




FIELDNOTES 

core paradox of all teeming commercial demotic events: It's 
not for everyone.6 othing again t the aforementioned eu­
phoric Senior Editor, but I'd be surpri ed if he'd spent much 
time here in Harbor Park, watching people lap canal-zone 
mo quitoes as they eat deep-fried Twinkies and watch Pro­
fes or Paddywhack, on ix-foot tilt in a raincoat with plas­
tic lob ter protruding from all direction on pring , terrify 
their children. 

L
OBSTER IS ESSENTIALLY a summer food. This is because 
we now prefer our lobster fresh, which mean they 
have to be recently caught, which for both tactical and 

economic reasons take place at depths of less than 25 fath­
oms. Lobsters tend to be hungriest and mo t active (i.e., most 
trappable) at ummer water temperature of 45-50°F. In the 
autumn, some Maine lob ters migrate out into deeper water 
either for warmth or to avoid the heavy waves that pound 

ew England' coast all winter. ome burrow into the bot­
tom. They might hibernate; nobody's sure. Summer i al o 
lob ters' molting season-specifically early- to mid-July. 
Chitinous arthropods grow by molting, rather the way peo­
ple ha e to buy bigger clothes a they age and gain weight. 

ince lobster can live to be over 100, they can also get to be 
quite large, a in 20 pounds or more-though truly enior 
lobsters are rare now, because ew England's waters are so 
heavily trapped.7 Anyway, hence the culinary di tinction 
between hard- and oft- hell lob ter . the latter sometimes 
a.k.a. shedder . A soft-shell lob ter is one that has recently
molted. ln midcoast re taurant , th summer menu often of-

catch a tablemate right in the eye. If it's winter or you 're buy­
ing lobster omeplace far from ew England. on the other 
hand, you can almo t bet that the lobster is a hard- hell, 
which for obvious rea ons tra el better. 

As an a la carte entree, lob ter can be baked, broiled, 
teamed, grilled, auteed, stir-fried, or microwaved. The 

mo t common method, though, i boiling. If you're someone 
who enjoys having lobster at home, this i probably the way 
you do it. since boiling i o easy. You need a large kettle w/ 
co er, which you fill about half full with water (the standard 
advice is that you want 2.5 quarts of water per lob ter). Sea­
water is optimal, or you can add two tb p salt per quart from 
the tap. lt also helps to know how much your lobster weigh. 
You get the water boiling, put in the lobster one at a time, 
cover the kettle, and bring it back up to a boil. Then you bank 
the heat and let the kettle simmer-ten minutes for the fir t 
pound of lobster, then three minutes for each pound after 
that. (Thi i assuming you've got hard-shell lobster , which, 
again, if you don't live between Boston and Halifax, i prob­
ably what you ve got. For shedder , you're upposed to ub­
tract three minute from the total.) The rea on the kettle's 
lob ter tum carlet i that boiling omehow suppre ses 
e ery pigment in their chitin but one. lf you want an ea y test 
of whether the lobster are done, you try pulling on one of 
their antennae-if it comes out of the head with minimal 
effort, you're ready to eat. 

A detail o obvious that most recipes don't even bother to 
mention it i that each lobster is supposed to be ali e when 
you put it in the kettle. This i part of lobster' modern ap-
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fer both kind , with shedders being slightly cheaper even 
though they're easier to di mantle and the meat is allegedly 
weeter. The reason for the di count i that a molting lob ter 

u es a layer of eawater for in ulation while its new hell is
hardening, o there' lightly less actual meat when you
crack open a shedder, plu a redolent gout of water that get
all over e erything and can sometimes jet out lemon like and

peal: It' the freshest food there i . There no decompo i­
tion between harve ting and eating. And not only do lobster 
require no cleaning or dressing or plucking (though the me­
chanics of actually eating them are a different matter), but 
they re relati ely ea y for endor to keep alive. They come 
up alive in the traps, are placed in container of eawater, and 
can, so long a the water' aerated and the animals' claw are 

6 In truth, there's a great deal to be said about the differences between working-class Rockland and the heavily populist flavor of its Festival versus comfortable

and elitist Camden with its expensive view and shops given entirely over to $200 sweaters and great rows of Victorian homes converted to upscale B&Bs. And 

about these differences as two sides of the great coin that is U.S. tourism. Very little of which will be said here, except to amplify the above-mentioned paradox 

and to reveal your assigned correspondent's own preferences. I confess that I have never understood why so many people's idea of a fun vacation is to don flip­

flops and sunglasses and crawl through maddening traffic to loud hot crowded tourist venues in order to sample a "local flavor" that is by definition ruined by 

the presence of tourists. This may (as my Festival companions keep pointing out) all be a matter of personality and hardwired taste: The fact that I just do not 

like tourist venues means that I'll never understand their appeal and so am probably not the one to talk about it (the supposed appeal). But, since this note will 

almost surely not survive magazine-editing anyway, here goes: 

As I see it, it probably really is good for the soul to be a tourist, even if it's only once in a while. Not good for the soul in a refreshing or enlivening way, though, 

but rather in a grim, steely-eyed, let's-look-honestly-at-the-facts-and-find-some-way-to-deal-with-them way. My personal experience has not been that travel­

ing around the country is broadening or relaxing, or that radical changes in place and context have a salutary effect, but rather that intranational tourism is rad­

ically constricting, and humbling in the hardest way-hostile to my fantasy of being a real individual, of living somehow outside and above it all. (Coming up is 

the part that my companions find especially unhappy and repellent, a sure way to spoil the fun of vacation travel:) To be a mass tourist, for me, is to become a 

pure late-date American: alien, ignorant, greedy for something you cannot ever have, disappointed in a way you can never admit. It is to spoil, by way of sheer 

ontology, the very unspoiledness you are there to experience. It is to impose yourself on places that in all noneconomic ways would be better, realer, without you. 

It is, in lines and gridlock and transaction after transaction, to confront a dimension of yourself that is as inescapable as it is painful: As a tourist, you become 

economically significant but existentially loathsome, an insect on a dead thing. 
7 Datum: In a good year, the U.S. industry produces around 80 million pounds of lobster, and Maine accounts for more than half that total. 
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