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immediately.  The barkeep was kinda like that too.  Low-20’s, tan plaid shorts, a dark t-
shirt, and a marginally coolo hat.  His demeanor was similar, as well:  an easy going, 
unhurried, shrug-it-off-if-it-bugs-you kind of dude. 
 They had no brews of their own making -- which made me wonder how they were 
even on the list – but Shipyard was a Maine brew, so I went for their Export Ale.  It was 
a good sequel to the afternoon’s Shipyard Ale. 
 I gave him a brief lowdown of the NEBPT, and lamented this afternoon’s miss-
outs.  He quickly proved his worth as a bit character in this drama, letting me know that 
Sebago Brewing Company had not folded up their behind-the-mall site for lack of 
business, but for a location upgrade to downtown, a mere 5-6 blocks away.  Great 
news, indeed! 
 A couple about my age came in and sat down around then, and we somehow fell 
into conversation.  Not sure what prompted it, maybe some comment by the barkeep 
that we both had a stake in.  That happened a lot when I was tending; I’d throw out 
some remark that was general enough to take root in any garden, and when the two 
strangers both responded, I could stroll away and get some work done while they 
talked. 
 Anyway, these two were celebrating their 33rd anniversary.  They were former 
hippies who still showed it around the edges.  Both had long hair that was mostly dark 
and uncombed, and he wore a Harley-Davidson t-shirt.  She did all the talking, and he 
nodded and chuckled a lot. 
 She pressed the topic of why I never got married, and I gave her the old, “some 
people are made to be married, others are meant to be solo.”  Initially, that did nothing 
to deter her, but she finally saw the sense in it.  It was a good-natured convo all round 
anyway, and I walked away with renewed affirmation of my singularity. 
 I finished my Export, bid them a good next 33 years, thanked the barkeep for his 
guidance, and sauntered off into the Portland night in search of Sebago. 
 
 
 


