The perfect setting on the gravel driveway of Birbarie Marine is Branford’s Lobster Shack, keeping it simple with lobster rolls, hot
dogs and grilled clams, plus sausage and peppers and gelato to finish off the summery fare.
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OBSTER, ROLL,
BUTTER, LEMON.
t’s simple. It’s
ummer. It’s the
quintessence of summer.
If there’s anything that
sings summer on the i
Shoreline, it’s the lobster |
roll. And, as anyone who
has ever savored a lobster
roll will attest, an essen- -
tial element is setting. In
short, place as well as
laste matters.

Consider, then, The Lobster Shack

of Branford. Consider the cheerful
maroon-colored trailer, the unusu-

ally comfortable picnic tables shaded

by umbrellas overlooking the
marina, the boats gently plying the
Branford River, the gulls wheeling
overhead, the live music on Sunday
afternoons.

Then there’s the lobster, that
big and juicy jewel of the sea, the
sweetest of New England’s delights.
And the roll: not a dinky hot dog

bun, but a
Vermont by Lobster Shack owner

Arlene Crismale, flawlessly toasted,
able to withstand generous chunks
— a quarter pound, no less — of

freshly picked tail and claw meat

S—

grinder roll, ordered from

drizzled with real butter and tanged
with fresh lemon.

Before Crismale had perfected her
award-winning lobster roll; before
she had squarely established the
big maroon trailer at the end of the
gravel driveway of Birbarie Marina
as an essential summer dining
destination for locals and tourists
alike, there was only an empty spot
located near the Maple Avenue dock
where Crismale’s husband Nick kept
his lobster and clam boats.

And that's really where the story
of The Lobster Shack begins, with
the catastrophic die-off of lobsters
in 1999 that devastated the liveli-
hood of lobstermen, including Nick
Crismale’s Branford River Lobster, a
wholesale and retail lobster pound

at which Arlene occasionally helped
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Arlene Crismale set up a lobster shack
near her husband Nick’s lobster pound,
then moved it to Birbarie Marina.

out.

It was a white trailer that in part
coaxed Arlene Crismale in the direc-
tion of setting up a stand near her
husband’s dock selling lobster rolls
and hot dogs in 2007. Ten years
before Nick had bought the trailer
in the hope that his wife would run
a lobster stand near his pound. She
had balked. “I could never envision
myself running a lobster shack back
then,” Crismale said, her face break-
ing into a smile.

And then, after watching the
trailer sit idle for years, she gave it
another long look. Having retired
from the phone company and then
working at a gallery in Orange, she
felt the impulse to “do something
different, take a risk.” There was
also the encouragement of a friend
in the lobster business willing to
show her some tricks of the trade.
And the fact that she'd been around
boats and the fishing business for
years.

Not least were the words of a

woman who stopped by early on
to welcome her to the Indian Neck

neighborhood, grab a cold soda from
the cooler on the side of the white
trailer, and offer a few words of
advice

See THE LOBSTER SHACK , Page 12
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