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Opposite from top: Creating fine 
art and enjoying drinks is the plan 

at Muse Paint Bar, coming to 
Commercial Street; Maps Euro 
Cafe will open this summer on 

Market St. underneath the new 
Sherman’s Books on Exchange.

From the top: Sleek, minimalist-
Victorian decor sets the tone at 

Etain, a pretty new intimate 
apparel shop on Congress 

Street; Etain’s Mackenzie Morris 
among her wares. Bottom right: 

The Paper Patch’s former spot 
on Exchange Street next to  

b. good burgers.

Rumors swirl around 
who may become the 

new tenant for the  
Paper Patch’s former 

spot on Exchange 
Street next to  

b. good burgers.
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1 TRACKSIDE DRIVE, KENNEBUNK, MAINE

RETAIL STORE OPEN 363 DAYS A YEAR
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Restored for modern living, Kennebunk’s fabulous Storer 
Mansion remembers the world under sail.

How many Maine homes can say, “Lafayette visited 
here”? How many can add, “and the tree that grew on this lawn be-
came the emblem for our town crest.”

The Lafayette Elm gave shade to the Marquis de Lafayette when he 
visited the Storer Mansion in Kennebunk on June 25, 1825. The land-
mark was once described as floating over the lawn for two centuries 
“like a giant green cloud” that rose to 131 feet before Dutch elm dis-
ease claimed it in 1969.

Its magnificent absence today still haunts the lovely Col. Joseph A. 
Storer Mansion (1758), along with the ghost of historical novelist Kenneth 
Roberts (1885-1957), who was born in a second-floor bedroom here.

Listed recently for $625,000, the Federal manse boasts interiors 
that have been exquisitely decorated by artist David Wiggins, the for-

“We are here, Lafayette,” at the newly 
restored Storer Mansion in Kennebunk.

Made in 
the Shade

ta l k i n g  w a l l s

by colin w. sargent
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He’d suggested meeting in the parking 
lot, taking the ferry to Peaks Island.  
A romantic-sounding thing. But it 

could be a mistake. There’d be no way out.
His profile said he “liked a good joke.” Was 

this one? She didn’t see him. Tourists–slather-
ing on sunscreen, consulting maps, polishing 
off to-go lobster rolls–made for the boat like 
lemmings. It would leave soon. What would 
she do, if he stood her up? Head for the Holy 
Donut? Their dark-chocolate-sea-salt could 
solve almost anything. She’d check her phone 
for winks, tweets, messages. It wasn’t too late 
for the day not to rate a zero. Someone else 
might want to take a later ferry. If she did. 

“Little Red Corvette?” (Her username. Ba-
by, you’re much too fast, implied. It got results.  
Hundreds of winks, dozens of messages.  
Twenty-seven first dates. Two second dates.  
Things dwindled that way.) She turned. 

But this couldn’t be StudMuffin78–listed as 
six feet tall, a “meaningful agnostic,” a player of 
blues guitar and baseball, whose shirtless pho-
tos showed a dark-haired, dimpled man on 
not-unfriendly terms with a gym. She should 
have known they weren’t current.

“You look almost like your pictures!” he en-
thused. “I’m Paul.” The dimples, at least, were 

authentic. He’d gained forty pounds and most 
of his hair had gone gray.  He was five inches 
shy of six feet. Maybe 10 years older than he’d 
claimed. “Come on. Let’s get our tickets!”

He grabbed her hand. Innocent-seeming as 
a child. Maybe he was a nice guy. She followed 
him. At the ticket booth, without hesitation or 
a backward glance, he bought two. 

“Thanks!” she said, surprised. He gave a 
modest shrug. They waited to board with the 
finger-licking tourists, the children carrying toy 
lobsters, the little girls in sundresses and sandals 
with appliquéd flowers. He smiled non-stop. 

“You play baseball?” she asked. It could 
hardly be true.

A look of chagrin. “Intramural softball, 
these days, to be honest. Office league.” She 
liked the sheepish way he said it. 

He led her to the upper deck. He was really 
quite nice. She sat on the bench, next to him 
but not close. She didn’t check her phone. He 
seemed to require consideration. She minded 
it less than she’d have thought. The ramp came 
up and the whistle blew and the ferry churned 
away from the dock. The summer-deep-blue 
harbor glistened, busy with sails fluttering, 
kayaks sluicing by. 

Nearby on the deck was a group of twenty-

somethings, dressed in J.Crew and Patagonia, 
loud talkers, guests (it was impossible not to in-
fer) of a wedding that was to take place that 
weekend. She didn’t mean to eavesdrop. Hen-
ry and Yolanda had fallen in love at first sight, 
four summers ago. They’d finished their resi-
dencies and were going to work for Doctors 
Without Borders. Weren’t they great?  Spend-
ing 27 thousand on the reception alone. A 
champagne fountain, lobster and caviar for ev-
eryone, the works. Wasn’t it great? All of it said 
with no one smiling, only nodding seriously.  
This was the way that they saw the world. It 
was great, but you had to take it seriously.

“Some people really have their shit togeth-
er,” observed StudMuffin78. 

Paul, she reminded herself. 
His half-hearted smile acknowledged it: this 

was just something to say. It meant nothing.
“Other people, other lives.” She tried to 

smile. They were far from shore now, going 
fast. She wished suddenly that she knew him.  
Or anyone. She clutched her phone. It was a 
beautiful day. He really seemed quite nice. �

Ellen Baker is the author of the novels Keeping the 
House and I Gave My Heart to Know This. She lives on 
the Midcoast, where she’s finishing her next novel.

Blind Date














