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Greenville, ME – To say that I have been nervous is a major understatement.  The only source of water for our new property, a lakeside “camp” here on the western shore of Lower Wilson Pond, is Lower Wilson Pond.  There is a hose connected to a foot valve reaching out maybe 10 yards into the water;  this is connected to an electric pump which moves the pond water into a pressure tank which controls the pump by its internal pressure (on at 40 psi, off at 50 psi).  When we turn on a tap inside the house, the pressure in the tank above the water in the tank pushes it uphill from lakeside into the house.
The pond water is surprisingly clean and works great for everything except cooking and drinking.  We purchase bottled water for those needs.  In winter, as the temperatures here in northern Maine plummet, it is necessary to turn off power to the pump, remove the piping and foot valve from the lake, disconnect the hose from the pump to the house and then drain all water from the house, including the hot water heater.  Next I have to dump pink RV anti-freeze (I did not know there was such a thing) into all toilet and waste water lines to ensure that there is no remaining water in the traps.  It is a pain.  However, there is little choice if you do not want to have the frozen water in your piping systems damage both equipment and the piping.  Weeks of temperatures well below freezing will do that.  All the lakes and ponds here freeze over during the winter with about three feet of ice.  Ice fishing is huge.
Before I discuss my stated nervousness, let me clarify some terms unique to Maine.  First of all, any building not in a city here in the northwest woods is called a “camp.”  Although most observers would describe our 2-bedroom structure as a cabin or a cottage, here in this part of Maine it is a camp.  Every local uses the term.  The other anomaly is the interchangeability of the words “lake” and “pond.”  There are thousands of inland bodies of water in this state, and with no apparent criteria or consistency for names; some are ponds, and some are lakes.  Size is not a criterion.  For example, Lower Wilson Pond is a huge lake by any standard elsewhere.   Also several bodies of water can have the same name; there are at least 10 Indian Ponds in the state.  End of Maine weird facts.
I was nervous because I had just signed a contract with a fellow named Judd (first name), entitled, “Water Well Drilling Agreement.”  Among the listed charges was Drilling Charge Per Foot, at the rate of $15.00 per foot.  There was also a Casing Charge at the rate of $18.00 per foot.  In addition the contract had fixed charges, Drive Shoe and Well Cap at $175.00 and Pump System costing $2850.00 - Judd estimated that the entire process would run me “around $6900.”  But then came Judd’s big IF:  “If we hit water where I think we will hit water.”  The contract phrased this caveat rather nicely, “Owner agrees that proposed work being done is a proposal as the Well Drilling Contractor has no real way of knowing exactly how deep a well will go.   (My bold print, their italics).
So why was I willing to risk my financial future on having a well drilled without any clear indication of how deep it would be and whether or not Judd would even be able to hit water at any depth???    I have no answer.   Although my intention in purchasing this second home was to have “a nice place” for summer visits, I also saw it as a good investment.  When I was able to buy the property at what I regarded as a “bargain basement” price, I immediately began to muse about what steps I could take to upgrade  in the event I wanted to sell it.  Lake water, not very seller-friendly; well-supplied water, very attractive.  Also having well water would give me the option of totally winterizing the camp, if I were to have the current exposed piping (water and sewer) enclosed.  If I went this route, I could stay here during some of the long winters with running water and freeze proof plumbing (the heating system is fine).  Bottom line:  I decided to have a well drilled on a whim.
Judd, the well-driller, is a character.  He speaks in a loud voice with a distinctly Mainer accent and in such a manner that it is difficult to determine if he is kidding or speaking facts.  His final words of every conversation I have had with him are “Trust me.”   My confidence continued to erode when Judd did not show up last Wednesday when he was supposed to start drilling.    We had flown up to Maine strictly to be here when the well was being drilled.  When I called Judd’s home on Thursday, his wife, Julie, said, “The boys are having problems with a well in Monson.  They’re down 700 feet and no water.”  Hearing Julie’s report, I quickly did the math in my head and thought to myself, “That’s over $10,000 just for drilling - not including all the other stuff, and they still have no water!”  As Julie tried to assure me that Judd would get back to me, that math started to generate a “I’ve been punched in the gut” feeling.  Judd did call the next day, but said that he was still having problems in Monson, and would be here FOR SURE on Monday.  My wife and I then agreed NEVER to use the word Monson except as a curse, e.g., GO TO MONSON, YOU MISERABLE S.O.B.!
But Judd did show up early, very early, Monday morning (it was still dark outside).  Then came the latest bad news:  a key part of the drilling rig was broken (in Monson), and he was having “four of ’em” shipped here from southern New Hampshire.  I pleaded, “Judd, I’ve been telling you that we have to fly back to Virginia on Wednesday.  In response, He was “certain” that they would begin drilling on Tuesday and have it finished before we left Maine.  Then came the words I was dreading, “Trust me.”
Stay tuned.
I thought that you might like to know.
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