
As you Recover, Consider

A MAINE BRIDGE 
TO HOME
To help ensure the best possible day-surgery
outcomes and a timely recovery, we at 
The Landing at Cape Elizabeth have
created a full-service short-term post-surgical
respite program with an aff ordable daily
rate. We call it A Maine Bridge to Home!

The Landing at Cape Elizabeth
Formerly Kindred Living at Village Crossings

78 Scott Dyer Road, Cape Elizabeth, Maine • 207.799.7332 
thelandingatcapeelizabeth.com
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Eastern 
Bluebird

By bruce pratt

When I heard Tommy Hibbert’s raspy, rhythmic taunt, “Look who…waits for East-
ern Blue…to join the crew…it’s Lazy Pru,” I dropped my skis and ducked for the 
snowball. I dodged the first, but the second grazed my helmet. “Prudhomme, you 

slacker,” Hibs shouted as he skated toward me. “Time you got off the couch, pinhead.”
“Go back to bed,” I said.
Hibs slid to a stop. “Working the race or poaching fresh corduroy?”
“I’m TD,” I said.
“Figured you’d given up officiating. Got too soft to play outside, you goat roper.”
I tugged off my right glove. “Hand surgery. Couldn’t ski until late January. This is the first 

race I knew I could make.”
“We had ten events in February,” Hibbert said. He stuffed a chew into his jaw.
“They let you do that?” I asked.
“Think they’ll fire me the week before Nationals?”
Hibs is the last of the ski bums from the winter of ’92-’93 who still works at the mountain. 

His crew’s average age can’t be twenty-two. He’s fifty-three, same age as me. Five-ten, 165, 
wind-creased, and greying, Hibs can accomplish more than any two of his charges and will 
work all day in subzero temps to ensure a race is run by the book—for three bucks over mini-
mum wage.

“Don’t know, Hibs,” I said. “They should can you so the guests can’t see your ugly mug.”
He arched his eyebrows. “Sandy Miller doesn’t think it’s ugly,” he said. “I’m living at her 

place in Little Creek.”
“You swore you’d never live off mountain.”
“Love works in mysterious ways, Pru, and it’s rent-free.”
“Sounds more like mooching than love.”
Hibs slipped on his aviators. “Don’t fret, there’s plenty of loving. Making it legal this 

spring. Don’t be a pain in my ass today, and you might get invited.”
“Don’t know whether to congratulate you or offer Sally my condolences,” I said.
“Your call, Pru, but listen up. Betsy Rounds is setting first run. She takes forever. Make her 

send them straight as you can so we get done before Reggae Weekend.” Hibs tapped his chest 
pack. “Jury channel’s three. Don’t wear it out.” He skated toward the lift.

For March events, you ride the chair in the light instead of cramming into a box-cat at O-
Dark-Thirty, and even with a rash of falls and gate repairs, the race is done before the light 
gets sketchy. And though wearied from a long winter, the crew is re-energized by the East-
ern Bluebird days—full sun, highs in 30s—soft-but-stable snow and more time to free ski. 
With National’s looming, Hibs would give his guys time off and rely more on volunteers to 
work the kid’s races. The youth coaches would be winding down or “halfway to the beach,” 
as Hibs liked to say, and most of the lower-seeded kids would be looking forward to sleeping 
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We will bill Medicare and Most Insurance

Open 10 am - 4 pm Mon. - Fri.
1189 Congress St. • Portland ME

For best service call for an appointment
(207) 775-4048 / (888) 599-6626

745 Central Ave., Dover, NH 03820
(603) 749-4602

www.aspeciaplaceinc.us
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in on weekends.
When I worked at the mountain, I hated 

the end of the season Last Rites Party and 
was one of the few who didn’t head to The 
Cape or MDI in the summer, preferring to 
guide rafts on the Penobscot.

I slid off the lift and skied down to where 
Betsy was setting gate five. Hibs’s crew was 
setting fence while he set up the timing and 
start wand. For a higher-level race, he’d del-
egate that chore so he could keep an eye on 
the course setter, but Hibs trusts me. Trust 
had cemented our friendship, and, for a 
while, sundered it.

Winter ’93-’94 was bitter. January 
never saw a high of ten above at the 
base or zero at the summit. Three-

speed events were canceled when brutal 
winds shut down the lifts. When two guys 
quit, Hibs and I were put on salary. We were 
assigned to assembling, organizing, and dis-
tributing gates and fencing for major events, 
which were hauled up the mountain at night 
on a snow sled—a lowboy on skids—be-
hind a groomer and dropped off at intervals 
along the course. In theory, we got a raise 
because we still got paid when events were 
canceled, but with the extra hours, we didn’t 
gain any ground.

One night, Hibs and I were perched 
on bundles of fencing when the cat slid 
backward on Headwall, and the sled jack-
knifed. We both reached for the sled’s high 
side railing, as it tilted thirty degrees and 
rammed into the hillside with a shud-
der. Gates flew off and a roll of event fence 
snagged on Hib’s boot buckle, taking his 
feet out from under him. I let go of the rail, 
dove on top of him as we slid overboard. 
We rolled to a stop 100 feet down the hill.

We got untangled, gained our footing, 
and surveyed the wreckage. While our skis 
and most of the fencing and gates were still 
on the sled, the rest were strewn about the 
bottom of the headwall. “Pick up tonight?” 
Hibs said.

“If not, the groomers will grind it up,” 
I said.

“Ever boot-skied the Headwall?”
“If that didn’t kill us, what will?” I said
 Hibs howled like a drunk in an old 

Western.
When we reached the spilled supplies, 

Eddie, the driver, revved up the cat and the 
sled straightened behind him. He backed 
down to us, and as we grabbed our skis, he 



Call Elizabeth today! 207.885.5568 or visit ScarboroughTerrace.com

600 Commerce Drive
Scarborough, ME 04074

“As Mom aged, we thought it best if she stayed in her house, but, we were wrong. 

Even with hours of expensive home care, Mom wasn’t thriving. She needed more. She 

especially needed more socialization - not isolation. And more affordable and reliable 

access to care when she needed it. So she made the move to Scarborough Terrace. She 

truly loves her elegant new home! Life is more complete in a community with lots of 

friends and activities, chef-prepared meals, daily care, medication management, and 

even transportation to appointments and outings. I visit her often, so I know Mom is 

happier and more relaxed now... and I am too. We only wish she’d moved sooner.”

“We are so happy Mom is thriving again.”
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bounced down from the cab and said, “Je-
sus, I about pissed myself.”

“You, too?” Hibs said.
Took half an hour to pick up. The stars 

were strewn across the sky like the broken 
bundles of bamboo and so bright we skied 
down without our headlamps.

At the Competition Center, Hibs said, 
“Pru, we just cheated the devil. We could 
get loaded, drive to Kingfield doing a hun-
dred, and be fine.” 

We’ve each told that story, alone or in 
concert, hundreds of times. Among old-
timers, it’s a legend. The story we don’t 
tell is about Sharon Cleaves. She and Hibs 
had been together for two years. Then one 
weekend in June of ’95 she shows up by her-
self on my raft. 

“Dumped me,” she said when I asked 
about Hibs. “We’re living in the same place, 
so it’s really hard.”

I found Sharon a gig at our base camp 
as a replacement for a girl who blew out her 
knee.  At a fourth of July party, we started 
making out. In August, we rented a place at 
the mountain. The first problem was, Sha-
ron left Hibs. He came home from a late 
shift at the restaurant and found a note. 
The second problem was, he believed I was 
obligated to find out what happened from 
him. At orientation that November, Hibs 
wouldn’t speak to me.  When I asked why, 
he said, “Ask Sharon.”

When I did, she paid the rest of the sea-
son’s rent and bolted the mountain for good.

Two nights later at the bar at The Bag, 
Hibs sidled up and said, “She say goodbye 
or just leave a note?”

“Stormed out, said what happened be-
tween you two wasn’t my business.”

“What’d you say?”
“Don’t like being lied to.”
Hibs smiled. “Let’s have half a dozen to 

celebrate.”
“I’m two and a half in,” I said.
“I’ll catch up.”
I nursed half a beer while Hibs killed 

two and ordered a third.
 “Been thinking about the night the sled 

slid,” he said. “We could have died, man.”
“Eddie hadn’t gained traction we might 

well have.”
“Even so, you probably saved my life by 

jumping on me.”
“You’d have done the same.”
“Yeah,” Hibs said. “You’re right about 

that, anyway.” n



Our daily struggle with digital over-stimulation is 
continuous and real. With emails, pop-up ads, and 
notifications, we are often in sensory overload. Reading 
a print publication is a focused experience outside of 
the digital realm. Printed content has tested better 
with brand recall than digital, and is easier on the eyes. 
Bottom line: printed publications provide readers with  
a meaningful and memorable experience. 

Cummings Printing is a third-generation family-owned 
company specializing in printing high-quality, short-
run publications. At each phase of the print process, 
they provide a human-touch that is unmatched by the 
competition. We help you create compelling  
publications so your readers truly understand  
the allure of the printed word.
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cummingsprinting.com
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The Cultural Committee of the Italian heritage center. From left to right: Carmela Dalfonso Reali, Assunta F. Savage, 
Jess Savage, Barbara Pileggi, Marie Pardi, Francesca DiBiase, Peter Doria, Marianne Reali, Gina Di Pietrantonio Ferrante, 
Judy Ann Ferrante, Jay Scala, Front row: Jim DiBiase, Sofia Voltin
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‘Jacqueline and Jilly’ DC Premiere 1. Lamont Easter, 
Daphne Maxwell Reid, Richard Brooks, Nikko Austen Smith, 
OCTFME Director Angie M. Gates, Victoria Rowell, Interim 
Deputy Mayor Brenda Donald, Shannon Wallace 2. Ginger 
Clark, Traci Braxton 3. J. Shawn Durham, Asia Chandler, 
Daphne Maxwell Reid
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Portland Museum of Art

February 27 
at the 

JACQUELINE & JILLY: 30X48 POSTER - REVISION 3

TRIM: 30” X 48”  BLEED: 30.25” X 48.25” 

10.31.18

Three Generations of Women  |  Two Shattered Dreams  |  One Accidental Opioid Addiction

Behind the scenes: 
Interview with 

Victoria Rowell in 
Summerguide 2018

Read More: 
PortlandMonthly.com

Check this website for further 
information, timing, and tickets.
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High Velocity  
Victoria Rowellin spite of difficult early years as a foster child, Portland native 

Victoria Rowell’s ties to maine are unshakable. Here’s what she’s up to now!By Colin W. saRgent

O n May 10, 1959, future ballet principal, dazzling actress, Ph.D., bestselling author, and movie mogul Victoria Rowell was born at Mercy Hospital in Portland.
This summer, she’s shooting a film in which she’s the executive producer, direc-tor, screenwriter, and a lead actress. We caught up with her as her production com-pany, Days Ferry Productions, LLC, revs up to full throttle.

The village of Days Ferry goes way back in Maine history before it became Woolwich. Established in 1754 on the banks of the Kennebec, it seems almost like a fable—a magic place, like Brigadoon. Is Days Ferry your Castle Rock?Well, I’ll tell you, I love history. I cover my Maine connections in my memoir The Wom-en Who Raised Me [Harper Collins, 2007, a New York Times best seller]. My mother’s side of the family is buried in the Castine cemetery. In our family plot, one of our fam-ily members was the drummer boy for the 16th Regiment in the Revolutionary War. I named my production company Day’s Fer-ry in 1999, when I was house-hunting along the coast. I was very close to buying a fab-ulous house on Peaks Island, with mature trees I loved but no septic. I couldn’t be 3,000 miles away [in Hollywood] and have no sep-tic tank! Anyway, I kept looking. And during this journey I saw a spellbinding place set on the water. It had gone many years unattend-

ed. It was in Days Ferry.

What’s the name of your new film? Jacqueline and Jilly. No ampersand.

Since you’re the executive producer, director, lead actress, and co-screenwriter, how did you pitch it to yourself? The logline is “An American family dra-ma—three women, two shattered dreams, 

Presenting the Maine Premiere of Producer, director, writer, 
actress, and Portland native Victoria Rowell’s new film.
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Host an Adventurous & Unforgettable 
Experience on our Private Island in 
the center of Casco Bay.

Contact our event planners and start realizing your dream event today!
Casco Bay  | Portland  |  Maine

207-536-8950
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