Mother Moose 
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Eyes Right

Rangeley, ME   -  I woke to the sound of a driving late summer rain on Rangeley Lake, a small body of water, by Maine standards, to be called a lake.  There are many “ponds” in Maine which are far larger.  Perhaps the most unique feature of Rangeley, both the city and the lake, is that they are located exactly half way between the equator and the North Pole, i.e., they straddle latitude line 45 N.  
Rangeley is now primarily a “huntin’ and fishin’ town.”  There is logging activity in the area, but the dominant source of income is from outsiders coming to fish in the summer and to hunt in the winter.  There is also considerable eco-tourism from hikers on the nearby Appalachian Trail and nature lovers who come for summer vacationing on the myriad of lakes, rivers, and ponds in the area.  Then, in winter, there is the anti-eco-tourism crowd on snowmobiles who zip around the numerous trails creating noise and havoc (guess where my sentiments lie?).
There are so many moose in this northwestern section of Maine that there are road signs which say not only warn to brake for moose, but also contain the caption, “Hundreds of Collisions.”    Others say, “High Rate of Moose Crashes Next 7 Miles,” under sign with a picture of a moose.  So when hunting season arrives, there is no shortage of targets.  And I should also mention black bears.  They are also here in quantity, although I have not seen any road signs warning of bear collisions.
The trout are plentiful in almost every river.  I spent 4 delightful hours kayaking down the Kennebago, a beautiful small river which originates in Quebec and meanders south to Rangeley Lake.  While my wife looked for moose in the marshes along the banks, I threw in a line and soon had nearly 10 trout.  For 3 of the 4 hours on the river, we were the only humans in sight.

We also did several hikes in the area.  First we tackled Bald Mountain which rises to around 300 ft. between Rangeley and Mooselookmegantic lakes.  [I did not make up that name].  The trail was steep, but climbable, and followed a very active creek bed up the mountain.  The recent rains made footing rather uncertain.  Then we hiked the Hunter Cove Sanctuary, a flat, almost marshy loop trail on a 100-acre preserve donated by a longtime summer resident from Providence, Rhode Island.  The Sanctuary was filled with birds, all clamoring disappointment with our presence.  During this walk, we saw several variants of woodpeckers and a live pine tree with at least a dozen holes drilled into its side by these birds.
It is a wonderful area to visit, if you admire scenic vistas and outdoor activity.  Many of the local businesses have the curious habit of closing on Wednesdays, and others have very strange hours of operation.  Room rates are comparable to the coastal areas of Maine (high), and meals are also pricey, mostly due to the “you can’t get there from here” shipping problems.
One of the major controversies here in this part of Maine surrounds wind farms.  The classic NIMBY (not in my backyard) battle is in full force.  The mountains offer extremely dependable wind and the region is remote, so several companies have submitted proposals to develop wind farms to generate inexpensive, non-polluting electricity.  Supporters tout the job-creating effect of these farms and the minimal environmental impact, while those who own property in the vicinity are vehemently opposed due to the negative effects on the natural beauty (and property values).  It appears that wind projects in sparsely populated rural areas where real estate is inexpensive will be approved, while those near “high rollers” and ski resorts will not.  Life is not always fair, particularly if you have more moose, bear, and trout than people for politicians to listen to.
I thought you might like to know.

E-R

