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This issue of Sprague’s Journal is published as a memorial to the memory
of its founder, the late John Francis Sprague. Intimate friends and
associates of Mr. Sprague have been asked to give their estimates of his
life and work and to pay their tributes of homage and appreciation to
the memory of the true friend who has gone from our midst.

Mr. Sprague, at the time of his death, had partially prepared this issue
for publication. This material has been included in the latter part of
the number.

JOHN FRANCIS SPRAGUE

(By Hon, I'rank E. Guernsey, President of Sprague’s Journal, Incor'porated)

John Francis Sprague, lawyer, legislator, historian, died

on the 7th day of May, 1926. For fourteen years to the date
of his death he was the editor of “Sprague’s Journal of Maine
History,” the only publication of its kind in New England,
circulating to nearly every state in the union, the Library
of Congress, state libraries and nearly all the important
libraries throughout the country being on its list of sub-
scribers for current numbers and bound volumes.

For many years Mr. Sprague was not only editor but
publisher of the magazine, but a few years ago, due to its
_ increase in popularity and extended circulation, a corporation
 was formed, known as “Sprague’s Journal of Maine History,
Inc.,” which took over the publication of the periodical while
Mr. Sprague with able assistants continued the editorial work.
Not only was it incorporated for the purpose of relieving
Mr. Sprague of some of the burdens and details but to insure
the continuance of this important periodical after Mr. Sprague
should cease to be active. '

Mr. Sprague was born at Sangerville, Maine, on the 16th
_ of June, in 1848. In 1874 he was admitted to the Maine
. bar and has since practiced law in the county of Piscataquis.
He first opened an office in the town of Abbot, later in the
town of Monson and about 1910 he moved to Dover, now
- Dover-Foxcroft. ,

. He was a good lawyer, a wise counsellor, and had extensive
- business connections. ‘

. For more than forty years he had been interested in legis-
¢ lation always attending the legislature when in session and

served as a Senator from Piscataquis County in 1922-1923.
- He was a leader in the counsels of his party whose advice
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and counsel was sought not only by glate leaders of his party, :
but as to state legislation sought, by the Senators and Mem-
bers of Congress from this state on matters at home and in

Washington.

Mr. Sprague was not only interested in law and legislation, g
but was considered one of Maine’s most brilliant wrilers and .
a recognized authority on Maine history. His writings were

especially clear and comprehensive,

Mr. Sprague was the author of a number of publications
that were widely read, among them being: Sabastian Rasle,—
A Maine Tragedy of the 18th century, Piscataquis Biography .

and Fragments, The Northern Boundary Controversy, The
Aroostook War and Backwoods Sketches.

He frequently contributed to historical publications, among :
them being: The American Historical Society of N. Y.; also
The Maine Historical Society, and made frequent addresses

to patriotic societies which were widely published.

In 1918 in recognition of his accomplishments he was '
awarded the degree of Master of Arts, by Colby College in i

Maine.

Mr. Sprague served in many public capacities, At one time
he was president of the Maine Sportsman Association, presi-

dent of the Piscataquis Historical Society and active in the -

Maine Historical Society,

Possessed of a wonderiul memory, well read in literature,
he was an interesting and intelligent conversationalist, on all »

subjects and was especially effective as a debater in the hallg -
of legislation and a forceful and convincing speaker on the #

public platform. Had it not been due to physical infirmities

that afllicted him since boyhood, he would have gone far in @

public life.

It can be truthfully stated that John Francis Sprague, ¢
legislator and historian, left his footprints on the sands of .

time.

A TRIBUTE TO JOHN FRANCIS SPRAGUE

{By Percival P, Baxier)

By nature, as well as by training, John Francis Sprague

was a historian. To him the men and women of the past @
were alive. He was able to visualize them ag they moved %

about their dailyv tasks and laid the foundations of the State
in which we live. They were hig friends and companions
and the mists of Time did not hide them from him.

To unearth some bit of history, to uncover an unknown

document, to find some record that had escaped the attention
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of other investigators was his greatest pleasure. To search
-~ for such things and occasionally to be rewarded with success

© were Mr. Sprague’s treasure hunts. He wanted no reward
. other than the satisfaction of adding something to the

. knowledge that the Present possesses of the Past.

. My father, the late James Phinney Baxter, himself a close
. student of history, was a warm personal friend and admirer
of Mr. Sprague. They both enjoyed discussing events of
pby-gone days and comparing notes as to their respective dis-
coveries. No one, more than my father, appreciated the

. ipvaluable service rendered to the people of Maine through

the publication of Sprague’s Journal of History. The his-
. torian and genealogist of the future will be more grateful”
. to Mr. Sprague for his painstaking work than were his

. contemporaries.

Persons enjoying good health little can understand the
- mental and physical obstacles that a man, burdened by in-
. firmities as was Mr. Sprague, must overcome. To go about
with the greatest difficulty, often in pain, and yet maintain
a cheerful exterior, greeting friends and working hard, and
yet all the while laboring under tremendous handicap, re-
quired the highest courage. He was patient, he was brave.
He was an example of heroism. His mental activities were
never dimmed; his spirit overcame all. '

Twenty years and more ago we became acquainted, and
acquaintance ripened into friendship. He was tolerant of
opinions that clashed with his, ready to take and give. A
man of Maine; true to the best and long to be remembered.

JOHN FRANCIS SPRAGUE

(By Augustus O. Thomas, State Commissioner of Education)

My first meeting with John Francis Sprague was under
such circumstances as to leave a lasting impression. It was
coming ten years ago, soon after my arrival in Maine. I was
boarding a street car on Water street. Someone must have
pointed me out to him. He was evidently interested to see
the new State Superintendent and hobbled out to the car and
asked me to subscribe for “Sprague’s Journal.” This was
the only time I ever knew of John Sprague soliciting sub-
scriptions and T have often wondered if he did not make this
a means of contact. If he did it was less diplomatic than
was his custom.

I took him to be a member of that group which capitalizes
an outward misfortune to arouse sympathy. I turned him
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away with the remark that I was not familiar with his
Journal. My refusal did not ruffle him in the least. His
silent, undisturbed manner as he hobbled back to the side-
walk disturbed me far more than my refusal did him. Some
time later I had the pleasure of meeting him in a more formal
way and of sitting down in the Augusta House and discussing
state matters and especially state history.

John Francis Sprague was “hard minded,” he read much
but thought more. He had a philosophical turn of mind and
when his mind was once “made up” it “stayed put.” It
always made one think to discuss issues with him. He could
eagily be styled a “stand patter.” In business, social matters
and religion as well as in politics he had many sound old
fashioned notions. He was a “stand patter” also in his
friendships. He would not give up his friends. They might
2o astray in his judgment but they were still his friends.

We often talked of religion. Just a few days before he
took the “leap into the unknown” we discussed this subject.
He had a philosophy in his religion which was based largely
upon human relationships—a good kind to have. He had no
patience with intolerance. He lived according to the “Golden
Rule.” He would, like Abou Ben Adhem, be judged thereby.

Mr. Sprague was an independent soul. He despised charity
when it came his way. He did not want to be in anyone’s
way, to become a burden to anyone was unbearable to him.
Any sacrifice on his part would be preferable.

On account of his independent nature he was forced many
times against the raw edges of life and suffered much.

In his last years John Francis Sprague was lonely, he
wanted companionship, he wanted to talk with someone.
Many times when I was pushed for time he urged me to sit
with him and talk—and I often did. I liked his fixed and
mature ideas, I liked his high integrity, his spirit of justice
and fair play, his love of Maine and America, and the Re-
publican Party. Friendship and patriotism to him were a
part of his religion.

We cannot make up our minds that he is gone. To me he
is not gone. We expect to hear him in his accustomed places,
to hear him thumping along and the touch of his cane. In
fact, he is not one to vanish, his rugged soul still lives, he
made an impression upon us just as any positive character
will. He had his heavy cross to bear all through life. If he
had any resentment in his heart it was for those who failed
to apply a remedy when he imagined it would have relieved
him, as I have gathered from a remark of his.

After all, John Francis Sprague deserves a place among
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the stalwart sons of his rugged state which is typified in
the ruggedness of his soul which carried him to the end of a
long life where real defeat came only once and that in the
last great battle. It was his sacrifice for those around him.

Let me say in conclusion that Mr. Sprague began a great
work, the Journal of History. It should carry on and should
hand down to the future the rich treasures of our state
history, an invaluable treasure to the future.

JOHN SPRAGUE

(By Henry E. Dunnack, State Librarian)

The people who are preparing the memorial issue of
Sprague’s Journal have asked me to write something about
John Sprague. I have begged to be excused and they refuse.
So what can I do? John Sprague was my friend. I knew
him as a lover of nature, books, children and life. People and
things are what they are in relation to other people and
things. You see them only in comparison.

John Sprague came often to my office in the State Library.
Always we talked about the governor, the legislature, the
political questions of the day. Sometimes he got mad, some-
times we both got mad, and always we were friends. If you
agreed with John, the sun would shine; if you did not, you
could go to and while he never said so, on account of
his theology, he looked as much and more.

Generally we talked about books, coming always to the
story of Maine, her founders, pioneers and builders. Maine -
was a passion, a never-ending subject for John Sprague. He
loved his state, lived for her and died in her service.

He was different, not like other men. I have no way to
estimate or measure him. 1 never flattered him in life, he
would not wish me to praise him in death. Big, homely, not
much for looks, his heart was fine and his purpose all gold.

Often we talked about George B. Hinckley and Good Will
Home and little folks. He never had a home, or wife, or
child. In this he was like Victor Hugo’s hero Jean Val Jean,
therefore at last he dedicated his life’s work and all his
heart’s love to the children of others. I can see him now.
I hear his voice. He is leaning over my desk. A gentle look
is on his face and his voice is just a bit broken. “I never
had a chance in life, it was all difficult, I blundered and made
mistakes. Boys and girls ought to be taught the right ways
of life, the big things of nature and the meaning of history.”
You see, always he came back to history and its value in
building life and civilization. '
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His chief interest all through the years was Maine and her
progress and he thought one of the best way to inspire people
with a love for Maine was to tell them the story of her great
men and women and the chief events of the years. So he
created Sprague’s Journal of Maine History. He devoted all
his energies to making it a worth while medium of instrue-
tion. It was not a great magazine, but it was a useful
chronicle of events. Sometimes he secured articles from
critical scholars which gave it permanent value. I recall with
keen joy that on the occasion of his last visit to the library
he autographed each of the bound volumes of his magazine.

He was old, very tired and broken; life was almost at the
end. He knew it and he talked much about the “Great Ad-
venture.” John Sprague was unafraid. His trust was in the:
infinite goodness, and understanding of God.

JOHN FRANCIS SPRAGUE

I can not recall when first I met John Francis Sprague,
but in the winter of 1921 I came to know him intimately .
and well. We were members of the Maine Legislature which
convened that year. He was a Senator and I was a Repre-
sentative. In the public house where we lived we were neigh-
bors. Our rooms adjoined and were never locked. Hence we
saw much of each other and we discussed everything from the
relative value of safety razors as compared to the old fash-
ioned variety to the doctrine of the atonement. We became
friends and since that winter and at succeeding sessions of
the Legislature I have continued my friendly relations with
him. I do not remember in his many conversations with me
that he ever expressed a despondent note. He was critical
but in his criticism he always desired to be fair and just. It
was difficult for him to look upon his physical condition with
complacency, but I never heard him express himself in rela-
tion to it except in terms of cheerful courage. He did say
to me once, that there were two things he wished he could
have done; one was to have danced and the other to have
walked in the woods. But early this year I received a letter
from him in which, speaking of the passing of two intimates
of his, he betrayed a touch of sadness, of melancholy, in fact
he wrote “I am feeling sad and almost despondent” Now
he has gone with a word of loneliness left as excuse for hig
going. It is not for the living to judge. It is for the living
to remember the brave, strong man who struggled against
poverty and adversity to a recognized place in the State and
among educated and cultured people. He had a keen, vigor-
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ous, inquiring mind. He was honest. He was sincere. He
was truthful. He detested sham. He desired Truth. He
knew and felt the traditions of his profession. He enjoyed
the delights which come to the student dealing with original
sources of the history of the State of Maine from its earliest
beginnings. He sought a rational solution of life but he held
fast to a belief in Deity. He earned and received the respect,
esteem and admiration of many men. He, a childless man,

- established a publication which bears his name and which

will carry it to many succeeding generations. Thus, this
citizen held his way and lived his life among his fellows, a
credit and an honor to the State he loved so well.

"GEORGE C. WING, JR.
Auburn, Maine, May 12, 1926.

JOHN FRANCIS SPRAGUE

It is thirteen years since Mr. Sprague told me of his plan
to carry on the work for Maine history laid down many years .
before by Col. Joseph W. Porter. I became then one of the
earliest contributors to his Journal and since have corre-
sponded frequently with him and have seen him a few times.
Because I knew him only through his work for Maine history,
my tribute is inadequate; yet I would not willingly be absent
from those who wish to express their respect for him living,
their grief for him departed.

His own little sketch of hlS early hfe in a recent Journal
shows what difficulties he had to surmount in order to make
a place for himself in a world which has little regard for
those who are handicapped by misfortunes. That he suc-
ceeded in making a very definite place in his own city, county
and state, shows that he had ambition. But Mr. Sprague’s
never seemed the ambition of an ambitious man. If he was
a politician, it was because by extending his influence he could
get work done that needed to be done. If he was an editor,
it was neither for personal credit nor profit, but because
unless he did this important work, perhaps no one might do
it, though it ought to be done. To maintain his Journal these
thirteen years must have needed all the courage required in
leading a forlorn hope; but still he led on with enthusiasm
and without wavering. He was doing something which ought
to be done.

Recalling the days when he used to write to sporting papers
upon game matters and comparing them with the later days
of personal acquaintance and friendship, I feel that Mr.
Sprague was a man who had grown great in soul and ripened
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into wisdem by a continual schooling of himself to forget
himself by trying to help others. Under handicaps which
would have turned most men into misanthropes, bitter against
the world, he made friends of everybody and won the affection
and respect of those about him by the broadness of his good-
will and the substantial value of his services. He had edu-
cated himself not only mentally but spiritually until he stood
“like a lone oak, strong and beneficent. May his memory be
green through the work which he has left behind him.

FANNIE H. ECKSTORM,
Brewer, July 12.

A TRIBUTE TO THE MEMORY OF JOHN FRANCIS
SPRAGUE

(By Mary Hutchins Devereux)

It was my good fortune to meet John Francis Sprague
during the summer of 1921, when he chanced to be a guest
at the Hotel Acadian, at Castine, in which my husband and
I were interested at that time. His crippled condition made
him more obvioug in my memory than many other guests,
and I immediately recognized him when I stopped at the
Blethen House last year as the same Mr. Sprague who had
previously been with us.

He became interested in us and expressed the desire that
we spend the winter months with him, which we did, and
as my thoughts revert to his confidential expressions from

time to time, I realize that the feeling of loneliness was so . .

established in his mind that no power on earth could banish
it, and I can find no words more fitting to express his per-
sonal feelings than those which I am quoting from a recent
appreciation written by him to the memory of a very dear
friend, which is as follows:

“Within the past few weeks many of my cherished friends from
the paths of the youthful, as well as the aged, here in my home town
as well as other parts of the state, have passed out of this life. I can-
not depict my innermost feelings in this regard. Perhaps these sad
events may have brought more forcibly to my mind the faect that I am
gliding down the western slope, nearing life’s twilight hour. It has
seemed to me that if I have not been within, I have been nearer to
what Walt Whitman calls ‘the superb vistas of death,” than ever before.”

More rapidly than in previous years his most intimate
friends were passing to the Great Beyond, hastening the in-
creasing feeling of loneliness and sadness in his heart, until
he was prompted to leave for the world this message—*“T am
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alone, awfully alone in this world. I must pass out. God
knows me and he will forgive. Sorry to leave so many old
friends in Maine. Remember the marks on my grave stone”’—
and then take his own life. v

I found him a man who was charitable, kind in heart, a
true friend, never speaking a word of harm of his greatest
enemy, truthful and honest in his dealings with others and
expressing an unusual fondness for children and pets.

Frequently he was happy and cheerful-——again he brooded
over his infirmities and longed for the love and devotion of
near relatives often saying, “I am a poor old cripple, I have
nothing to live for, and if it were the right way to die, I
would end my life.”

He often made the remark that he thought he would have
been happier if he had established a religious home during
his younger days.

The life of John Francis Sprague has passed into history—
that which he most loved on earth. Much credit and honor
are due this man who has labored under the difficulties of
poverty and-infirmities, for.his untiring efforts to produce
a publication which is of so great a service to our schools
and to all readers interested in the history of various points
of our beloved State of Maine. In this, he has left a monu-
ment to his memory which will remain a book of reference
for years to come, affirming his motto, “History is the truth,
ever impartial, never prejudiced.”

He has given the accumulations of his life’s work for a
worthy cause—the ideal rearing and education of poor boys
and girls—a blessing which was never bestowed upon him.

May God consider the life he had laid out for this man,
and grant his final request—“Forgiveness.”

LETTER FROM HON. AUGUSTUS F. MOULTON

Bertram E. Packard,
Dept. of Education,
Augusta, Me.

Dear Mr. Packard:

I had the good fortune fo be acquainted with John Francis
Sprague for a good many years. He was a steadfast, reliable
friend as well as a loyal, public spirited citizen. He was a
man whom it was a pleasure to know. His interest in his-
torical matters was great and long continued. After the
Maine Historical Society ceased its publications, he established
his Sprague’s Journal of Maine History to which he gave
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practically all of his time and attention. This he did mainly
from a sense of public duty without expectation of personal
profit or reward. The labor and expense of this undertaking
were very great and finally became more than he was able to
carry on. The value of his work, much as it was and is
appreciated, will be held in increasing esteem as the years go
by. He saved from oblivion much of value that would other-
wise have been forgotten. His departure was a great public
loss. It can be truly said of him that he was esteemed most
highly by those who knew him best.
Truly yours,
A. F. MOULTON.

John Francis Sprague—Lawyer, Legislator, Student,
Historian, who gave unstintingly of himself that youth might
be taught to reverence, cherish, and love the dear State of
Maine, and their elders learn the story of the great and good
men and women who here played their parts in the great
drama called Life. Realizing the need of preservation of
historical material in easily accessible form, and appreciating
keenly the permanence of the printed page, he, without hope
of pecuniary reward, dared to venture. His Journal of Maine
History will ever remain a monument to his memory.

WiLLiaM O. SAWTELLE.

“FLY ROD’S” TRIBUTE TO JOHN FRANCIS SPRAGUE

Miss Cornelia T. Crosby of Phillips Writes Appreciation of
. Noted Maine Historian

That remarkable Maine woman, “Fly Rod,” Cornelia T.
Crosby, is at St. Mary’s hospital in Lewiston, slowly recover-
ing from a nervous break-down.

Of all Maine women, few have a wider acquaintance among
newspaper people, none a wider acquaintance among those
who love the lakes and brooks of Maine.

Miss Crosby got her acquaintance and her fame from her
service as a writer of matters relative to the Rangeley region,
and her study of the finer elements of the sport of fishing.
Her understanding of its ethics and its poetry made her
unique. For years she worked for the “Maine Woods” pub-
lished at Rangeley and as correspondent for many publica-
tions devoted to recreation as well as correspondent for many
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metropolitan newspapers. She had personal friends among
every class and type of true fighermen., Her pen-name “Fly
Rod” became so familiar that she was known rarely by her
OWH name,

Miss Crosby was a friend of all who founded or carly
associated with the Fish and Game Association. The death
of John F. Sprague has evidently touched her deeply. The
Lewiston Evening Journal editor received the following per-
sonal letter from “Fly Rod,” which he ventures to print
because he knows that hundreds and thousands of her friends
will be glad to hear from her. .

Deayr My, :

This morning a {riend left last night’s Journal as he passed
my door. :

The shock of “Uncle John’s” death casts a gloom on me
here in the hospital where I have been for weeks trying to
regain from a nervous breakdown and heart trouble. As an
old friend I want to personally thank vou for the kind words
you said of him.

“Unele John” was an inspiration and a help to me to keep
up the fight and “keep smiling” when I had to give up casting
the fly, and later when on the account of the loss of the sight
of one eye but keep my pencil sharpencd.

We who have suffered and known the meaning of the word
‘g l.o-n-e,”" understand too well what he so bravely endured
and was so cheerful and helpful when with friends.

Maine has lost a noble man, always on the right side, one
of the first memhers of our F. & G. Asso. and his words and
work will not soon be forgotten.

I was one of the first, and may have been the first in Maine
to become a member of the New Fingland Women’s Associa-
tion (some 40 or 50 years ago, don’t tell). The last time I
attended their annual in Boston I went to lunch with Mr.
Nixon Waterman and I have with me the verse he wrote
and autographed:

“rpse Tor the living is more
Than & sumptuous wreath
to the dead
In filling love's requisite store,
A rose to the living is more
if graciously given before
The hungering spirit is fled—
A rose to the living is more
Than sumptuous wreaths to the dead.”

But if we can no longer give flowers and kind words too,
we can say kind words for gentle, kind, “Uncle John” who
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will be so much missed, and you old friend, keep on writing
and saying good things for the best people and the best place
on which our flag is flying—Maine!
Yours sincerely,
FLY Rop.
As you once said “sometimes known as Cornelia T. Crosby.”

JOHN FRANCIS SPRAGUE

(From “Good Will Record” issue of June, 1926)

The leading Maine dailies, of May 8, 1926, carried thig
announcement:

“Dover-Foxecroft, May 7.—The body of John Francis
Sprague, who for many years has been prominent in the
affairs of Piscataquis County, was found sitting in a chair of
the back room of his law office at 1.30 P. M. today. A bullet
hole through the temple, and a discharged revolver on the
floor at his feet told of suicide to escape the helplessness of
infirmities, confirmed by these words written on the back of
an envelope found in his coat pocket: ‘I am all alone, all
alone. God knows and will forgive. I must go out. Sorry
to leave so many old friends in Maine.’

The deceased was born in Brockway’s Mills, Sangerville,
July, 1848, son of Elbridge Gerrish Sprague and Sarah Par-
sons Sprague. The only surviving relative is a cousin, Hon,
Willis E. Parsons, of Dover-Foxcroft.

Mr. Sprague was largely self-educated, the little red school-
house being the only school he ever attended. He was ad-
mitted to the Piscataquis County Bar in 1874, practising his
profession first at Abbot Village, later at Monson, and in
1970 moving to Dover where he has since had his law office.
He was deeply interested in educational matters and was a
member of the Board of Trusteces of Monson Academy and
one of the staunchest friends of Maine’s academies.. He
possessed unusual interest not only in present day activities
but in historical matters, was the founder and alone respon-
sible for the successful publication of Syrague’s Journal of
Maine History, a publication that has contributed greatly to
information and interest respecting the history of this State.

For years he was actively interested in the political affairs
of his community and State, in politics Republican-Progres-
sive 1912-1924. He served in the Maine House in 1885 and
1893. In the latter term he with Llewellyn Powers and Han-
nibal E. Hamlin, members of the Judiciary Committee, made
a minority report favoring equal suffrage for women. He
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was in the Senate in 1921. He was referee in bankruptcy
1898-1920. He became a prolific writer on historical subjects
and was the author of ‘Sebastian Rasle,” ‘A Maine Tragedy of
the Eighteenth Century’ and other works. He ably edited
his Journal from its inception.

His acquaintance with the public men of this State was
wide, over a period of nearly half a century. He was social
in his interests and made many friends. He was a member
of the I. O. 0. F., past noble grand of Kineo Lodge and a
member of Mosaic Lodge, F. and A. M. He was affiliated
with the Unitarian Church.

Compelled by circumstances to depend on his own efforts .
from boyhood, he possessed a spirit of self-reliance, which
later in life, intimate friends say, appeared to color his views
of death. Several years ago he frankly told an acquaintance
that he was resolved never to become a helpless burden on
others. All his life he had, by reason of deformed feet, been
a cripple. It seems to be the general opinion among his
friends that he deliberately decided that he was becoming
infirm and resolved to end his life. It does not appear, how-
ever, that his acquaintances observed any marked change in
his health and within a few days of his death he was planning
to get the next issue of the Journal off his hands early in
the quarter and so secure a longer vacation than usual this
summer and he spoke optimistically of the success of his
publication, the last issue of which came out a few days ago.”

* * *

There is a depth of pathos in this announcement. There
will be other and better tributes than I can offer; but I must
bear personal testimony to the man’s character and career,
and there were elements in both that challenged my admira-
tion. I admire courage; I uncover my head in honor of men
who quietly and deliberately face great handicaps in life, and
plod along through their years, overcoming obstacles and
winning out in the long run. John Francis Sprague was
such a man. ‘

I first saw Myr. Sprague in a congregation which I was
addressing in Monson, Maine. He moved to Dover-Foxcroft,
and I next saw him in congregations in the churches there
when 1 was speaking of Good Will. He began to send small
contributions toward the project—five or ten dollars at a
time. In the last year of his life he sent three checks—not
large, but each showing the heart of the man. One day, I
dropped into his office for a call of appreciation-—half afraid
of him as I often am when calling on a stranger. I was
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surprised at his cordiality, and soon learned that we had . -
interests in common.

He was a Nature lover; he had written of the woods and
streams, and a little volume he had published was called
“Back Log Studies”—a title suggestive of the open fire, the
blazing birch and friendly talks; for where else will men talk
as they do in presence of purring flames, and jetting smoke,
and dying embers.

He was a lover of the choicest things in literature, and
would often quote some stirring bit from the best authors; his
quotations ranged from the sacred book to the latest authors;
he would go to his library—moving with difficulty—to find
some expression that had struck his fancy, and would want
me to share his pleasure over it.

He was interested in the education of the young, ‘and, de-
prived of early educational advantages himself, his sympathies
went out especially to boys who unless special efforts were
made in their behalf, would not be equipped for life as they
should be. The scheme for a helping hand, as embodied in
the “Good Will Idea” met his unqualified approval. His
checks, though counted among the smaller contributions, were
highly prized; they appeared to come from a man of slender
means, and a man’s gifts to humanity must be reckoned “ac-
cording to what he hath and not according to what he hath .
not.” With these interests shared in common—Nature, litera-
ture and education of the underprivileged—it was inevitable
that a chance acquaintance should ripen into a friendship.
It did my heart good, when, sometimes he would introduce me
to a caller as “my friend.”

When the founding of Good Will began, I used to think
that such a broad, strong institution as I believed it would
become, should have a distinctive literature dealing with
practical religion, with Nature topics—the great out doors,—
and with education; and I essayed to make my own contribu-
tions to it as a foundation. The Good Will Publishing Com-
pany was organized; the “Story of Good Will Farm,” “Good
'Will Short Talks,” “Something Happened,” “Some Boys I
Know,” and “Some Good Will Boys,” were published; but the
small editions—a thousand copies in each—were sold out;
they were hastily prepared at best, for they were only a
side issue, and I was close to abandoning the plan. Mr.
Sprague knew it; he urged me on, he asked me to give more
attention to my pen and wrote me often of the “Letters from
Applehurst” and repeatedly urged me to put them in perma-
nent form; but for his attitude and repeated references to
them it would not have been done. When I dared to print
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a poem on “Marten Stream in October” which I would never
have offered to an editor, he reprinted it in full in his “Journal
of History.” It seemed to me strangely out of place in that
publication, but I was as pleased as I would have been if in
my boyhood I had won a twenty-five dollar prize in a literary
contest. Under the inspiration of his kindly advice I resumed
the use of the pen.

When I wanted to erect the Tenterden Tablets on the
Bowdoin Trail at Good Will, I first consulted Mr. Sprague;
with his approval, I did the work, and then he made a laborious
journey to the place on the day the tablets were unveiled and
gave the address, because I had chosen him for the task.
Mrs. Sarah Brown Fowler, the good woman to whom I recited
my first lesson in common fractions and in English grammar
more than forty years before, was the other invited guest;
she made the journey from Guilford, Conn., for the occasion.

In his “Back Log Studies” Mr. Sprague pays a tribute to
‘the memory of the “apostles of outdoor life—Frank Forrester
and “Adirondack” Murray—and when I conceived the idea
of erecting tablets in honor of Murray’s contributions to
America’s health and happiness, as “Father of the modern
out door movement,” 1 first consulted Mr. Sprague. Mr.
Sprague told me that, in his judgment, Mr. Murray’s influence
on the movement was far greater than Frank Forrester’s and
gave my project his enthusiastic approval. From Mr.
Sprague’s office I went to Murray’s home town to consult with
his fellow-townsmen about the project. The men I saw sup-
ported Mr. Sprague’s decision. The tablets were put in posi-
tion, and by a curious coincidence, at about the same time,
though I did not know it until afterwards, admirers of Frank
Forrester were erecting a tablet to his memory in New York
State. If in any of the annual pilgrimages at Good Will to
the Murray Tablets at the end of the Bowdoin Trail when
we sing “America” and the “Trail Song” and repeat together
the prayer which the Master taught his disciples at the end
of a trail on a mountain in Gallilee—if, as we kindle the
symbolic camp-fire, any soul is inspired with a new love of
Nature, the woods, the trails, the lakes and streams, it can
be traced back to Mr. Sprague’s hearty approval of the proj-
ect, for had he disapproved the matter would have been
dropped. I knew that he was, by nature a historian, and that
he had trained himself to accuracy of judgment, while I was
prompted by philanthropy and sentiment. The motto of his
“Journal” was “History is truth; ever impartial, never preju-
diced.” If he approved I could afford to go forward; if he
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condemned I would have assumed that I was letting sentiment
run away with reason.

To the casual reader these incidents may seem trifling at
best, but they served to bring us in a closer sympathy; and
there were other circumstances. Poverty had deprived us of
the liberal education which I had coveted and no doubt Mr.
Sprague had craved, but cach was frying to do his share of
the world’s work; each was publishing a periodical and he
appeared to be as interested and as solicitous for my Good
Wil Record as I was for his Journal of Maine History. Colby
College had conferred an honorary degree upon each of us but
when I saw him invested with the regalia 1 felt quite as happy

as I did on the June morning when the same honor had been:

bestowed on me for I knew that his struggle had been far
the greater. Our early life had been in sharp contrast. In
my youth I had again and again traced the wonder-working
career in Gallilee from the manger in Bethlehem to the empty
tomb and the resurrection morning; I had deliberately chogen

such religious experiences as can comce to a man only under -
the banner of Christ, but which a man can never discount.

after they have come to him 'These had not heen a part of
Mr. Sprague’s life, whether from choice or through misfor-
tune I do not know. That he had respect for my religious
convictions and practices T have abundant evidence.

The years were passing. He had just issued Sprague’s
“Jouwrnal of Maine History” for the current quarter, and it is
conceded to be the best he had ever published; he had talked
with interest of the number which would follow it; he had
planned for a longer vacation the coming summer than usual;
he had asked the treasurer of the Congregational Church to
gend him a supply of collection envelopes for he would worship
by giving as well as by bowing the head; he had collected
enough historical material for two vears, at least, of the
oJ 0urnol.

And then there came a sudden failure; and it came all at
once—in a day, or an hour. Memory failed hinmt. He forgot
all the difficulties he had met and conquered,—the great
handicaps that he had reduced to 3 minimum; the victories,
that, in spite of everything, he had won; and strangely and
unfortunately he could and did remember the defeats, and
the adverse circumstances; it was a trick of a memory that
should have served to the end, and the failure came in a day—
an houyr.

His courage failed him. The things which he had done and
was still expected to do, and which he was qualified by long
experience to do more efficiently than any other man in the

P
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state, seemed not worth doing. What did it matter whether
they were done or not? He had won the commendation of
his fellowmen, but was it worth counting, and could he con-
tinue to do it? He had founded the Journal and at last got it
on a paying financial basis; but what next?

His mental vision failed him. In a day or an hour his out-
look was darkened. He could not see as he had always seen;
the bright spots of somewhat restricted enjoyment were sud-
denly obscured. He could not see anything worth while, or
effort; his crippled body was full of years and weary; his
mind might lose its grasp.

Everything failed him at once and just for the time being—
memory, courage, mental vision, logic, hope; the only thing
left him in that hour was a glimmer of faith in the living
and true God whom he believed would be merciful in judg-
ments, because He knew everything; He knew all the handi-
caps, and the lapses, and the crippled feet, and indescribable
loneliness, and the yearning for human sympathy that was
often withheld because people did not understand, when they
thought they did. It was pitiful; it was the depth of pathos
as he hastily wrote “I am all alone—all alone” and then went
away leaving more friends in Maine than he had dreamed of
because there were so many who did not dare show the
friendship which was in their hearts; his nature was more
like their own than they had guessed.

* & *

A very fine editorial in the Portland, Maine, Evening
FEzpress, May 10, closes thus:

“In writing this brief and inadequate appreciation of John
Sprague, the thought has come to us several times—what is
the use? No words of appreciation, of admiration or love
can reach his ears or the ears of a family circle, for he had
none. The only satisfaction that ecan come from any such
tribute as this is the knowledge that we are echoing what
thousands of Maine people are thinking today, even though
such echoes are faint and inadequate.”

But with me it is different. Readers of the Record know
that from time to time I have paid tribute, as best I could, to
one after another, of those who have had an influence in the
first fifty years of Good Will’s history; some of these men
and women made contributions of buildings, or land, or money
in large amounts; some influenced the life of the institution
in its religious spirit; some have had much to do with the
educational activities. But Mr. Sprague had a hand in an-
other department as I have already indicated, and it is not
for his relatives, of which he had very few, but for future
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generations that may be interested in the founding of Good
Will that the detail in this article is furnighed. With articles
about other men whe have made themselves felt at Good Will
this attempt at a tribute will be found in the future by those
who may search the files of the Good Will Record to find
its history.

EDITORIAL

. The day that it was anncunced in the press that Hon. John
Francis Sprague, of Dover-Foxeroft, Maine, had bequeathed
his estate, with the exception of fifteen hundred dollars, to
the Good Will Home Assoclation, at Hinckley, Maine, a visitor
in the Good Will office, said to me;

“How came he to do it,”

The question is easily answered. Mr. Sprague had never
mentioned his business affairs to me and I had never men-
tioned them to him; he had never intimated to me that he had
done or that he intended to do, anything more for Good Will
than he was doing from time to time, and my attempt at a
tribute to him was prepared the day that his death was an-
nounced in the daily press, and when I was on my way to
Dover-Foxcroft to attend his funeral, before anyone had sur-
mised that he had remembered Good Will in a generous way.
But Mr. Sprague had been familiar with Good Will from the
heginning ; he had watched its developments with interest and
pleasure; the “Good Will Idea,” as symbolized on the covers
of the Record, appealed to him; he had visited Good Will; he
had seen the young people assembled and also about their
individua! duties.

These facts are the answer, in part, at least, to the question.

His will, drawn up April 26, 1917, reads as follows: After
payment of my just debts, funeral charges, and expense of
administration, I dispose of my estate ag follows:

lst——1 direct my executor to expend the sum of $500 in

erecting a suitable mohument over my grave. 2nd—I give
the sum of 5200 forever in trusi, the income of which is to
be used in caring for the lot where I shall be buried. 3rd—1
give and bequeath to the Piscataquis Historical Society all
of my papers, manuscripts, scrap books and documents, that
which its standing committees may desire, to be held for the
use of the said society as long as it may exist, but no longer.
4th—1 give to the Good Wili Home Association at Fairfield,
Maine, the rest and residue of my estate, real, personal or
mixed wherever found, at the time of my decease. 6th—1I
appoint Willis E. Parscns of Foxeroft sole executor. Tth-—I
revoke all former wills.

AR
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To the above will is attached a codicil dated October 21,
1924, which leaves the sum of $1500 to the trustees of Colby
College scholarship funds for a John Francis Sprague fund,
the interest of which is to be used annually.

JOHN F. SPRAGUE

(By Arthur G. Staples)

It was not John F. Sprague himself that chose to solve
the mystery of death, Friday at his home in Dover-Foxcroft,
but his poor, crippled, pain-wracked body, driving him to
find the only relief that seemed to be at hand.

We are indeed three in one—body, mind, spirit. The body
failed; always had failed in his case. A crippled child; a
helpless pair of legs and feet; tied at last almost to his chair;
but a mind as free as the air; and a spirit like the flight of
the eagle.

The shock of John F. Sprague’s death to the writer is
inexpressible. What shall we do without the occasional visit;
the frequent long chats in the Augusta House; the long and
semi-humorous and always inspiring chats on various topics—
our favorite being the Patriarchs and Prophets of Mr.
Sprague’s favorite book the Old Bible.

We are not surprised at his ending. He has discussed this
way out, many a time. He has asked if it were wrong when
the body was a clog, the mind eager; the gpirit aspiring, to
part their company and set the imprisoned free; for he had
a Great Faith. “Tied like Prometheus to the rock am 1,”
said he. “The very vultures are gnawing at me.” Aged,
alone, weary, ever in pain, looking forward only to the help-
less end; vet we shall miss him,

What a brave life! A poverty-stricken youth; crippled;
uneducated. Parents, Millerites; he himself born in that
period when the Millerites were waiting Gabriel’s trumpet;
. parents careless both of world’s goods or of education of
children, because “what’s the use,” they were to be snatched
to Heaven on a cloud!

When Millerism busted, as a Faith, and the dupes of this
creed, returned to their rocky acres, the lad set his face
determinedly against all creed and looked only to God, eternal,
and to John F. Sprague. He studied books on a peddle cart
and became a lawyer by the grace of hard work.

His career was distinguished. He attained high honors.
He made himself a State-wide figure. He became a cultured,
learned man; an authority on Maine History; attained a
comfortable competency; was called “Uncle John.”
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This name “Uncle John” came from the Lewiston Journal
and a “Just Talk” written in this paper and published in
the “Inner Man,” a book of sketches of eminent Maine char-
acters. He said it elected him to his last term in the Maine
Senate. .

His “Sprague’s Journal of Maine History” is an institution.
He, himself, made it; no one can ever give it the same touch;
the same loving care and the same exquisite personality. He
was gentle; sweet; thoughtful; childlike; tender. He was
honest as the day. He had a noble head—wiry, white hair,
fine features; winsome smile. His eyes twinkled with fun.

" He hunted books as a hound hunts the fox. His habitat was
a library nook.

We wish—how we wish—that Uncle John had stuck it out.
But pain made him often almost demented. His inferiority-
complex, induced by his crippled condition made him oft-
despondent. He has hurried along.

The good God that made him awry, that left him with the
mind and spirit of an adventurer and yet tied him to the
Rock, will surely recompense Uncle John, for a life of ex-
quisite suffering beyond that which mortal man should under-
go and will reward him also for a life of high endeavor;
brave success; accomplishment under difficulties that would
have kept many a smaller man in some country alms house
instead of in the councils of the State, in the Law Courts as
a practicing attorney; in the bibliography of Maine, as author,
creator and preserver of the History of Maine.

I am standing tonight on the silvery beach
By the side of the restless sea,

And looking afar o’er the water’s reach
For the ship that is coming for me.

Lonely and long have I waited here
For glimpse of the coming sail—
Patiently longing with joy to hear,
The sound of a welcome hail.

Some-where I know, on the ocean’s breast,
My ship is heading this way;

Some day from out the dark’ning west,
She’ll anchor here in the bay.

I shall catch the gleam of her shining mast,
As she comes o’er the tossing foam

To drop her sail and anchor fast,

E’er turning again for home.
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Then my pilot will beckon me over the tide
To my ship in the outer bay,—

For a long farcwell to my friends “this side,”
When my ship goes drifting away,

I shall hear the sweet songs of the sailors in plee,
As we drift o’er the restless foam,
And long for thi loved ones now waiting for me,
In ihat land of "delight, my home.

MARTIN L. DURGIN,

HON. JOHN FRANCIS SPRAGUE TOOK HIS LIFE ON
MAY 7 BY SHOOTING

His Career was One of Prominence and Accomplishment
Despite Serious Physical Hondicaps

(From "Piscaiaquis Observer” issue of May 13, 1926)

The people in Union Square, Dover-Foxcroft, and very
soon those of the village were shocked, Friday afternoon,
May 7, when it was known that Hon. John Francis Sprague
had committed suicide in his office. He had been seen in
his front office as late as 12:00 A, M., but as he did not go
to his dinner in the apartment over his office, occupied by
Reuben Devereux and family with whom he boarded, Miss
Marguerite Devereux being his stenographér, Mr. Devereux
went into the office to look for him. He was not in the front
office and the door to the back office was wide open, on going
in he found Mr. Sprague sitting in a chair, dead. A bullet
hole through the temple and a discharged revolver clenched
in hig right hand, which was laying on his lap, showed how
death had occurred. Dr. R. . Marsh, of Guilford, a county
medical examiner, was called and pronounced it a case of
suicide. :

At least two persons have gaid that Mr. Sprague had spoken
of suicide as a relief from his physical infirmities and increas-
ing helplesaness, but it would seem that the act was a sudden
decision for he had ordered printing for his “Journal of
Maine History” but a few days before, and was preparing
copy for the next issue.

The following note found on his person sheds some light
upon his act: “I am tired of life, T am alone, awfully alone,.
God knows, he will forgive me, Sorry io leave so many old
friends in Maine. T must pass out. Remember the marks on
my grave stone.”



138 SPRAGUE’S JOURNAL OF MAINE HISTORY

His deformed feet made it increasingly difficult for him
to get about and he realized that the time was not far distant
when he would be helpless. The deaths in recent months of
several old friends, the last being William Smith Knowlton,
also had a depressing effect on him. He was indeed veryl
nearly alone as far as relatives went, his nearest being two
cousing, Hon. Willis K. Parsons and Mrs., Margaret Adams
who lives on Lincoln street, Dover-Foxcroft.

Mr. Sprague was born in Brockway’s Mills, Sangerville,
July 16, 1848, the son of Elbridge Gerrish and Sarah (Par-
sons) Sprague. He had little schooling but with a natural
inclination to become well educated he became so by his own
unaided efforts. Early in life he took up peddling as a busi-
ness, driving a cart throughout the county. His ambition
went beyond that business, however, and he studied law and
was admitted to the Piscataquis bar in 1874, practicing his
profession first in Abbot, then in Monson, coming to Dover
in 1910. He had the office of Referee in Bankruptey since
the passage of the law in 1898. ‘

Mr. Sprague was a Republican and took an active interest
in politics. He served in the House of Representatives in
1885 and 1893 and in the Senate in 1921. It had been his
custom for several years during the session of the Legislature
to pass the winter at the Augusta House which gave him a
wide acquaintance in the state.

He was a trustee of Monson Academy and attended the -
meeting held in Waterville last month in opposition to the
Maher amendment. He was a member of the Maine Historical
Society, president of the Piscataquis Historical Society,” a
charter member and past president of the Piscataquis His-
torical Society, a charter member and past president of the
Maine Sportsmen’s Association, a member and past president
of the Maine Society of the Sons of the American Revolutlon
He was also an Odd Fellow and a Mason.

His religious preferences were Unitarian. He attended the
Congregational Church in this town frequently, more fre-
quently than most people would with his difficulty in walking
or even getting into an automobile or sleigh.

Mr. Sprague was greatly interested in literature, having
a large library and reading the best books and magazines.
He was particularly interested in history and through his
work along that line gained comnsiderable prominence as a
writer. Among his published books are “Sebastian Rasle,”
a Maine tragedy of the 18th century, “Piscataquis Biography
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and Fragments,” “The Northeastern Boundary Controversy
and the Aroostook War,” and “Backwoods Sketches.” He
had done much in Maine historical research work and many
of his articles were published in the Maine Historical Society
Journal of American History and in the Lewiston Journal
Magazine.

But the work that had given him the greatest prominence
throughout the country was his “Journal of Maine History”
which he began to publish in 1913 and which had become a
standard authority on Maine history. It was increasing in
value and the last two issues have been pronounced the
best of all.

Mr. Sprague was subject to moods, resulting from condi-
tions that caused him great physical and mental suffering,
but during his life in this town the writer always found him
a congenial friend, as a great many throughout the state
had found him to be. When the handicaps under which he
ran the race of life are considered we must marvel that he
got so near the front.

The funeral service was held in the Congregational Church,
Sunday afternoon, May 9th, conducted by Rev. C. E. Clark,
who had become very friendly with Mr. Sprague and who
spoke with much feeling of the good qualities he had seen in
him. A large delegation of Odd IFellows was present and the
funeral service of the order was conducted by Kineo Lodge.
Many beautiful floral pieces had been sent for the occasion.
The burial was in the Gray cemetery on the Guilford road,
the bearers being David Price, Edward Johnson, Eugene H.
Flint and Frank Libby, all of Monson.

Others present from out of town were Rev. G. W. Hinckley,
of Hinckley; John R. Flint and William R. Hughes, of Mon-
son; Judge James H. Hudson, John Houston, Harry A. Davis
and John S. Williams, of Guilford; Stacy C. Lanpher and
Charles J. Chase of Sebec. Had the roads been suitable many
more friends from away would have come.
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ALL ALONE

All alone when the twilight falls,

No one to listen, and watch, and wait;
No one to greet me at the door,

Or wonder and care if T am late.

All alone by my fireside
Just across from an empty chair,
No one to say “I'm glad you're here”
No one to smile or smooth my hair,

Life has its roses and singing birds,
Beautiful things when the seasons start,

But I cannot love them all alone—
I—with an empty heart.

How can I stay with no one here,

When just beyond there are loving hands
Waiting to greet me and draw me in,

To their circle in other lands.

When I have gone just over the line
From this lonely desert of sifting sand,

I believe that God, who sees all hearts,
Will know, and will understand.

) Francis WRIGHT TURNER.
Ellsworth, Maine.
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The remuoining portion of the mogazine is just as Mr.
Sprogue had arronged i at the time of his death.

MARCH IN A MAINE PASTURE

Across a pasture, wide and steep,

I go in memory’s way, and live again
That walk I took so long ago.

I start, as then, to climb the hill
Aslant to meet the road above

And save a bit of corner-square.

I cross on crust, deep, hubbly, firm,
And then descend a gully in the hill
To clear ice over rushing water,—
Water going down to meet the brook
Whose bridge I stood upon to rest.

I stand and watch the water bubble,
Drop,—foam over rock—and down again
To lower rock, and so :
I cross, climb up the slippery bank,—
On again, up to a

Granite island, gray, proud,

Defiant of the water moat about its base.

I linger at the wriggling rivulets
That channe! out a snake-like path
Through melting snow.

I gaze upon the dams of ice
Night made to stop the pace

Of Sun and Spring.

I marvel at the caves of deeper gullies
Worn under by waters now away—-
In Tormer days before I came

Fo cross the hillside pasture,

Down in Maine.

And nesr the hill-top, and the wall,

Under their ice-bound coverlets,

I see again the red-green-brown

Of checkerberry leaves entomhed.

The mystery of melting snow

Is made a living picture

And will never go.

It meant so much—

That walk across the pasture hill

In Maine—in March—so long ago!
ELizaBeTH K. FoLgsoM,
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REGARDING THE JONATHAN EDWARDS FAMILY

Our readers are aware of the fact that the rather won-
derful history of the descendants of Jonathan Edwards, some .
of whom branch into-prominent Maine families, is often re-
ferred to by writers of New England history. E. N. Jenckes,
Jr., of Springfield, Mass., in the Boston Herald of April 11,
1926, has the following to say about this subject:

One of your correspondents lately cited the familiar case of the
Jonathan Edwards progeny as an example of hereditary talent and
referred to Jonathan Edwards’s grandmother, Elizabeth Tuthill, Richard
Edwards’s first wife, as a woman of brilliant gifts. Comparing the
descendants of Richard Edwards’s first wife and his second wife, A. E.
Wiggam, a popular writer on biology, says: “Later in life Richard
Edwards married Mary Taleott, She was an ordinary, every-day,
common-place woman. She had ordinary, every-day, commonplace
children.” This comparison was quited by your correspondent.

What appears to be the truth about this remarkable genealogy will
be found in another popular book, “The New Age of Faith,” by John
Langdon Davies, who challenges Mr. Wiggam’s eugenic arguments. Mr.
Langdon Davies shows that Elizabeth Tuthill, among whose progeny
have been the “12 college presidents, 265 college graduates, 65 college
professors, 100 clergymen,” etc., was divorced by her husband “on the
grounds of adultery and other immoralities,” and that “one of her
sisters murdered her own son, and a brother murdered his own sister.”

This authentic record of hereditary talent, instead of being an
argument for practical eugenics, is a conclusive illustration of the
narrow limits within which eugenic restrictions could be safely applied.
For, as H. E. Walters says, in his book, “Genetics,” subsequent. events
show that it would have been a great eugenic mistake to prohibit
Elizabeth Tuthill from marrying, although it would have been easy to
and judges to condemn her.”

DO WE KNOW WHAT FORESTRY MEANS TO MAINE?

Many of the able editorial writers of the press of Maine,
have recently been devoting considerable time and space to
calling the attention of our own people to the immeasurable
importance of all of our citizens, exerting in every possible
way their energy and every ounce of influence that they can
command in behalf of the preservation of the vast stretches
of forestry, from the Canadian borders to the Atlantic coast,.
which are within Maine’s boundary line. That the future
industrial welfare of Maine depends largely upon the con-
servation of its forestry and wild life, is indisputable. Its
value cannot be estimated. It staggers the mind to contem-
plate for a moment, just what its destruction would really
mean to our state. Every person in Maine having any
breadth or depth to his thinking power, understands how de-
pendent this state is, upon its forests for its prosperity.
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Yet, “eternal vigilance is the price” of every good or
righteous cause which exists. :

“Fred S. Gilbert, second vice president of the Great Northern Paper
Company, one of Maine’s biggest industries and the owner of a large
amount of timber land, has presented some facts and figures which
should carry conviction to all the people of Maine as to the vital part
the forests play in the well being of this State.

“Mr. Gilbert further says:

“‘The wild or incorporated land of the State amounts to 9,435,173
acres. Its average assessed value in 1924 was $7.56 an acre. This
represents 70 per cent of its real value, making this land value to its
owners $10.80 per acre or a total value of $101,899,868. There are
more than 5,500,000 acres of timberland in the incorporated towns of
the State, in addition to the land in incorporated towns, making a total
of approximately 15,000,000 acres of land in Maine on which there is
growing timber. Applying the estimate made by Forrest H. Colby for
the entire 15,000,000 acres there is an average of 3.4 cords of pulp
wood per acre on this land, or a total of approximately 510,000,000 cords.

“‘The cost of stumpage, cutting, hauling, driving, conversion and
transportation of a cord of wood into paper is approximately $35. If
the average acre of timberland in the State contains 8.4 cords of pulp
wood, as Mr. Colby estimates, it would have a value to the owner of
$10.80 per acre and a value to the State of 3.4 multiplied by $35 or

. $119 per acre. Taking the total timberland area, 15,000,000 acres, and
multiplying it by $119 (less $10.80, the owner’s value) makes $1,623,000
which is the value of these lands to the citizens of the State when the
pulp wood is harvested, transported and manufactured.’

“What an enormous asset this is. It represents money which will
be distributed through the channels of trade in Maine. Every citizen
of this State will benefit from it, either directly or indirectly, no matter
what part of the State he or she lives in or what occupation he or she
may be engaged in.

“To preserve this forest land should be the desire of every citizen
of Maine. To help impress upon the people of this State the importance
of preserving our forests, the Great Northern Paper Company, co-
operating with the officials of the State, has embarked upon a campaign
of education. In addition to other things it is doing this company is
now ruuning a series of advertisements in the newspapers with a view
of educating the public against the careless building of fires in the woods.

“Our interest, thz}t of a large taxpayer as well as owner of timber-
linds, ari{d also our interest in the welfare of the State, has prompted
this work.

“The people of Maine, appreciating the importance of this work,
should enlist in this campaign of education. Serviee clubs, organiza-
tions of every kind, the public schools, the newspapers and every possible
agency that can be employed should help make all people of Maine
and all its visitors understand how vitally important it is to this State
to keep fires from being started in the woods.

“This is the time to begin such a campaign because, within a few
weeks the snow will be gone, the woods will become dry, the vegetation

will not have been started and conditions will be such that bad fires
may be started. :

“Maine can preserve all of its forests if its people will help along
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this campaign of education. We are of the opinion that they will want
to do it when they know about it.”

REPEATING MAINE HISTORY

Under the above heading the Waterville Sentinel of March
30, 1926, in a glimpse of what Maine people have just passed
through in 60 years of prohibition, as follows:

Conditions in congress now, so far as prohibition is concerned, are
almost exactly what they were in this state fifteen or twenty years
ago. At that time in Maine there was much dissatisfaction with en-
forcement and the entire official attitude and a strong desire for a
change. Drys were content to let things remain as they were, hoping
that eventually they would work out some improvement and arguing
that anvhow prohibition at its worst is far better than license at its best.

And isn’t that just 