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Each year in mid-October a public supper unusual in the 
State and in New England is served in the grange hall of the 
little town of Whitefield, Maine, some ten miles nest of the 
Kennebec River near the town of Gardiner. Having once attended, 
there are several things that one remembers besides the extra
ordinary food. One of these is your determination to come earlier 
next year.

Unless you arrive well before serving is begun, you find the 
vicinity of the little hall lined with cars and the vestibule 
packed with people awaiting admittance. Over the heads of the 
throng you can see the crowded tables and the waitresses hurrying 
back and forth with laden trays, a view that is not gratifying to 
one who has travelled a number of miles in the brisk fall air and 
is ready to eat anytime.

When your turn comes, you are ushered to a seat at one of the 
long, portable tables and given a menu. The menu is only a con
ventionality, you soon learn, for the waitresses approach your 
table in turn and announce their wares. First comes one with 
squirrel pie, and you try an experimental helping. The meat la 
tender, something like chicken, but the small bones are a hazard. 
Another girl arrives with a dish of stewed partridge. You have a 
generous portion of this, and it is delicious. Before you actually 
start eating, you have an a&asing assortment of wild life on your 
platei squirrel, wild duck, coon, and a small, resilient eeg&ent 
of bear.
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It is ft hectic meal, what with your experimentation and with 
wrapping bits of whatever is at all portable in your paper napkin 
to try on your friends next day. The array of pies would ordinarily 
be intriguing! >̂ple, pumpkin, squash, lemon, pineapple, chocolate, 
but your occupation with the meat dishes has made all this an anti
climax. Tour mind is on the cooking processes that produce such 
tender game dishes.

The cooking, you learn at the dance that follows, is done by 
the relatives and friends of the North Whitefield Fish and Qtm 
Club which sponsors this annual feast and produces the varieties 
of gams. Not so many people know how to prepare game properly.
It seems that one of the secrets is to get rid of the "wild" flavor. 
If you’ve ever experienced it, you know what they mean by this 
"taste sensation]" it’s difficult to describe but something ~HV» 
the flavor of pickled herring. One way to eliminate it is to par
boil the game in soda and water. Venison le seldom served, the 
reason evidently being that the supper doesn’t coincide with the 
local open season. Chicken and pork dishes are usually provided 
for those who don’t care for the wild fare.

The supper is little publicised, but there is small need to 
solicit patronage. Tidings of the repast, which is unique in Maine 
as far as can be discerned, has spread throughout the State, and tbs 
hungry and the curious descend on North Whitefield from miles around. 
The usual price, by the way, is a dollar. However, with shot and 
shell up front on the OFM list, it’s probably a dollar and a quarter 
from now on. . />
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