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Painting by Elisabeth Rhodes



TSL    I    10

Photograph by James Ogilvy



11   I    TSL

Aladdin  
By Catherine Saynor 

             t first I thought the loss 
Was of Aladdin, my dream lover 
And the grieving it was dark 
And it was deep. 
In time the larger losing  
could be seen 
Because the darkness 
Needs a dream 
And the searing scorching loss 
Was of the lamp.

A
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Jamie McLean 
“Sconset Serengeti”
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Stephanie Kurzina
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Photograph by 
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The Sconset Chapel 
By Catherine Saynor 

Behold our hearts 
That love this place. 
Behold our wish 
To honor its grace. 
Behold our need  
To grow and change. 
Behold our prayer 
To be rearranged. 
To keep the faith 
In what’s old and true 
And seek with joy 
A spirit renewed. 

Amen
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Brandon Dole
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Water
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Sconset Swirl 
By Talbot Logan 

(where we left off last summer…) 

        he still couldn’t piece together the events that had occurred after the beach picnic and that found her 
in a canoe in the bogs off Milestone Road.  She had cut her golf game short after a sharp memory of her 
three club being swung at her combined with finding one of her own business cards with a lipstick 
smudge in her golf bag left her feeling unwell.  Upon entering her cottage, she found a wine glass with 
the same color lipstick sitting on her counter, despite being sure that the glass hadn’t been there when she 
left for the course earlier that morning.  What disturbed her even more was hearing that her former 
classmate Lydia Bartlett had disappeared from the island, without a trace.  Shaken, she had gone into her 
bedroom to put a fresh shirt on after her shower and only then noticed something written on the small of 
her back.  Googling the words provided an answer but led to even more confusion. 

Part 4—our story continues… 

The words that she had typed into Google that she had seen on her back were “honi soit”.  Google 
confirmed that she had correctly recalled those two words as being the first two words of the French 
maxim used as the motto of the Order of the Garter.   As Wikipedia noted, the entire phrase roughly 
translates to “evil be to him that evil thinks” and is often used to insinuate that someone has a hidden 
agenda.   

She remembered first coming across that phrase in a Classics lecture on Sir Gawain and the Green Knight.  
She was intrigued by the notion of, and the history behind, the phrase that ended up placing it at the 
center of many heraldic coats of arms.  She had also thought, at that time, that she should adopt the 
phrase as a personal maxim against putting negative karma out into the universe.  She couldn’t 
remember if Lydia had been in that lecture with her.  It was entirely possible. 

But what did it mean to find it on her back?  And did it have anything to do with Lydia’s disappearance, 
the lipstick and her inability to remember how she got into that canoe?  Was someone accusing her of 
something?  If so, who and what? 

A knock at the door brought her back to the moment.  She grabbed a robe from the back of the door and 
quickly wrapped it around her.  She hoped that whoever was standing at the door was just dropping 
something off as she didn’t really feel like socializing.  But when she opened the door, there was no one 
standing there.  Her eyes looked down at the door mat where her missing three iron lay.  She rushed out 
into the street but saw no one in the road.  Whoever had left the golf club had disappeared. 

S



 

Kit Murphy

Photograph by Hannah Judy
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She returned to her cottage, stepping to pick up the club on her way in.  She examined it carefully but 
there were no visible marks or any other indication of where the club had been.  As a matter of fact, the 
club looked as if it had been polished clean.  She wondered if that was done purposefully to remove any 
clues.  She thought about calling the police but realized that she didn’t know what she would say.  Surely 
the police would assume that someone had found her club at the golf course and had simply returned it.  
She didn’t need the local officers casting her as a paranoid single woman of a certain age.  Plus, they 
would surely be focused on Lydia’s whereabouts. 

To take her mind off of things, she decided that a swim was in order.  It would get her out of the house 
and away from the mysteries that increasingly grew around her.  She threw on a concealing one piece 
and a cover-up, picked up her beach bag with the latest Elin Hildenbrand novel and her sunscreen and 
grabbed the car keys from the counter.  She headed out of Sconset and made her way to Upper 
Madequecham beach.  The erosion from the previous winter made access difficult but it would ensure 
that she would be left alone. 

The beach was indeed quiet and she found an area to the north of the parking lot.  She grabbed her 
book, looking forward to an escape.  As she opened it, a piece of paper fluttered out.  She scrambled to 
grab it before it blew away.  It was a clipping from The Inky, slightly yellowed.  She turned it over and 
gasped.  The picture on the other side was of Lydia and the clipping was of Lydia’s wedding that she had 
attended a number of years back.  She had just bought the novel at Mitchell’s so there was no chance 
that she had stuck the clipping in there.  Someone must have put it in her book when she was out.  
Perhaps at the same time that the wine glass had been left. 



She started to realize that she couldn’t deny it any more.  She had to tell the police about everything 
that had gone on, even if none of it made any sense.  But Lydia’s disappearance and the strange 
events after the beach picnic couldn’t be ignored.  And if her going to the police helped with Lydia’s 
search, then all the better.  She turned onto the road by the airport, intent on turning left on the 
Milestone Road to head to the police station.  As she got to the intersection, she saw two police cars 
racing to Sconset with their sirens on—a highly unusual sight in the quiet world of Nantucket.  
Almost instinctively, she turned to follow them. 

The police cruisers veered left coming into town to bypass the rotary and she continued to follow 
them.  The cruisers turned left on Burnell and then right onto Clifton Street.  She watched from a 
careful distance as the police continued across Sankaty before turning left onto Baxter Road.  In 
quieter times, she loved walking along Baxter, enjoying the beautiful homes that were fighting for 
their very survival on top of the eroding bluff.  The cruisers continued to make their ways towards the 
light-house and she thought that perhaps a tourist had had a bike accident on their way to Sankaty.  
But the police slowed and came to a stop.  She pulled over a safe distance behind them and got out 
of her car. 

She noticed that there was a crowd of people gathered in the area that had been set aside to 
illustrate how the bluff was eroding.  From that area of the bluff, people could look down at the geo-
tubes that had been brought in to slow down the erosion.  She never stopped there on her walks as 
she found the situation depressing, and the view down to the geo-tubes always activated her vertigo. 

The police were moving people out of the area, pushing everyone back onto the road.  She 
approached the crowd as she heard the siren of an ambulance in the distance.  As she got closer, she 
heard someone in the crowd say that someone had gotten too close to the edge and had fallen to 
the beach below.  She turned to walk back to her car, having no interest in seeing what was surely a 
ghoulish sight.  Plus she knew that given how steep the cliff was at that point on Baxter, the 
ambulance would have to travel down the beach to get to the victim.  There was no point in hanging 
around.   

She got back in her car, with the intent of driving into town to finish her errand but then realized that 
the police would be busy with whatever was happening in Sconset.  In some ways she was relieved 
as it gave her another day to reconsider if coming forward with her story was the right thing.  She 
remembered that she run out of recycling bags the day before the beach picnic and decided to run 
to the Stop n Shop as she needed coffee, laundry detergent and a few other things.  Plus she was out 
of her favorite wine and since the Bookstore didn’t carry it, she needed to go to the liquor store 
attached to the Stop n Shop. 
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Fifty-five minutes later, she was back in her car.  She could never get used to the craziness of the Stop 
n Shop in the middle of summer, she was simply glad to have found a parking spot relatively close 
to the front door.  She turned the radio on to see whether there was any news about the incident in 
Sconset.  After a commercial for Nantucket Race Week, there was a reference to a tragic and fatal 
accident that had happened in Sconset.  A woman’s body had been found at the base of the bluffs 
where the force of the fall had killed her instantly.  While there was little additional information, the 
reporter noted that police were looking for information from anyone who may have been in the area 
and seen anything.  The name of the woman wasn’t being released at that time. 

As she pulled out of the rotary, her cell phone dinged indicating that someone had left a message.  
She continued to the Polpis road and turned left, and continued driving up to Don Allen’s.  She knew 
she could pull over into the parking lot and safely listen to the message.  Her heart skipped a beat as 
Lydia’s name came up as the missed caller.  Her hands were shaking and she hit the voicemail 
button, hoping to hear her friend.  But the voice wasn’t Lydia’s and the message wasn’t one she was 
prepared to hear.  (CONTINUED NEXT SUMMER) 

Photograph by Jody Dole
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Photograph byMartha Polachi
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Painting by Barbara Gewirtz
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Hannah Judy
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Jody & Brandon Dole
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Flora
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Helen DuBois
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Elisabeth Rhodes
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Painting by Helen DuBois
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Photograph by Deb Martin
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Abbe Dole
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Debra Ponte

Sconset Summer Breakfast 
Arrangement by Jodie Hilton for the Sconset House and Garden Tour 

Photograph by Kitty Sperry

TSL    I    52





Do 
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Martha Polachi



TSL    I    56
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Peter Watrous



Anything But Alone 
Lyrics by John Jeffrey Hodges 

Stitched by Diana Weymar
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Private Lives, White Heron Theater Company, 2018 
Submitted by Nina Hellman 
Photograph by Cary Hazelgrove
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Private Lives, White Heron Theater Company, 2018 
Submitted by Nina Hellman 

Photograph by Cary Hazelgrove
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The Women, Siasconset Casino, 2018 
On the Isle
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The Women, Siasconset Casino, 2018 
On the Isle
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On the Isle

63    I    TSL



Musical video, Sconset community performing to Brazil, 2016 
On the Isle
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Susanne Greene
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Susanne Greene
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Photograph by James Ogilvy
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Tennis Memories 
by David Nathan 

     n 1960 Jean Nathan and I had enough of Nantucket town in the summer. We had met as children 
at Cliffside in the 1930s when we were both less than ten years old. We shared summer time life 
either in Nantucket or at adjoining camps in Maine. But change had come to Nantucket by the time 
we married in 1951. Walter Beineke, a well meaning but misguided heir of the S and H Green 
Stamp enterprise, had decided to turn our New England working town into a sort of Colonial 
Williamsburg. The fishing docks would be replaced with artsy shops, the Island Service Company 
and Kings Boatyard torn down and a fancy high cost marina put in their place. Simple inexpensive 
restaurants would be replaced with high end eateries, Buttners middle class clothing store would 
disappear;  rents on Main Street would skyrocket. Ashley’s market (my father called it Behindly’s 
Market) was gone. So was Walter Coffin’s Hardware where mooring chain was stored in a barrel. It 
was time to bring our children out to Sconset where old Nantucket seemed to persist and the 
Chanticleer, still under the stewardship of the Wileys, served a blue plate special. 

Of course the main attraction in Sconset was the semi-dilapidated indeed fusty old Casino with its 
six red clay tennis courts. Jean was an avid and very good tennis player. She had been a great 
athlete since childhood. She wasn’t allowed to play soft ball in her school because she kept breaking 
the windows when she came to the plate. She had great form on the court with a well coached 
swing. I played a whirling dervish game. Of good strokes I had none, but I would dash for any ball 
that wasn’t already over the fence or under a bush. 

The Casino was the centerpiece of Sconset. It was welcoming to all Sconset residents and it would 
take in strays from Quidnet and Wauwinet. In most circumstances, the requirements for joining were 
rather simple. If you could make your way to the front desk, meet the manager (Bruce Rigdon in 
1960) write a small check and be sure you had the proper sneakers and tennis whites, you were a 
member and could sign up for a court. I don’t remember whether you had to be proposed by a 
member. Maybe you did but it was usually pro forma. Non members could also play for a fee but 
only at the hot noon to 2 pm playing times. 

The condition of those old courts was somewhat problematic. To control costs, the Casino employed 
the teenage children of the members. All of our children worked the courts when they were old 
enough. They rolled, raked, watered and hammered down the lines. Our daughter Linda was an 
assistant pro. John Lancaster would roar in on his motorcycle from Quidnet to roll courts and rev up 
just as I was preparing to serve! As a result of their well-meaning incompetence the surfaces were 
akin to the foothills of the Himalaya and the lines treacherous sites of toe snagging stumbles. The 
players rarely complained. The price was right, the company very pleasant, and one got used to what 

I



was affectionately called “the Sconset bounce.” When the game was over we would wander over to 
the Sconset Market and line up for the New York Times. It would soon be time to pack up lunch for 
the family and head to a beach somewhere between Tom Nevers and Surfside. 

There was one serious problem. The drainage was so bad that the courts looked like Irish bogs after 
a rain. Only court 1 would dry reasonably fast. The others would be more suitable for model sailboat 
racing. This put a crimp into tournament play but somehow the show went on. 

The children’s program was wonderful. Dr and Mrs Curry were ingenious with them. They had an 
inexhaustible supply of games with which to train them. And they prepared cloth bags filled with 
sand to which was attached a tennis ball connected to the bag by a ten foot rubber band. The 
children put the bag on the street and swatted the ball with a racquet. The ball would soar off and 
return on the rubber band to be swatted again. 

Jean and I affectionately remember our fierce doubles games with Paul and Susan Lancaster, Peter 
and Mary Heller, Al Paul and Rilice Lefton, and Sid and Dory Dillon. Dory loped across the court in 
what appeared to be a single graceful step. In later years I had ferocious singles matches with Ken 
Kinsley, Bill Roberts, and Chris Lohman. Jean and our daughter Linda won the women’s doubles 

Photograph by Deb Martin
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one year. But the most amazing player was Harding Green, an elderly gentleman with an utterly 
charming mien who lived quite close to the Casino on Sankaty Avenue. Harding had very poor 
vision. I think he must have had macular degeneration. He could not see the ball, but he knew 
where the opposition would hit it from the position of their feet. It was impossible to defeat him 
because he placed his racket exactly where it would meet the returning ball and deftly volley it into 
a totally inaccessible spot within the lines. He had a set of tennis shirts with his initials HUG on the 
pocket. After every match Jean would squeeze him and tell him that she was simply following 
instructions. 

On Sundays afternoons there were exhibition matches on court 1. Often the Roosevelt boys took on 
David Hodges and his younger brother Jeff. Those fellows could really play a great game. I still 
wonder why they never asked me to join them! 
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The Ball 
By Michael Morrow 

  

       n July 
The tennis ball 
Neon green 
In the sparkling sun 
Is thrown endlessly  
By the towhead boy 
To the playful pup 
Amidst the squealing  
Distracted clatter 
Of the crowded beach 
And everyone smiles 
As he paddles back  
Loosely biting the ball 
Water glistening on 
His sleek black fur 
  
In October  
The faded ball 
Sits at the tide line 
Perched on a necklace  
Of seaweed and shells 
Rocking imperceptibly  
In the crisp breeze 
As the fog drifts in 
And I sit alone 
With my creaky old dog 
Content to ponder 
How long it will be  
Before the ball is washed 
Into the churning grey sea 
Never to be seen again. 

I
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Debra Dillon



Drawing by Sawyer Dillon

Headphones available at the front desk
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Life



Photograph by Jody Dole
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Instruction, Final- For Big Guy 
(After, and deeply indebted to, Nikki Finney) 
By Tim Lord 

Be camera, F-Stop low 
Capture now, the ‘Sconset essence 
Be humpback, surviving, 
Wash up on the town beach then 
Glide away in September 
Be infinite 
Be every generation 
Hear all the decades, century’s’ songs and follies in  
the Casino 
And seek the (hi)stories behind the names-  
Miacomet.  Coffin.  Pocomo. 
Walk holding hands with the smallest in the clan at  
sunset, right down the middle of the road 
And wonder, everyone, what do they chat about? 
Be Orion.  Thule.  Cruiser.  Milestone. 
Know that Milestone is both a place and a thing to  
achieve 
Look up every word before you use it in a sentence 
And know that homing is not a verb 
Create sunspots and backyards and clouds of  
flavorful smoke 
Connect across privets and whales, trimmed and  
untrimmed 
Become the tides 
Imitate remarkable days and sign up early 
Laugh with booms and backslaps 
No matter where your mind goes, make everyone else  
feel seen and heard 
Drop off notes and invites and flowers in glass jars on  
bikes and on foot 
Mix carefully 
Have plenty of ice 
Moor at the town dock in the winter, right there, in the  
bitter gorgeous cold 
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Pass on what Marina knew, all the scallopers know,  
start early 
And you can’t rip up the same ground day after day and  
expect it to feed you  
A sweet, sweet harvest 
Be generous, infinitely generous and grow a little  
every day 
Stop by Cisco in the Fall and Spring 
Change your course a little each time through 
If you leave, flick copper at the lighthouse, 
And if you can, if you possibly can, plan on coming  
back. 
I have spoken the best I know how. 



When Maggie Met Frank 
Text and design by Maggie Conroy 
Stitching by Diana Weymar  
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Debra Dillon
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Emma Ward
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Megan Gabriel
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Betide 
By Rosanna LaBonte 

   or our family, owning a cottage in ’Sconset was an emotional investment.  It was a place that we 
loved, unconditionally, for all the things that it wasn’t.  It wasn’t fancy or formal or famous. It wasn’t 
pretentious or ostentatious. It wasn’t noisy. It wasn’t the Hamptons. It wasn’t easy to get to.  It was 
never easy to leave. 

It was a place where people named their houses and your neighbors knew you and everyone in your 
family. Many visited year after year, some for generations.  It was a place where I found I could feel 
happy again, orphaned at the age of ten, in the care of my stepmother’s family.  A city child, I found 
solace and safety with the sand between my toes.  It was home. 

It was a place brimming with simple joys. We woke to the morning call of the Bobwhite. Morning 
coffees and teas were slurped from steaming mugs, while watching the sun rise out of the sea.  We 
showered outside under bright blue skies.  We dried our linens on white rope clothes lines by the back 
door.  We kicked off our flip flops and brushed the sand off our feet with paint brushes we kept in a 
bucket by the door. 

We painted the bed rooms different colors, yellow, pink, purple and blue. We used paint sticks to keep 
the windows propped open and wedged golf tees between the sash and the sill to prevent the wind 
from rattling them.  We assigned the closets names: beach, bath, game, gift.  The kitchen housed the 
hot water closet where the tank was installed. There were two back doors and two sets of stairs.  We 
lived mostly on the porches which were filled with white wicker furniture that came with the house.   
The open front porch had a view of the Atlantic that stretched 3,000 miles to Spain. We kept a large 
pair of binoculars at the ready. The side porch was glassed in with sliding windows that warmed the 
sofa in the afternoons.  The perfect place to curl up with a book. Rose vines always managed to find a 
crack in the frames to make a way in, every year, and bloomed inside all summer.  We entertained 
ourselves with needlepoint, watercolors, reading, board games, and jigsaw puzzles.  We played vinyl 
records and the piano.  My sister had a guitar and a transistor radio. There was no TV or heat, but we 
didn’t care. 

We rode our bikes everywhere.  Down to Low Beach to run the dogs and beach comb.  We collected 
surf clams for soap dishes and ash trays. We scavenged for rusty old railroad spikes to bury with the 
hydrangeas to deepen their blue blooms.  We picked up the egg cases from the skates and the whelks, 
as well as the moon shell collars for a closer look.  We pedaled over to the fields on Morey Lane to pick 
daises for bouquets and crowns. We gathered blueberries for pancakes and pies and beach plums for 
jelly.  When we found a plant or a shell we didn’t know, we looked for its picture in our Little Golden 
Books Field Guides.  Some days we played tennis, other days we played golf or croquet.  Most days we 
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had a picnic lunch at the beach and played tetherball in the yard. We rode up to Sankaty to look over 
the bluff.  We rode over to the Casino with a tennis racket and balls in our wicker baskets.  We stopped 
at The Bookstore for ice cream and the Post Office for the mail. Once a summer, with a gaggle of 
cousins, we made the eight mile trip to town and back on the bike path. 

At dusk, the cottontails emerged to nibble the clover while the deer browsed the daylilies. Fireflies lit 
up the privet.  Flocks of old squaw flew overhead making their daily trip from the open ocean back to 
the harbor for the night. We watched the moon rise out of the sea while Wise Potato Chips, deviled 
eggs, Shirley temples, and gin & tonics with lime were served.  We called it drink and talk time. Some 
nights we would cast for bluefish from the shore or swim in the ocean’s effervescence. With flashlights 
in hand, we pointed out the constellations in the night sky or walked to the Casino to watch a movie.  
Banks of fog would roll in like blankets and kept us covered overnight. A lighthouse beam flashing in 
the window, didn’t keep us awake.  The evensong of the surf drifted in through the open windows with 
the salty, rosa rugosa scented breeze.
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Painting by 
Sheba Veghte 



Stitching by Diana Weymar
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As a bride, my groom put a sundial in the garden that read “Grow old along with me, the best is yet to 
be.” Then, we could only imagine that we would always live there, passing on to our children the 
legacy of living in wonder by the sea. We added a guest cottage in the back for the grandchildren and 
cousins to stay. 

As our neighbors aged and real estate changed hands, waves of affluence came ashore and caused 
more erosion than any hundred-year storm ever could.  Properties became commodities.  The morning 
call of the bobwhite and the evensong of the surf were replaced by a cacophony of power equipment 
as contractors strived to redo and remake, but rarely restore. Yards were filled with swimming pools.  
Daisy fields became building lots. Sprinkler systems and sod were installed. Narrow lanes, 
overwhelmed with vehicular traffic, became hazards for pedestrians and bicyclists. Gardens became 
tented party venues for catered clambakes.  The beaches filled up with aluminum and plastic litter 
from bonfire parties and fireworks.  The wrack lines were replenished at high tide with debris from 
failed erosion projects and washed away dwellings. 

For a while, we anchored against the current, hoping the tide would change. In due course, we realized 
that we would drown in sorrow if we stayed. It was a slow and painful loss. We consoled ourselves with 
an old Yankee adage.  “It is better to have loved and lost than never to have loved at all.”  We are still 
filled with gratitude for the decades of summers that we knew.  The village that raised us.  The cottage, 
that was a haven, we called Betide. 
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Stitching by Diana Weymar
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Juliet’s Rabbit 
Hannah Judy 
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Debra Ponte 

TSL    I    94



95   I    TSL

Debra Dillon 



Over the course of Siasconset’s history, many creative people have come 
to live or visit.  For a period of time, the last part of the journey was aboard 
the train photographed above.  We have created The Sconset Limited  
as a magazine to celebrate the arts in this very special community.  We 
hope that you enjoyed Volume IV and that you will be inspired to be 
creative during your time in the village of Sconset. 

We welcome your comments and suggestions, and hope you will join us 
for our next issue.  Please provide us with your email and we will keep you 
informed. 

Warm Regards, 

The contents of The Sconset Limited may not be reproduced in any form without 
prior written permission.  All images, artwork, and writing are © the contributors. 
Copyright  © The Sconset Limited.  All rights reserved.



Inquiries or submissions for 2020 can be sent to: 

The Sconset Limited 
PO Box 499 

Siasconset, MA 02564 

TheSconsetLimited@gmail.com
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