Idyllic Island 
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Eyes Right

Islesboro, ME   -  You learn fairly quickly how to execute “the wave.”  Everyone does it, so, if you do not want to be immediately labeled tourist, you learn how to wave.  I have no idea how the tradition started, nor, I suspect, do any of the locals, but it is standard practice everywhere on this small island three miles off the eastern coast of Maine to wave as you pass another car or pedestrian.
And there are numerous ways to wave as one drives.  Most folks seem to use the keep-your-hand-on-the-wheel-but-pivot-your-hand-vertically-from-your-palm method with a dash of eye contact.  This technique seems to be reserved for folks who do not know each other.  A few men used a variant in which the index and middle finger are raised in the standard “V” sign with the other two fingers and thumb still on the wheel.  If you know someone, you take your right hand off the steering wheel and raise it vertically and give slightly more eye contact.  Being on a cell phone with one hand and driving with the other is not an excuse to omit the wave.  I saw several women with a cell phone in one hand raise their other hand off the steering wheel to wave to me while I was walking along the road.  The one absolute rule of the wave, no matter your technique, is that it is totally forbidden to move your hand horizontally in any way during the wave.  I am not sure what will happen to you if you do this, but in three days, and perhaps a thousand waves, I have never seen it happen.

There is more to Islesboro than the wave.  We arrived here on the Margaret Chase Smith, the daily ferry service from Lincolnville, which is 15 minutes south of Belfast.  The ferry is named after Maine’s first female U.S. Senator and the only American woman to be elected both as a U.S Representative and as a Senator. [Maine voters seem to like the concept, as both of the two current Senators are female.]  The island runs north-south in the middle of Penobscot Bay, an arm of the Atlantic Ocean.  It is perhaps 15 miles long and is rocky and narrow.  In fact, there is a section in the middle of the island called “The Narrows,” where the bay is separated by less than 50 yards of land.
The rich and famous discovered Islesboro long ago.  It would appear that there are more luxury cars per capita than in even the wealthiest sections of the world.  Most are Mercedes SUV’s, with the occasional Porsche and Cadillac.  The southern end of the island has homes with spectacular water views and driveways labeled “Private.”  One sure sign of ostentatious wealth are the raked pea gravel driveways with manicured grass edges, much like the mansions in Newport, Rhode Island.   While in the General Store today, we saw two older African American women in classic servant outfits, exactly as one can see in movies from the early 20th century.  Several big name movie stars, such as John Travolta and Kirstie Alley, summer here.  I did not see anyone of note, but maybe they were behind the tinted glass of one of those Mercedes.
There are no hotels on the island, just three bed and breakfast establishments.  There are also no restaurants or fast food chains.  The general store offers sandwiches and pizza by the slice, but it closes daily at 5:30 PM.  During the summer, two ice cream stores are open, and there is a snack bar in a trailer near the ferry landing.  They also close at 5:30, so if you have not eaten by then, you are on your own for food for the night.

So why would anyone take the trouble to come here?  

It is the weather and the scenery.  While most of the U.S. has been broiling with temperatures hovering around 100, Islesboro has remained in the mid-70’s in the day, with nights in the 50’s.  Every view seems to be made for a postcard.  Sailing and kayaking opportunities are exceptional.  We kayaked easily to several nearby islands where we were the only humans on the island.   

Islesboro may or may not be your cup of tea.  Prices are higher here because everything has to come and leave via boat (or chartered plane).  Even garbage is an issue; there are few public trash receptacles because it costs the islanders to remove it via the ferry.  But, if you want to step back in time to a slower, pre-cell phone and internet era, you should consider hopping aboard the Margaret Chase Smith for a visit.  You may even decide to stay.

I thought you might like to know.

E-R

