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Son Louis at the helm, circa 1931

Pet raven on Emnest Joy at Kent Island

other undeveloped shorefront nearby. As
prices rose, she asked my advice about
how we could save the coast, and I recom-
mended voluntary scenic easements as
one alternative, suggesting that this was
probably the cheapest and most perma-
nent way of preserving the primeval quali-
ty of undeveloped land.

It is an old idea and the advantage, as
compared with deeding to a conservation
agency in fee, is that the owner retains
the title and sole right of access if he wish-
es. He pays taxes only on the remainder
value and not on the development value,
which may be worth about 80 percent of
the total. For an owner who wants to hold
land for sentiment rather than a prof-
itable sale, this is an advantage to him
personally and to his family and friends.

Mrs. Rockefeller took my recommen-
dation seriously and looked into it with
her lawyer. Our conversation led eventu-
ally to the formation, in 1970, of the

Maine Coast Heritage Trust, which has
been so effective in preserving the Maine
Coast. It was my pleasure to serve as its
first vice president.

Collecting the islands was fun and we
took much joy in the ownership and
pride in giving them away. Nearly all of
them now belong to the federal and state
governments, and the best of them are
held forever by the Fish and Wildlife
Service of the Department of the
Interior.

We still own Butter Island and the two
connecting islets in the family, but they
have been restricted as to development
and are held in a non-profit corporation.
We are expecting that a commemorative
stone bench or some other suitable
memorial will be erected on the high
point on the east side of the island after
my wife Virginia and I are deceased.

Owning islands and cruising in
AVELINDA went hand in hand. Although
AVELINDA’s many years of cruising includ-
ed several offshore passages, visiting the
navigable rivers and all the little gunk-
holes into which we could float was a
more varied fun and a more varied chal-
lenge—particularly those way down east,
where our island collecting had begun.
Our ship came to be expected year after
year in the long reaches and tributary
lakes of the St. John River above the
reversing falls; in the many rivers and
harbors of the Passamaquoddy and
Cobscook bays, where we met great chal-
lenges; in Haycock Harbor above its per-
ilously narrow entrance; in Cutler, where
we were most at home at our own Cross
Island and its many coves; in the anchor-
ages of Machias Bay and its two great
rivers; or in Little Kennebec Bay. Almost
on her own AVELINDA knew the way into
the Cow’s Yard off Head Harbor and, if
the tide was right, through the back
channel to Jonesport where we also felt at
home and usually bought supplies. We













































































































































































