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Ron York shares an engaging, humorous tale about his adventures, and misadventures, growing
up in the 1950s in Connecticut. He acquires the York family passion for fishing, tags along with
Dad and Uncles, gets spit-polished for church by Mom, navigates playground politics, triumphs
at tether ball when it most counts and generally manages to explore all the opportunities of
boyhood with only minor dents, bangs, and a few bruises along the way.
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AuthorVACATION WITH THE YORK CLANIt is important to set the stage in the beginning of this
tale so that the reader can appreciate the humor and frustration of fishing, and life in general in
the ’50s. My dad was raised in rural Maine during the Depression, being the youngest of four
brothers. The York boys were well versed in hunting and fishing in some of the toughest terrain in
the state of Maine. But life was different in those days. As my dad explained, this was not an
ESPN hunting and fishing show. His dad would get his Winchester and throw my dad a shotgun
and say, “We’re low on meat; grab your coat.” Later on in life, my dad never hunted again; he
didn’t like the “sport.”Dad (Ronald Alvin York and later known as Al) was always fond of telling
the story about his first hunting trip when he was five or six. In the dead of night on the first night
out, his father and his buddies were pretty well “lit” on homemade moonshine, when a debate
started on who was going to shut off the kerosene lantern. Before a fist fight almost broke out,
his father calmly loaded one in the chamber, squeezed it off, exploded the lamp and ended the
argument with “See you in the morning, boys.” That same hunting trip, after coming up empty,
the boys resumed pulling the cork, in the dark this time (refer to lantern). After everyone was
asleep or passed out, a seven point deer walked through the campsite, pausing near an open
can of beans. His dad (by the way, his name was James, later referred to as “Old Jim”) heard the
rustling, grabbed his shotgun and proceeded to blow a hole through Dad’s tent, missing Dad by
inches and the buck by twenty feet.Of all the brothers, the most gifted outdoorsman was Arnold.
The guy was the spitting image of the old country singer Eddie Arnold, with a devilish smile.
Through the years, Uncle Arnie did it all: an engineer on the old Northern Pacific. (By the way, so
was Old Jim) until he hurt his back. He was also a Maine hunting guide, forest ranger, and
restaurant and fishing resort owner. After he moved to Connecticut, he was married and
divorced and remarried to my Aunt Willa. (People never got divorced in those days.)They never
got along, with Uncle Arnie taking vacations by himself in Colorado (fishing, of course). There
was once a story that Uncle Arnie was caught speeding, got out of the car to plead his case.
Aunt Willa then jumped out of the car yelling at the police officer that Uncle Arnie was indeed
speeding and to give him a ticket to teach him a lesson. That could have been the time when
they got divorced. I think that incident defined their relationship through the years.The RideThe
time line is now in the mid ’50s, with the young fisherman watching “Roy Rogers” and Saturday
morning cartoons. The saga begins with the family’s annual trip to the “Old Country;” back to
Dad’s fishing haunts. Looking back, I always enjoyed getting ready to go on vacation. Similar to
the Griswold’s in the National Lampoon’s Vacation movie, my family had our own tradition of



setting off for the open road. The day before was Mom’s show: packing every possible item of
clothing, pots and pans, and medical supplies in the house. She always packed more than the
suitcases would hold and had to resort to grocery bags to stuff in whatever didn’t fit. It was also
her job to notify the entire street, mailman, paperboy, police department and the “chosen” best
friends to watch after the house, of our leaving and returning time. I think she enjoyed this part of
the pre-take off ritual. It gave her the opportunity to proclaim that the Yorks had once again saved
enough cash to make another trip to the “North Country.”Dad spent this time making sure that
the family “sled” was up to the task of getting us there. He would do all the dad-type car checking
routines (tires, oil and water). However, his moment of truth was yet to come. It was also his job
to pack the entire house, suitcases and brown paper bags into the confines of the family station
wagon. My sister and I, although still young, knew this was a time to stay clear of the “staging
area.” Dad was a soft spoken man, but this ordeal was too much for a mortal man to bear. Now
looking back, this was my first experience with “blue” language. Although it did not make any
sense to me at this age, the words just kind of rolled off his tongue as he would strain to find
nooks and crannies in the car to fit all this stuff. Mom would supervise this effort and make
suggestions on how to fit even more stuff she was holding in reserve that Dad wasn’t aware of
yet.I spent the pre-takeoff day with my buddies. My first trip to Maine was full of apprehension. I
had heard all of my father’s Maine stories and was totally convinced that Maine was the closest
thing to Africa. I told my buddies that there could be a possibility of even seeing a lion up there.
They believed me because I believed. There was a sense of fear in the trip and for the day I was
the local hero, going on vacation, with the outside chance that I might not be coming back…
having been eaten by a lion.Similar to Christmas, it was tough falling asleep the night before the
trip. Mom used to set the alarm for 3:30 AM so that we could get an early start. I remember being
carried into the car in my pajamas in a semi-state of consciousness. But it didn’t matter; we were
on the road going north – on vacation!On all trips, Mom was the co-pilot, which Dad hated since
he knew the way to Maine like the back of his hand. My sister and I, once fully awake, played the
normal 50s car games…ID makes of cars, singing songs and being on the lookout for out-of-
state plates. We weren’t too successful until we were out of Connecticut. All things being equal,
we were pretty tame. My Italian mother had a way of calming us down when we got rowdy. Her
favorite line was “Al, stop the car! I’m going to give you both a spanking!”…it always worked.The
car was in continuous motion, only stopping for emergencies. You had to cross your legs for
several miles before my father was convinced it was a true emergency. There was a competition
between the brothers on the running time from Connecticut to Maine. Dad was sure to be asked
the official time of the trip. Dad was never one to lie…but, sometimes the actual running times
seemed to shrink. Food and drink were never a problem. Are you kidding, Mom had the entire
contents of the refrigerator under my seat.What always impressed me was crossing the Maine
state line and seeing an ocean of pine trees. My sister and I were kept posted on the number of
miles coming up to the state line by the copilot, and when the sign was in sight, we both used to
stretch all of our available body parts to be the first one in Maine. Sometimes, this might mean



reaching into the front seat and touching the windshield. The pilot of the sled never liked this
practice and sometimes invoked the, “I’m going to stop the car and give you both a spanking”
line, but my dad wasn’t Italian so we knew he didn’t mean it, plus it would slow down the running
time.Uncle PepAfter crossing the state line, we made a beeline to Bucksport where the brothers
were waiting…no doubt with stopwatches in their hands. The gathering place was Uncle Pep
and Aunt Lil’s house. Pep and Lil weren’t really my aunt and uncle. Pep was my father’s cousin,
who was raised by my Great Aunt May, when his mother died at an early age. Aunt May was the
sister of my grandmother, Laura Bell, and my dad’s aunt.Of all the people that I have come into
contact with, over my 70 plus years, I have never met a character like my “Uncle Pep.” During this
time, I had no concept of grown-ups’ ages and even today, it would be difficult to guess Pep’s.
He worked at the local paper mill and appeared to be in his mid-30s, but looked like he was in
his 60s. He couldn’t have weighed more than 125 pounds soaking wet, and if he were soaking
wet, the liquid would have been beer. To this day, I have never seen anyone who could fire ‘em
down like him. No matter what time we arrived, Pep would always greet us with a cold one in his
hand. In fact, I can’t remember when he didn’t have a beer in his hand…from the time he got up
until the time he hit the hay or passed out. I always remember their back porch and was amazed
that it didn’t fall down from the sheer weight of Miller empties. There was no deposit on bottles in
those days, and even if there were, Pep would have been too lazy to throw them out.Even
including my real uncles, Pep was my favorite. He always seemed to take me under his wing
whenever we were up there. The guy was a pixie; always laughing (could have been the beer)
and he always took me on the car rides to pick up the next case. These trips I remember to this
day. I would jump into his beat-up car and hold on for dear life. Pep was well known in Bucksport
and took pleasure in waving to everyone he passed on the street. It was a sight to behold: the
beer between his legs, a cigarette with ¼ inch left, dangling from his teeth, waving like he was
running for governor. But there was one person in town, which it seemed like we passed on
every beer run, for whom Pep saved a special salute (his middle finger…it took years to
understand this gesture). The local funeral director was always greeted with this honor. In
addition to the salute, Pep would roll down his window and yell words that Dad could only say
under his breath. If my dad’s packing-up-the-car language was blue, Pep’s was on a different
color spectrum. But it was all done in fun, with both the director and Pep smiling after the
passing. He would always turn to me and say, “That son of a bitch will never get me. I will piss on
his grave!” It made me laugh, just hearing a grown up say “piss.”Once back, the uncles would be
in one room, with the aunts in another. I would be with Uncle Pep at the piano. With a beer sitting
on top of the piano and the short cigarette loosely in his teeth, smiling like the Cheshire Cat. He
would sit there for hours, refilling his beer glass when needed, banging out tunes of the 20s. The
story goes that Pep used to play the piano at the old silent movies in the theater before it burned
down. I loved that guy.Bedtime before finally going to the cabins in Millinocket was somewhat
scary, due to Uncle Pep. There was not a bed sheet in the house that didn’t have a burn hole in
it. Pep was known to fall asleep, most of the time under the weather, while still smoking. Aunt Lil



would normally monitor the situation and remove his cigarette, but based on the conditions of
the sheets, she was slow on the trigger a couple of times. This was on my mind before I finally
drifted off to sleep. Early next morning, I was pleased to find that the house was not burned to
the ground and I was still alive…on to Millinocket to drop a line.Millinocket was at least an hour
away from Bucksport and most of the driving was on old back roads that the locals had carved
out of the woods. There was always a discussion between the brothers on who would lead the
caravan, with Uncle Arnie normally given the honor; despite the fact that Uncle Roland was the
oldest. The other four cars seemed to be lined up according to the ages of the other brothers.
This meant that we were the “caboose,” eating all the loose stones and dirt. There was some
consolation, Uncle Pep and Aunt Lil always came with us. This was based on both the condition
of Pep’s car and his “normal” condition. I got to sit on his lap, between his cigarette and a bottle
of beer.Finally, Uncle Arnie made a left hand turn off the main dirt road onto a path that ran for
another 10 miles before coming to the cabins and the lake. Forty years later, my dad told me that
the brothers rented a bulldozer back in the 30s and “made” the road. Although none of them ever
ran a dozer, the road stood up for a couple of decades.The lake was actually a pond (Toddy), but
it was huge. The only cabins on the pond belonged to my uncles. The cabins were well built (of
course, without indoor plumbing) and like the three little pigs, each brother thought that his was
constructed better. Although each cabin looked the same to me, Uncle Ted had the upper hand.
Docked in front of his cabin was a brand new Bayliner. Uncle Ted worked for Finast, and won the
boat for being the best salesman in the region. Uncle Arnie did not appreciate this gas-leaking
machine on his pond and stated that an Old Town canoe would get you where you wanted to go
just as well without the noise or smell.I was all set to run to the docks and begin fishing; however,
the task at hand was to unpack and get the cabins ready. The aunts were assigned the
unpacking chore, while the brothers began attempting to get the water pumps working. Pep, with
a six-pack in hand, and I cleverly excused ourselves and took a walk in the woods. A few hours
later, we returned to find that the cabins were all squared down and the aunts were in the
process of cooking. Great timing, Uncle Pep…but I didn’t get to fish the first day. I got so
wrapped up in Uncle Pep’s stories, I forgot to mention that in addition to the aunts and uncles,
there were several of my cousins with us, most notably my cousin Dwayne (Uncle Ted’s son).
Also, it must appear that my sister (Ronnie-Jean by the way) hasn’t played a significant role in
the telling of this tale. How false this statement is, as my sister will become my nemesis for many
years to come, including this fishing trip.Back to the tale. After dinner, the hoard gathered into
groups with the cousins sitting on the screened-in porch playing board games. Of course, Uncle
Pep was with us, as he never seemed to fit in with the grown-ups’ conversations. There was a
terrible thunderstorm, with lightning and the only thing I could think of was that it was going to
rain in the morning, ruining yet another day of fishing.But before the morning, there is one
memorable night story. Without a lot of fanfare, it was time to go to bed. My sister and I claimed
the bedroom with a view of the pond. This was a mistake, as the loons would wake us up in the
morning. But before the loons, we had to deal with the bear.It was about 9:00 PM before the



entire clan made it to our beds. Thinking about my first fishing adventure, walking with Uncle
Pep, a big meal and playing with my cousins knocked the boy out. I remember hitting the pillow,
yakking with my sister and nothing much else. I was dead tired. I was beyond just sleeping… I
was in the sleep zone.With no concept of time, we were awakened by a sound that was like
something from a bad movie. A roar! Could it be that my pals back home would never see me
again? Was it really the lion that I thought we might see? Wrong.It was Uncle Pep’s job to clean
up after the picnic, which he forgot to do. The roar was from a Maine black bear, making a meal
from what Pep left behind. The sound from this bear shook me down to my underwear. My mom
was in our room, like she was shot from a cannon, trying to calm us down. The entire family was
now up, looking out of the screen windows at the sight. Pep was nowhere to be found (too many
beers).As we were looking at the bear’s shadow, Uncle Arnie hit the door, armed with Mom’s
best pot and a wooden spoon. He began a charge against the attacker. I remember his face
showed no fear, just that Uncle Arnie smile. He didn’t see the possible danger, nor was he trying
to be a hero. This was Uncle Arnie, the “Maine Guide” just scaring away a small bear.The bear,
looking at Uncle Arnie hitting Mom’s pot, took off like a runaway train back into the woods. Uncle
Arnie, still smiling, got an “Atta boy” from the brothers. They, the brothers, were laughing, and we
the kids and aunts were scared to death. I almost died and the brothers were talking about the
old days and bigger bears.It took Mom a long time to get us back to bed. The fishing in the
morning didn’t seem that important anymore, but I was up, and MY GOD, I had to go to the
bathroom. NOW! Living in West Hartford, I was used to indoor plumbing, but being on vacation,
and roughing it, I knew about the “outhouse”. But, what about the bear? Mom, sensing my fear,
introduced me to the bed pot. Neat… I didn’t have to go outside and take my chances with the
bear. But what the heck was a bed pot? I was too embarrassed to use it with my mother there,
but my eyes were beginning to cross.After she finally left, I firmly positioned myself on the “pot”
and did what I had to do. Now looking back, my mom never told me that the pot was only used
for “number one.” I had a “number two” that peeled the paint off the walls. I felt better, but my
sister gagged for the rest of the night. I knew that something was wrong, but I was too tired and
fell back to sleep.In the morning, I was awakened by Mom’s gagging. I knew immediately that
even by Maine’s camping standards, I had broken some sort of hygiene code of etiquette. The
loons were singing, but I remember more Mom picking up the pot, at arm’s length, and laughing.
Laughing? Please don’t tell Uncle Arnie!For the rest of the morning, I was totally embarrassed.
My sister took great pleasure in telling all of the cousins about the misuse of the pot. But where
was my dad? He promised me that we would go fishing “when the sun comes up”. The sun, for
my dad, came up at 4:00 AM.The brothers, believe it or not, never fished together. At the crack
of dawn, Uncle Ted was on his Bayliner; Uncle Arnie in his Old Town, Roland in his party boat,
and Dad was left with a rowboat. It was a competition, the one with the most fish wins. But what
about his promise to me? Mom said that he would take me fishing when he got back. Sounded
good, but why didn’t he wake me up? It could have been the pot incident. Dad always had a
good nose. I was disappointed.The Fishing Experience Begins(or, the Beginning of the End)It



was about 7:00 AM and I didn’t want to wait. Neither did my cousins, nor my sister. We were
going to fish on the dock. Sounded like a plan, but I had never fished before. Dwayne had some
worms, but I had never baited a hook before. After the pot incident, my confidence was a little
rocky. But we went to the dock to fish.I wasn’t afraid to bait the hook, but had no clue how to do
it. Dwayne just grabbed his worm, hit the hook in the middle and he was off. I decided that his
technique looked a little off the mark. There was too much worm left dangling. I decided to cut
my worm and neatly fit it on the hook. My worm, or what was left of it, was the exact mold of the
hook, looked good to me. My sister decided to go with Dwayne’s dangling worm approach…idiot!
I threw my line for the first time, with my first fish guaranteed to be on the dock in a matter of
minutes. The first strike, a fish on the line! Not mine. It was Dwayne’s. He reeled in a small
sunfish. If it had been mine, it would have been a “big” sunfish. I watched, pole in hand,
crushed…the first fish. Dwayne had the fish off in a flash, re-baited his hook, and was ready for
his next cast. Ok, lucky…my line was still in the water, I’m in the game. Oh no, it begins, Ronnie
has one. I’m still smiling as she brings it to the dock. Heck, one fish, she’s a girl and she is lucky. I
wrote that? I could have died. How did Dwayne hook that worm?As the morning unwinds,
Dwayne and Ronnie are in a York type competition of their own. They both have about 10 fish
and are going for more. Me, I wish the bear got me. With God as my witness, my bobber was
either next to Dwayne’s or Ronnie’s, but I never got a bite all day. It is tough to smile when you
don’t catch any fish.The competition between Dwayne and Ronnie (I lost count of the total
between them. Not really, I remember the actual count to this day) finally came to an end. The
York brothers are on the horizon, coming back to the dock. It almost looks like the tuna fleet
returning back home after months at sea. Their catch is inspected, weighed and judged. There
will be no winner, as each brother is convinced that his catch is the best. I am impressed at the
sizes and number of fish brought in. We will be eating well tonight. My dad finally asked if I
wanted to get into the rowboat for a couple of casts. I declined and he seemed surprised. He
didn’t realize that I had just got crushed on the docks by Dwayne and Ronnie. It was the worst
day of my young life. Ronnie took up his offer and caught another 10. Where in the hell is the
bear? A quicker death would have been better.Uncle Pep finally woke up and took me for a walk.
I tried to tell him about the day’s events, but he was still in a fog. My first fishing trip and I was
upstaged and shut out. I will never fish again.Cat on a Hot Tin RoofOkay, I admit it. I was always
known to sulk when things weren’t going my way. For the rest of the day and well into the night,
my lower lip was affixed to my nose. Mom hauled me aside and got the morning dock update.
She gave me her version of the Knut Rockney story and told me that tomorrow was another day.
But she flatly stated that she was disappointed in how I was taking it and suggested that if I kept
it up, she would “speak” to my dad. This was no idle threat. I put both lips together and vowed
that I would shake it off.That evening, Uncle Pep decided to take a trip back to Bucksport. He
forgot to let his cat out and was concerned that his Siamese would destroy his house. We
couldn’t believe it when he returned with the cat. “She looked lonely,” is all he said.I thought
nothing about it; I don’t like cats but to me it was a non-event, until I looked at my mom’s face. It



was beyond white. I thought she was going to pass out. To offer a flashback, when my mom was
little, she was playing with a large cat and the cat clawed her to the extent that it took quite an
effort to remove the claws from her flesh. It goes without saying that my mom had a dislike for
cats from that point on.Upon making eye contact with my mom, the cat bolted (probably sensing
that her life was on the line) and shot up to the rafters of the cabin. No one, including the Maine
Guide, could get the cat down. In fact, on each attempt, the cat got further into the roof.There
was no way that Mom was going to spend the night in the cabin with the cat walking around
overhead. Finally, my dad convinced her that it was too late to venture back to Bucksport and
promised nothing would happen…..bad promise, Dad.The next morning, Ronnie and I were
awakened by a scream that rocked the entire cabin. Apparently, the cat decided to come down
and jumped directly on Mom’s chest when she was still sound asleep.The next scene is hard to
describe. Mom, like someone possessed, is running around the cabin with her hands around the
cat’s throat, being chased by Dad and Uncle Pep, still in his underwear. Now looking back, it was
kind of humorous, but at the time, the cat’s life was in danger and Dad and Uncle Pep were next
in line, if Mom had her way.Order was restored when Pep was finally able to wrestle the cat away
from mom. I never saw the cat for the rest of the vacation. This was a good thing for both Uncle
Pep and the cat.My parents went back to their room for a closed door session, with Ronnie and
me taking our places at the kitchen table to wolf down breakfast. When the door finally opened,
there wasn’t a smile between them. Not a great way to start day three. Like my sister, I was quite
familiar with Mom’s gaze and I would have bet the fish that I had not yet caught that Dad wasn’t
going to have a good day or night for that matter. Mom, what about “Knut Rockney”? Right! This
is probably not a good time to bring up that story.But something good came from this. My dad
was convinced to skip the fishing duel with his brothers and take Ronnie and I in the rowboat…
and I said that I hated cats.There was still a cloud in the cabin when the three of us hit the door.
But, I think Dad was doing the right thing by getting out when he did. This was my chance to
redeem myself, but I didn’t feel Dad’s heart was in it. In fact, he was now in a foul mood. When he
began answering our questions with one word responses, I knew that this boat ride would be like
having a first class ticket on the Titanic…got to find my life jacket.Dad got into the boat and
steadied it as Ronnie and I jumped in. As he pushed off, all I could think about was catching my
fish and something else, I had to go to the bathroom. Oh God, not now! I crossed my legs until
we were about a hundred yards from the dock. When I thought my bladder was going to burst, I
finally informed Dad about the situation. If I thought that my mother’s gaze was frightening, the
look that my father gave me was death itself.With a growl, I was instructed to “swing it off the
side of the boat.” Swing it off to the side, with my sister there? I would have rather wet my pants. I
finally convinced him that it was a matter of life and death and pleaded with him to take me back
to the dock.The row back was quick, without a sound, except for my moaning (I had to make it
look good). With both feet firmly on the dock, eyeing the outhouse, I turned to tell my dad that I
would only take ten seconds. Too late! He was already heading back out. Did I just see my sister
smiling? She’s dead.I can’t believe it! I’m standing on the dock with fishing pole in hand, bladder



bursting with my mouth wide open. There is no fishing God! Three days in Maine and I’m ruined
twice by bodily functions; the pot, and now this.I decided that the best thing to do was not to tell
my mother. Dad was already in hot water and this would only make things worse, good for me. It
was the grown up thing to do.Fishing Without the Need of a HookI had some time to kill, but the
cousins were off picking blueberries with Uncle Pep. Since I didn’t know where Dwayne kept the
can of worms, another plan was needed. Hot dogs! That was the ticket.I went back to the cabin
and got Mom’s pot (now of bear fame) and a package of Oscar Meyers and headed back to the
dock. Since the dogs floated, the plan was to cut up a couple of pieces, put them on top of the
water with the pot in the ready. No way is this going to work. It worked! There was a school of
blue-gills that must have loved hot dogs. With each scoop, I hauled in another fish. This was
great! No hooks to remove and plenty of hot dogs left. There were no witnesses. I’m having fun
and I’m scoring big time. I decided not to tell anyone of my success, fearing that another Maine
code had been broken.Centrifugal ForceRonnie and Dad finally returned. I didn’t ask how they
did, but Dad had the look that he was sorry for what happened at the dock. He put his arm
around me and the three of us headed for the cabin. I’m feeling better, caught a couple (in my
own way).Looking back, my Mom probably thought she was just in an Alfred Hitchcock movie,
not the “Birds”, the “Cat”. When we entered the kitchen, she was on her hands and knees,
scrubbing the kitchen floor. A strange sight to see; we were on vacation. Cleaning the floor? She
is still upset. Dad, still believing he was in the dog house, tried to add a little education to the
situation. He saw my Mom’s bucket, and proceeded to tell us about centrifugal force. Centrifugal
what? I was a big fan of watching the Mr. Wizard TV Show (this program was geared toward
grammar school kids and featured the “Wizard” explaining and performing scientific experiments
with kids my age). I loved the show but hated the smartass kids, but the “Wizard” never touched
on the “force” during one of his programs.Dad tried to convince us that he could swing the
bucket of water over his head without spilling a drop. Right! No way. My Mom was also doubtful
and reminded him that she just spent an hour and a half waxing the floor. He smiled, but it
lacked the Uncle Arnie smile of confidence. He grabbed the bucket and began swinging it over
his head. Cool! It was unbelievable, even by Mr. Wizard’s standards. Not a drop was spilled. It
had to be a trick, but I watched wide-eyed as the bucket was going over his head.As this
vacation was going bad for me, my dad was also on a downer this day. The cat incident and now
this. I lost count of the moving bucket, but call it on the 13th swing, the bucket hit the main beam
of the cabin. After the crash, there was water all over the entire cabin. Mr. Wizard just bombed
big time.There was no laughter from anyone. Mom was well beyond her killer gaze and almost
seemed to be on the verge of tears (I never saw my mom cry before, but the moment was close
to happening). Dad, sensing the moment, thought the better part of valor would be for the three
of us to make a quick exit. No arguments from the kids. We were out of there, quicker than the
bear being chased by Uncle Arnie. I don’t know for certain, but the bucket experiment could be
the reason that I don’t have any younger siblings. It would take several years before my Dad
would ever be in good graces with my Mom.Dad decided that we should take a long ride and let



my Mom be by herself to cool down, so we all piled into the station wagon. I had no idea where
we were going, but after looking at the mess he left behind, a long drive was just what the doctor
ordered. I thought that my fishing failures were the end of my young life, but now my father had
his own crosses to bear: the cat and now the “Force”. Great vacation thus far.And The Oscar
Goes To…Without a lot of conversation, we were off, driving for about an hour. We arrived at Old
Town, Maine. A neat little town that even had an Indian reservation on it. You’ve got to be
kidding! Real Indians? My dad told us that the best canoes in the world were made there,
including Uncle Arnie’s (I was impressed, Uncle Arnie’s canoe?).We toured the plant where the
canoes were made and drove through the reservation. While driving through, dad took on a
different mood that we picked up on immediately. This was not like the John Wayne movies of
the glory of the Old West, trading bullets and arrows with painted faced Indians...these people
seemed to be poor. As I looked ahead to the family’s Florida trips, this scene reminded me of the
living conditions of the blacks in the Deep South. The poverty was apparent even to a six-year-
old. More economically depressed than the blacks, they were selling junk on the side of the
road.Quickly picking up on my father’s lead, I didn’t want to buy a plastic bow and arrow or a
tomahawk. I was confused. What the heck happened to these people? Reservation? I really
didn’t know what the word meant, until today. It was an ugly word.As the drive continued, I got
the impression that my father was looking for someone, maybe from his past. Years later, during
the Academy Awards (the night that Marlon Brando won his Oscar and it was accepted by a
Native American) my father stated that he once dated a girl from Old Town. That night, after the
problems at the cabin, I guess he was looking for a friendly face. I’m glad he never found her, at
least not on this vacation.Hooked (Not a Fish)The three of us returned back to the cabin before
dark and just in time for supper. Just as well for my father, there was a room full of people, so he
didn’t have to confront my mom. Oh, by the way, the floor looked like it had a new coat of wax on
it. I wonder if Dad noticed.The evening was uneventful (for a change), but we were informed that
everyone was going to sleep in and take a boat ride on Uncle Ted’s Bayliner in the morning. I
think that Dad could use the sleep in with my Mom and secretly wished him well (I didn’t learn
that stuff from Mr. Wizard; my pals and I in West Hartford did talk about “things”).Based on this
information, it looks like another day on the dock with the cousins. I hoped that both Ronnie and
Dwayne would get the chicken-pox before morning.In the morning, the kids are up and waiting to
return to the dock to resume our fishing once we had our cereal. There are no grown-ups around
to cook bacon and eggs for us. As Dwayne is hunting for his can of worms, I gave a glance at the
pot. No, I couldn’t do it. I know it would work again, but I can already hear the laughing.Off I go
into the valley of death. We take up our positions and reach into the can to select a victim. I’m not
too smart in those days and decided to stick with the molded worm method.Dwayne, like before,
grabbed his worm and stuck the head dead center. But this time, he was talking to my sister and
wasn’t paying attention. The hook went through the worm and into his finger, past the barb. Not a
pretty sight. I wouldn’t have wished that even on my sister. The pox on both of them was milder
than what the hook looked like in his finger.
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Judi D, “A Fun Read!. I really enjoyed reading this book. Being the same age as Mr. York and
actually growing up a few miles away from him, the familiar places, games and signs of the time
were an absolute pleasure to read. If you're an early Boomer and love nostalgia, this book is a
must read.  Thanks for the laughs, Ron York, and the trip back to the fifties!!”

The book by Ronald York has a rating of  5 out of 5.0. 3 people have provided feedback.
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