour. Sarah had to ―RECALCULATE!‖ . Finally 

we made it to Dusty and Linda‘s house.  We unloaded our 

luggage and then we set off for Newicks. Newicks is always 

This is me with my steed stick! I was wearing my 

Salem T-Shirt and borrowed Dena‘s Dandy Cow-

boy hat! I thought I might be able to use the T-Shirt 

and stick to put a hex on the other rocks,  

but it didn‘t work! 

Mary took this picture of Joyce and me 

going into the Massachusetts Mexican 

restaurant. 

Linda‘s New Car! Jazzy! 
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the first restaurant that we hit when we visit Linda and Dusty! 

My friend Marilyn was going to meet us there. She was going 

to be a little late. She lives on Bow Lake in New Hampshire 

and she was signed up for a Tai Chi class in Concord that 

night. After that she was going to join us.  

 

We started using Sarah, but Sarah got ALL confused trying to 

find Newicks (I ALWAYS get confused trying to find Ne-

wicks) and Dusty actually had to take over from Sarah. Like 

her namesake, she gets easily misled! 

 

The meal was good, but not up to its usual fare. They must 

have had a new chef. They also reduced the knick-knack shop 

which was a disappointment! It was great seeing Marilyn 

again. Tai 

Chi seems to 

have agreed 

with her! 

 

Day 2—July 
21—Mt 

Washington 
In all the trips 

I have made 

to Maine with 

my artist 

friends, we 

had never 

made it up Mt 

Washington. This year Dusty suggested it would be some-

thing different. He said the cog railway was cool to try. If we 

could manage to get up at 6 AM, then we could even take the 

steam engine cog railway. We all opted out for the later run of 

the non-steam railway! Linda was uneasy about it because she 

was a little queasy with heights and was more than content to 

This was the cog railway. It is NOT the steam engine but one 

of the diesel engines. 

Mary, Linda and Dusty at Newicks. 

Joyce took this of Me, Dusty and Linda at Mt 

Washington. 

The cog railway. Linda at the Summit! 

A view of Tuckerman‘s Ravine from Mt Washington. Not too 

good! These are the cars that drive up to the summit! 

Mary took this at the summit. 
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stay in the knick-knack shop at the 

base of the mountain. Fortunately, 

she decided to join us. It was a 

really great day! The scenery was 

really breathtaking and the railway 

was definitely cool! 

 

Day 3—July 22—Audrey’s day 
 

My other childhood friend who I 

usually touch base with when I come home is Audrey Fortier. 

My nieces didn‘t like Audrey too much because they thought 

she was boring! HA! Mary and I loved going around with 

Audrey because she was a member of the Historical Society 

and knew lots of neat stuff about the history of New England. 

So, we kidnapped her on our second day and started off to 

downtown Portsmouth to visit Prescott Park, Strawberry 

Bank, and walk around looking at old houses.  We also hit the 

Fuller Gardens and Rye 

Beach. While at Rye Beach, 

Audrey took us to Petey‘s 

Restaurant. According to 

her the fried clams , scal-

lops, etc had the ―Kiss of 

the Sea‖. Which meant, I 

think, that they were VERY 

good! And she was right! 

 

Day 4—July 23—We 
Meet Teka for Lunch 

 
As we set out this day to 

drive north to Bangor, the 

first thing that happened as 

I loaded the car with my 

luggage...I dropped my 

Nikon D60 $700 camera 

and busted it! It was pure 

carelessness on my part, and 

I was NOT happy! So, for 

the next couple of days, we 

will be using Mary and 

Joyce‘s pictures for the 

newsletter! I managed to get 

another camera in Bangor 

but until then , I was 

grounded. I felt like a gun-

slinger who had lost his 

gun! Sigh... 

 

Before leaving Houston, I 

had emailed my cousin Teka 

(Uncle Wayne and Aunt 

Louise‘s daughter) who lives in Portland and asked if she 

would like to meet us for lunch. I figured since we were going 

north anyway, we should stop in Portland. I hadn‘t seen Teka 

in a whole long time so it was great to see her. We used Sarah 

to find our way. She got us there, but, apparently, there is a 

SLIGHT accuracy problem (reminiscence of her namesake) 

and we stopped about 200 feet from Teka‘s real address. 

HOWEVER..it was close; so, 

that‘s what matters, right?!!  

 

Teka gave us a tour of her lovely 

house and then took us to her 

studio. She is very talented at 

quilting. She said I should go 

through her rack of quilts and 

pick one for myself. Well, I did 

and found this cute hangy thing 

that had a witch and a broom on 

it and it said —> ―The witch is In‖. I immediately thought of 

my office where we have some guys in their 20s and low 30s 

working in the GIS section. I could post that on my office 

wall. I figured they would get a kick out of it! ―Oh, that‘s 

fine‖, says Teka, ‗but Krissie did that one!‖. Oops! She had so 

many beautiful ones there that it was hard to pick out my fa-

vorite, but I found some runners and thought one of those 

would look dandy on my dining run table. Also found a 

Christmas tree skirt and another runner that might look good 

on Bette‘s table. I asked her how much she charged but she 

wanted me to take them. I left $40 so REALLY got a deal 

because they were so beautiful she would have gotten MUCH 

more for them! The girls also got a big discount on a couple 

items! We had a GREAT time! 

 

Then Teka took us to downtown Portland to a restaurant 

called Gilberts 

(which was 

CROWDED!) 

and we had some 

great seafood. I 

had lobster stew. 

I think the girls 

had a lobster roll. 

It was 

yummy...lots of 

butter 

(yup...bad...but 

good!).  Teka 

said we should 

come next time 

and spend the 

Mary and I like signs. 

Mary took this at the sum-

mit knick-knack shop! 

This is Audrey with Mary in 

Prescott Park. Notice that Aud-

rey has a pretty beige sweater 

on. When we got to Petey‘s for 

fried clams and were ordering 

dessert, she ordered coffee ice 

cream. She says that whenever 

she orders ice cream, she or-

ders the flavor that best 

matches the color of the top 

she is wearing...just in case, 

you understand!! Very wise. 

We saw this well-anointed 

rock at Rye beach. Audrey 

said she called those types of 

rock ―Gray Poupon‖ rocks! 

We stopped at Fuller gardens in 

Rye, NH when Audrey was our 

tour guide. After the gardens, 

she was determined to get us 

some of the pebbles from Rye‘s 

Pebble Beach‖ . It is a little 

frowned upon by the authori-

ties, but Audrey had big pock-

ets. As she was climbing onto 

the wall to leave the beach she 

asked if it looked like she had 

rocks in her pockets. I said 

―NAW, looks more like a 

growth coming out of your 

side!!‖. HA! 

Joyce took this picture of me and Teka 

down at Gilberts restaurant in Portland. 

Teka‘s hair looks great.  I‘m trying to start 

a new hair style! HA! 
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day. There was a great excursion out to Peak‘s island in 

Casco Bay that was fun. We decided that was a dandy idea.  

 

The plan was to head for Pemaquid after seeing Teka; so, I 

had programmed Sarah to take us there. She was supposed to 

have a traffic advisory feature to prevent us from hitting some 

big holdup, but true to her namesake, after we sat in bumper 

to bumper traffic for 40 minutes trying to get to Wiscasset, 

she finally had a red light appear on the traffic alert symbol. 

GREAT! Almost one hour too late! Pemaquid is my favorite 

lighthouse, and I knew Joyce would love it, but it was looking 

like we would have to pass that up. So….we turned around 

and headed to Bangor. Sarah managed to get us there AOK! 

So, sometimes, she does fine! 

 

We made it to Aunt Bette's place and just in time for supper! 

So, we hit the Angler restaurant which was quite yummy. 

 

Here was the coolest thing. Bangor has a once a week free 

movie in the downtown square. It is for the benefit of the 

shelter which in Freeze‘s old building. Bette and Renee had 

already checked it out and had a great time! Apparently, it is 

just as much fun  to watch the crowd and the traffic around 

the square as it is to watch the movie.  

 

So Bette had planned that we would take some lawn chairs 

and go downtown to the Friday night free movie which was 

―The Sting‖ 

with Robert 

Redford and 

Paul New-

man. Okay, 

I had seen 

the Sting 

MANY 

years ago, 

but , hey, I 

was willing 

to try this 

out. It was 

GREAT! 

They sold 

refreshments; so, we all checked that out. Renee came a little 

late because she had to do her exercise walk first.  When the 

movie was about to begin, they had an announcement about 

the street lights. The city didn‘t like the buckets that they put 

over the top of the lights so they were able to get the city to 

turn off a couple streetlights.  I did notice that they still had a 

bucket or two  over at least one of the streetlights along the 

side near the screen. Well, you know, you couldn‘t see the  

movie because there was too much light, so, I thought it was 

pretty inventive! We had some motorcycle guys go by and 

completely drown out the movie, but, HEY, that‘s part of the 

appeal, right?! The weather was perfect. AND, as an added 

attraction, you could use the city rest rooms in the surround-

ing parking garages! Excellent! It was fun and who doesn‘t 

like Paul Newman and Robert Redford?! It was an experi-

ence! 

 

Day 5—July 24—The Governors and the BunBill 
 

The next morning we had to trade our Boston rent car in at the 

airport. Terri Lynn had arranged a minivan for us to rent from 

her outfit for our stay up north.  She got a good deal for us.  

 

We all arranged with Aunt Lois to meet at the Governors for 

Mary took this picture of the downtown Bangor FREE 

movie on Friday night.  We got to see the Sting with 

Paul Newman and Robert Redford.  It was a lot of fun! 

Mary took this picture of the Bunbill at Parks Pond in 

Clifton. 

Joyce took this picture of Me and Mary at the 

BunBill. 

Mary took this picture of Randy and Kay. Randy was my 

Aunt Geraldine‘s son. He lives in Dallas. A Texan too! 
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breakfast. I 

was looking 

for Dean 

who had 

waited on 

us last time. 

Lois had 

given Dean 

a hard way 

to go about 

his limp 

bacon; so, I 

was pretty 

sure he 

would re-

member us! 

Unfortunately, he had been promoted to a managerial type 

who directed people to tables. We had someone else waiting 

on us. This was Joyce‘s first time at the Governors so we 

wanted her to enjoy it! The little train was running along the 

top of the wall and the food was good. 

 

After that we had to take the minivan to get some gas before 

we headed out to Clifton. Now, anyone with half a beanbox 

would know the gas cap should be on the driver‘s side of the 

car, but leave it to Chevy to put the ding-dong thing on the 

right! So, of course, I pulled into this teeny-tiny gas station on 

the wrong side of the pumps. AND...to make it a total comedy 

show, I got out to fill the tank, and out comes an attendant. 

Apparently, they filled it for you. GEESH! I didn‘t think they 

DID that anymore! Huh! Who knew?! So , I handed him my 

credit card and then noticed I was on the wrong side; so, told 

him hold on, I‘ll pull to the other side. It was drizzling a lit-

tle..nice day, right?! Anyway, I get in and noticed the tight 

quarters for pulling up and backing around the pump to the 

other side would be a challenge. Terri Lynn says I can‘t back 

a wheelbarrow; so, I had pictures of me backing into the tanks 

and blowing us all to kingdom come! Sooooo...always one to 

take the easy way out, I saw we were at the corner of a street 

with no traffic, so, I go out like I am turning right onto that 

street, hang a u-ey around the center grassy stuff, pull out left 

into traffic on the main road and come back around to drive 

into the yard the right way. The Mainer was standing there 

watching all this, getting a little damp from the drizzle, and 

when I got back around  and put the window down, he smiled 

that dry Maine smile and said ―A-yuh‖, then pumped the gas! 

HA! It was GREAT! Only in Maine! Joyce and Mary were 

dying of laughter, and I was cracking up. I figured it would 

make a good tale for the newsletter but had forgotten it. Mary 

called this morning reminding me about it. It had slipped my 

mind completely, and I wasn‘t going to put it in; so, Mary and 

her perpetual notes came in handy! 

 

After that , because cousin Randy and his wife Kay were just 

ending their week stay at the Bunbill in Clifton, we decided to 

go out and see them. Linda and Dusty were traveling up from 

Eliot to meet us there. Since Randy and Kay were leaving, 

Linda and Dusty were going to stay at the Bunbill. For those 

of you that don‘t know. The Bunbill is a camp on Parks Pond 

that my Grandfather and Grandmother Lee built by hand with 

their kids. They had three children :  My dad , Charlie, 

Randy‘s mom Geraldine, and the youngest was Uncle Billie. 

Joyce took this picture along the Whale's Back. 

Joyce took this of Mary, Me and Aunt Velma on top of 

Cadillac Mt.  

Joyce took this of the group at the knick-knack shop on 

Cadillac Mt. That‘s me, Aunt Bette, Aunt Velma, Renee, 

and Mary is drinking the beer (oh, yeah, it‘s root beer! 

HA!) 

Joyce took this of Dusty at Otter Cliffs. 
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Grandfather was Bill and Grandmother was Bun so it became 

the Bunbill.  

 

Mary, Joyce and I went for a walk along the brook that drains 

out from Parks Pond.  It is beautiful in Maine and you don‘t 

have to worry about cottonmouths or rattlesnakes when you 

walk in the woods! We even found a barrel racing setup hid-

den down along the brook! Who would think?! Reminded us 

of Texas! 

 

Then I decided to take the girls out along the whale‘s back. 

That used to be so much fun. Route 9 is called the Airline 

Road. It runs from Bangor to Calais. A lot of logging trucks 

run along that route and they treat it like they were ―flying‖, 

thus the Airline Road! The trucks are scary when they came 

speeding down those back country roads. The whale‘s back 

was the remnants of an esker which is the remains of a steam 

that ran beneath the glaciers that covered that whole area 

many moons ago. When the ice melted, the stream gravel 

collapsed into a winding ridge. It is extremely narrow and 

HIGH up from the rest of the landscape on both sides. Huge 

drop off! It had turns and wiggles and great ups and downs 

called ―Yes Ma‘ams‖ , because when you drove fast over 

them you left your stomach on the hills! It was so fun to drive 

over it! I would sometimes go over it 3 or 4 times! Then the 

wussy truckers complained because it was too hard on the 

trucking in the winter time so the state graded down all those 

cool bumps. Took all the fun out of it. Bummer... 

 

After the Whale‘s Back, we went to meet Randy, Kay, Linda, 

Dusty, Bette and Renee at the Eagle‘s Nest restaurant. Randy 

somehow figured they had super good fried clams. However, 

he had never been to Petey‘s in Rye, or he would have known 

better!  Bette had stayed home to make Dusty some Whoopie 

Pies. Dusty LOVES whoopie pies, and Bette spoils him rotten 

by making some for him every time he comes up north!    

So, we had a good time at the Eagle‘s Nest. Aunt Bette whis-

pered to me that she remembered Howard Pfeiffer well. How-

ard was Randy‘s Dad. He was in the army and they sent him 

and a crew to Los Alamos and used them to clean up after the 

Atom bomb tests.  A couple years later he died of cancer. 

Randy figures that the radiation might have had something to 

do with that. Anyway, Bette was still a young girl but she 

remembered Howard because he was sooooo handsome! 

 

After that we said good-bye to Randy and Kay as they left to 

catch their flight back to Texas, and we went back to Aunt 

Bette's Place.  

 

Day 6—July 25—Bar Harbor—Jordan Pond house and 
Pop-Overs 

Okay, this was Sunday, so it was absolutely imperative that 

we stop by the Dysart‘s Truck Stop in Bangor for breakfast! 

We all met at the truck stop which has some of the biggest 

(Texas Style) sticky cinnamon rolls ANYWHERE! They are 

YUMMY! So, I always have to stop there when I am in Ban-

gor. Unfortunately, they only have them on the weekends so 

we HAD to go either Sat or Sun.  

 

We decided to travel to Bar Harbor and Acadia National Park 

and hit the Jordan Pond House for popovers. One of the 

aunties favorite activities is to have popovers and tea at the 

Jordon Pond House! Linda , Dusty and Joyce had never been 

so we had to indoctrinate them! We had too many to fit in one 

car (okay, if we all didn‘t have such ample butts, we maybe 

could have fit in the minivan!); so, Linda and Dusty followed 

in Linda‘s cool new mustang convertible! 

 

We stopped by Orland and picked up Aunt Velma which also 

means our first stop was the Allen Bros Blueberry Factory. 

They have a cool little blueberry knick-knack shop there and 

we got to show Joyce the blueberry fields around the shop.  

Then we hit the road and stopped at the Cannon Towel Outlet. 

That always has some good tourist stuff AND, because it was 

right next door to an ice cream shop, we didn‘t see any reason 

not to stop for ICE CREAM! Then on to Acadia Park. Up Mt. 

Cadillac and then hit Jordan Pond House. After that, Mary 

took over driving and left Dusty and Linda in the dust; so, we 

had to recalibrate the wagon train. Joyce got some good pic-

tures of a pretty little stream while we waited for Linda and 

Dusty. (Mary is a little bit lead-footed, you see!). Then we hit 

the loop road and caught Thunder Hole and the Otter Cliffs. 

Joyce got some shots of the breakers for her Reg Stark sea 

scene painting class.   

  

Day 7—July 26—Belfast and Camden 

Joyce took this one at Thunder Hole. She was patient 

enough to stay until she caught the breakers! 

Joyce took this at the Weathervane in Belfast. That‘s Mary, 

Aunt Louise, Aunt Lois, Aunt Velma, Terri, Me, and Linda. 
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This was a Monday. 

Linda had the day off 

so we lucked out and 

still had Linda and 

Dusty around for an-

other day. I called Aunt 

Louise who lives on 

Stockton Springs and 

asked if she might be 

able to do a day of tour-

isting with us. Unfortu-

nately, she had a doc-

tor‘s appointment but 

said she could meet us 

for lunch in Belfast at 

the Weathervane res-

taurant. So, we were 

lucky and got Cousin 

Terri as a chauffeur 

and  Aunt Lois felt 

well enough to come 

too!. We picked up 

Aunt Velma in Orland 

and headed for Belfast. Poor Aunt Bette had to work and 

couldn‘t come...she is always working...tires me out just to 

watch her!  We had a great lunch with the three aunties. The 

Weathervane wasn‘t as good this year as the last time we 

stopped there, but it was passable.  

 

I always like to try to see something new when I go home. 

Believe it or not, there are parts of Maine that I haven‘t seen! 

So Terri had heard of an artists‘ colony down on the coast 

called Bayview that was supposed to be VERY quaint with 

colorful cottages, etc. So, off we went! It was quite interesting 

and a pretty little spot on the coast.   

 

We had to say 

good-by to Linda 

and Dusty as they 

had to go back to 

work down south 

in Eliot. But the 

rest of us carried 

on to Camden. 

That‘s supposed to 

be the prettiest 

village in Maine 

and was the site 

where they filmed 

Peyton Place with 

Carol Lynley way 

back when. The 

shops are always 

interesting (as is 

the tourist traffic!). 

We stopped by Mt 

Battie as well. Mt 

Battie overlooks 

Camden harbor. It 

has a very pretty 

view. 

 

Day 8—July 27—Cutler 
 

Aunt Bette had a vacation newspaper they put out for the 

tourists that told all about Cutler, Maine. It was way down 

east on the coast and had ―absolutely breathtaking cliffs and 

vistas‖. SO….THAT sounded interesting and Terri had the 

day off; so, off we go!  Aunt Lois wasn‘t feeling up to the trip 

but we got lucky and got Aunt Velma again for the third day! 

YAY!  So...off we go down towards Machias.  

 

We went down Rt 182 and as we went by Tunk Lake, Velma 

got this wistful look in her eyes. She said she and Tom (her 

husband now deceased) went boating on Tunk Lake way back 

when. Now, I‘m figuring , hey, a romantic interlude...isn‘t 

that nice. ―yes, she said, we caught quite a lot of fish that 

day.‖.  Okay, so much for the romance! HA!  

 

We went by a turn off to Cherryfield where they rake a LOT 

of blueberries. Joyce asked why they called it Cherryfield. I 

told her that it is a part of Maine history, but not a well known 

part, that back in 1879, all the local Maniac fathers would 

They have  a bored Husbands‘ 

Chair‖ outside the Purple Baboon  

Knick-knack shop in Belfast. Dusty 

was good  and posed for us! 

This was Dusty being patient at the Bayview Artists‘ Colony. 

A man‘s duties are NEVER done! Sigh... 

Terri and Lois at Bayview. 

Here we are in Camden. Me , Mary and Joyce. 
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bring their virgin daughters to HUGE field to be deflowered 

before marriage. That field became known as Cherryfield ever 

after. Terri rolled her eyes and Mary started choking. Joyce 

figured she probably shouldn‘t ask innocent questions around 

Mary and me.  

 

We found a Blueberry shaped tourist trap up by Harrington 

that we HAD to stop at just before Columbia Falls.  It was a 

REALLY cool tourist trap and we had a great time investigat-

ing it. After that we went through Columbia Falls. I was try-

ing to see where the falls were in Columbia Falls. Terri was-

n‘t very useful as a tour guide. She said something to the fact 

that she LIVED here and didn't have to know these things! 

Well, poor Joyce was getting a good dose of Maine humor! 

 

After the Blueberry house, Terri decided to take us on a side 

trip down one of 8 million coastal peninsulas that Maine is 

famous for (Maine has more coastline than Alaska, you know, 

you betcha!) We took off down 187 towards Jonesport, found 

it, then moseyed out onto Beals‘ Island. Velma wasn‘t much 

help in telling us what was out there (you know, Velma is the 

SMART one but when asked what was out there she said it 

was pretty and that was it!) so we had to go look for our-

selves, and Terri was great, because she didn‘t mind explor-

ing! I‘ve included some pictures from Beal‘s Island. I was 

trying to navigate from a map and not having a successful 

time of it, but figured, HEY, it‘s an ISLAND; so, how can we 

get lost? I guess, that didn‘t count the one time I took Terri 

down a road that ended in someone‘s driveway. We had to 

turn around with the Mainer standing there with his lawn rake 

shaking his head. He said something, but we couldn‘t hear. I 

imagine it was ―A-yuh‖. 

  

We went back to Jonesport and hit Mason Bay Road which 

took us back out to Rt 1 again (eventually).  

 

Then we went to Helen‘s in Machias to get  lunch and have 

some wild raspberry pie.  It wasn‘t what it used to be. Had 

gone downhill quite a bit. I think that‘s the story in Maine 

now. There are a whole LOT of houses for sale, if anyone is 

interested. It‘s a little sad. Anyway, after lunch, we hit the 

local discount store and Aunt Velma took off with a cart and 

she and Terri did some real damage in that store! HA!  After 

that we tried to go to Cutler. The good news is , we got to 

Cutler. The bad news is Terri had some intestinal difficulties 

(I TOLD you Helen‘s was not what it used to be!)  and there 

was NO WHERE in Cutler for a troubled tourist to go to a 

rest room (even though I pointed out several bushy bushes 

and I had a handful of Puffs-Terri gave me her ―jaundiced‖ 

look and continued driving!), so, we didn‘t make it to the 

―breathtaking vistas‖, but we still had a good time.  

 

Terri was very good to us though. Even though she was hav-

ing gastric disturbances, she stopped to let us take pictures of 

Cutler Harbor. We got some good shots, got back in the van 

and headed out of Cutler.  It was really drafty, and we looked 

back and Joyce had forgotten to shut the tailgate on the mini-

van! Okay, it COULD have been me. HOWEVER, our pilot 

DID have an instrument panel telling her a door was ajar but 

she had dismissed that as an electronic failure...until she saw 

what a great view she could see all of a sudden out the rear 

view mirror! HA! It was GREAT! It was probably some of 

that CIA stupid gas that snuck up from Houston to Maine. 

Mary was enjoying it, because, for once, she had nothing to 

do with it, and Aunt Velma was just looking at us like we 

were a bunch of yokels! HA! 

 

We got back into Machias and hit a Gulf station so Terri 

could use the ladies room. Then, back on the road, Terri was 

looking for some more sights for us to see. She saw a huge 

billboard that whisked by before she could read it properly, 

Blueberry Shaped Tourist Trap near Harrington. 

Taken on Beals‘ Island right close to the dead-end road 

that ended in some guys‘ driveway! 

This was taken at Cutler Harbor. 
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but she DID know that she had seen ―lighthouse‖ on the bill-

board. I didn't really think there was anything down the road 

that the billboard had said to turn on,  because the map didn‘t 

show the coast coming up to the road at that point. BUT...we 

were exploring; so we turned left onto a podunk road and 

went the mile or so the sign had said and turned into the park-

ing lot of the LIGHTHOUSE Pentecostal Church! It was a 

GREAT! Another star to add to the trip!!! Since there was not 

a lighthouse anywhere in sight, we went back out onto the 

main road and headed towards home.  We had a tiring day of 

touristing. I think Velma had a good time...jeez, she had to 

have had, because it was a real comedy show! 

 

Day 9—July 28—Northeast Harbor, Asticou and 
Thuya Gardens and the Seawall 

 

This day we had Aunt 

Bette with us. She got 

a precious day off, and 

we were going to 

make the most of it. 

Aunt Velma had been 

touristed out and 

needed a day of recu-

peration after the Cut-

ler trip.  Renee came 

down and joined us, 

and we decided to go 

to Bar Harbor again. 

This is always a wise 

tourist plan, because 

everyone knows → it 

takes two days to ―do‖ 

Bar Harbor. One to do 

the sight seeing and 

another to do some 

serious knick-

knacking. 

 

We hit downtown Bar 

Harbor. I only wanted 

to go to the Cool-as-A

-Moose shop, but the girls did some damage to their pocket-

books in ALL the other shops! Then we were walking by one 

of the shops and a young man was in front demonstrating a 

new toy. It was called something like ―The Splat‖. The one he 

had was shaped like an egg. It was soft, egg-shaped, clear 

colored except for the round yellow yolk in the middle of the 

egg. He drew back his arm and threw that puppy right onto a 

splat board that he had down in front of the shop. It made an 

impressive SPLAT! Flattened right out like a real splat. Then 

it quickly regained its original egg shape. Lo and behold! 

There was the egg we had just seen getting splatted! WELL! 

All us girls walked in and almost cleaned them out! Mary got 

some for her grandkids, Renee and Bette got a couple for their 

grandkids and I believe Joyce got at least one too! I bought 

one to take back to the office to show the boys. All in all, a 

great shopping expedition.  

 

Then we headed out for Northeast Harbor to hit the Asticou 

Gardens which are across the street from the Asticou Hotel. It 

was a beautiful as usual. Then we went a little further on to 

check out the Thuya Gardens. We got some great pictures of 

flowers for paintings.  

 

Then we travelled on to the Sea Wall which wasn‘t that im-

pressive this time and then we headed home.  

 

We had some bad news on the way home. Donna called 

Renee‘s cell and said that Velma‘s grandson Mark had just 

been killed in an automobile accident. After that it was a very 

bad evening. We diverted and went to Orland to see if we 

could help or at least be there for them. The police had 

blocked off Rt 1, the major tourist highway to investigate the 

accident. We went in the back way to get to Aunt Velma's 

house. Narramissic street was blocked off with crime scene 

tape; so, we had to drive into a parking lot to get around it to 

get to Velma‘s house. It was a very sad place that night. Ap-

parently Mark ,who was just 14, had been riding his bicycle 

with two other friends. They were riding along Narramissic 

Road and decided they were going to cross Rt 1. Kevin had 

repeatedly warned Mark not to do that, because the tourist just 

fly by, but you know how teenagers can be. The two boys 

were behind Mark who was first. They said he looked to the 

Joyce took this picture at Asticou Gardens.  

Mary had warned Joyce about bend-

ing over around all these cameras, but 

Bette and Joyce forgot, I guess. 

HOWEVER it could get a lot worse, 

you could have Mary Blain right be-

hind me with a video camera! Oh 

gosh, she WAS there taking a 

movie...how awful! HA! 

Joyce, Mary and Aunt Bette (a little camera shy) resting at 

Thuya Gardens. 
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right but didn‘t look to the left and a pickup truck hit and 

killed him. Sandy was crying and beside herself, poor thing. 

We were worried about Kevin's heart being able to hold up. 

The medics at the scene checked him out and I think they 

gave him something. Teri, Tommy‘s wife was there and was 

up helping with Kevin. She had stopped by the house to get 

him some food because his blood sugar had plummeted. 

Velma said they were waiting for Mark to come home for 

supper and he was late. They had a police scanner and a re-

port came in that a pickup had just hit a teenager on a bicycle 

at the end of Narramissic Road and Rt 1. Velma got this horri-

ble feeling that it might be Mark; so, told Kevin to go up and 

see. Poor Kevin. What could be worse than seeing your son 

lying dead? We were all so horrified.  That evening we saw 

what a small town in Maine can do when one of its families is 

struck by tragedy and the most amazing thing happened!  

That small town of Orland in Maine gathered around that lit-

tle family to help. When we were there, the minister from the 

Methodist church two doors down from Aunt Velma‘s house 

was there calling on the phone to help make the necessary 

arrangements. Velma told me that she stopped going to his 

church a few years back , because she couldn't walk over and 

the time change for Worship service was too early for her. So, 

isn‘t that amazing that he was there helping them even while 

the accident scene was still being investigated?  They had 

received some food from some of the neighbors and the sis-

ters at H.O.M.E. where Velma used to work. (H.O.M.E. is an 

organization that helps the homeless in Maine (bad place to 

be homeless—at least in the winter time)).  The Bed and 

Breakfast which is right next door to their home, brought over 

coffee and cinnamon rolls. The school where Mark attended 

had a special day of observance of Mark‘s death. The family 

had so many donations that they did not have to be left with 

the burden of the funeral and internment costs.  So, for those 

cynics out there, take heed that there are still places where 

people care enough to help each other in times of tragedy. 

 

It was a terrible night. I wish they hadn‘t had to go through 

this terrible tragedy. We left to go home to Bette‘s later that 

night.   

 

Day 10—July 29—Rest day 
Mary, Joyce and me went to meet Uncle Wayne for breakfast 

at the Denny‘s. They knew him well there and they were 

probably glad when we left. We had a good time, though! 

 

We wanted to stay around Bangor ; so the girls and I packed 

up our excess knick-knacks and decided to pack them up and 

send them home so we would not have to pay excess baggage 

fees.  So we sent those via UPS and then went to downtown 

Bangor. The Grasshopper Shop was always interest-

ing...except this time. It looked a little like the rest of Maine 

(behind the tourist traps)...a little worse for the wear. 

 

Then, it is almost obligatory for any newbee to Bangor, to 

visit Stephen King‘s house; so, we took Joyce to see his 

house. He‘s pretty used to tourists coming by to photograph 

his house. It IS cool because he has a wrought iron fence 

around it that has dragons on the corners, a spider web with 

spider on the front gate, and bats! 

 

Then we decided, 

since, Lois hadn‘t 

felt up to going 

with us much this 

year, that maybe 

we should invite 

ourselves out to 

Terri and Lois‘s 

place for a cook-

out that evening! 

We stopped at the 

Bougie roll bak-

ery to get some 

Bougie rolls but 

they were closed. 

Luckily, Hanna-

ford's had some 

of them for sale. 

Bette had some 

hamburger. We 

got some of those 

red hot dogs that 

are so popular in Maine and condiments, etc. We head out to 

Terri and Lois‘s place in Glenburn ( just outside of Bangor) 

and Terri had things all set up. She‘s very efficient, you 

know. The grill was ready and she had chairs out at the swim-

ming pool. While we were eating, Lois and I went to their 

garden to frisk the place for cucumbers. Lois knew that Bette 

was a cucumberholic and was doing a great job at flushing out 

the cucumbers. Nothing better than fresh Maine cucumbers 

RIGHT from the garden, She  must have found 8-10 of them 

and threw them out for me to pack back. We got back and, I 

swear, Lois and Bette had those cucumbers cut up and put 

into a bowl! The Bragg girls never let the dust collect, you 

know! I spent my life with them always being pushed along 

because I was too slow! Here‘s a secret, they don‘t slow down 

AT ALL with age and arthritis! I went off to take a couple 

pictures of Terri‘s yard. It‘s pretty in the summer time. When 

I got back all those cucumbers were gone! Bette had sucked 

them right up like a vacuum cleaner! I told her that it is a well 

known fact that cucumbers cause gas and she had better close 

her bedroom door that night because I was directly down-

wind!  

Terri, Joyce, Mary, Aunt Lois and Aunt Bette at the cookout. 

Mary, Joyce and I met Uncle Wayne at 

the Denny‘s for breakfast. They knew him 

pretty well there! 
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Then, get this, Bette gets it into her mind that we NEEDED 

one of those Sam‘s cakes that has strawberries on top. So, she 

is bound and determined to go there. She took me along. 

Now, I‘m figuring Sam‘s is pretty close, otherwise why 

would anyone in their right mind go off to get dessert? Right? 

Wrong! Sam‘s was a whole LONG way away. We got caught 

in a line. Got back an hour or more later! BOY! Only in the 

Bragg family! HA! It was GREAT! Mary and Joyce were 

suitably impressed. Terri and Lois BOTH gave us that ―Ginn‖ 

look! HA!  

 

Terri had spent the time showing the girls her recent craft 

obsession. She used to do basket making  but now she was 

into jewelry making. She had some NICE pieces there! Mary 

can act REAL sweet (when she wants to!) and she managed to 

get some jewelry pieces from Terri. I sighed and told Terri 

that that Texas sweetness shouldn‘t work that well in Maine! 

We had a really good time with the girls, the dogs, and the 

cat.  

 

Terri had rescued this psychotic dog called Abby. It was a 

miniature Doberman and had been mistreated. When you first 

come into the house she sets up a screeching wail that has a 

decibel level close to the level that punctures eardrums! Terri 

corralled her and put her in the guest bedroom.  I felt sorry for 

the dog, but sorrier for Terri and Lois! They were good-

hearted to take in that poor doggie. I said hello to Buffy the 

cat (I LOVE Buffy!) and Stacy the Jack Russell. They have 

an interesting houseful! We had a really good time with the 

girls, the dogs, and the cat. 
 

Day 11—July 30—Stonington Peninsula 
This day Aunt Bette and Lois and I decided to go down to see 

how Velma, Sandy and Kevin were doing. Velma turns 86 

Dec 31 so we were all worried about her and Kevin. I pro-

grammed the Stonington peninsula into Sarah, and sent Joyce 

and Mary off by themselves. I felt sorry for them that this had 

happened but they were very good about it. I figured between 

Sarah, Mary and Joyce, we may never see them again! HA! 

 

We got down to Velma‘s and the place was quite busy. They 

had received so much food from neighbor‘s that they could no 

longer fit it into the refrigerator!  They were coping but it was 

still a very sad family. 

Donna had arrived from 

Louisiana late last night. 

While we were there Pe-

ter Remick, the minister 

from the Methodist 

church in Bucksport 

stopped by, and we all 

gathered to talk about 

Mark to help the minister 

with his eulogy for Mark.  

Lots of little scraps of 

information were tossed 

out. He was very talented 

in pulling every piece of 

information he could.  I 

have included his eulogy 

with this newsletter for 

those that know the fam-

ily. If anyone else is inter-

ested, I have it posted on 

my website : 
 

 www.nancyswebsite.com 
 

Scroll to the bottom of the page and there is a link to this 

Christmas newsletter and also to the Memorials that I did for 

Tommy and Mark. 

 

They had decided to have the service at the church in Bucks-

port, because it was the biggest Methodist church. They ex-

pected a HUGE amount of people to show up. This tragedy 

spread all over Maine. The high school had a special day in 

remembrance of Mark and had guidance counselors there for 

the students. A lot of the students and their parents were ex-

pected.  It was so gratifying to see EVERYONE trying to help 

this little family. 

 

After a while, we left to go back home.  Renee was having us 

over to her new condo for supper. She had both of her boys 

and the grandkids coming. Bette went home to make some of 

her absolutely FAMOUS macaroni and cheese!   

 

Mary and Joyce made it to Renee‘s with Sarah‘s help. They 

This is Renee‘s back door to her condo. It is in a very pretty 

area in Bangor. 

This is Aunt Velma and the  pure 

bred Maine Coon Cat that was 

given to the family. 

Renee‘s grandkids, Jonathan and Christopher. Jonathan was 

the guy that threw the splat onto Renee‘s pristine ceiling! 
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had had a good day in Stonington. It is a beautiful peninsula 

overlooked by most tourists. They said Sarah did okay, but 

they couldn‘t find Blue Hill Falls where the kayakers go to 

catch the changing tide. They kept ending up in Blue Hill. I 

said that sounded familiar because Shirley and Mary had 

navigated me down that peninsula many years ago and we 

must have gone through Blue hill 5 times! I told them Blue 

Hill was where they had a great fair in the fall. I had seen a 

blurb on it in the tourist paper that Aunt Bette had. They had 

horse pulls and pig races. Mary said that the Houston Rodeo 

in Feb. had pig races too. Joyce was wondering if they were 

the same. I said I didn‘t think so because the Maine pigs went 

―oink oink oink‖ and the Texas pigs went...I passed it over to 

Mary who is always fast on her feet when a joke is around 

and said that Texas pigs go ―oink-y‘all oink y‘all oink ya‘ll ! 

GREAT! Joyce decided that we were nuts. Not far from the 

truth! 

 

The last time we were in Maine, Renee was devastated by her 

husband Brian who was having an affair. They were undergo-

ing a divorce. She was much happier this year. Her condo was 

beautiful. I have included some pictures. We had a great time 

that evening. Jason (Renee‘s son) was back together with his 

ex-wife Heather and they had their brood of 3 little boys 

along. ALL of them were so cute! Renee pulled out the Splat 

toys and the boys LOVED them! All was going well until 

Jonathan drew back his arms SO BIG and THREW it with all 

his might...right onto the ceiling! Okay, he meant it to go on 

the floor, but the release point was too soon and the ceiling 

got the eyeball splat toy. So there we were with a splatted 

eyeball looking at us from Renee‘s spotless ceiling (Renee is 

a little fanatical about housecleaning-I would have been sur-

prised if she hadn‘t washed the ceiling!). Anyway, everyone 

was cracking up. I don‘t think we remembered to take a pic-

ture of it, which is a shame, but , never fear, Jason got it 

peeled off the ceiling. We all looked in consternation at Renee 

because it left behind a splat slime mark, Whoops! HA! 

 

Jeffrey (Renee‘s younger son) showed up with his girlfriend. 

She got indoctrinated into some of the Bragg humor big time. 

Jason and I can go at it pretty well! I asked him if he knew 

how Cherryfield had gotten its name. He didn‘t so, I , of 

course, informed him of my Cherryfield story.  Jason is really 

interesting! He is an independent trucker now; so, I was 

pumping him for information.  He had some good trucker 

stories! 

 

We had a great meal. All during the evening, I noticed Renee, 

the kids, Bette and others opening a closet door in the dining 

area. I figured Renee probably had some kids stuff in there or 

something. As we were washing the dishes and I opened the 

cupboard beneath the sink looking for the trash so I could 

scrape some dishes, I found out the Renee didn‘t have a trash 

bag under the sink. It was 20 feet away hidden in that same 

closet that people had been using all evening. WOW! Now 

THAT is cool! She thought it looked a little tacky to have a 

trash can sitting out or under the sink (I guess), so, decided to 

put it in the closet 20 feet away from the kitchen! HA! It was 

GREAT! I had a good time with that. Renee took it well! 

 

It was a nice evening. 

 

Day 12—July 31—Mark’s Funeral 
 

This was Saturday and we all got ready to go to Mark‘s fu-

neral in Bucksport. Renee came down, and we set out. I had 

programmed Sarah. We didn‘t need her because Bette and 

Renee were pretty good navigator but I was growing attached! 

I told Mary and Joyce that they should take the minivan and 

go off touristing, but they wanted to come with us. 

 

We made it as far as Winterport when the road was blocked 

off by the police. Apparently, Winterport was having a festi-

val. There was a parade going down Main Street which also 

happened to be the only road to Bucksport. Geesh! They said 

they were sorry but it should be over in an hour or so and in-

vited us to enjoy the parade. We said we were trying to get to 

a funeral. They said that, if we backtracked a few miles, there 

was a road that branched off and came parallel to the main 

road and would join back up with the main road after Winter-

Renee had a great supper for us. We had Bette‘s macaroni 

and Cheese, and Renee had made a blueberry pie for us . 

YUM! This is Heather, Alex and Jason. Alex got a bad case 

of stomach upset after and they had to take the him to the 

emergency room. We all felt sorry for the little guy. I think 

they said he had irritable bowel syndrome.  Joyce thought he 

might have had lactose intolerance because her grand daugh-

ter had similar symptoms.  

Dinner at Renee‘s. Aunt Bette, Renee, Mary, Joyce, Heather, 

Alex and Jason (Renee‘s son). 
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port. So...off we go. Sarah was pretty useful for that because 

Bette and Renee had never been on the route.  
 

We got to Bucksport and found Franklin street. We started 

going along it slowly looking for the church. I saw Dusty and 

Linda at a church steps in the distance so we found it! We 

went inside. Uncle Wayne was there and Lois and Terri had 

just arrived.  We all went in to the service which was upstairs 

in the church. They had an elevator chair for the crippled old 

geezers like Aunt Lois, Aunt Velma and Uncle Wayne. When 

we got in to the service,  Mary and Joyce went to sit in the 

visitors portion and me, Bette and Renee went to sit with fam-

ily. Uncle Wayne came and sat in the second pew with me 

and Renee.  Unfortunately, 

he sat down next to me so 

I got his bad ear and any 

conversation we had could 

be heard by the whole 

church.  

 

Peter Remick, the minis-

ter, did a great job with the 

eulogy. The church, which 

held between 300 and 400, 

was packed with standing 

room only. All of Bucks-

port showed up to mourn 

the death of a child. It was 

heartwarming. 
 

The townspeople had pre-

pared a pot-luck lunch 

downstairs. It was amaz-

ing! All the people 

brought in things to eat 

and they had more than 

enough food because of all 

the donations.  They had a basket for cards. After all was said 

and done, the contributions more than paid for the service and 

internment costs. It was really cool to see that kind of love in 

this day and age. 

After eating, we had to go to the rest room. They only had 3 

rooms. It was a really old church and it was a little creaky. 

After we girls got out and were waiting in the lobby. Uncle 

Wayne came over and asked where the rest rooms were. We 

pointed. ―Oh, no, that can‘t be I saw a woman going in there‘, 

Well, yes, it was sort of Unisex. He didn‘t look happy but 

must have been desperate; so, he  went in. When he came 

back out he was missing his baseball cap. I said,  ―Wayne, 

you left your cap in  there‖. ―Oh, Jesus‖, says Wayne as he 

rapidly does an about face to go in and get his cap battling 

some very nice church ladies to get back in there. And Mary, 

who is fast on her feet sometimes, says, ―Isn‘t that nice, 

Wayne is praying!‖. I mean...it was a church, right! Pretty 

funny, though! 
 

And then we drove up to Clifton for the internment. Dusty 

was one of the pall bearers so Linda and Dusty had to wait 

around for a bit. The graveside service was very nice. We 

were lucky and had nice weather on such a sad occasion.  

 

Day 13—Aug 1st—Moosehead Lake 
This is getting way too long so I am going to abbreviate the 

last couple days, okay? I know, I know, you‘re saying ―Thank 

God!‖. This was Sunday and Terri was going to chauffeur us 

up to Moosehead Lake. Originally, we were going to spend 

this weekend with Linda and Dusty at their camp in Jackman, 

but sad fate intervened. Luckily, Aunt Lois felt well enough 

to go with us. We went up and hit the high points...okay, there 

This was Lowe‘s bridge in Guilford. It was on the way to 

Moosehead with Terri and Lois. 

Aunt Lois, Mary and Terri at 

Lowe‘s Bridge. 

I call this one ―Horny Ladies‖! This is Joyce and Mary at 

a knick—knack shop in Greenville. 

Joyce took this of part of the B52 wreckage from Elephant 

Mountain. 
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aren‘t many other than the scenery, but Greenville is a good 

tourist trap. We hit the Indian Hills Trading post for T-Shirts 

and Joyce found her husband another sweatshirt. Then we 

went to the restaurant on the lake to eat. Then Terri drove us 

up to the second biggest tourist attraction in Greenville which 

was the site on Elephant Mountain when a B52 bomber and 

crew had crashed in a blizzard. They had left the wreck up 

there untouched as a memorial. It is always a little bit haunt-

ing.  That was a fun day. 

Day 14—Aug 2nd—Bow Lake 
My friend Marilyn had volunteered to put us up on the day 

before our Boston flight out. She lives on Bow Lake in New 

Hampshire. We would have stayed with Linda and Dusty but 

they were starting their summer vacation in Jackman. At least 

Linda was...Dusty had a chimney job up there to do. Dusty is 

a mason. Anyway, Marilyn has a beautiful house right on 

Bow lake. It was very restful and I got to spend some time 

with my childhood friend. 

 

We drove down from Bangor and stopped in Portland so 

Joyce could check out then Portland Head Lighthouse. We 

has missed several along the way and I wanted to make sure 

she saw this one! 

Day 15—Aug 3rd—Boston and Home 
Marilyn took us into Concord in the morning for a tour. It was 

a nice little city. Bigger than I thought it would be. Her com-

puter had died so we went to Kinko's to get our boarding 

passes. That was a comedy! But we got‘em and took Marilyn 

home, thanked her so much for being a great hostess then set 

out with Sarah to Boston. It is 

always a challenge to get in 

and out of the Boston Air-

port. I had programmed the 

Avis rental car place into 

Sarah. Unfortunately, after 

9/11 they had built a wall 

around the backside of the 

airport and there was NO 

way through. Sarah kept try-

ing, though,. We were all 

pretty frazzled before we 

decided to give up and just go 

to the airport and wing it to 

the Avis place. Geesh! GPS 

units are great, but they have 

their limitations! 

 

And that was our trip. Now to stop boring you with the rest of 

my year, I‘m stopping right here! Merry Christmas to every-

one! See you next year! 

 

This is a view of Moosehead Lake taken from the road. 

Mary relaxing on Marilyn‘s 

Mary at Portland Head Light. 

Marilyn and me in Marilyn‘s downstairs kitchen. She also has a 

complete upstairs kitchen! 

Flight Home. 


