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Architecture by Samuel H. Williamson, asia
Text by Philip Nobel/Photography by Brian Vanden Brink

Aprowr: On Maine's North Haven Is-
land, Uregl:rn-hatﬁl:l] J:aml:imp-: archi=
tect Samucl H. Williamson erafted
a 540-square -foot summer dining
pavilion overlooking Penobscot Bay
for John and Caroline Macomber.
“In it, the residents feel enclosed yet
open to nature,” says Williamson.

t vou know where to
look, you can pick it out
from the deck of the
Caprain Neal Burgess as
the ferry draws near the dock

on North Haven Island,
Maine. Just past the Sugar

Loaves, a menacing spine of

rock hard by the entrance wo
the protected waters of the
Fox Islands Thorofare, a vi-
enette blinks open for a few
seconds between two stands
of wind-wracked spruce. You
see a meadow rolling up from
the high-tide line, a small
pond edged in turf and, be-
hind it, on top of one of the is-
land’s typically abrupt bluffs,
the main house of John and
Caroline Macomber's com-
pound. Just below it, nearby

but hidden at the base of

the hill, 1s their new but al-
ready weather-beaten sum-
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mer dining pavilion, civilizing
this one small corner of the
ragged Maine coast.

The Macombers’ property
is one of those classic “can’t
get there from here” desti-
nations: halfway out narrow
Crabtree Point, miles from
the center of North Haven
village, an hour by boat from
the small Route One town of
Rockland across foghound
and fr:.qmnth angry Penob-
scot Bay. It's yet another hour
to the interstate, and when
vou get to it, you're still pret-
ty far Down East.

For this reason—its per-
feet isolation—buildings on
North Haven tend to be
simple and tough, respect-
ing cruel winters even as
they seek to maximize too-
short summers. The Macom-
bers” pavilion is no exception,
As imagined by Samuel H.
Williamson, a Portland, Ore-
gon, Iamlz-;r::lpu architect, the
structure presents that para-
doxical combination of aloof,
almost classical detachment
and tenacious earth-hugging
specificity that is found in
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some of the best New En-
gland buildings.

Williamson created the
pavilion with John Hoke, a
Portland designer, and they
each brought a preoccupa-
tion to the drafting table;
Williamson had been think-
ing about temporary canvas
structures and Hoke about
building a box that would
open up to let people in. The
result is a hybrid: an 18-by-

30-foot rectangular “box™ of

unfinished white cedar—en-
tered through any of 11 pairs
of louvered doors—support-
ing a canvas roof on an oval
steel frame. The rear wall,
against the hill, is formed
by a rough stone hearth that
extends out into the land-
scape as a retaining wall on
either side of the pavilion.
Two cabinets conceal the

Ricirr: Made from native materials
such as whire cedar, granite and
beach gravel, the structure is “set in-
to the slope of the hill to engage the
landscape and minimize the visual
I'I'L‘l|'lm:t,'1 notes Williamson. Design-
er John Hoke, of Poartland, Oregon,
helped conceptualize the project.
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The
Maine Attraction

OPENLY ENJOYING AN ISOLATED ISLAND
FROM A SUMMER PAVILION

I.1'Iq'
| o
‘I'";'-f-'r - ! g
. : .
~—— T
T I -y
- I..I, =| -1..“
oo
. §S e
i 1=
-
A s ] N i ¥ £ 35
n | ] :: N iy |5 i B M=
5 iny iy P RN e . =1
I iRy 1 % : N — =N-
I iy 1 % 1 3= s
Fy 157 ns ' i m 9 A
- i¥ N 1 N : N — : g
- iy 1 by by -~ ’ 1
- R = R N " I% i
" s A fEis ] A S Iy T
v, W [ERuNN () SN RN
‘:Eﬁi: =T HIEEY | W .J-'" % L % I‘! ‘l W :
I _ S e N e R e e _
B A e e
1 3 » it TR _f‘-?_-'. =y :1:“ TF: '-.:* F-‘Hfr-rl"'r" '5,,_. '!';l A"'.h :-.,. b -_-I f;- L ;:-';_'-'.'.:_" o R g [ e Ao
ki) ; r E ng A
; I . il'l'.-;ll' .. » I-:-I. ; 1_" I - v 2 Il - :
a. L , ] ! . :
ey ¥ e Ml i e
i £ . il T



The table weighs three tons and had to be installed
before the rest of the pavilion could be built.
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_ bare necessities for rustic
o (e dining (no secret Sub-Zeros
' gV here!), three pendant fixtures
hang down from rthe roof,
and four hardy Chanricles
pear trees grow in the cor-
ners, where the inser canvas
oval curves away from its
wooden container.

“The building was done in
ahour 13 minutes after we put
those two ideas together,”
Williamson says, modestly
underselling the elegant and
site-appropriate details thar
distingnish this small proj-
ect. These include the use
of steel gudpeons and pinte
hinges to hang the doors
a nod to the naurtical and a
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- i simple solurion to breaking
B the building down in win-

ter—and tall cane holrs to
secure them. To lock closed,
the boles fit holes 1 the stone
sill of the pavilion; when
open, the bolts find a series
- i G () o AL Sl ks it _ il - _ _ >4 | of drilled-granite blocks ser
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. el | 1% | : - Ee i = e ; il i i land and ShippE:d over on the  Anove: On each of the four sides fer 1% on the pond side, and eareh is
i ] ferrv. ‘The laree baolts visihle  ©f the pavilion, the words air, fire, o the land side,” says Williamson.
if = I BN o the structite.are ap hon- S mlandhaecrchatinngthe:  Bevow: Near)ie pavion is e Wil
- 3 e . pavers, “Airis on the windy wesi linmson-designed picnic circle sel
est testament to this method side, fire is near the freplace, we- off by a low, curving stone wall,
of construction (which hasal-
readv proven irself in a hur-
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Macombers' dock).

The loor of the pavilion is
considered with the same bal-
ance of the practical and the
poetic, T'he outer edge of the
canvas roof is shadowed be-

contimued om page 258

L.\

A

i

LeFr: Central to the pavilion 15 an
imposing geanite dining table, which
rests underneath a metal-and-can-
vas canopy that “refers to boat hulls
lifted ko the rafters for winter,” ac-

conding 1o Williamson. “Rain rolls
off the canopy into the oval gravel

band in the .EIE.‘IL'II'_.“ he adds,



THE MAINE ATTRACTION
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low by an oval band of gravel, broughe
up from the beach complete with stray
shells and sea glass. In the Japancse iman-
ner, this band eolches raimwater as
conrses off the roof, and it also provides
a conventent break between owo surface
treauments: dry-laid granite paving on
the outside (1o pamper the pear mrees)
and morar-sct stone in the center
around the formidable dining rable.
“We were |.|:|5:|I|.;il'|g wie woulkd do g
wood table unul our mason said, “You
know, I've got some i stones here,"™
Williamson says. The *hig stones™
turned out fo be granice slabs, touched
with lichen, thar would nor be our of
place at Carnac, The rable weighs three

Buildings on North
Haven Island tend to
be simple and tough.

rons and had 1o be installed before the
rest of the pavilion could be buili. “In
|,“L'|'U }'Eﬂﬁ,_' T.lﬂ:r'ﬁl i:l!u: ,:'lr[:ll.:l ||||.|:||.1r LS~
es, “there won't be anything left but thar
rable, and people will rush 1w the most
wonderful conclusions.”

Right now, its use is perfecty clear:
an inspired setting for a family and their
good friends w enjoy an exceprional
picce of land. The summer pavilion is
the centerpicee of the annual lobster
party that draws 200 eo che Macombers
property (“Evervone fights for a sear
near the hearth,” Caroline Macomber
says} as well as more private recreation.
=We |!l:|1.-1.' '.\'l:qulr_'lFul. |ha.-|1 g:lﬂ'u:a. uf
boule, and then sit there as long as we
can,” she says “Tr' the hub of our Bamily"

Sitting in the open pavilion, shelrered
just |:J:||.H.|EE1, o i concernisd only with
whether the passing boars will steer clear
of the many hazards on the approaches
tmr North Haven—Drunkard Ledge,
Moghish Ledge, Calderwood Rock, the
cruel Sugar Loaves. There are stories 1o
tell ane timie to rell them; there are seals
amel deer. And when the sun sets, the
only uanatural sound, beneath the whar
of the wind and the clawer of waves re-
arranging gravel on the beach, is the
lonely bass of a foghorn on a lighthowse
across the Thorolaee, Haven, indeed. O
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