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early in the spring, when thin, crusty strips of grayish snow still ring the tree trunks, daffodils push proudly up through the newly thawed ground as if they’d been sprung from tight coils. Winters are long on Isle au Haut, and the sudden bursts of yellow amid all of the browns and grays are the first signs that summer is indeed on its way. Fresh yellow, like the sun itself, invokes feelings of warmth and happiness in me. The daffodils are here. My parents will soon arrive. Yay!

Island summers are storybook material. They’re that good. Island summers are idyllic, romantic, and fantastic. Sun-filled days of saltwater fun are capped perfectly by colorful sunsets and starry nights that always illicit a contented sigh, as well as goose bumps that rise in answer to the breeze cooled by Penobscot Bay. Our summer island is a paradise for kids, who scramble from tidal pool to tidal pool, buzz around the shore in skiffs, and catch mackerel from the dock. Island summers bring out the kids in all of us, putting a lively spring in even our oldest residents’ steps.

Time and place. Island in summer. It’s simple. The summer folks show up on the mail boat, the lobsters start to crawl into traps, the gardeners fight the deer for fresh produce, and the parties begin. Food and drink. That’s simple, too. Plenty of each. We cook local and fresh, more out of necessity than any heartfelt statement. We just don’t have access to gourmet on Isle au Haut. Fortunately for us, our fresh and local includes lobsters, clams, mussels, halibut, blueberries, herbs, and produce that is neither prewashed, double washed, nor even washed at all. We enjoy what the island and surrounding ocean provide. We cook on the beach over open wood fires in washtubs. We boil and steam using seawater dipped from any perch that allows access to the tide. With provisions like these, and a little imagination, meals and their preparations are adventures to be shared and treasured.

My best girlfriend on the island is my mother. When we are together, let there be no question, we are planning our next get-together and assigning who will cook what, where, and how. My mother, even after all these years, is still the boss. Oh, I’ll fight her on a few things. But in the end we do it her way. And her way is always a huge success! So after the long, cold winter of sparse ingredients and sparser dinner guests, I can’t wait to see those daffodils.

—Linda Greenlaw
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summer on the island Each year my husband Jim and I leave Isle au Haut a couple of days after Thanksgiving and come back around May 15. When we return, there is just no way to describe how happy we are to be back in this wonderful, pristine place.

There are very few people on the island in May, so it gives us a chance to get settled in. Our little island store is open for only a couple of hours for two or three days a week at that time of year, but everyone who is here usually shows up then to buy food or gas, or just to see the people who have spent the winter or who are just back. As the weather warms up, the summer people begin to come over and the store hours are extended. But believe me, if you go to the store as the season gets into full swing, you will see that the line moves very slowly, mostly because everyone is so glad to see one another that they immediately start making plans for events such as dinner parties, sunset cruises, the Point Lookout sailing races, clambakes, the annual pig roast, hikes on the trails, swims in the pond, school fund-raising potluck dinners, weddings, engagement parties, baby showers, and really any other excuse to get together. In high season, property owners here are sure to have company most of the time.

There are a lot of people who I look forward to seeing. I am especially fond of the women of Isle au Haut, who I am proud to say are very strong and self-motivated. These women make our island so unique that I would like to mention a few of them. They are always doing interesting things.

I am going to start with my friend and neighbor Bernadine Barter. For as long as I can remember, Bernie has been in charge of the Fourth of July parade. Just about everyone on the island is a part of it—people decorate their trucks, Jeeps, or whatever they drive to the hilt. Kids ride their bikes or wave from the vehicles. Bernie is also the social director and organizer of our many dances. Billy, her husband, holds our informal island musicals in his workshop. Everyone brings an instrument or his or her singing voice, and we have a great time. Bernie has now taken on the responsibility of meeting every mail boat and acting as the official greeter of people coming over from the mainland. Thank you, Bernie.

Kate Gerteis Shaffer is a first-class chocolatier, and she and her husband, Steve, run a sweet little café called Black Dinah Chocolatiers. They have a Web site, plus Steve sells the chocolate to just about all of the farmers’ markets throughout Maine. They are running an up-and-coming business on Isle au Haut.

Diana Santospago runs a wonderful inn on the east side of the island called the Inn at Isle au Haut. She is a great cook. She gives you a nice breakfast, packs a nifty lunch so that you can go on hikes or whatever, and provides a dinner meal that is not to be believed—five or six courses, including appetizers and desserts. If you’re looking for a great vacation and like to hike, swim, kayak, and fish, this is just the place for you. How about lying in the hammock under a big tree and reading a book?

I would be remiss if I didn’t add my daughter Linda to this list of extraordinary Isle au Haut women. She’s a best selling author and fisherman, as well as a television star. (This is a mother talking.)
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Lisa Turner does many things. She is a great cook and caters many social events on the island, including my daughter Biffy and her husband, Ben’s, wedding. She is also a teacher’s aide at our little island school, where this year we have three children attending.

Now is the time to mention Paula, our schoolteacher. Where would we be without her?

And Dianne (my darling niece), who is the EMT. Believe me, as the island swells over the summer months, she is very busy. Of course she gets backup from our dear friend Nancy Calvert, or “Nurse Nancy.” Strong women? Nancy is in a league of her own.

Cathy Fiveash, the island naturalist, knows so much about plants, bushes, trees, birds, bees, and everything else you might be interested in.

Judy Burke ran the Keeper’s House Inn, the  island’s lighthouse inn, for many years and did a great job of it.

I could and should mention some more strong, island women, but I have probably done all the bragging about our special island that anyone could put up with.

Last, and far from least, is Brenda, the mayor’s wife. (Bill is really the first selectman here, but I call him the mayor.) Anyway, Brenda wears many hats: She is the librarian, a big help to her husband, and stern “man” for their boat while Bill’s son Nate is out sword fishing with my daughter Linda. These are just a few things that Brenda does. Mostly, she is my good friend. We have a lot of fun together.

Oh, and did I mention our beautiful old-fashioned church, sitting up on a hill overlooking the Thorofare ( a body of water that separates Kimball’s Island from Isle au Haut)? Jim and I were thrilled when Biffy and Ben decided to have their wedding there.

I hope that this book will entice you to come and see our special little island for yourself. But if you can’t, perhaps the recipes within give you the gist of summers on my beloved Isle au Haut.

—Martha Greenlaw
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cocktails, snacks, and sunsets




white wine–chambord spritzer 

This is a refreshing drink on a hot, summer afternoon.—LG

 

 

Ice cubes 
1½ ounces white wine 
1 ounce Chambord 
1 teaspoon fresh lime juice 
3 ounces chilled club soda 
Twist of lime

 

 

Fill tall glass with ice cubes. Add the white wine, Chambord, lime juice, and club soda. Stir gently and garnish with the twist of lime. Serves 1




martinis with mixed berry simple syrup 

I’m not a gin fan. But vodka I like. This martini is refreshing and very pretty in a nice glass.—LG

 

 

1½ ounces gin or vodka 
¾ ounce dry vermouth 
½ teaspoon Mixed Berry Simple Syrup (recipe follows) 
Ice cubes 
Twist of lemon

 

 

Place the gin, dry vermouth, and simple syrup in a cocktail shaker. Shake over ice. Strain into a festive glass and garnish with the twist of lemon. Serves 1


mixed berry simple syrup 

1 cup mixed seasonal berries, such as fresh strawberries and blueberries 
1 cup sugar 
½ cup water 
Juice of 1 lemon

 

 

Pulse the berries, sugar, water, and lemon juice in a food processor until the berries are chopped medium. Pour the mixture into a saucepan and simmer over low heat until the sugar is dissolved. Strain out and discard the berry chunks. Chill (see Note).

 

 

note: The syrup can be stored in the refrigerator in a jar with a tight-fitting lid for up to 3 weeks. It can be used to sweeten other drinks or dressings as you desire.
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twenty 2 italiano 

There’s a new liquor distilled in Maine–Twenty 2 vodka. I joined its Facebook fan page to receive its “3:00 Cocktail” every Friday. (It’s a drink recipe, not an actual drink. I wait until 5:00 for that.) Jessica Jewell is the master distiller and has been kind enough to contribute this awesome cocktail recipe.—LG

 

 

3 fresh basil leaves 
8 fresh oregano leaves 
¼ ounce sweet vermouth 
1½ ounces Twenty 2 vodka 
Ice cubes 
Tonic water

 

 

Place the basil, oregano, sweet vermouth, and vodka in a cocktail shaker. Fill the shaker with ice cubes. Cover and shake to break up the herbs. Strain the mixture through a wire-mesh sieve into a Collins glass, add fresh ice, and top with tonic water. Serves 1




not so old-fashioneds 

I usually go for the red wine. But every once in a while I think it’s good to enjoy what my mother would call a “real drink.” Mr. Boston’s recipe for an old-fashioned calls for blended whiskey and a cube of sugar. I prefer bourbon and real cherry juice. The tart juice with the orange and lime is nice. The Fresca waters it down a bit for those of us who only dabble in the hard stuff.—LG

 

 

1 orange slice 
1 lime slice 
1 maraschino cherry 
1 jigger good-quality bourbon 
1 teaspoon sweet vermouth 
Dash of bitters 
1 teaspoon natural tart cherry juice 
Ice cubes 
Splash of Fresca

 

 

Mash the orange slice, lime slice, and cherry in the bottom of a glass with the back of a small wooden spoon until juicy. Add the bourbon, vermouth, bitters, cherry juice, and ice. Add a splash of Fresca, stir, and enjoy. Serves 1 




strawberry-mint sparkling lemonade 

This cocktail has summer written all over it! I’d say July 22 through September 22 is the perfect time for drinking it. Use Twenty 2 vodka only, if you can. This is another recipe from Twenty 2’s master distiller, Jessica Jewell.—LG

 

 

2 fresh ripe strawberries, hulled 
2 tablespoons sugar or sugar substitute 
2 ounces Twenty 2 vodka 
1 ounce fresh lemon juice 
3 fresh mint leaves, plus more for garnish 
Ice cubes 
3 ounces Fresca

 

Muddle the strawberries with the sugar in a cocktail shaker, mashing with the back of a spoon until the sugar is dissolved. Add the vodka, lemon juice, and mint. Shake violently for a full 10 seconds. Strain the mixture through a wire-mesh sieve into a glass with ice. Top with Fresca and garnish with more mint leaves. Serves 1
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accidental chips 

I have to tell you that when my editor read this recipe she was afraid that someone might actually burn his or her house down trying to produce these chips. Really? So this is a disclaimer: Do not try this at home. It was an “accident,” as evident in the title. I usually eat my mistakes and wanted readers to know that I am not perfect, especially in the kitchen. Do I need to add a fire extinguisher to the ingredients list?—LG

 

 

½ cup canola oil 
4 russet potatoes, scrubbed and sliced very thinly 
Coarse salt and freshly ground black pepper

 

 

Heat the canola oil in a heavy skillet over high heat until nearly smoking. Scatter the potato slices in the hot oil. Ignore the potato until you smell something burning. Run to the kitchen and frantically turn the potatoes with a long-handled spatula. Allow the potatoes to spatter and sizzle until they look too dark to eat. Remove from the hot oil, drain on paper towels, and season heavily with salt and pepper. Let cool. Chips should be extremely, well, let’s say “crisp.” Enjoy, being careful of any fragile dental work. Serves 4




schoolhouse shore clam dip 

Schoolhouse shore of Isle au Haut is well known for an abundance of tasty clams. In the summer, my grandchildren love to go to the clam flats, but they often arrive home minus one rubber boot, lost in the soft mud.—MG

 

 

10 to 12 freshly dug, soft-shell clams (steamers) 
One 8-ounce package cream cheese 
1 teaspoon Worcestershire sauce 
1 pint creamed cottage cheese 
10 drops Tabasco sauce 
Grated onion and dash of garlic 
Clam juice

 

 

Rinse the clams in cold water two or three times to remove any sand or grit. Discard any clams that remain open.

 

Bring a small amount of water to a boil. Add the clams to the water, cover, and steam until the shells open, just a minute or two. Discard any clams that have not opened.
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Drain, saving a little of the clam broth. When the clams are cool enough to handle, remove the clams from their shells and discard the shells. Chop the clams finely and add to a bowl with the cream cheese, Worcestershire sauce, cottage cheese, and Tabasco. Season with onion and garlic to taste. Add enough clam broth to make a dipping consistency. Refrigerate for 1 hour or more, stir, and serve with crackers or fresh vegetables. Leftover dip will keep in the refrigerator in a tightly closed container for up to 1 week. Serves 6 to 8




raw veggies with spicy yogurt dip 

You can obviously make this recipe using whatever veggies you have on hand. Throughout the summer I usually have an assortment of things friends have shared with me from their gardens. This makes for a great low-calorie crudités snack with a cocktail, or a midday “get me through to dinner” treat.—LG

 

 

Carrots, cucumbers, cherry tomatoes, summer squash, zucchini, or whatever vegetables you prefer

 

 

for the spicy yogurt dip

 

 

1½ cups plain yogurt 
¼ cup chopped fresh cilantro 
Zest and juice of 1 lime 
1 teaspoon Cholula or other hot sauce 
2 garlic cloves, minced or crushed 
2 teaspoons ancho chili powder

 

 

Prepare the vegetables by cleaning, scraping, or peeling as appropriate. Slice or cut into rings or sticks as you desire.

 

To make the yogurt dip, whisk the yogurt, cilantro, lime zest, lime juice, hot sauce, garlic, and chili powder in a bowl until smooth. Refrigerate in a covered container until ready to serve. It will keep 2 to 3 hours. Serves 4




creole dipping sauce with green and wax beans 

This appetizer, with the green and wax beans, is pretty to look at and healthy for you. It stands out on your buffet table.—MG

 

 

for the creole dipping sauce
 ½ cup vegetable or olive oil 
1 small garlic clove, peeled 
¼ cup coarsely chopped scallions, white and green parts 
¼ cup coarsely chopped celery 
½ teaspoon salt 
¼ teaspoon cayenne pepper 
3 drops Tabasco sauce 
1½ teaspoons paprika 
1 tablespoon ketchup 
¼ cup tarragon vinegar 
2 tablespoons prepared horseradish 
Dijon or other mustard

 

 

1 pound wax beans 
1 pound green beans 
2 tablespoons salt 
Several flat-leaf parsley sprigs for garnish

note: The sauce can be made 2 to 3 days ahead, and the beans can be prepared 1 day ahead. This sauce is also delicious with other vegetables, such as celery and red and green bell pepper strips.



To make the sauce, place the vegetable oil, garlic, scallions, celery, the ½ teaspoon salt, cayenne, Tobasco, paprika, ketchup, vinegar, horseradish, and mustard in a blender or food processor fitted with a metal blade and process until the mixture is smooth, about 1 minute. Cover and refrigerate (see Note).

 

To prepare the beans, bring 4 quarts water to a boil. Add the remaining 2 tablespoons salt, and the wax and green beans. Cook until just tender, about 4 minutes. Remove the beans to a colander and rinse under cold water. Drain and pat dry. Cover and refrigerate. Bring the beans to room temperature before serving.

 

To serve, place the sauce in a small glass bowl on a platter and garnish with parsley sprigs. Arrange the beans in a spoke pattern around the bowl of sauce. Makes about 2½ cups sauce; 10 servings
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sea-salted pita crisps with garlic-sage hummus 

I usually have some goodies on hand for unexpected guests. But one time I had literally just cleaned out my refrigerator and pantry when a couple of friends barged in and insisted that we open a bottle of wine. Well, one bottle led to another, and we got to the point of needing food. I had a large can of chickpeas (garbanzo beans) that had avoided the tossing, and some pita breads were hidden in the freezer. Voilà!—LG

 

 

2 tablespoons unsalted butter 
2 tablespoons olive oil 
6 to 8 fresh pita breads, white or wheat, cut into triangles 
Sea salt

 

 

for the garlic-sage hummus

One 32-ounce can or two 15-ounce cans chickpeas, rinsed and drained 
¼ cup water 
¼ cup tahini 
Zest and juice of 1 lemon 
3 garlic cloves, crushed 
3 tablespoons minced fresh sage

 

 

Preheat the oven to 375°F.

 

Melt the butter in a small frying pan over low heat. Add the olive oil and remove the pan from the heat. Brush the pita triangles on one side with the butter and oil and place dry side down on a cookie sheet. Sprinkle with sea salt to taste. Bake until brown and crispy, 8 to 10 minutes.

 

To make the hummus, place the chickpeas, water, tahini, lemon zest, lemon juice, garlic, and sage in a food processor fitted with a metal blade and pulse until smooth. Transfer to a bowl, cover, and refrigerate until ready to serve. It is best eaten at room temperature. Serves 4 to 6




smoked salmon spread with rice crackers 

One of the surest signs of summer is the arrival of smoked salmon in the Island Store. It reaches us just prior to the first boatload of seasonal residents, and goes immediately into the cooler. We savor it in the weeks to come.

I sometimes double this recipe because of my tendency to sample lots of it before offering it to anyone else. I have become quite an artist in smoothing and re-garnishing the ever-shrinking bowl, making it look as though I haven’t dipped in early.—LG

 

 

6 ounces smoked salmon 
4 ounces cream cheese, softened 
2 tablespoons capers, rinsed and drained, plus more for garnish 
2 tablespoons minced red onion 
1 tablespoon fresh lemon juice 
Lemon wedges 
1 package rice crackers, preferably wasabi flavored (see Note)

 

 

Working with a very sharp knife, cut the salmon into thin strips and then chop the strips into tiny pieces. Mix the salmon and cream cheese in a bowl using the back of a spoon until well blended. Stir in the capers, red onion, and lemon juice. Refrigerate until using, or up to 2 weeks. Bring the spread to room temperature before serving, for ease of spreading. Garnish with additional capers and the lemon wedges. Serve with rice crackers. Serves 6
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note: If you can’t find wasabi-flavored rice crackers, offer your guests a small bit of prepared wasabi in a separate bowl so they can spread it on the crackers if they desire.



 

rafting up

 

Fourth of July 2010 was perhaps the hottest day ever on Isle au Haut. After sweating through the parade in which I was a last-minute, unenthusiastic participant, my sister, Bif, and I wondered what we’d do to celebrate the rest of what has always been my favorite holiday. Cooking on the beach, our usual routine, might amount to severe sunburns. And we knew from experience that once the sun reached a point low enough on the horizon to actually be tolerated, the mosquitoes would come from out of wherever they hide during the day and drive us swatting and swearing inside my house. It seemed the only solution was to organize an impromptu “rafting up.”

Rafting up is a blast, plain and simple. “Rafting” is when two boats tie up to each other and share an anchor or mooring. It takes two or more boats, filled beyond legal capacity with funloving people who are relaxed enough not to fret about the shortage of life jackets, and a unique spot with a good bottom to set an anchor. Other essentials are beer, food, a grill, an outdoor propane burner, a clam hoe, and fishing rods. Rafting up is basically a floating, clam digging, fishing picnic.

As my sister, Bif, and I departed on foot at the end of the parade route, it became increasingly clear that rafting up would not only be a relief from the heat and bugs, but it would be very well attended. It seemed that no one had much of an organized plan for the rest of this holiday. By the time we reached my driveway, we had five boats and a skiff signed up to meet at the Town Dock at three o’clock that afternoon.
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We scurried to collect folding chairs and paper plates, and to fill coolers with ice and then an astonishingly large number of Tupperware containers filled with the remains from my fridge. (Leftovers are welcome in raft-ups.) My brother, Chuck, and brother-in-law, Ben, did the heavier work of getting the gas grill and burner, as well as coolers of drinks, aboard my lobster boat, the Mattie Belle, and powering her to the dock in time to receive guests.

There is always a bit of buzz surrounding the preparations for rafting up. Sometimes it’s the whispers of an episode in the past when an unnamed partier partied a little too hard but was soon sobered up by an accidental swim. Other times we laugh, remembering scenes such as when my nephew Addison (then six years old) learned to drive the skiff and outboard motor alone. He slowly circled the anchored boats, and we watched until we were dizzy. When the outboard noise became distant, we looked up to see Addison sitting directly on the stem of the skiff. The outboard motor was going all by itself on the stern—full throttle. Addison had learned that the skiff would go a lot faster with him in the bow! When we finally flagged Addy back to the raft, he received the wrath of all, and then we went back to the business of rafting up.
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Addison was demoted back to oars for the remainder of that day. That was funny, I thought now as I drove my loaded truck toward the dock. However, halfway there, and on a sharp turn, another nephew, Aubrey, passed me on the wrong side driving one of my Yamaha scooters, which appeared to be way too big for him.

“See you at the dock, Linny!” Aub said as he whipped by my open window.

It was then that I realized children’s safety is measured at the high-water mark here on the island; life jackets below the mark and helmets above the mark. It doesn’t matter what they are doing or attempting. My nephews usually leave home early in the morning without eating breakfast. But as long as they have helmets and life vests, we don’t worry. Today, worry was the last thing on our minds. We were going to raft up.

When I arrived at the Town Dock, I was pleased to see the Mattie Belle tied alongside and all equipped for cooking. I carried my bags on board and sat with Ben and Chuck on the rail of the boat while they complained about the overwhelming heat and the fact that we’d no doubt be waiting for my mom and dad for a while. It is very unusual to experience heat of this degree so far from the mainland. This was just one of the most odd and infrequent days that offered no breeze. There wasn’t even a ripple in the Thorofare. Much to our surprise and delight, my parents soon appeared with their own bags and coolers, and some friends and family stragglers who all climbed aboard. All told, there were fifteen people on board. It was crowded. But there’s just no way to turn away a willing guest. (Honestly, when Bif is involved, people show up—her company is that good!) The nephews, and an additional three other island lads, decided they’d meet us in Moore’s Harbor with my skiff—in which Aubrey had already claimed the driver’s seat. As we tossed the lines and pulled away from the dock, three more friends showed up looking quite forlorn. I yelled to them to wait for the next boat. They smiled and shot thumbs up. I could see Greg Runge aboard Shockwave, and knew he’d have room for a few aboard her.

I sat and relaxed on the starboard rail as Chuck drove. The wind in my hair created by our forward motion was like heaven. The boys in the skiff slowly fell behind as they stopped to cast jigs at mackerel on the surface and to haul a few of Aubrey’s traps. Good, I thought, we’ll have a few lobsters to eat. Behind the boys, Scalawag, my friend Simon’s boat, soon appeared. I could see quite a crowd  aboard Scalawag and knew that Simon’s family always enjoyed time on the water. And in his wake were Bill and Nancy Calvert, who have a boat of their own and never miss out on a fun adventure. In fact, fun follows Nancy Calvert. This was shaping up to be a great raft!

As we rounded Trial Point and headed toward Deep Cove, a puff of wind blew tiny waves across Penobscot Bay—a promise of the cooling that we all hoped for. When Chuck found a shoal spot with no trap buoys, he dropped the anchor, set it, and secured the line to our bow. The westerly wind was perfect. Simon was soon alongside our port rail and securing to the Mattie Belle. Next, my cousin John and his partner, Rick, dallied over to our starboard side and tied their sailboat up to us. They had a boatful of friends, all island summer folks we were happy to see. Next came the Calverts, and then Greg Runge. There were five boats all told, tethered together and hanging on one anchor. The young boys in the skiff eventually came to our stern, tossed a painter, and climbed aboard the Mattie Belle. They were hungry and rightfully assumed that someone would have packed hot dogs.

The grill was fired up as a small group headed ashore to dig a few clams. Teenagers were sprawled on the bows of each boat, sunning and gabbing quietly the way people that age do, seemingly happy to be a part of the party, but separate. When the clam diggers returned with plenty of steamers, the food was in full swing. We had lobster rolls, chicken sandwiches, hot dogs, clams, and steamed lobster with drawn butter, as well as an assortment of snacks and appetizers, that were all passed from boat to boat. Greg Runge cooked clams and lobsters that he served right on the wash rail of his boat, eliminating the need for platters or plates. People climbed from boat to boat, stopping to eat, have a drink, or just socialize. The boys swam off the stern of Scalawag because that boat has a platform for easy, quick exits from icy water. The teenagers weren’t far behind in the swim, followed finally by my sister-in-law, Jen. I think we all secretly wanted to plunge in after complaining so about the heat and mugginess ashore. But it was so pleasant there on anchor.
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A few of the younger folks had migrated to the roof of the Mattie Belle. I’m sure any passerby would envy the scene. We were experiencing sheer joy. Then, from ages eight to eighty (quite literally, Addison to my father), everyone became quiet as the sun rushed the horizon. We had all eaten too much. Some had consumed adult beverages. This Fourth of July was coming to an end too quickly. The sunset was gorgeous with orange and yellow; even pink spilled behind the Camden Hills across Penobscot Bay. There were a few oohs and ahhs, but other than that, we marveled in silence at the sheer breathtaking beauty.

It was time to haul the anchor. Greg cast off and slipped away, followed by Bill Calvert, Simon, and cousin John in his sailboat. The boys buzzed off in the skiff while Chuck weighed anchor and brought up the rear of our tiny fleet. I sat happily on the stern and watched the island slowly pass by.

“Do you really have to leave tonight?” Bif asked.

“Yes, it’s time to go,” I answered, smiling.

I would get ashore, grab my suitcase, and leave for Stonington, where I would find my Jeep. I had three weeks left in a book-promotion tour, then planned to run home for a day, toss clothes from suitcase to seabag, and go sword fishing for three months.

“Back to work!” I added with a sigh of satisfaction. I love my life, I thought. We would all raft up again next summer.
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brenda’s famous crab dip 

Brenda is a wonderful island friend, with many talents. She is the town librarian and an excellent cook. She serves this, my favorite crab dip, when she entertains, which is quite often.—MG

 

 

One and one-half 8-ounce packages cream cheese, softened 
2 tablespoons finely chopped onion 
1 teaspoon prepared horseradish 
1 pound freshly picked crabmeat (more, if desired) 
2 tablespoons milk 
¼ teaspoon freshly ground black pepper 
Dash of paprika

 

 

Preheat the oven to 350°F.

 

Combine the cream cheese, onion, horseradish, crabmeat, milk, and pepper in a bowl. Spoon the mixture into a buttered 8- or 9-inch baking dish and sprinkle with paprika. Bake for about 15 minutes, or until heated thoroughly. Cool slightly. Serve with your favorite crackers. Serves 10 to 12




goat cheese with chives and pimiento on rye crisp breads 

Most of my neighbors are Renaissance people who can make many things out of necessity. Someone with one of the more interesting talent combinations is Bill Turner, who built my gorgeous front door and also produces first-rate goat cheese (among other things).—LG

 

 

6 ounces good-quality goat cheese, such as chèvre 
2 tablespoons minced fresh chives 
1 tablespoon minced pimiento

 

 

for the rye crisp breads

2 tablespoons unsalted butter 
2 tablespoons olive oil 
1 package party round rye bread 
Salt and freshly ground black pepper to taste (optional)
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Preheat the oven to 350°F.

 

Blend the goat cheese, chives, and pimiento in a bowl using the back of a spoon. Form the mixture into a log or cup using your hands. Place the log on a serving dish, cover with plastic wrap, and refrigerate before using. The goat cheese can be refrigerated for up to 2 weeks or until the chives are no longer green.

 

To make the rye crisp breads, melt the butter and olive oil in a saucepan over low heat. Brush one side of the rye rounds and place the rounds, brushed side up, on a cookie sheet. Add salt and pepper, if desired. Bake until crisp. Cool and serve with the goat cheese log. Serves 12




shrimp remoulade with wickles 

I love shrimp remoulade, and I really love Wickles (wicked-good pickles). I think you will agree that Wickles give the shrimp dish a little pizzazz.—MG

 

 

1 large egg 
1 cup olive oil 
2 tablespoons fresh lemon juice 
Salt and freshly ground black pepper 
1 tablespoon chopped Wickles pickles 
1 tablespoon capers, rinsed and drained 
2 teaspoons Dijon mustard 
1 tablespoon chopped fresh tarragon, plus sprigs for garnish 
1 tablespoon chopped fresh flat-leaf parsley, plus sprigs for garnish 
2 pounds medium Maine shrimp, peeled (meats only) 
Romaine lettuce

 

 

Blend together the egg, ¼ cup of the olive oil, the lemon juice, and salt and pepper to taste in a blender or food processor fitted with a metal blade. While the machine is running, add the remaining ¾ cup olive oil in a steady stream until thickened. Mix in the Wickles, capers, mustard, tarragon, and parsley. More herbs, capers, or Wickles can be added to taste.

 

Bring a large pot of water to a boil. Blanch the shrimp until they turn pink, 1 minute max. Drain and plunge into ice water. Pat dry and chill until ready to use.

 

Line a large serving platter or individual plates with the romaine. Arrange the shrimp on the lettuce, spoon the sauce over the shrimp, garnish with herb sprigs, and serve. Serves 8




grilled kielbasa with lemon juice 

This is so simple, it’s embarrassing. When it was first served to me by my friend Bob Chapman, I thought, “Ya, okay. Gee, Bob, you really went out of your way to feed me here. Really, you heated kielbasa and squeezed lemon over it?” Then I tried it. Now when I serve it, I say it’s a secret recipe, so I don’t have to admit how little I’ve done. And let’s face it, sometimes when unexpected guests show up at cocktail hour, all you may have is a kielbasa and a lemon on hand. Presto! (When this introduction is longer than the recipe, the recipe is a winner.)—LG

 

 

1 pound kielbasa sausage 
1 lemon

 

 

Prepare the gas or charcoal grill to high heat. Clean and oil the rack (see Note).

 

Grill the kielbasa, turning frequently, until well browned and sizzling, about 5 minutes. Remove the sausage from the grill and slice it into ½-inch-thick rounds. Place the rounds on a serving platter, squeeze the juice of the lemon all over the sausage rounds, insert toothpicks, and serve warm. Serves 6

note: Although I have never broiled kielbasa, I suppose it would be fine. For ease of cleanup, I usually grill things that are greasy and might tend to spatter.






grilled pineapple with two dipping sauces 

This recipe can be a lot of fun if you make the sauces ahead. It’s best served on a picnic table outside, especially if your young nephews are joining you. We learned this the hard way—this snack can be very sticky. It’s great to serve with both sauces because they are so completely different but equally delicious.—LG

 

 

2 ripe pineapples, peeled, cored, and sliced ¾ inch thick to form rings 
Olive oil 
Salt and freshly ground black pepper 
Fresh Strawberry Sauce (recipe follows) 
Ancho Chili Mole Sauce (recipe follows)

 

 

Prepare the gas or charcoal grill to medium heat. Clean and oil the rack.

 

Brush the pineapple rings with olive oil. Salt and pepper to taste.

 

Grill the pineapple until grill marks appear on it and it is warmed through.

Serve with fresh strawberry sauce and ancho chili mole sauce.
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fresh strawberry sauce 

1 pint (2 cups) fresh strawberries, hulled and coarsely chopped 
1 teaspoon pure vanilla extract 
2 tablespoons sugar 
Juice of 1 lemon 
1 cup heavy cream

 

 

Place the strawberries, vanilla, sugar, and lemon juice in a blender and pulse until smooth. Add the cream and whip until soft peaks form. Refrigerate until serving. Makes 3 cups sauce; serves 8


ancho chili mole sauce 

½ cup vegetable oil 
½ cup raw almonds, chopped 
½ cup dry-roasted peanuts 
½ cup raisins 
¼ cup sesame seeds 
2 tablespoons ancho chili powder 
1 cup canned plum tomatoes, drained and chopped 
3 cups water, plus more if needed 
1½ ounces semisweet chocolate, chopped

 

 

Heat the vegetable oil in a heavy skillet over medium heat. Sauté the almonds, peanuts, raisins, and sesame seeds for 15 minutes. Transfer to a food processor fitted with a metal blade. Add the chili powder, tomatoes, and 1 cup of the water. Puree until smooth.

 

Transfer to a heavy medium saucepan and add the remaining 2 cups water. Bring to boil over medium-high heat, whisking constantly. Reduce the heat to low and add the chocolate. Simmer for 15 minutes, whisking until the chocolate is melted and the sauce thickens. Add more water if the sauce becomes too thick. Serve warm with the pineapple for dipping. Makes 3 cups sauce; serves 8 to 10 




chunky chickpea salsa 

This is deliciously cool and fresh in the heat of August. I serve it as a dip—it’s sort of a lazy way to make hummus. (God knows how I despise washing the food processor.) This salsa is great on fish or chicken, too.—LG

 

 

One 15-ounce can chickpeas (garbanzo beans), rinsed, drained, and coarsely chopped 
1 garlic clove, minced 
Juice of 1 lemon 
2 tablespoons extra-virgin olive oil 
½ cup diced green bell pepper 
½ cup diced red bell pepper 
½ cup diced red onion 
¼ cup chopped fresh cilantro

 

 

Mix together the chickpeas, garlic, lemon juice, olive oil, green bell pepper, red bell pepper, red onion, and cilantro in a medium bowl. Refrigerate until time to serve. Serve with something crunchy, like Sea-Salted Pita Crisps (page 14) or tortilla chips. The salsa can be refrigerated in a tightly sealed plastic container for up to 1 week. Serves 8




sliced pear and manchego with basil-lime dressing 

This is a yummy and relatively healthy alternative to the cheese and crackers that I habitually serve at cocktail hour.—LG

 

 

2 ripe Bosc pears, cored and sliced ¼ inch thick 
¼ pound good-quality Manchego cheese, sliced ¼ inch thick

 

 

for the basil-lime dressing 
3 tablespoons extra-virgin olive oil 
3 tablespoons minced fresh basil 
Zest and juice of 1 lime 
½ teaspoon fine sugar or sugar substitute 
1 tablespoon plain yogurt or mayonnaise 
Shaved carrots or radishes

 

 

Alternate the pear and Manchego slices on a serving platter, arranging them so that both are somewhat exposed. Whisk the olive oil, basil, lime zest, lime juice, sugar, and yogurt in a small bowl until well blended. Drizzle the dressing over the fruit and cheese. Garnish with shaved carrots or radishes for a splash of color. Serves 4




End of sample
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