Commodore David Dennett:

Submitted to the The Cobbossee Pilot,  

Early Memories of My Life on Cobbosseecontee

The Lipman Family purchased the Salter Cottage on the East Shore of Cobbossee in 1964. As a resident on the Lake, this is my forty-fifth summer.

For several years preceding the purchase, however, the Lipmans were no strangers to Cobbosseecontee.  I have memories extending now fifty years. Cottages, not camps, as they were then called, have changed hands.  Many new places have been built, but the lake, itself, has an eternal quality that never seems to change.

Though not much of a golfer, in 1952, my father, Barney, was privileged to be the first Jewish member of the Augusta Country Club. But, in the ensuing years, the real attraction there for the family was the Country Club beach. 

It was always an expedition. Thelma, my mother, would load the station wagon with every necessity, drinks and food, so we could spend the entire day paddling along the sandy bottom.

The road down from the Club House to the lake was nothing more than a path around the huge pine trees.  This is long before the days of the four-wheel drive SUV. The car would jolt over the roots when we drove down the hill too fast. Everyone and everything would bounce up and down. Often, we would scrape the ground as the wheels followed ruts. 

The beach itself was just a narrow spit of sand. If only for the lake, it wasn’t an attractive place. Behind was a stagnant marsh of cattails, bullfrogs and bugs. Dragonflies flew everywhere. The bathhouse was a dank cement block building that no one used except from necessity. On the way home, it was customary to hang wet bathing suits on the radio antenna out to dry.

The main attraction was the square float set out in the lake. It was shallow enough that to walk about half way out. The rest of the way was overhead, only for the older children or adults.  With no real instruction, this is where I learned to swim. It was a big deal the day I made it to the float. 

I should also say, this is where I made so many childhood friends, people who even today mean so much in my life. Many of them, like me, still live on the lake and we share a lifelong bond to each other and the shores of Cobbossee.

Over the years, the beach was improved. Today, there is nothing that remains of the marsh.

For a change from the Country Club, we would sometimes go swim at Island Park.  Here, besides the pebble beach, we could explore the old, deserted casino. There was a small playground as well. But Island Park’s major attraction was the concession stand. Nothing, after a dip, matched eating a Barnes Ice Cream sandwich.

Barnes Ice Cream was the great Augusta treat. The factory was the family home on Sewall Street. Mrs. Barnes cooked the chocolate sandwich wafers in her kitchen while her husband made ice cream “down cellar.” 

There never will be anything again like a Barnes Ice Cream sandwich. The wafer was round with a wavy edge and slightly waffled as well. The vanilla ice cream was near three-quarters of an inch thick. Each was wrapped in a white, waxed sleeve with the name Barnes in red letters. 

A swim and a Barnes ice cream bar; could life get any better? 

Like today, fishing was popular on the lake. Augusta Supply, Hussey Hardware and even LaVerdiere’s Rexall Drug Store all sold fishing gear. I was fitted out with a  Zebo casting rod,  the real thing. 

One evening, my mother took me to little granite bridge down the Old Winthrop Road past Island Park, where the water flows between Little Cobbossee and the big lake, to try my luck for the first time. 

Now that she is gone, these little memories of my mother are very touching to me. 

The stone abutments remain from the old electric car railroad that once traveled along the shore. I remember the cool smell of the marsh, the brackish water meandering beneath us, the canopy of oak trees shading us from above, the early evening sun filtering through. 

It was just the two of us, a rare event when there were four children in our family. I was about five years old at the time. Mother baited my hook with a worm.

When you’re a parent, you do little things like this with no regard to the memory it spawns. Thelma and a worm on a hook! Who would have thunk it?

Down by Island Park, the Old Winthrop Road still swings off the main highway. There are bass boats in the marina and waterside condominiums.  Empty boat trailers clutter the roadside. 

And though there is no Augusta Supply, no Hussey Hardware, LaVerdiere’s nor even a Barnes ice cream sandwich any more, a quarter mile or so, under the canopy or oak trees, the old granite abutments are still there, steady as ever.

Here, where the quiet waters of Little Cobbossee drain slowly into the big lake, when, in the late summer, the afternoon light turns yellow as the sun begins to set, fifty years on... this is still a good place for a mother to take her son and show him to bait a hook with a worm; a good place to try his luck.

Sincerely,

Harvey Lipman

