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This book is dedicated lovingly to 
my Mother, Alida King and 
my very dear Aunt Elaine. 

 
Without these two special women, this 

book could not have been written.   
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Alida King and Elaine Pooler “in the swing” at Sonny 
and Caryl King’s camp on Oak Pond, Summer 2006. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

FORWARD 
By Catherine Frost 

 
On January 5th, 2002 my mother, Carla Jean King 
Colucci, suffered a cerebral aneurysm.  She began 
writing this book five years into her ongoing 
recovery.   
 
Because she has minimal use of her left hand and 
typing is challenging, she handwrote all of the  
stories and I typed them – trying to go word for 
word, but making edits as necessary.  
 
My mother is approaching her 70th birthday and I 
think the process of writing this book – digging 
deep into her rock-solid, long-term memory, has 
been inspiring to her and her five siblings, as well 
as me, who now knows so much more about her 
and the man who raised her, a kind man with a soft 
heart. 
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PRELUDE 
By Carla Jean King Colucci 

 
My dad was born on September 24th, 1919 in a 
yellow house in Shawmut, Maine, a small paper mill 
town.  When Dad was about ten, the family needed a 
larger house so they moved to Fairfield, another 
small mill town in central Maine.  
 

After my Father’s dad died, my Dad took very good 
care of his mother (my Gram).  He always gave her a 
portion of his paycheck until his own family grew 
too large.  He continued to help, but in a “fix what-
ever’s broken” way.  When Gram called and needed 
help, Dad left as soon as possible to take care of the 
problem. 

 

He married Alida 
Bourque on July 4th, 
1934 and had six 
children—picture at 
left in 1984: Steve, 
Rene (Sonny), 
Renette, Karen,  
Thomas and me, 
Carla Jean.  They 
raised us in a 4 bed-

room house at 17 Maple Street in Fairfield, Maine.   
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He worked at the mill most of his life and also 
managed a small wood-working shop in the garage.  
The boys helped in the shop on a regular basis.  
 
In April of 1990, Dad had a couple of minor 
strokes.  I started going to Fairfield once a week to 
visit with him and go out to breakfast together.  It 
was great.   We had a good time.  We both looked 
forward to the day I was to come up and take him 
to breakfast. 
 
His first meal was at 4:30 a.m.  No, that is not a 
typo!  He met friends at Dunkin’ Donuts in  
Waterville.  Then he came home to take a brief but 
powerful nap in his recliner. 
 
Then he was off to a local residence to meet more 
friends for a real breakfast of eggs, sausage, toast, 
etc.  By 11 a.m., Dad had had a full day, but he was 
still full of energy. 
 
One morning when we came back home, we were 
in the living room, Dad was in his recliner and I 
was sitting on a chair in front of him.  I started the 
conversation, “Dad, you’re such a happy man.  
You’ve had such a great life, everyone loves you,  
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especially your family.”  “Well, honey girl, I’ve 
never been sick a day in my life—I’ve never even 
had the flu.  I cannot complain about a thing.” 
 
Back to me, “Dad, I never heard you say a bad 
word about anyone.”  “Well,” he said, “you know 
there’s good in everyone.  Bad or unkind things 
shouldn’t be said about anyone.” 
 
“Dad, that’s such a good and kind thing to say.  I 
think I’ve learned a lot from you over the years.”  
He points to the kitchen and gives Mom all the 

credit...again.  He loved 
and respected our 
mother very much. 
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Alida and Rene circa  1934 Alida and Rene circa  1975 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Then Dad suffered a massive stroke.  After this 
stroke, he had to stay in the hospital.  Over the 
next couple of weeks I went to see him.  On one of 
my visits, my mother and Tom were there sitting 
with him.  They told me he had become quite 
agitated and that he had been pulling at the tubes 
the nurses had put in his body, so they had to tie 
his hands down.  Dad didn’t like this one bit.   
 
I went next to him and whispered in his ear, “Hi 
Dad, it’s Carla Jean.  I’ve come to visit you for a 
while.”  Tommy said, “Look—he’s calming right 
down.  I guess you said the right thing.” 
 
He went to heaven on May 1st, 1990 at age 79.  He 
died without ever coming home again, but it was 
gratifying to know that his youngest child, Karen, 
was holding his hand when he left the world. 
 
It reminds me of the day my grandmother died.   
Dad called me at school in Farmington and said, 
“Carla Jean, Grammy Bourque went to heaven last 
night.  She went peacefully in her own bed and just 
went to sleep.”  He had such a gentle tone in his  
voice.  He was an awesome father and a wonderful 
human being. 
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Dad’s funeral service was held at Immaculate 
Heart of Mary in Fairfield.  The church was 
overflowing.  When the priest came to the altar, 
the first thing he commented on was the amount 
of people in the church.  “It is unusual to have the 
church filled to capacity and it’s usually when the 
funeral is for a young person.  Rene King had a 
full life.  He was 70 when he died.  He must have 
been a good man to have so many people attend 
his funeral for a final good-bye.”  
 
A granddaughter, Karyn, gave a moving eulogy 
for Dad, noting that when he played cards with 
any of his friends or family out to camp, it had to 
be with his “back to the water.” 
 
The next day we’re off with Dad’s ashes to Oak 
Pond, where our family had a camp.  His request 
was to have his ashes scattered in the pond 
where he held such fond memories.  His “final 
scene” was both touching and humorous: 
 
Most of the kids are standing on Dad’s deck.  
Renette is out of control crying.  Tommy and 
Karen are in Dad’s beloved aluminum boat in the 
water in front of Sonny’s camp trying to put the   
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Alida with all her kids at her 90th birthday party in 
Waterville, Maine, February 2007.  L-R Stevie, 

Karen, Alida, Sonny, Carla Jean, Tommy and Renette. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

box with Dad’s ashes in its resting place.  
 
They pushed the box down with a paddle—but it 
popped right back up.  Sonny and I were standing 
on lawn and we started laughing so hard.   
 
Tom and Karen looked at us as if to say, “what’s 
going on?” They continued to try, but no luck.  
Then Tom looked in the box and came to shore for 
a knife.  “The ashes are in a thick plastic bag,” he 
explained.  “We need to cut it open for it to sink.” 
Dad seemed to be saying, “no reason for sadness.  
I’ve had a great life.” 
 
That’s Dad—
he wanted to 
leave us 
smiling—and 
that he did. 
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What follows are more short stories, snippets 
and fond memories about my Dad—a kind man 
with a soft heart. 
 
Writing this book has been a very therapeutic 
process.  I hope it will  inspire others to make a 

memory book or  
journal about an  
important person in 
their family or 
simply jot down their 
special family 
traditions. 
 
Everyone in your 
family will be greatly 
appreciative of your 
efforts.   
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Rene King (l), with his brothers-in-law Joe Bourque, and 
Willy Deraps with little Eddie Deraps and Carla Jean.  

Joe was heading off to WWII.  He came back safely. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
THE STORIES 

 

1.   Pussy Willows 
2.   My Dad’s Father 
3.   Ponto 
4.  Santa on Maple Street 
5.  Willy Take the Wheel 
6.  The Green Sleds 
7.  The Punishment 
8.  The Christmas Fiddler 
9.  Summer Sundays 
10.  Camp on Oak Pond 
11.  Camp Truck 
12.  Camp Bath 
13.  Rise and Shine 
14.  Birds of  a Feather 
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PUSSY WILLOWS 
 

My first memory story is one I call “Pussy  
Willows.”  One fall day, Dad came through the 
kitchen door with a good bunch of pussy willows 
in his hands.  “Kids,” he called, “we need a good 
sized box with something very soft in it,” and he 
said to me, “C.J. – come here quick, I have 
something to show you.” 
 
We were all there – Sonny, Tom, Stevie and I 
(my sisters were not born, yet).  We had a wood 
stove in the kitchen.  My mom came in with a 
box with towels in it.  “Here we go,” she said to 
Dad, who held the pussy willows up. 
 
“Kids, I want you to look closely now.  I’m going 
to put these pussy willows right here in this box 
with soft towels and then we’ll put them in a 
very warm place, right here behind the stove.  
Let’s see what we have in the morning.”   
 
Much to our surprise (we all ran to the kitchen 
bright & early), those pussy willows has 
magically turned into a box of tiny grey kittens 
cute as can be.  We all got to name one and I 
named mine Lovee. 
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MY DAD’S FATHER 
 
The first family story my Dad told me was when 
his Dad took him to work one day.  My  
Grandfather worked in the Maine woods for a 
logging company way up north, in Portage, 
Maine. 
 
My Dad said, “Carla Jean, Pop wasn’t an 
educated man, but he was very smart.  Once the 
logs started heading down the river, my father 
could tell the supervisor exactly how much wood 
(cords) they would get out of the trees floating 
by.”  Dad, pointing to his head, said, “He never 
used paper and pencil to figure it out.  He did it 
all in his head.  He was a very smart man.” 
 
Dad was very proud of his own mother and 
father.  It was easy to see Dad’s love.  It showed 
on his face. 
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PONTO 
 
One of the good 
things about 
writing a memory 
book is that you 
can learn some 
very interesting 
things.  Just a few 
weeks ago, my 
Aunt Elaine told 
me something very 
exciting:  my dad 
had a dog. 
 
“Ponto,” as he was 
called, was not just 

a regular dog, but one that rode the trolley.  I 
guess he was as smart as a whip, because she told 
me Ponto knew when he had arrived home and 
would jump off the trolley and run straight into 
the house for a warm dinner. 
 
My Aunt Elaine said that just about everyone 
rode the trolley.  After all, only rich folks had a 
car.  
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Ponto, the Trolley Dog 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

SANTA ON MAPLE STREET 
 
It had been a strange winter with lots of rain. I 
liked it though, because the streets were all nice 
and icy so I could ice skate in front and on the 
side of our house on Maple Street. 
 
One cold afternoon I called my friend Florence 
Reed (she lived across the street so we skated 
every day together.)  Florence had white single-
runner skates. She was a good skater.  I put in 
my double-runners over my boots.  I could actu-
ally run in those things.  It was lots of fun.  We 
decided to skate down  Bartlett Street.  It seemed 
like we were flying.  In an instant, I was up in the 
air.  Way up.  (I remember I was going quite fast 
as I had a running start.) 
 
Then the inevitable happened.  I came down and 
landed hard on my bottom.  Boy, did I hurt my 
leg.  I was crying like a big baby.  A truck rode 
right by me and almost ran over my thumb.  I 
was really wailing now.   
 
Florence said, “I'd better get your father,” and 
then she was gone.  I was getting scared.  My leg  
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really hurt.  Florence returned with my Dad.  “It 
looks as though you’ve hurt you leg, little 
girl.”  (He called me that sometimes.)  He carried 
me home with me crying all the way.  When my 
Mom came home we all got into the car and went 
to see Dr. Greenlaw.  “It looks as though this leg 
needs to be repaired,” said Dr. Greenlaw. 
 
Well, what happened after this is not a pretty 
story.  I went to the hospital to have my leg fixed.  
By the way, I had very long hair.  What's the  
difference? you might be thinking.  You’ll find out 
soon enough.   
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Sonny, Carla Jean and Tommy with neighbors 
Florence and Lois Mae Reed in front of the Maple Street  

house in Fairfield.  Circa 1945. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The doctors gave me something called ether to 
help me go to sleep.  Ether helps you go to sleep 
so you, or in this case, me, can have a broken 
bone repaired.  
 

When I woke up after they fixed my leg, I 
started to throw up.  This was definitely not a 
pretty sight.  It was not long before my Mother 
had to cut my hair all off – and I do mean all.  If 
you’ve ever upchucked then you know it seems 
horrible and you’re smelling up the whole house. 
 

It was almost Christmas and my brothers let me 
know how much I smelled up the room more 
than usual.   
 

Because I had a huge cast on my leg I had to 
sleep downstairs on the living room couch.  But 
this part was fun.  I got to spy on everyone, even 
Tommy. 
 

Christmas Eve came.  We had hung up our 
stockings and the boys went up to bed, but I got 
to lay on the living room couch and look at the 
tree.  My Mom came in to check on me but was 
suddenly distracted.  She darted to the front win-
dow.  “Oh, my goodness gracious!!  Carla Jean,  
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look who's coming down the street!”  Well, I 
looked out the window and nearly had a heart   
attack.  Who was it but Santa himself, walking 
down Maple Street, just like a normal person 
would.  
 
He came around the corner from where my grand-
mother lived (he must have stopped there first.)  It 
scared me out of my wits.  I jumped back on the 
couch and covered up, especially my face.  Was I 
ever scared. 
 
I think I fell asleep because the next minute I heard 
something and peeked out from the covers and (I'm 
not kidding; there he was right in the middle of our 
living room that  jolly ‘ol elf Santa himself.)  I 
called to my mother.     
 
The boys came down the stairs lickity-split to see 
what was going on.  Sonny ran behind a chair (he 
was taking no chances).  Steve was just running 
around.  I was hiding the best I could under the 
covers.  
 
Wouldn't you know my brother, Tommy, walks 
right up to Santa and says, “Santa Clause, I’ve been  
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a good boy all year and then Santa pats him right 
on the head.  I’m ready to faint any minute.   
 
Sonny is still peeking out from behind the chair.    
 
Believe me, it's scary to have Santa right in your 
house.  Who wouldn’t be scared?  Only my 
brother, Tommy.  He wasn’t scared at all. 
 
I think Santa was a little scared, too, he couldn’t 
get all his words out,  But the important thing is 
he filled our stockings and left the boys all a 
green sled.  They were so happy.  Stevie was 
running in circles, as usual. 
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WILLY TAKE THE WHEEL 
 
Dad and Mum spent a fair amount of time with 
Mary, Mum’s sister and Willy, her husband.  They 
had been out having fun, but Dad was getting tired 
of Willy’s complaining about Dad not driving quite 
well enough.   
 

I guess “back-seat” 
Willy started in and 
knowing Dad, he had 
had just about enough of 
having someone tell him 
that he wasn’t going 
where they should be 
going, etc. 
 
Dad then took the steer-
ing wheel off and handed 
it to Uncle Willy and 
said, “here, you think 
you can do a better 
job…go ahead.” 

 

I’m sure Dad had that all planned out.  It took 
Uncle Willy by surprise, though.  This is exactly 
the kind of jokes Dad liked to plan and it didn’t  
surprise me one bit. 
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Willy and Rene cook 
something up at the 

King Camp on Oak Pond. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

THE GREEN SLEDS 
 
Dad decided the boys needed sleds for the winter 
because we had a huge hill in the front of our 
house.  For some reason it’s a lot smaller now – 
more like a lump in the road.  So dad started 
making the sleds, of course. 
 
For some mysterious reason, the boys were not 
allowed in the wood-working shop all that fall. 
Christmas morning we discovered why.  In front of 
our tree, there they were – 3 of the sleekest looking 
green sleds I had ever laid eyes on.  The boys were 
beside themselves.  “Dad, look at these!” they all 
shouted as they each found their own sled (their 
names were conveniently listed on the sleds’ bot-
tom’s)  Sonny, Tom and little Stevie had the small-
est.   
 
The sleds were beautiful; sturdily made with slick 
runners.  But they were heavy!  They boys could 
hardly pick them up, but one by one they did. 
 
Mum had made the boys woolen snowsuits:  pants, 
jackets and hats with a strap going under the chin.  
She went for warmth and they were warm – warm  
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but mighty itchy.   (Tommy can still remember 
how the wool itched and to this day, he will not put 
any wool near his body.)  Gram King had made the 
woolen socks to wear under their boots and  
mittens, of course.  Finally, they were ready. 
 
My job was to go down to the bottom of the big, 
huge hill and watch for cars and give the signal 
when all was clear.  Dad was at the top ready to 
give the boys the OK sign.  It was time! 
 
Sonny and Tom are in the lead, running at the hill 
full throttle.  They has pretty good speed 
considering they were covered with 5 lbs. of wool. 
 
Their rubber boots were flopping away, but did not 
slow them down a bit.  
 
Sonny jumped first.  Then Tom.  Both were 
airborne!  I was at the bottom of the hill watching 
(no way I would do that).  The sleds hit the hill 
with a thud on the snow; hands gripped in the 
openings Dad put in for them to steer with. 
Moving their entire bodies to go around the corner 
– they made it with big smiles. 
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My attention went back to the top of the hill and 
little Stevie is getting ready for his run.  He had 
pulled his sled to the top of the hill and collapsed 
on it in exhaustion.  He also gets a big push from 
Dad.  His huge smile is missing a front tooth.  
 
He yells, “wahoo – look at me!”  Sonny and Tom 
were at the bottom cheering him on.  What a sight 
– seeing the three of them with their matching 
suits, green sleds all smiling, Dad at the top of the 
hill, hands on his waist, smiling as big as his boys.  
“Good job guys! Those sleds go like sixty when 
you’re on them!  Isn’t this a great hill – right in 
front of your house, too!  We’re pretty lucky don’t 
you think?”  Everyone yells, “Yeah!”  What a great 
day at 17 Maple Street.  
 
Later that same winter, Dad got his hands on a 
bobsled.  Yes—a bobsled for his boys.  They also 
found a bigger and better hill on Davis Street.  
New sleds and a bobsled all in the same winter.  
The King boys had it made.  Their father could do 
anything! 
 

I recently asked Tom how much he thought the sleds 
weighed.  He said, “I’d say around 10 lbs.”  I might 
agree with him.  He’s still itching from the wool. 
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THE PUNISHMENT 
 
My brother, Tom, and I were arch enemies from 
about age 8-13.  I would tantalize him and he 
would retaliate.  But he could also be a little 
dickens.  For instance...he used to bring my mother 
fresh picked flowers every day.  Then one day in 
horror and embarrassment, my mother found out 
where he was getting them—from plots in the 
cemetery next door to our house! 
 
One day, Tom blew his stack and retaliated big 
time.  He went into my room and emptied all of my 
drawers, throwing my clothes all around my room.  
I wasn’t happy about it, but I assure you, I 
deserved it.  Tommy and I were upstairs yelling at 
one another quite loudly.  By this time, my father 
had had just about enough of both of us – and he 
was intent on putting a stop to it. 
 
“OK you two, come down here now,” he called up 
the stairs.  “I’ve had enough of you two fighting.  
It’s going to stop right now.”   
 
“Young man,” he said looking at Tommy, “kiss 
your sister.”  Tommy pleaded, “Oh, no Dad—not   
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that.  Anything but that.  “Right now, Tommy.  Kiss 
your sister.  We’re going to stay right here until 
you do,” Dad said.  Tommy plugged his nose and 
came in on my right side and put a kiss on my ear, 
I think, nowhere near my face.  He immediately 
pulled back, holding his neck in a frantic way and 
began to gag.   
 
I really thought he was going to be sick.  He ran 
into the bathroom and I could hear the water 
running, I think to rinse his mouth out.   
 
Tom was never the same after that punishment.  I 
could not get a rise out of him.  He wasn’t going to 
take a chance that he might have to go through 
that punishment again. 
 
Today, we love each other dearly.  He calls me 
“Sis” and every time he does, I choke up and tears 
well in my eyes because the endearment is so 
meaningful to me.   
 
Tom is like Dad in this way – they both knew they 
had the best of everything, with a loving wife and 
wonderful children.  “What more is there?” he’d 
say.  “Nothing…but grandchildren.”    I agree. 
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Mum and Dad on the couch with their grandchildren 
at their home on Maple Street in Fairfield, Maine , 

circa 1967. 
 

Corrina King, Cathy King, Andy McCourt, Lynnie 
Couture, Cathy McCourt, David King, Rhonda 

King and Paul James (P.J.) McCourt. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

THE CHRISTMAS FIDDLER 
 
Every Christmas Eve, after we’ve had our 
traditional touche pie, we would settle down to 
some very serious musical business.  Mum would 
go to the piano, pull out a sheet of music and start 
to play.   
 
“You know Dasher and Dancer and Prancer and 
Vixen—but do you recall…”  Then Dad would step 
in, rest his violin on his shoulder and settle his chin 
firmly into place.  As Mum continued the song, his 
feet would start tapping.  He’d tuned up in seconds 
and when he was finally ready, a big grin would 
appear on his face.  He’d look around the piano 
with pride on his face.  He’d shoot a special look to 
our mother.  Tap.  Tap.  Tapping the fiddle in 
anticipation of his cue.  
 
His cue was always the refrain...“Rudolph the Red 
Nosed Reindeer.”  Everyone would start singing 
with excitement.  Everyone except Stevie—he’d 
just spin around in circles.  Dad always got into the 
fully into beat, into the moment.  His knees would 
bend deeply, smiling the whole time.  Mom rocked 
with the music, not a hair out of place.   
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Then, too soon, it would be time for Dad to go to 
work.  10pm—6am, don’t you know.  He would 
have it no other way.  “I have to be home when the 
kids get up in the morning,” he’d say.  
 
After getting all bundled up and grabbing his 
lunchbox, he’d leave the house.  He wouldn’t be 
gone for more than five minutes when the phone 
would ring.  He’d call to alert us all, “I just saw him 
flying over the mill and guess who’s leading the 
pack??  Yes!  It’s Rudolph!” 
 
SANTA CLAUS IS COMING TONIGHT! 
 
The call would set us into a frenzy.  We'd rush and 
push to get in the hallway first.  All but Stevie—he 
still ran in his own little circles.  We needed to get 
up the stairs, jump in bed and cover over our heads 
with our blankets.  But there was very little 
sleeping because we'd all be listening - just in case 
Santa’s already reached our house. 
 
If dad were alive today, he'd most likely play an 
electric violin in a country band—and Christmas 
time would still be his favorite time to entertain. 

29 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

SUMMER SUNDAYS 
 
The road to Unity Pond is etched in my mind.  All 
5 kids (K.K. wasn’t around, yet), and even Mum 
and Dad, waited in anticipation for the right hand 
turn we had to take off the main road.  Down a hill, 
over railroad tracks, more dirt road and then…”I 
see the water!”  Whoever yelled it first was the 
winner.   
 
Although we didn’t go on family vacations,  
summers were always exciting for the King family.  
Every Sunday after church we went to Unity Pond 
for a day of swimming and picnicking.  My Mum 
always packed a great lunch.  
 
Dad parked the car by the quiet sandy beach just 
waiting for a noisy family to start playing, and that 
we did.  We rolled out of the car, running to the 
water’s edge, knowing full well that we’d better not 
step in before Mum and Dad were there.  We all 
knew about the “big drop off.”  Actually it was a 
small, gradual slope of fine sand, but we all  
fantasized that it was huge.  That people may never 
see us again if we got too close.  
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We went to the right of our favorite spot.  Dad 
started collecting twigs for a fire.  Right on time:   
Here come the Bickfords!  The Bickfords were 
friends of the family and they had lots of kids, too.  
Boys and girls—so we all had friends to play with.  
There were very few arguments between the King 
kids on Sundays in the summer.  
 
Finally, we are allowed to run in the water with 
our friends.  The pond is shallow and sandy.  We 
can just throw ourselves down and lay in the water.  
It’s warm and fun.  Laughing all afternoon is lots of 
fun.  
 
Dad finished collecting twigs and starts to make a 
fire.  As the fire grows, he sharpens some sticks for 
hot dogs.   

 
“Fire’s ready!” 
Dad would yell.  
We’re all out of 
the water 
mighty fast.  We 
never kept hot 
dogs waiting.  

Unity Pond 
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THE CAMP ON OAK POND 
 

Despite our fabulous outings at Unity Pond and, at 
the very end of the summer, the Skowhegan State 
Fair, Dad had always wanted a camp to call his 
own.   
 
Because he loved to fish and we all enjoyed swim-
ming, he began looking for a fixer-upper on a small 
pond.  It wasn’t long before he found just what he 
was looking for, and it was for the right price.  The 
“right price” meant our parents had lots of fixing 
up and cleaning up to do.  Fortunately, Dad was a 
fix-it kind of guy. 
 
A family had lived there for the winter with no 
running water or electricity.  The outhouse was a 
short walk out and back.  Dad and “his boys” 
started cleaning up.  Dad wired the camp.  They 
put up a ceiling and he put in a flush toilet.   
 
Both parents just loved their new “summer house.”  
In the spring, Dad made a water dock and bought a 
second-hand aluminum boat for the kids who were 
there to swim, fish and water ski.  
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Rene King and me, his oldest child, on the 
deck of the King Camp on Oak Pond in 

Skowhegan, Maine circa 1985. 

One of Dad’s loves was to fish for brownies with 
his buddy, Bunt Beaulieu.  (Bunt was our neighbor 
on Maple Street—he lived right next to the sliding 
hill.)   
 
Dad would come in the camp and say, “Bunt got 6 
brownies on me today, that rascal!”  (Everything 
on Oak Pond was a friendly competition, including 
poker games and 31.) Then, he would go to his 
journal and make a note of the day’s activities.  He 
was meticulous about making notes and went 
fishing rain or shine. 
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CAMP TRUCK 
 

Everyone agrees Dad loved his old camp truck just 
as much as he loved fishing.  It was a sweet Chevy 
pick-up with no body, but slats that acted as a floor 
board.  
  
I regularly reminisce about Dad coming down the 
camp road, bouncing up and down in that old truck 
with his green felt fishing cap floating side to side 
like a bobber.   
 
Regardless of it’s condition, he still used it to teach 
his grandsons how to drive.  Sonny’s son, John, had 
the most experience with the camp truck.  “He 
knows that truck better than anyone,” Sonny 
recalls. 
 
John loved every minute of it.  In the summers of 
the late 70’s, when Dad had finished driving  
lessons for the day, John would take that bodiless 
truck into town—Canaan or even Skowhegan if he 
dared, proud as could be.   
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CAMP BATH 
 
Here’s how I remember Dad bathing throughout 
the summers at Oak Pond: 
 
Dad would come out of the camp with a towel 
thrown over his shoulder and then, to our 
amusement say, “I guess I’ll take my summertime 
bath in the pond!”   
 
He would run down the small mound of sandy 
beach that led to the pond.  All of a sudden he’d 
stop and say loudly, looking around to be sure he 
had captured all the kids’ attention first, “Yep, it’s 
time, Everyone, for a good old-fashioned pond 
bath.  Here goes!  I’m going to put my big toe in 
first to make sure the water isn’t too hot.”  He’d 
touch his toe to the water in dramatic fashion, 
“Ahhh.  Warm as toast.” 
 
Then, he would scramble quickly toward the end of 
the dock, making as much commotion as possible.  
The water at the end of the dock was only as high 
as his waist, which meant he needed to dunk and 
splash water all over himself, especially under his 
armpits.  In the process, water always went much 
higher than it really needed to go and doused  
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anyone and everyone in the vicinity. 
 
Then, for the lathering process, he had a special 
little place under a deck slat for the soap.  After a 
quick but full-on lathering, he would dunk again, 
splash again. 
 
Heading out of the water from the bath he would 
stop half way and say, “I think I’ll head up to 
Doylie’s in my truck and get a creamy.  Anybody 
who wants to come with me better get in this  
water right now!” 
 
The kids scream and splash and run to their 
Grandfather.  Creamies all around! 
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Dad, post-summer bath and 
creamy , enjoying a day at 

camp on Oak Pond, 
Skowhegan, Maine.  



RISE AND SHINE 
 
Waking up with Dad at camp was a noisy affair.   
 
Pots and pans started clanging early.  He’d do 
anything to make noise that would wake his family.  
“Time to rise and shine,” he’d say, pretending to be 
talking with himself.  “It’s a perfect day to be up 
and about.  I guess I’ll take my boat and fish a little 
for brownies. 
 
He’d hum loudly as he fried the bacon, still making 
as much noise as possible on hopes of waking  
everyone—especially the kids.  “I guess I’ll take my 
truck and ride up to Doylie’s to get some chocolate 
sugared doughnuts.  The kids like those doughnuts 
after breakfast.” 
 
That always worked.  Everyone would get up and 
go in the kitchen.  Mum would take over the 
cooking. Bacon is on the table, eggs are in the 
frying pan, toast is popping up and out of the 
toaster and finally, Dad makes it back with the 
doughnuts. 
 
After breakfast he’d take a grandchild out in the 
boat to teach them how to start the motor. 
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“This is the choke, right here,” he explains,  “this is 
what you have to do.”  He’d patiently show them 
the series of steps and off they went for a morning’s 
fish.  (Dad taught each and every grandchild how 
to start the motor and drive the boat.) 
 
When they arrived back, Dad would invite 
everyone to fish off the dock, even the really little 
kids.  Then he’d say, “look around the pond, kids, 
some people are sleeping the best part of the day 
way—too bad.” 
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BIRDS OF A FEATHER  
 
Dad loved to fly so my little brother, Sonny, took 
flying lessons, got his license, bought a Cessna, and 
took him flying.   
 
The last clear image I have of Dad is standing out 
with Sonny at the end of Sonny’s wharf, cane in 
hand, fishing hat on head. 
 
Sonny is on his other side helping him into the 
plane to go for a ride.  Dad turns around and waves 
towards me as I’m standing on the deck of his camp 
next door. 
 
Off they go.  It’s not long before the two are high 
in the air.  But not so high that I cannot see the big 
grin on Dad’s face.  Sonny flies a wide circle around 
Oak Pond.  As he comes back towards the camp, he 
tells the plane to wave at us by tilting the wings up 
and down several times.  
 
I am sure flying became such a huge part of 
Sonny’s life because Dad loved it so much.   
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

IN CLOSING 
 

I hope these stories inspire people to keep their 
own family’s memories alive.  It’s not uncommon 
these days to have four generations alive and well, 
like in the picture below.   
 
Keeping family memories is a good way make 
family time and share family values.  You can teach 
lessons in kindness, generosity and much more. 
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FRONT: Carla Jean King Colucci, Aunt Elaine Pooler, Renette 
Couture, Karen King Wheeler, Alida King. 
 
BACK: Deanne King, Catherine McCourt Frost, Rhonda, King, 
Caryl Estes, Isabelle Penny, Beth McCourt Penny, Caryn Couture. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

It can be a wonderful learning experience for 
everyone.  Grandparents love telling stories about 
their childhood.  What better way to have a warm 
and loving experience with every family member. 
 
I encourage young families to start a memory book 
or journal for their children, both young and old.  
My brother Tom’s daughter, Corrina, is always 
asking me about her dad.  She says she loves to 
hear stories about her father when he was a little 
kid.  And I have plenty of stories to tell her!  
 
My little granddaughter, Izzy, who is just 5, is 
already into family memory stories.  “Tell me the 
one about when Santa came right into your living 
room, Grammy!” she asks me several times during 
the Christmas season.  “Tell me the one about 
when Poppy saved the mommy squirrel and her 
babies.”  That’s one of her very favorites and every 
time I tell it, it’s like the first time she has ever 
heard it. 
 
Be sure your family’s memories are well cared for 
and nurtured—just like your families, themselves. 
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I think if this type of book would encourage and 
inspire just one person with a brain injury to think 
about and write about favorite memories, that 
would be wonderful and I will have achieved my 
goal. 
 
It’s not easy to do and I recommend finding a 
partner who can help you get and keep organized!  
Your partner should be a family member or some-
one who is interested in the memories of your life.  
That way, both people learn and grow from the 
experience. 
 
 
 
 
   

42 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Here are some steps to follow as you collect 
and document your family’s memories: 
 

• Ask a relative if they can find time to sit 
with you and let them know what you 
would like to do and ask them for advice 
on who you should choose to write about. 

 

• Get a spiral-bound notebook, lots of 
 pencils and maybe a pen.  I use a 
 highlighter to mark “special” things.  
 

• For the first few years, you may just be 
keeping notes & memories other people 
have about your “memory” person.  

 
• Be sure to capture the years and the 

names of the people involved in the story.   
 
• Have fun! 

 
   -  Carla Jean 
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