
The Buzz
Issue 253,  January 28, 2022, Rockland, Maine

On cable channel 7,
MaineCoast.tv & Roku

The Old School
Fellowship Education

Rockland Metro Magazine

1) What did you do at the radio station?
I joined Joe Steinberger on the very first show on WRFR at 7am on 
Feb 14, 2002. It was a morning talk & news show somewhat like 
the current Rockland Metro. I was a frequent guest on that show 
and have been on Metro occasionally for many years. I did a similar 
weekly morning drive show on WRFR at 7am for about a year in 
the early 2000’s, and for a while with Deb Atwell as co-host. We 
did morning music, news and commentary, local, national and 
worldly.
2) How long have you volunteered? 
See above.
3) Why did you decide to volunteer/why did you want to have a 
show?
I had a folk/light rock music show in 1971-72 on WAMH in 
Amherst, Mass, connected with a collective coffee house of which I 
was a part.
4) What do you enjoy about community radio?
Lack of advertising, local emphasis, variety of programming.
In thinking of my favorite show, one thing I like about WRFR is 
tuning in anytime to hear what's up, what's playing. It's always 
unique and fun, sometimes weird, sometimes educational. With 
that said, Ron Huber's Penobscot Bay Report is a radio gem and the 
Metro Show is community radio at its best.
5) Is there a question should have asked you?
What I did outside of WRFR? I have been an importer of organic 
wines since 1985. Before that I worked for MOFGA and was one of 
the founding team of Common Ground Country Fair in 1977.
In thinking of my favorite show, one thing I like about WRFR is 
tuning in anytime to hear what's up, what's playing. It's always 
unique and fun, sometimes weird, sometimes educational. With 
that said, Ron Huber's Penobscot Bay Report is a radio gem and the 
Metro Show is community radio at its best.

Six Questions with volunteer and 
sponsor Paul Chartrand

by Ron Staschak
A few years ago I went to Florida on vacation.  I’d never seen a woman in a thong 

before.  Of course I’d seen pictures of them but seeing them actually move around 
close enough to, well, study, is different.  I’m glad I waited.  At this stage, happily 
married and with an adolescent daughter, it was my natural interest in structural 
engineering and design that was aroused. 

The blonde who would before long occupy my first thong bikini showed up around 
mid-morning in shorts and a tank top and arranged a chaise lounge poolside right 
next to me.  She was beautifully browned and gorgeous.  There were other places she 
could have stationed herself and so it didn’t seem much of a leap to assume that 
lying there in my blue polyester swim trunks, she found me tempting.  That the 
novelty of that much male Maine epidermis nearly dead for lack of vitamin D, of a 
complexion that would have made the Aryan Nation proud, in a sea of perfect brown 
bodies, excited her a little.  She had a little bag and withdrew from it a couple of 
towels, sunglasses and a paperback copy of Clear and Present Danger  (no, I’m afraid 
it was lost on me).  I rolled over onto my back.  I didn’t want my varicose veins to 
frighten her away.   An attendant came around immediately and asked her if she’d 
like anything.  I’d already been there fifteen minutes and he hadn’t even spoken to 
me.  Suddenly a young brunette came flying around the corner on roller blades and, 
groping for some purchase on my chaise, lurched to a stop next to ‘us’ (Our 
relationship had matured in my mind). 

  “Where’s your suit, Hope?” she asked   
  Hope held up another tiny bag and withdrew a little string and some tiny 

swatches of cloth.  It looked like the semaphore flags from Malibu Barbie.
  “Right here, Vicki.  I’ll go put it on.” said Hope.  I marveled at the foresight of 

someone twenty years ago having named her Hope.
   In a few minutes she returned wearing something that had been previously 

residing, albeit not as happily, in a little cloth bag. Her companion emerged from the 
changing room with a similar outfit and arranged herself on a chaise nearby.  

  The motel routinely posts SUNBURN WARNING next to the pool. It changed 
every few hours.  Presently it read:
            Danger of Sunburn 10 minutes
            Danger of severe Sunburn 15 minutes.   

I realized that they’d arranged their chase lounges to best avail themselves, not of 
my proximity, but of the sun.  I rolled over and sat up allowing my towel to drape 
itself over my shoulders so its ends hung down and covered my chest which rode 
nowadays so much lower than it used to, side by side, as it were, with its companion 
ego.  She got out some lotion. I gazed at that place in the middle of her back she 
couldn’t reach and thought how useful I could be.  Then I began to recognize the 
tingle I felt for what it was, sunburn, and not the anticipation it was once.  My last 
words to Elaine before she’d left for her walk down the beach rang in my ears.

 “Suntan lotion is for sissies.”
 I stood up, mustered my vanity, and headed back into the shade.
 Back in Maine we had some friends over for dinner. We spread pictures of our trip 

all over the table. Karol zeroed in on a clandestine shot Elaine had taken of me 
preening next to the ladies and observed “Well look.  Victoria’s Secret meets Modern 
Maturity.”

THE OBSERVER (Two Strings Attached)
by Phil Crossman

Chris, Matt, and Dan enjoy a bonfire on the snow, Jan. 27, Rockland
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American Legion Post 1 • Apache Boat Works • The Apprenticeshop • Astrology with Ananur • Bartlett Woods • Bay Chamber Concerts & Music School • 
Bay Chiropractic • Blues Festival • Brio Promotions • Brooks Trap Mill • Bufflehead Sailing Charters • Burpee, Carpenter & Hutchins Funeral Home • Cafe 
Miranda • Camden Conference • Camden Harbor Cruises • Camden National Bank • Camden Opera House • C'est la Vie Consignment • Chartrand Imports 
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Press • Genuine Automotive • Gilman Electrical Company • The Good Tern Co-op & Café • The Grasshopper Shop • Guini Ridge Farm • Home Kitchen 
Cafe • Jensen's Pharmacy • Jess's Market • K & P Speed Shop • Knox Village Soup • Luce Spirits • Maine Street Meats • Maine Coast TV • Maritime Energy 
• Mountainside Services • Mid-Knight Auto • Monhegan Boat Line • Peaceful Passage • Pen Bay Pilot • Pen Bay Medical Center • Red Bird Acupuncture •  
The Ripple Initiative •  Rock City Employee Cooperative • Rockland Family Dentistry • Rockland Savings Bank • Sammy's Deluxe • Samoset Resort • 
Schooner Bay Printing • Side Country Sports • Southend Grocery • State of Maine Cheese • Strand Theatre • Swan Restorations • Suzuki's Sushi Bar • Tea 
Printers • Toshie Ichiyanagi Tesler, CPA • Viking Lumber • Wayfinder School • Well and Good Natural Medicine • Willow Bake Shop • The Zack Shack

WRFR and The Buzz are supported by these local business sponsors. Please give them your custom!

Get The Buzz at these Rockand locations: Good Tern Co-op • Dunkin' Donuts • Jensen's Pharmacy • Rock City Cafe • Southend Grocery
The Buzz is composed and printed by the Fellows of The Old School at the WRFR studios, 20 Gay Street, Rockland.  Email: wrfr93.3@gmail.com

Become a WRFR Sponsor
Sponsoring your local all-volunteer radio station is community service, 

public relations, and advertising - all for just $360 a year. We will record a 20-
second announcement describing your business or organization and letting 

our listeners know how to find you. Your message will play at least once a day, 
every day of the year. To learn more, email Amie Daniels: 

sponsorwrfr@gmail.com.

WRFR is community radio in Rockland
 We have been broadcasting 24/7 since 2002.

At WRFR we are all volunteers - now more than 60 strong. We play the 
music and host the talk shows - and we play what we like and say what 
we think, subject only to the fcc rules against profanity and our own 
principle that we must treat all members of our community with respect. 
We serve also as our own administrators and our own technicians.

We are open to all and would very much like to have your help!  To 
learn more, go to wrfr.org, or tune in to 93.3 fm!

Your thoughts and art are always welcome at the Buzz
Email Joe: steinberger@gwi.net, or call me: 596-0731

WEEK NINETY-EIGHT
COVID-19 RANDOM NOTES WHILE SHELTERING IN PLACE

   By Phyllis Merriam
Saturday morning’s frigid weather featured what looked like glitter dropping 

from the sky and reflected in the bright sunlight. 
Thursday morning brought the same weather phenomenon.  
I found made in America N95 respirators at Hammond Lumber. They have all 

the CDC recommended authenticity: 8511, NIOSH, TC-84A-1299. They have an 
excellent seal with two straps, a cushioned interior and sturdy metal around the 
nose. The best part is how comfortable they are, how I can breathe so easily, are 
the safest for non-medical people and don’t fog up. They can be worn more than 
once. Just place them in a paper bag for 48 hrs. They are now my go-to masks.

More unvaccinated people seem to have gone off the rails. A young father, 
needing a heart transplant to survive, was removed as a candidate because he 
refuses covid vaccinations and Brigham & Women’s Hospital will not perform 
transplants on the unvaccinated because immune suppression medications to 
prevent organ rejection result in vulnerability to infections and decreased 
survival.  Despite this, the young man maintains his ant-vaxx position, which is 
a self-imposed death sentence.

The BDN featured a Maine woman, who failed to get covid vaccines, was 
infected, spent 7 weeks hospitalized in a coma and now is experiencing long-haul 
covid requiring extensive rehabilitation. The hundreds of thousands of dollars to 
address this woman’s suffering compared to three free vaccines is mind-boggling.

What has happened to Americans who once embraced the concept of duty of 
care to our country, our communities, our families, our friends and even 
strangers during crises? Surely a pandemic qualifies. Yet so many whine, whinge, 
deny, spread conspiracy theories and otherwise prolong the pandemic and the 
suffering and deaths of so many.

Meteorologists’ weather predictions for Saturday and Sunday sound dire. Some 
say 20” of snow with ice. Others say a winter tornado – whatever that is. I’ve had 
two offers to help us out with snow blowers. I like to shovel snow with my 
reliable snow scoop. But this may be too much to handle alone.

In anticipation of the predicted winter storm, Hannaford’s parking lot was full 
to capacity. Instead, I shopped at The Good Tern and found everything I needed 
where everyone wore masks and there was no crowding. A female clerk helped 
me lug my heavy LL Bean bag of groceries out to my car. Such kindness is not to 
be found at the big supermarkets.

I ordered covid home testing kits from the feds, as advertised. The over-
burdened USPS is supposed to manage delivering these kits nation-wide with 
staffing shortages. I feel badly for our mail lady, and all her hard working 
colleagues in America.

Well, not I, but a guy named Geoff Gallagher in Brisbane, Australia. 
He had lived alone for 11 years after his mother died and from his 
photo I am guessing he’s around 50 years old. 

He explained, “I’d always longed for a female companion to share my 
life with, but now it felt hopeless. Then one day, I read an article about 
the rise of AI robots and it got me thinking.”

He found a Sydney-based company that specializes in dolls and 
robots. He contacted them and explained  that he was not a regular 
customer and was not searching for a sex doll (I guess the company 
specializes in robot sex dolls). What he wanted was a companion. The 
cost was high so the company offered a deal in exchange for publicity.

He ordered Emma. She arrived from China in a box with “some 
assembly required.” After affixing her head, he fired her up using the 
screen in the back of it, changed the language to English, and dressed 
her up in the clothes and jewelry he’d purchased. He had his 
companion.

“I’d read the newspaper to her and we’d watch the news together. 
When I went to work, I’d leave the TV on so she could listen to 
language. It felt strange to speak to a robot at first, but as time went on 
Emma felt like part of the family.

Every few days, when her battery ran low, I plugged her in to charge. 
I cleaned her with talc and dressed her up in different outfits. I also 
created social media accounts for her, so she felt even more like a real 
person,” Gallagher says.

He takes her out for rides and shows her to his friends--who think 
she looks “so real.”

Finally, he states, “I’ve given up hope of finding love with a woman 
but Emma is the next best thing. Even though we’re not legally 
married, I think of Emma as my robot wife. She wears a diamond on 
her ring finger and I think of it as an engagement ring. I’d love to be the 

first person in Australia 
to marry a robot. I 
think robots are the 
future and I hope my 
story inspires others to 
consider a cyborg 
companion.”

I first saw this story 
as a post on Facebook 
and the comments that 
followed it were to be 
expected-- creepy, sick, 
silly, and scary. Well I 
think it is something 
both scary and sinister! 
The Technocrats are 
softening us up and 
prepping us for AI, 
brain chips, and God 
knows what else, by 
making it all seem so 
natural.

In Love with a Robot
by Richard King

All too often it seems as if we are outnumbered and are in danger of losing 
the fight.  In the ongoing war against drug abuse, it certainly feels that way.

With our new “open border” policy Mexican drug cartels are bringing large 
numbers of illegal drugs across the US southern border. Our representatives in 
congress give pharmaceutical companies a free hand to flood the general public 
with addictive opioids, and now that Marijuana is legalized  a more normalized 
drug culture persists across the country.  Our guest two weeks ago on the 
Metro show, Knox County Sheriff Tim Carroll, shared that 80% of jail inmates 
suffer from substance abuse and mental health issues. The sheriff's office has 
just implemented a new health plan that will cost the County nearly a million 
dollars.  Our schools are hiring substance abuse counselors to combat the 
rising drug use among our students.  Join host Steve Carroll on Wednesday’s 
Metro program February 2nd when our guest will be Meredith Batley, executive 
director of Knox Clinic at 22 White Street in Rockland  We will talk about 
programs being offered at the clinic as well as the many services available to 
the general public.  

You are welcome to join the conversation by calling in to the studio at 593-
0013.  The Rockland Metro is broadcast live each Wednesday from 5 to 6 PM 
on WRFR 93.3 FM and on Maine Coast TV, cable channel 7. 

Lions 4 Christians 0
A conversation on drug use in Knox County


