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By Peggy Newland

Bar Harbor and the sur-
rounding Acadia National 
Park is a crowded place to be 
during high season summers. 
Beautiful, but packed, with a 
downtown loaded sidewalk-
to-sidewalk for views out to 
Frenchman Bay, hiking trails 
crammed with camera-ready 
families, and carriage paths 
filled with bicycling groups. 
But to go off season is the hid-
den ticket to trails, paths and 
strolls in Down East Maine. 

Late fall, after the leaf peep-
ers have returned home and 
school-age children are back 
in classes, Brian and I bring 
bicycles and hiking boots to 
the West Street Hotel, which is 
center stage in downtown Bar 
Harbor. With views over Bar 
Island, Mt Desert Narrows, 
and a quiet sidewalk below 
our deck, we could relax here, 
but the afternoon is blow-
ing warm, and the streets are 
clear, so off we go. We wan-

der through quiet Agamont 
Park, usually spilling with pic-
nicking families, and amble 
along unoccupied Shore Path, 
with its burnished red hedges 
and still blooming gardens 
of aster, turtlehead, and gold-
enrod. The grand “cottages” 
are closed-up for winter. The 
rocky coastline is uncluttered. 
We traverse down small ledg-
es to stony beaches and search 
for sea glass and amazingly, 
we are the only ones in these 
popular coves. Laughing gulls 
and red-necked grebes keep 
us company. 

We continue along for about 
a mile to Compass Harbor and 
spy the foundation remnants 
of the historical Dorr Family 
Farmstead. The woods are si-
lent as we stroll the unmarked 
paths to a series of pocket 
beaches and coves covered in 
cobble stones and draped with 
foliage, random orange, ma-
roon, yellow, and bare branch. 
Stunning, especially with the 
lapping of tide against rolling 

stone. Brian and I find slabs of 
granite to nap on, as eider duck 
roam the inlet. Eventually, we 
meander along grown-over 
paths and read the memo-
rial signs describing the Dorr 
Family’s contributions to Aca-
dia. Rock stairways lead to 
cliffside perches, more struc-
tural farmstead stonework, 
and with some persistence, we 
discover a carved-by-tide cave 
past Lookout Point.  

All this exploring leaves 
us hungry, so we walk back 
to town for Havana’s tapas 
porch. It’s a zippy taste treat of 
garlic shrimp and chorizo, pa-
pas bravas, grilled corn elotes 
with crema, and special “sau-
sage party” with salsa roja and 
homemade grain mustard. We 
stop for ice creams and sit on 
benches downtown, watching 
sun set. No traffic in sight.  

The next morning, we get 
up very early (4 a.m.!) to hike 
up North Ridge Trail for a 
Cadillac Mountain sunrise—
a no-crowd special, off sea-

son. We share a thermos of 
still-hot coffee, a couple of 
granola bars and two cider 
doughnuts as the sky bright-
ens and the morning warms 
our chilled faces. After saying 
hello to two other couples, we 
hike back down for a second 
Irish breakfast at Paddy’s. 
Brian chooses a Ploughman’s 
Breakfast of fried eggs, rasher 
of bacon, Irish potatoes, and 
homemade bread while I go 
for a Pan Boxty of scrambled 
eggs, spinach, wild mush-
rooms, cheddar, smashed po-
tato cakes and Irish Bacon. 

We continue onto more 
tourist activities without the 
tourist crowds by heading 
over to Bar Harbor Whale 
Watch for an afternoon cruise 
around Frenchman Bay. No 
lines, an open deck, and Atlan-
tic Brewing Company ales on 
tap? Perfect afternoon jaunt! 
We view elegant “cottages” 
secluded along spruce ledges 
of Snow’s Point, watch the 
curve of hawks near the cliffs 

of Precipice Trail and Oak 
Hill, and spy seals sunning 
themselves along the rocky 
coves near Egg Rock Light-
house. On the way back to 
Bar Harbor, we luck out cruis-
ing past a forming “bait ball” 
of small fish swarming and 
circling into a sphere under-
water and with that, a swarm 
of dive-bombing, screeching 
seagulls. The sun flashes on 
flapping fish and careening 
gulls and it’s a seaside sym-
phony for sunset. We pass 
Porcupine Islands and their 
private, rocky beaches. The 
dark spruce forest beckon us 
for returning, this time in the 
spring, perhaps, via kayak. 

That night, we head back to 
Paddy’s for music and a cou-
ple of Celtic Caesars, some  
Wexford fish sandwiches of 
ale battered cod, and a shared 
Guinness Chocolate Stout 
cake with Bailey’s sauce and 
Chantilly cream. We also grab 
some breakfast muffins and 
croissants from their all-day 

menu for early morning snack 
before early “rise and ride” 
cycle along the Loop Road. 

Nothing better than riding 
past Sand Beach, Thunder 
Hole, Otter Cliffs, and Hunt-
er’s Beach, without cars, with-
out anyone really, except us—
two bicyclists watching the 
sun rise along granite ledges 
and blinking blue sea. We take 
a quick detour off into Seal 
Harbor for perfect expressos 
from the Outdoor Center and 
find a bench overlooking the 
coved beach. 

I’m never one to give up 
a popover, so we continue to 
Jordan Pond House for a lei-
surely continuation of break-
fast. No crowds, no buses, 
no lines for dining, just Brian 
and I enjoying popovers and a 
Maine-inspired cheese plate, 
before the zip back to town. 
Late fall is the time for Acadia 
in all it’s untrampled glory. 
Find your deal and find the 
quiet. 

If you go
West Street Hotel. 

www.opalcollection.com 
50 West Street. Bar Harbor, 

ME. (207) 288-0825. 
Ask for the Opal Moments 
Savings for a last-minute, 

off season getaway. 

Bar Harbor Whale Watch. 
www.barharborwhales.com 
Off season cruising deals 
in the spring and late fall. 

Bring a sweater for the ride. 

Jordan Pond House. 
www.jordanpondhouse.

com Bike to brunch without 
the crowds off season and 

enjoy popovers after a 
sunrise cycle along the Park 

Loop Road. Reservations 
needed during high season 

Paddy’s. 
Corner of West and Main. 

207-801-3786.
All day indoor/outdoor 
dining with an Irish flair 
for fun. Even when the 

crowds are gone!

Havana. 
www.havanamaine.com 

318 Main Street. 
Head to the Parrilla porch 

after a day in town for shared 
plates and excellent wines.”

Bar Harbor: crowd-free late fall


