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POLICE LOG

Drunk driving charged
• Erin F. DiStefano, 30, of 276 

East Shore Rd., was charged July 
4 with drunk driving and refusal to 
take a Breathalyzer test after she 
was stopped on East Shore Road for 
erratic driving, police said.

A pre-trial hearing was sched-
uled for July 25 at Newport District 
Court, police said.

• Brandon Gregory, 28, of New-
port was charged July 7 with fi rst 
offense drunk driving with a blood 
alcohol level of .15 or greater and 
for driving without a license after 
he was stopped for driving his mo-
torcycle the wrong way on Arnold 
Avenue, police said.

Gregory was held overnight at 
the police station and he was ar-
raigned July 8 at Newport District 
Court, police said.

Driving with suspended
 license charged

• Matthew Stenton, 31, of New 
Milford, Conn., was charged July 
7 with driving with a suspended li-
cense after police ran his tags and 

stopped him on Route 138 East, po-
lice said.

An arraignment was scheduled 
for July 25 at Newport District 
Court, police said.

• Michael J. Clark, 28, of War-
wick, was charged July 7 with driv-
ing with a suspended license after 
police ran his tags and stopped him 
on Route 138 East.

An arraignment was scheduled 
for July 25 at Newport District 
Court, police said.

Beach parking signs stolen
Recreation Department Director 

Bill Piva reported signs, including 
the posts, have been stolen on two 
occasions from Head’s Beach in the 
Jamestown Shores. The signs posted 
regulations, which said parking per-
mits are required. Piva said that he 
suspected someone who was ticket-
ed for parking without a permit was 
stealing the signs.

Piva said the signs will continue 
to be replaced because the regula-
tions must be posted. The signs are 
costing taxpayers approximately 

$70 per sign because they have to be 
custom made and installed. If any-
one has knowledge of the person or 
persons taking the signs or sees sus-
picious activity in the area, please 
call the Jamestown Police Depart-
ment.

Sexual assault reported
A 19-year old woman from South 

Easton, Mass. told police July 5 that 
she had been sexually assaulted that 
evening at Ft. Wetherill State Park, 
police said.

The woman reported that she was 
with two male friends in the Battery 
area of Ft. Wetherill and after the 
males left her, she was assaulted.  

Police said the woman described 
her attacker as a very tan, thin, mus-
cular male approximately 5-feet 10-
inches tall. He had long dark hair, 
facial hair, and a goatee. The suspect 
was wearing khaki cutoff shorts, the 
woman told police. 

She suffered minor scratches and 
abrasions and was treated at New-
port Hospital and released. No ar-
rests have been made, police said.
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PENCIL IT IN!

WICKFORD ART
FESTIVAL

July 12th & 13th

Phone 847-1144 • Fax 847-4559
285 East Main Rd., Middletown

NEW & USED CAR SALES & SERVICE
Hours: Mon.-Thurs. 7:30 am-8 pm

Fri. & Sat. 7:30 am-6 pm

www.toyotaofnewport.com                        e-mail: sales@toyotaofnewport.com

LUBE, OIL & FILTER – $24.95
For Toyota only (with this ad)

While you wait! Regular Price $27.95
Only at Toyota of Newport.

If You Purchase Your 

Vehicle From Us 

You’ll Receive 

LOANER CARS

When In For Service

NO CHARGE!

We’ll Even Pick UpYour Vehicle ForService & Leave You A Loaner VehicleNO CHARGE!
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Don’t let these tokens keep you from the 
best deal on a new or used Toyota.

We supply the tokens every time you visit us!

14 Narragansett Ave
423-1490

Outdoor Patio Dining

Outdoor TIki Bar
Cool off with a 

  frozen cocktail

Sangria, Caribbean Beers
   Margaritas

Upstairs Lounge & Sandbar
  Friday & Saturday

Lunch & Dinner
  Tuesday - Sunday

New Island Cuisine

Closed Mondays
No Reservations

•  Studio, one and two bedroom 
apartments, including meals

• Options for enhanced support

• Respite stays

• Program for Qualified Veterans

• Separate Alzheimerʼs residence

•  Priority admission to quality 
nursing homes

Where Heart & Home Come Together

Five Saint Elizabeth Way
East Greenwich, RI
401-884-9099
info@theseasons.org
www.theseasons.org

Welcome to my home! I live with 84 wonderful seniors
who also chose The Seasons as their home. Stop by for a visit. 

Youʼll be glad you did. Tell them Boomer sent you.

I live in the noisiest place in 
Jamestown.

Bucolic, pastoral, peaceful—the 
“jewel of the bay.”  These are all 
words people use to describe this 
beautiful island we all call home. 
And beautiful it is, but only if you 
wear earplugs.

I can’t imagine that there is a 
noisier corner in Pawtucket, Cran-
ston or Providence that can rival the 
all-day cacophony that exists right 
outside my gate.

On Walcott Avenue the day starts 
early.  

Walkers, runners and people 
with dogs are out by 6 a.m. With 
my windows open, I can hear ev-
ery conversation and I marvel at 
the people who come by talking on 
their cell phones at that hour.

The pick-up trucks of the gain-
fully employed begin the race south 
to the boatyards, to the DEM build-
ing or to the current highway facil-
ity, at Ft. Wetherill, before 7 a.m.  
Shortly thereafter, big trucks, of 
various sorts, full of highway work-
ers, race back north into town.  Die-
sel motored boat-hauling rigs come 
up and down the street all day and 

when they get to the top of the hill, 
they hit a large divot in the road and 
their trailers “bump,” or “bang,” at 
each axel.

By 8 a.m. the landscapers show 
up and begin to manicure the large 
yards on both sides of the street.  
First it’s the mowers, then the weed-
whackers.   Then come the edgers 
or the hedge-trimmers, or the chip-
pers, which all have their own dis-
tinct sound.  Finally, the blowers 
organize everything into a nice pile, 
which the landscapers rake into a 
bin and then they drive off.  It would 
be great if every house on the block 
got their landscape guys to come 
on the same day, but I suppose that 
would be asking for too much.

The middle of the day includes 
more of the same.  Trucks going 
south; trucks going north.  “Bump, 
bang,” in the pothole in the road.

In the late afternoon, when the 
teens wake up, they arrive on the 
top of my hill with their skateboards 
for a white-knuckle ride down the 
hill into town as fast as they can. It’s 
not their knuckles that are white—
it’s mine. Occasionally one will get 
a buddy who knows how to drive a 

car to come pick him up opposite 
my house.  The skateboarder will 
then hold on to the outside of the 
driver’s open window and let him-
self be towed down the hill at break-
neck speeds.  This without helmet or 
padding of any kind. Much whoop-
ing and laughing accompanies this 
activity, which has got to be illegal.

After the day is done and work 
lets out, the activities reverse them-
selves.

Highway department workers 
return the big trucks to the barn and 
pick up their personal vehicles for 
the round trip past my house.  The 
boat hauling rigs go back to their 
boatyards, presumably to reload for 
tomorrow’s activities.

The dog walkers, runners and 
cyclists return for another shift on 

the sidewalks.
The local wildlife also gets in on 

the noise act.  Somewhere between 
midnight and 2 a.m. the squealing 
of raccoons is closely followed by 
the sounds of garbage cans rolling 
on the driveway.  The house spar-
rows that nest in the eaves of my 
house begin talking to each other at 
exactly 3:45 a.m.  Once one starts 
chirping his little wake up call, they 
all have something to add to the 
conversation.  During the day, the 
crows are the clear winners of the 
noise competition, with the cat birds 
coming in a close second.

The weekends are a bit different.  
The highway department and DEM 
are quiet.

There are still walkers, runners, 
and cyclists enjoying the summer 
air and the views.   The major dif-
ferences on weekends, especially on 
Sundays, are the motorcycles.  Last 
Sunday, for example, about 100 
“hogs,” came by in a parade to Ft. 
Wetherill.  With the air conditioning 
on and the windows closed, at fi rst 
it sounded like an earthquake—the 
house was even shaking!  I opened 
the front door to see what was going 

on and there they were—chrome as 
far as the eye could see.  This activ-
ity was closely followed by fi ghter 
jets performing in the Quonset 
Air Show.  This only happens one 
weekend a year, but after the Har-
ley Davidson parade, I was none 
too amused. Another of the week-
end “regulars,” is the small fl eet of 
single-engine planes that tow ad-
vertising banners over the hoards of 
tourists in Newport.  After each pass 
they circle back over the bay—to 
my house—before returning for an-
other sweep of First Beach or some 
noisy festival at Ft. Adams—I can 
hear them, too.

Now, I don’t really have any-
thing against air shows, biker 
groups, house sparrows, raccoons, 
highway department workers, boat 
haulers, crows or joggers.  Not re-
ally.  Individually, their respective 
noises are tolerable. It’s just that 
they all come by, all the time, mak-
ing their various noises and causing 
me to think that I truly live in the 
noisiest place in Jamestown. Funny 
thing is: I wouldn’t trade it for any 
other spot in the world. 

Flotsam
and 

Jetsam 

By Donna Drago

How ‘bout a little quiet?


