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  Dedicated to the memory of
 the late Honorable Ezra James Briggs of Caribou,
 who first made the “North Country” real to me.
 Would that Jim were alive today
 so that we could all hear him thunder
 about the “foolishness” going on.
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INTRODUCTION The Personal Connection




  ON OCCASION, when bored or restless, I often like to peruse maps. Thus do I satisfy my wanderlust cartographically, browsing through atlases, dreaming of one day setting foot on the exotic, odd-sounding name places inked on each attractively colored page. Thanks to indulgent parents, their eventual bequest to me (an only child), a way of life not tied to regularity, and an equally travel-mad spouse, many of those impossible destinations have been reached—far-off real fantasy lands like Tajikistan or Slovenia or New Caledonia or Niue.




  But my clearest memory of sitting and poring over a section of the globe that brought me an unforgettable rush of excitement was one much closer to home. It happened almost fifty years ago and in New York City, downtown Manhattan, West 86th Street, where I shared a post-graduate-school bachelor apartment with two friends. Both of my roommates were at work and, temporarily tired of the writing I was doing, I picked up my trusty college atlas and opened it at random. Of all places, it fell open to Maine!




  What an anticlimax! Gosh, my father had been born in Bangor. We’d flown together to go fishing at Grand Lake Stream and on Sysladobsis Lake. I’d spent five camp summers in Casco. From home outside of Boston, my buddies and I would take summer day trips to Ogunquit.




  So I turned the page—right? No, wrong, because my eye was caught by a corner of the state’s configuration—the northwestern-most boundary, to be exact. A space of dramatic emptiness had arrested my attention. A river ran through it—at least one I noted immediately—the Allagash—then another, the upper St. John, and, hidden along another border, the St. Francis. There were lakes galore in the region, and no markers whatever to designate towns. Terra incognita. Smack in my own New England. Now that was exoticism in spades!




The awe with which I inspected that lost section of our country could not have been more genuine had it been the valley of the Amazon or the sands of the Gobi. What I didn’t know at the time was the true extent of Maine’s “wilderness” in the northern half of the state nor that, within a decade, it would be thrust more directly into my life. How could i possibly have guessed I would later sit as a member of the Maine legislature’s Special Select Committee on Public Lands? After all, when I laid my atlas down in Gotham and glanced out our windows, it was pure city, the Big Apple, ceaseless traffic, constant noise, and wall-to-wall buildings, a setting where I thought I would remain, making my fortune, forever.




This enduring flash of memory can be dated to around 1956. Ten years later, I was paying my first visit to Maine’s “North Woods” (not counting those fishing trips Down East) and becoming aware of its issues. Like Dickey-Lincoln. As a gubernatorial campaign staffer in late October 1966, I attended a luncheon meeting in Fort Kent with my boss Ken Curtis and U.S. Senator Edmund S. Muskie and listened to local business people chide these Democrat leaders because the dam project seemed to be stalled in D.C. Ed Muskie, in his magisterial manner, tried to articulate the realities of how things got done in Congress and only partially soothed them. As one of these locals commented, building a dam in Aroostook, bringing cheap power and manufacturing opportunities, was neither a political issue nor an economic issue in the County. “It’s a religious issue!” he bellowed.




And in that era, it seemed as if proponents of what Ken Curtis, when governor, called “non-trend development” —big industrial projects not in the Maine tradition to jump-start growth in the ultra-rural backlands—were in the ascendance. There was a hunger for quick, monumental action: Quoddy, the fabled tidal-harnessing effort linked to Dickey-Lincoln dam; oil refineries and docking facilities for supertankers at Eastport or Machiasport; an aluminum smelter at Trenton; and the upstart sugar beet factory at Easton, which required the polluting of the Prestile Stream. These ghosts of past bitter contentions still haunt the northern landscape—but none has ever seen the light of day. So much for moving in a non-trend direction.




  So what has been the trend? Fishing, farming, and, above all, forest product use, whether logging for lumber or cutting pulp to turn into paper or, since at least the end of the nineteenth century, felling trees for both.




  Within such a stasis of resource exploitation, there have been controversies enough. In my own first term in the Maine legislature, 1972–74, we had not only the “Public Lots” question to contend with, but in my own regular assignment, serving on the Natural Resources Committee, we struggled with forestry practices; spruce budworm spraying (basically who would pay for it); the Land Use Regulation Committee, which brought zoning to the Unorganized Territories; and what to do about saving unique natural areas. The history of Maine is replete with issues that have boiled up out of its woods, even long before the idea of conservation was in anybody’s mind.




  That the future of the millions of acres comprising this vast land mass seems to revolve about contending uses—a national park, tourist development, industrial forestry—is somewhat of a recent phenomenon.




  Nowadays, the headlines come thick and fast. Huge tracts change hands. Isolated Maine can no longer escape the global economy. A way of life, based on paper manufacturing, seems threatened. Will these vast private acres, which have been available as if they’ were public property, be closed off—sold to upscale buyers intent on their own privacy? This is non-trend development as scary as any oil refinery.




  Today’s clash over resource utilization may well be the central human drama of our time. Up to now Maine people have had a piquant shorthand for it— “payrolls or pickerel” —that no longer quite fits the bill. Global warming has entered the debate, and so has biodiversity. Ecology—a new word since the 1960s—is tossed around liltingly; hard-nosed, for-profit companies find themselves having to take such matters into account. The voters of Maine have thrice now gone to the polls to decide on an issue incomprehensible to the lumbermen of old: should the state government ban the clear-cutting of timber? The inconclusive results of those referenda indicate that the matter will be back before the electorate again and again.




  Likewise, each of us has perhaps a secret sense of loss of place, a well-traveled and well-loved spot now gone forever. My own were the woods in a suburb of Boston where I played as a boy—long since turned into garden apartments by an insurance company. It was ridiculously skimpy in the way of wilderness; in fact, it bordered a golf course, but there were boulders to climb, a pine-shrouded “cliff,” several swamps to mud around in, tadpoles to catch, skunk cabbage, uprooted trees after a hurricane, and a personal spatial geography still summonable after more than half a century. The Maine Woods can’t be personal on the same scale, but those marvelous expanses capture souls just as surely. Their future means a lot to a great many, both here and ’’away.” Besides, Maine people love a good story—all the better if it’s one they’ve pretty much forged themselves.
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  Maine Today
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  ONE




  Nowadays




  IT’S LIKE BEING I A WAR. That was my thought, although patently inappropriate to the spectacle before us. But I had somehow been reminded of the movie Battleground, where a newspaperman turned infantry grunt (played by John Hodiak) always complained he couldn’t tell how his squad fit into the overall strategy of the campaign. In other words, what we were seeing was a tiny corner of a far greater conflict. The machine noises could have been clanking armored vehicle treads in a tank attack. The cutover land was as desolate, if not as shell-pitted, as Verdun. And figures in ranks were toppling, in this case, tall trees—but not so much falling like grenadiers in marching order before a fusillade, as snipped off individually by a monstrous mobile instrument, which we had just learned was called a “feller-buncher.” We—a group of seventeen observers—were with the Champion paper company deep in the woods of Hancock County, Maine, watching a “clear-cut.”




  Deliberately and thoroughly, a patch of wooded Maine was being divested of its trees. None were spared. And a single man, half-hidden in his cab, was doing the work, replacing the platoon of chain-saw-wielders who formerly would have been needed to strip this lot.




  A century and a half ago, a veritable army was needed to accomplish the same job. The “choppers” were multitudes of axe-men, capable of downing the largest giant of the forest, white pines that might reach more than 200 feet in height. Later, the two-man saw proved its efficiency and the beloved (but dangerous) axe was laid aside. Once toppled, before they could become logs, these pines (or spruce or fir or hardwoods) were delimbed, another labor-intensive process. Then, all this dead weight was moved, primarily by ox teams. So there were “teamsters,” especially adept at managing to lug sledloads bearing tons of wood through the wilderness. Roads were required and “swampers” built them, crudely engineered thoroughfares generally passable only in winter when iced over and worn smooth. Their destinations: the banks of waterways from which “river drivers” in the spring would take the mass of logs and float them to sawmills. Completing the vast personnel were “mill workers” and “sailors” aboard vessels transporting Maine’s finished lumber and wood products to markets.




  Now, in September 1998, here was one employee (of the contractor hired by Champion) doing the bulk of the work, with but one other employee in sight, down the slope, manipulating another futuristic-looking massive gizmo on caterpillar treads that sliced away branches, then cut each denuded trunk into desired lengths and piled the results into neat bunches for trucks to pick up at the roadsides.




  No oxen or horses or farms to raise fodder for them, nor food for the huge number of “lumberjacks” crammed into “camps,” as they were during the heyday of Maine’s logging past. In terms of productivity, that magic bullet for capitalism of output per worker, nothing could have been finer than this Hancock County operation of the Champion International Corporation (the company’s exact legal title) at the very tail end of the twentieth century.




  The productivity concept had a less obvious side, as well. The grove being clear-cut was of one species—beech—and while its wood would be utilized, the space it occupied would soon be put to more profitable use. Replanted in place of these diseased beech trees (victims of a noxious but nonfatal organism called beech nectria) will be fast-growing black spruce, one of whose other qualities is that it is resistant to the most dreaded of silvicultural enemies in Maine—the spruce budworm.




  The plot of barren ground being created would not, as mostly happened in Maine from its inception in the early 1600s, become farmland, a clearing where a rugged, hand-hewn dwelling could be erected and crops planted. Indeed, 150 years ago Maine had less forest than it does today. Particularly in the more settled parts of the state, those in which the townships laid out by surveyors drew enough population to transform themselves into towns.




  Historic reasons underlie the fact that huge swaths of Maine, once surveyed and laid out in townships, never fulfilled their promise of turning into municipalities. There are still millions of acres of Maine included in a legal entity known as the Unorganized Territories. These are named and unnamed townships where no local government exists, the state of Maine controls all public functions, and the land, to an overwhelming extent, is privately owned.




  To observe the clear-cut, we had traveled by bus from Bangor via Aurora on a road universally referred to in Maine as the Airline (otherwise Route 9) and then had plunged into wilderness on a woods road out of a hamlet-sized incorporated town called Great Pond. If you locate Great Pond on a map, you’ll see unincorporated squares of land all around it with cryptic designations like T34 MD, T40 MD (a bit north), T3 ND (more northerly still and in Penobscot County, not Hancock), and T5 ND BPP (Washington County).




  Such mysterious codework translates as follows:




  T34 MD (Township 34 Middle Division)




  T40 MD (Township 40 Middle Division)




  T3 ND (Township 3 Northern Division)




  T5 ND BPP (Township 5, Northern Division, Bingham Penobscot Purchase)




  A common designation elsewhere in Maine might be T3 R9 (more famous as Katahdin Township), standing for Township 3, Range 9, with townships running horizontally, like latitude, and Ranges perpendicularly, like longitude.




  Also, there is a dizzying array of initials that might be attached, several relating to historic gigantic ownership patterns, like those of U.S. Senator William Bingham or General Samuel Waldo.




  It had been explained to us earlier in a preliminary briefing that we were in the Great Pond Diversity Unit. The foresters acting as our hosts took special pains to elucidate this concept, which was at the heart of their management plans for Champion’s 930,000 acres
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  The Unorganized Territories, 2001




  in Maine. A Diversity Unit is an area of 20,000–40,000 acres and every Diversity Unit is mapped for four different types of land use:




  Special Value areas




  General Management areas




  Protection areas




  High Yield areas




  The first two categories have excited little or no fuss. Both allow lumbering, with extra care taken where there are special values, e.g., wildlife habitats. Under general management, a variety of harvesting techniques are used in good timbering locations. No cutting is allowed in protection zones and here, the complaint is simply that there aren’t enough of them. It is high yield policy that causes the biggest public flaps.




  For high yield involves clear-cutting and spraying.




  The clear-cutting part was what we were observing that day on Champion land. The spraying would come later after the black spruce seedlings had been planted. Those herbicides—harmful only to plants, we were assured—would be dumped on competing growth to allow the desired species to spring up.




  The underlying feelings about this trend (combining clear-cutting and spraying), which took some time to imprint itself on Maine’s public consciousness, really boiled to the surface in 1995. That summer, a group of environmental activists hosted the Maine Green Party’s monthly meeting on Sears Island, where opponents of a proposed container port were waging an ultimately successful attempt to block the project. Jonathan Carter, a faculty member at the University of Maine, Farmington, the party’s candidate for governor in 1994, brought up the idea of a statewide referendum campaign to ban clear-cutting. After a certain amount of debate, the notion was accepted.




  For a fledgling political organization like the Greens, a formidable task lay ahead. Maine’s constitution allows citizens to initiate a referendum if they can gather enough signatures of registered voters to total 10 percent of the votes cast in the previous gubernatorial election. Carter and the Greens and their allies needed 52,000 bonafide signers.




  And they got them! What Mainers put their names to was a legislative document—entitled Initiated Bill to Promote Forest Rehabilitation and Eliminate Clear-cutting—to be entered in the legislative session starting January 1996. The Maine lawmakers had only two options vis-à-vis this measure. They could adopt it as law, or they could reject it; they couldn’t amend it; and killing it sent it out automatically to the electorate for a referendum vote.




  That vote was eventually scheduled for November 1996. Not enough support existed in the legislature to enact the Greens’ proposal. In fact, the opposition there and statewide was fierce. But polls also showed strong public feelings against clear-cutting. As a result of nervousness that the ban might go through, plus the fear of even some strong environmentalists that such action might be too extreme, a strange bedfellowship developed. Led by Governor Angus King, a pro-business Democrat turned Independent, the big paper companies, timberland owners, and other logging interests joined forces with their usual antagonists, the mainline environmental organizations such as the Maine Audubon Society and the Natural Resources Council. They named their bill the “Compact” and it was a grabbag of measures for reforming woods operations which, if adopted the Greens charged, would be worse than doing nothing, while a third player, a mostly rural coalition of property rights advocates, calling itself “Stop the Backroom Deal,” claimed it was simply Draconian governmental interference with free enterprise.




  The upshot was a trifurcated ballot, dictated in part by a ruling from the state supreme court. Since the initiated referendum was not passed, it had to go on the ballot, and the governor’s proposal could accompany it as a competing measure. Joining these two choices was a third that offered essentially none of the above.




  On the ballot, itself, Question 2 was divided exactly in such fashion: 2A, the Ban on Clear-cutting; 2B, the Compact; 2C, No Change in Forest Practices.




  Complicating matters was another ruling from the law court that a plurality would not be sufficient to declare a winner. If no measure achieved 50+ percent, the top vote-getter would have to go on the ballot again in a future election and be voted up or down.




  The campaign at first seemed to the political cognoscenti like it would be a one-sided romp for the Compact. Its chief spokesman was the very popular governor—a seasoned television commentator before being elected, Angus King was a highly articulate speaker. His 2B committee would also be the recipient of large infusions of cash from the paper companies (they were eventually to spend $5 million to their opponents’ $400,000). The major environmental organizations, although a bit uncomfortable, still exhorted their faithful to vote for the Compact. Albeit polls continued to show strong support for the 2A Ban, previous elections in Maine on populist matters had proved that repeated television and other advertising could turn them around. Mary Adams, the spokesperson for the 2C No forces was not exactly a slouch, herself, when it came to debating referenda questions. Billed as a “housewife” from the tiny town of Garland, she had once led, in the ’70s, a successful grass-roots effort to help remove a state property tax provision from a school funding law.




  This fiercely fought electoral battle ended inconclusively in November 1996. The totals gave 2A, the Ban, 29.3 percent of the vote (171,286); 2B, the Compact, 47.2 percent (276,261); and 2C, No, 23.5 percent (137,350). Since it was a presidential year, that was a big vote—almost 585,000—in an election where Maine had the largest percentage turnout in the nation, 65 percent. But it was obvious that Maine people couldn’t quite agree on giving the Compact a majority. The governor’s program would have to face the voters the following November.




  Because 1997 was an off year, the secretary of state predicted a fairly low turnout. He figured 25 percent or around 240,000; it turned out to be 37 percent, or more than 342,000, and the Compact once more did not inspire enough confidence. It lost 161,839 to 179,050.




  The same warring forces from the previous November traded blows, except that now Jonathan Carter and his Green allies did not have to tout the virtues of a ban on clear-cutting. All they essentially had to do was shout NO! At the last minute, they were also able to come up with enough money to run effective and frequent enough ads casting doubt on the Compact. Their primary angel was revealed to be Donald Sussman, a Connecticut investment banker with landholdings and a vacation home in northern Maine. They were on television and could buy newspaper space. For instance, in a full-page ad in the Portland Press Herald just prior to election day, “Citizens to Protect Maine’s Future” harped on the twin specters they saw haunting the Maine woods:






   Now the corporations who write the Compact are going ’all out to preserve their current forestry practices, including clear-cutting and aerial toxic spraying.







  It also featured a Portland homemaker, Susan Nixon, posed with her daughter, saying: “I realize it [the Compact] won’t reduce clear-cutting and it won’t reduce dangerous pesticide spraying.”




  And then an appeal to those who had backed the ban:




  “WE CAN DO BETTER.”




  Despite the fact the Carter-led forces raised $870,000 and Mary Adams and her property rightists a mere $85,000, some losing Compact backers thought her effort had won the day. Said Bill Vail of the Forest Products Council, “I don’t think Jonathan Carter had nearly the impact Mary Adams did.”




  A spokesman for Governor King thought Carter had brought out the No Vote among environmentalists in the bigger cities and suburbs and Adams had done it in the smaller towns. “She provided the margin,” said Dennis Bailey, the governor’s press secretary.




  The two No Vote leaders were hardly allies—even on election night Adams’s waspish comment that the Compact was defeated by “people who earn a living in the woods not those who dabble in the environment” was taken as a slap at Carter.




  Not quite as waspishly but rather plaintively, he offered an olive branch of sorts: “Rather than continue on the warpath, she should try to work with us in a cooperative way to address the concerns of the small woodlot owners.”




  There were still eleven bills before the legislature and Jonathan Carter’s basic argument had been: if the Compact were defeated, public pressure would force the lawmakers to enact a stronger bill.




  But the lesson in Augusta just as easily could have been that Maine people wanted little or nothing done. There were clear signs at the statehouse that the marriage of convenience between the paper companies and mainline environmentalists had come unraveled.




  In the end, in April 1998, a single bill was produced and the Portland Press Herald said it brought to a close the debate over clear-cutting—“at least temporarily.”




  All the legislators could agree upon was a requirement for minimum buffer zones around clear-cuts, requiring justifying plans for clear-cuts greater than 35 acres, for inventories to determine timber supplies, and for annual reports summarizing clear-cutting activities.




  Predictably, the ban clear-cutting forces declared these palliative measures hardly went far enough. Speaking for the Forestry Ecology Network, Patricia Lamarche, later the Green Party’s candidate for governor, called the bill that her future competitor, incumbent Angus King, had signed and praised, “deeply disappointing.”




  The issue was not going away.




  This capsulized historical review became a flashback in my mind while standing before that newly emerging field in the Hancock County woods. We were told by the Champion foresters it would not remain a field for long. Green growth would start almost immediately, natural replenishment by fast-rising species like quaking aspen (“popple” to Mainers), pin cherry, elderberry, and raspberry bushes. “Great for deer,” we were informed. Human planting would take place simultaneously. One-year-old black spruce, spaced seven to eight feet apart, 750–800 to an acre, were to fill the area. Quick-growing, maturing to harvest size in 25–30 years, they could not outrace, however, the popple and other non-desirables, at least not at the beginning.




  Thus, once the little black spruces had shut down their growth metabolisms for the year, the plot in question would be visited by a spray helicopter. The herbicide used was generically known as Round-up. The object was solely to “release” the black spruce, the foresters said, to let them have an exclusive on the territory until tall enough not to be blocked or dominated by the popple, etc. With such a “head start,” these black spruce can put on two to three feet a year and soon are of sufficient height to continue on their own, without further spraying.




  We were shown an example of what they meant. A particular cleared area, leveled ten months earlier, was now alive with sprouted plants. Traces of the trauma still were evident: stumps, brush piles, patches of scraped and bare earth. But the initial greenery of new growth was in full view, higher and greener than the black spruce seedlings previously hand-planted. These latter, looking like miniaturized Christmas trees, their evergreen needles a much darker verdant hue, had to be accompanied by small blue flags; otherwise, they would have been even harder to spot than they were. As our hosts explained it, the spraying they did was a reluctant duty on their part. They applied the glyphisate (to give Round-up its more chemical name) with every scruple possible. They continually studied its effects and, so far, had found it had none on non-target populations. Maine law required that they keep the spray a certain distance from waterways and they did that. Since Champion adhered to the Sustainable Forestry Initiative of the American Forest and Paper Association, SFI’s guidelines had to be followed on company lands and among them was “use forest chemicals prudently.”




  This SFI program, with its elaborate set of goals plus a scoring mechanism, had been entered into voluntarily by Champion. In this, it was joined by practically every other paper company and major landowner in Maine. Each year, a “Third Party Review” is conducted to see how well the participants do in attaining twelve distinct objectives and the companies are ranked. The highest mark is a 5 and the scorers are stingy and tough. In 1998 Champion had an overall rating of 4.07, up from 3.7 in the previous marking period. On “the prudent use of chemicals,” it registered 3.4, yet insisting it had instituted the strongest possible set of internal policies on safe use while continuing to look for alternatives to herbicides and fertilizers.




  By now, it must be apparent that what was going on here was a “selling job.” The seventeen of us had been invited by Champion to partake in one of their forestry tours, a two-day affair which would showcase, as they put it, “a visionary forest management plan that attempts to address and accommodate the various demands on our 900,000 acres of forest land in Maine.” The date was mid-September 1998, almost a year after the second referendum defeat for the Compact. Champion, admittedly among the more progressive of the Maine paper companies, was anxious to get its story out—how it was really trying to do right by the woods and still sustain itself as a business. The “concerned citizens” on these tours were hardly chosen at random. My own connection had come through Andrea Maker, director of public affairs for the company in Maine, an old friend, who had perked up when I mentioned the project of this book I was contemplating. Several journalists were with us, several state employees, several academics, and several legislators–or, to be more exact, legislators-to-be; both Republicans and Democrats, they had won their parties’ primaries in June and faced no opposition in the general election. It was, if not a wholly feisty group, at least a questioning bunch. We had been told:






   Come see for yourself our carefully developed, balanced, long-term approach to clear-cutting, herbicides, planting and re-growing, selective cuts, hardwood growth, protection areas, and special value areas, including wildlife corridors along waterways.







  Champion International Company was then no small operation. (The company has since been bought by International Paper.) Active in the United States, Canada, and Brazil, headquartered in Stamford, Connecticut, this multinational owned 11 million acres worldwide. Its seven paper mills in the U.S. manufactured more than 3.7 million tons of paper a year. They also produced half a million tons of marketable pulp.




  Material for construction was another Champion product: plywood, studs, and lumber—close to 1 billion feet a year. The operations in Maine started with a paper mill at Bucksport, where half a million tons of coated paper are made for magazines and catalogs. The employees liked to boast that their customers are such well-known entities as Time, Newsweek, Reader’s Digest, Sports Illustrated, and the L. L. Bean, J.C. Penney, and Land’s End catalogs. On the lumber side Down East were two Champion-owned stud mills, both near the Penobscot River, in Costigan and Passadumkeag (and since closed by IP).




  Historically, a merger of Champion, originally an Ohio concern, and the St. Regis Paper Company occasioned its entry into Maine. Company spokespersons liked to portray that event as the arrival of a “white knight” on the scene to rescue a corporation in trouble. That is to say, St. Regis was about to be hostilely gobbled up by an aggressive entrepreneur named Sir James Goldsmith, who already owned the Diamond International Company, a major landowner in Maine, and wanted to add St. Regis’s 750,000 acres to his empire. St. Regis, itself, had earlier displaced the Maine Seaboard Paper Company, builders of the Bucksport mill, in 1930.




  With the St. Regis tie-in, Champion doubled the amount of its timberland, making it one of the largest private landowners in the U.S. It proudly boasted that in a survey of more than 3,500 chief executive officers from around the world, conducted by Price Waterhouse Coopers for the Financial Times of London, it was chosen as “the world’s most respected paper and forest products company.” Or rather, it was tied for first with a European company.




  This global aspect of the pulp and paper and wood products industry can never be overlooked in any discussion of the future of the Maine Woods. Nor can the pressures of markets and stock exchanges—myriad actions far removed from our scene in the Maine wilderness.




  Thus, the pronouncements of Champion’s CEO Richard E. Olson, as broadcast on the Internet, focused in 1998 on “maximizing shareholder value.” Olson was happy to announce that Champion’s year 2000 goal of increasing its pre-tax profitability by $400 million would be reached a year ahead of schedule and that another profit-improvement program to boost pre-tax earnings by $285 million would be instituted, including a new gas-fired turbine generator for Bucksport.




  How remote these city-slicker concerns might seem from the vantage of the forest primeval in Maine. Yet those twin bugaboos of clear-cutting and spraying that have so agitated Maine public life are directly related to them.




  If anyone among our entourage most epitomized the skeptical if not hostile Maine people who had supported the Ban, it was Representative-elect Joanne Twomey of Biddeford. In that quintessential small industrial city in the very southern part of the state, she had carved out a political career as an outspoken environmentalist—no small feat in a community dominated by conservative, economy-minded Franco-Americans, many descended from immigrant Canadian factory workers. What had started Joanne off was the building of a waste-burning incinerator in the center of the city. She fought it at every step, achieving a name for herself, was elected to the city council, and ultimately, after several tries, won the Democratic nomination for state representative in her district, which assured election since Republicans scarcely ever run in Biddeford. For the Champion foresters with us, led by their chief Joel Swanton, Joanne Twomey was a constant and not-always-so-gentle foil. As we watched the clear-cut operation, saw the tractor-treaded feller-buncher snipping those ill but majestic beeches and lugging the bodies away, one could see this blonde housewife’s features tighten. She soon was asking why single-species, even-aged replacements (the black spruces) had been deemed necessary. She refused to believe that any spraying was benign, despite assurances about Round-up. She worried aloud about impacts on wildlife and did not seem mollified by listening to and being shown the extra effort Champion was making to reduce those impacts. When the wildlife specialist employed in this area by Champion, an ex-Maine Department of Inland Fish and Wildlife specialist, spoke of having to bait bears or else their populations could not be thinned enough by hunting, Joanne was outraged and said so. Through her, there was a clear sense of the average Mainer reacting emotionally and with a palpable sense of distrust toward official pronouncements, especially from self-interested corporations.




  One tended to feel a bit sorry for Joel Swanton and his crew. Implicit in their dismay was that they were facing an ignorance of the past; no benchmarks to measure progress; none to contrast their caring attitude toward the woods with the atrocities of yore. Not long ago, there was no forestry; trees were butchered, the great white pines brought crashing down until no vestiges of them were left except a few accidentally overlooked. Deeryards were blithely leveled in the good old days—who worried about wildlife when lumbering? Wonderful trout brooks silted up from the runoff caused by skidder ruts taller than a man. Spraying—why the whole forest was sprayed, right to the river’s edge, the poison drifting carelessly for miles. We won’t speak of men’s lives lost or carelessness with fire and whole townships burned flat. Compare today. Compare the planning that went into the Sustainable Forestry Initiative, compare the mapping of the Diversity Units, or that Protection Areas exist, so that every last bit of growing fiber isn’t axed or chain-sawed, as it was, and the barren ground left to regenerate itself haphazardly. Behold the poor wildlife expert, aghast that someone might react against bear-baiting, struggling to explain patiently the dogma of his trade—that if you had too many animals of a species in one habitat, all could die from overcrowding, that they had to be culled, and that the 21,000 black bears in the area were far beyond the carrying capacity. Or pity the foresters, some who had advanced degrees, wanting to instill confidence that they had the scientific knowledge to know what they were doing.




  How about a little appreciation, if nothing else, for the complexity of the problem, and the added cost, millions to Champion, of going these extra miles to meet public expectations and fears? Also, it should never be forgotten they were still running a business. Common sense, alone, informed the knowledge that mills, whether for paper or building supplies, had to be fed an endless parade of wood. A lot of Maine jobs depended on such continuity. Above all, the most unspoken message was the forester’s creed, their basic value judgment: that the highest and best use for a tree is use. To let one grow beyond maturity, reach old age, topple, and rot, never to be made into anything, is a sinful waste, maybe even a crime. The exceptions, of course, granted grudgingly over the years, are trees that grow in areas better protected for other values. Rational planning like the Diversity Units could allow these special places to be saved and offer a range of options for the rest of the forest to achieve maximum production with minimum impact.




  In addition to seeing clear-cuts, new and old, we were taken through selectively logged sections and to streamsides where shade was maintained over the water by strips left so that foliage could fall in and provide nutrients for aquatic life. Whoever heard of a logging outfit doing phytoplankton studies? But Champion was conducting them. Different standards of strip size for different waterways had been established, ranging from 100-foot setbacks to ones of 600 feet. We were introduced to the mysteries of basal areas, a way to measure how crowded the clusters of uncut trees should be. A concept referred to as TRIAD was explained; really, another means of saying that if you can intensively manage a portion of your land, you can less intensively manage the rest of it. However, this involves herbicides and other forest chemicals such as fertilizer. The company will continue to look for alternatives, we were told, but presently TRIAD can’t exist without their application. In the words of one company employee, “Banning them would flip all our management objectives on their ear.” An attention to visual aesthetics was pointed out: a clear-cut done in such a manner that it couldn’t be seen from the road. The skyline of silhouetted trees, at least to those at ground level, still denoted a distant wilderness scene.




  After a full day of viewing and listening, the tour continued with an overnight stay at Nicatous Lodge and Camps. We were now in Penobscot County, at the north end of Nicatous Lake, and the nearest town-was Burlington. We might have been in the middle of nowhere, except the next morning we were witness to a bridge rebuilding done with heavy equipment right next to this year-round, rustic resort. Something of the flavor of the old lumbering camps was presented here, certainly in the gargantuan supper and breakfast meals served to us, and we had that end of the lake to ourselves for the boat and canoe rides we took.




  Who doesn’t like to recreate in the Maine North Woods? There has always been a special magic to this comparatively comfortable mode of “roughing it.” Before heading back to civilization, a visit to one of Champion’s own recreational spots brought in another dimension of a great Maine landowner’s concern: what to do about people who abuse the privilege of being allowed to use private land. We traveled to deserted Mopang Lake, where a private sporting camp adjoining a magnificent beach had been inherited by Champion from St. Regis. No longer used by Champion for its own employees, it had been closed and gated following a trashing of the beach by interlopers in a four-wheel drive. But as if to bring the problem of trespassing into clear focus, we arrived to find that the lock on the fence had been clipped. Remnants of fires littered the sand. The discovery set the stage for a litany of complaints from our hosts, who were the custodians of this and many other recreational sites. In Maine, alone, Champion has 2,000 miles of road to maintain, roads that provide access for hunters, fishermen, and others using their land. There are 1,200 existing recreational leases. At one time, people were allowed to camp anywhere; now there are six formal camping areas, which temporarily have been leased to the Maine Forest Service. All-terrain vehicles (ATVs) and snowmobiles are allowed and present safety problems. Locals are let in to “tip,” i.e., to collect boughs for making wreaths. And all of this permissive good neighborliness by the company helps contribute to a sense many full-time residents of these northern climes have—to wit, that the land is really theirs.




  Plus, to quote Chief Forester Swanton: “Public interest in private lands is light-years from twenty-three years ago.”




  Then, in 1975, the spruce budworm was ravaging the Maine Woods. The paper companies, carrying on pretty much as they had since the turn of the century, still had the state picking up most of the cost of spraying their lands. The public showed little interest in what was happening, except when spray was dropped carelessly and blown onto people’s homes in Washington County. Incidentally, Champion was nine years away from buying St. Regis.




  Think now of the concerns of this or any multinational corporation. A company statement addressed global climate change. The Kyoto Protocol worried them deeply. That draft document would require developed countries like the United States to reduce total emissions of greenhouse gases to an average of 5.2 percent below their 1990 figures. Developing nations would not have to reduce at all. “Some of these countries also represent the strongest competitors to the U.S. forest products industry because of their low labor and forestry costs combined with new world-class equipment,” the Champion document complained. Their cost of complying with already existing environmental regulations, $6 billion to $10 billion, was cited. Then, stating that the Kyoto pact “recognizes the high value of our forests as “sinks’” or places where carbon is stored, and that their “forests and wood products could partially offset our manufacturing emissions,” it pointed out that credit would only be given for forests planted after 1990.




  Coming full circle was the question of planting forests which, in Champion’s scheme of things, comes under high-intensity forestry, the touchiest part of their whole operation since it involves clear-cutting and spraying. The company—presumably also with other pulp and paper corporations and major landowners—therefore supported the Reforestation Tax Act of 1999 in Congress, designed to “encourage both individuals and companies to plant and grow trees, as well as to reforest their land after harvest.”




  So much for these global players. Champion may not be totally representative of all the big-time owners and users of the Maine North Woods in that its reputation was of a company perhaps more scrupulous than the others. With great pride, Champion released the news that its Northeast Region wildlife biologist, Gary Donovan of Bucksport, was a recipient of a 1999 National Wetlands Award for his work in Project SHARE (Salmon Habitat and River Enhancement), an effort to conserve Atlantic salmon in Down East rivers.




  In the same year, MEBSR (Maine Businesses for Social Responsibility) gave Champion its Eagle Feather Award in the category of businesses of over fifty employees. MEBSR is well regarded as a membership of businesses run on policies of a “reform capitalist” type, treating their employees and the environment well.




  But for a segment of the Maine population, these good practices do not seem good enough to deal with the new problems in the Maine North Woods, or, for that matter, the world at large. Our tour, in their eyes, would have been to a set of “Potemkin villages,” mere facades arranged to dazzle and impress, with nothing solid behind them. Project SHARE would have to give way, in their view, to listing the Atlantic salmon in Maine as an endangered species. Clear-cutting and spraying must cease. In other words, coming next is the view from the other side—from those pejoratively labeled “tree-huggers.”
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  TWO




  The Tree-Huggers




  A CAMPAIGN FOR THE FOREST is the title of a thin book written by Greg Gerritt, described on the back flap as “a longtime Green activist.” The work was published in 1997 by Leopold Press, Inc., Raymond, Maine, and Gerritt, it said, lived “until recently” in the rural Franklin County community of Industry, Maine. The campaign in question was the 1996 effort to ban clear-cutting in Maine, in which Gerritt played a prominent proponent’s role.




  His writing, while polemical, is often candid about the weaknesses of his own side, at least as political neophytes going into battle against some of the strongest forces in the Pine Tree State. Their passion is perhaps best expressed by the harsh language used by Gerritt to characterize their major enemy. There are no shadings here vis-à-vis the paper companies and large landholders. Those Champion foresters who seemed like decent individuals trying to do a difficult balancing act are lumped by Gerritt into a single amorphous mass he calls the FPI (the Forest Products Industry). Nor is this faceless, undifferentiated force indigenous to Maine or to our day and age. After touching briefly on the early history of lumbering in Maine, Gerritt states that the “FPI shifted its investment to the exploitation of forests in the Southeast, the Upper Midwest, and the Pacific Northwest between the end of the Civil War and the early part of the twentieth century.”




  Now actually globalized, the FPI as such has continued its sprawl across the length and breadth of the planet. Gerritt writes: “Deforestation is now a worldwide problem, with the loss of at least 25 percent of the world’s forests having taken place since 1970,” a figure he attributes to the World Watch Institute’s “State of the World, 1995.”




  Worries about a too rapidly disappearing forest cover throughout the earth may account, in part, for the adherence of so many voters in conservative Maine to the rather radical positions of the clear-cut Ban promoters. The statistics pouring into public discourse are often even more alarming than those presented by Gerritt. The prestigious National Academy of Sciences printed an article in its Winter 1997–98 Issues in Science and Technology magazine that states baldly: “We have lost almost half—3 billion hectares—of the forests that once blanketed Earth.”




  The authors maintain: “Just 22 percent of Earth’s original forest remains in large, relatively natural ecosystems.” What they call frontier forests in temperate zones (like the U.S.) are the most endangered. Almost 85 percent of the threat in North America is from logging, and the use of paper products worldwide has risen from 50 metric tons per 1,000 people in 1961 to 170 metric tons in 1994, while global wood consumption in almost the same period went from 100 million cubic meters to nearly 150 million cubic meters. The chilling conclusion that the world will one day relatively soon be without trees if nothing is done gains added poignancy from the debate about global warming. With forests viewed as “carbon sinks,” it is possible to wince inwardly at the thought of even a single living tree being slain, never mind millions upon millions.




  Thus, the utilitarian view—that a tree is primarily a means to a commercial end: lumber, paper, fuel, jobs—is tilting against a new ethic, or rather an old one that is suddenly finding fresh strength. Trees kept alive have other uses—higher priorities for humankind, as Henry David Thoreau intuited a century and a half ago, suggesting it was no more a tree’s highest destiny to be turned into lumber than a man’s to end up as manure. Nowadays, when ecology has become a household word, supra-utilitarian benefits of the forest are easily delineated with the help of science: not only helping to ward off the heating of the planet but also saving God’s creatures from extinction. The idea of wildlife corridors is but a practical underpinning for the more mystical notion of “wilderness” as a good unto itself. We are in the realm of religion here, sometimes unabashedly so. Herman Daly, for example, in his book Beyond Growth, waxes absolutely theological when he writes:






   To hand back to God the gift of Creation in a degraded state, capable of supporting less life, less abundantly, and for a shorter future, is surely a sin. If it is a sin to kill and to steal, then surely it is a sin to destroy carrying capacity—the capacity of the earth to support life now and in the future.







  Daly, however, is not an ordained churchman but a University of Maryland academic, described as “the dean of ecological economics.” He, himself, says he is a Christian and wonders if the churches today, because of their slowness to speak out on issues of environmental protection, are in the grip of some world-hating heresy, like Manichaeism and Gnosticism in the Christian past. For God created the world, Daly says, and the Creation was declared good by God and “if we love God we will love God’s world,” and not ignorantly harm it, “like a curious child playing with a grasshopper.”




  There are powerfully motivating thoughts in such a line of reasoning. No doubt it has led believers to climb atop great trees and live there until the loggers get tired and go away or to climb into small boats and buzz like mosquitoes at whaling ships and help their quarry to escape. Harmful extremes are always possible, too, like driving spikes into trees and causing injuries, but the case can certainly be made that protection of the planet in its natural form is doing God’s work.




  It is in this sense of degree that a “new wave,” so to speak, of defending the earth has seemingly set itself apart from the conservationists of the old school. Their split in Maine in the battle over clear-cutting is not surprising, perhaps inevitable and, in some respects, a modern play-out of an earlier division. Muir versus Pinchat was a former way of putting it: John Muir, the pioneer of preservation versus Gifford Pinchot, the apostle of careful resource use.




  The Champion International Company foresters, with their plot plans and intricate zoning, can be deemed the heirs of Pinchot who was, himself, a forester—indeed, often called “the Father of U.S. Forestry,” and founder of its first school, using his family’s money, at Yale. Muir, the Scottish immigrant to the Wisconsin woods, the inspirer of Yosemite and Alaska’s Glacier National Park, would have felt right at home in the ban clear-cutting effort.




  Another dimension to add to the religious strain is the political. After something went wrong with Marx and Lenin’s prediction that capitalism would disappear, the most virulent form of the socialist solution, its Soviet phase, collapsed. One of the major impulses for communism’s demise was its atrocities against the environment. Its emphasis on production at any cost led to crimes against the earth on a scale unthinkable in the latter-day capitalist world. So, since capitalism has been left in the saddle, the only show in town, it is the corporation that is now the target.




  A Sierra Club book, The Corporate Planet, by Joshua Karliner, executive director of the Transnational Resource and Action Center in San Francisco, spells out a rationale for the current intensified activism in the environmental movement. He does so through reference to a campaign in the early 1990s by Greenpeace to produce and promote “Greenfreeze” refrigerators that would not use ozone-depleting chemicals. Karliner states as his thesis:






   ... these campaigns hold a great potential to serve as building blocks toward a more fundamental change—the transformation of political power to an order that will make corporations truly accountable to the public good.







  A suspicion the goal may be more ambitious—to get rid of corporations altogether—is, not surprisingly, an assumption of some of those on the receiving end. During the clear-cutting ban debate, a friend of mine, a quintessential establishment environ-mentalist whose family’ had a corporate landholding heritage, exclaimed in exasperation after an encounter with opponents of the Compact: “Those people are communists I They don’t believe in private property!”




  Be that as it may, echoes of the old Cold War dichotomy have entered this discussion. Norman Mailer, in the blurb he wrote for The Corporate Planet, is his usual choleric and somewhat leftist but perceptive self, arguing:






   The corporation, by its nature, is as blind as it is powerful. Spiritually blind, morally blind. As a collective entity, it is worse than any of the individuals who make it up....







  And he finishes his mini-jeremiad by praising the author for opening “a vision of how dangerous to the future of our globe is global capitalism, itself.”




  As we have seen in Seattle, the cry of global capitalism usually phrased as the unfettered rule of corporations, was powerful enough to draw 50,000 demonstrators to disrupt the World Trade Organization’s meeting. Among the top burning issues, possibly the most attractive to the younger element in the crowds of demonstrators, was the environment.




  The attitude toward the WTO’s apparent blind eye to habitat degradation in its promotion of world trade has been aptly expressed by a Sierra Club spokesman, Carl Pope, who says: “It turns out that the WTO’s rules are made of, by, and for the transnational corporations and adjudicated by anonymous judges meeting in secret with confidential legal briefs.” Then, Pope follows with an even stronger message: “In the end, the WTO is about coercion, about making the world safe for companies that don’t want to make decent products in a decent way.”




  The mainstream environmental organizations engender equally jaundiced views, and especially taint themselves by taking corporate contributions. The National Audubon Society gathers about 2 percent of its income from giants like Chevron, Dow, Dupont, Motorola, Scott Paper, etc. Worse, individuals with connections to polluting businesses have sat on National Audubon’s board. The National Wildlife Federation, the World Wildlife Fund, and the Nature Conservancy are likewise impure. Proof, in the eyes of the greener groups, was evidenced in the clash over NAFTA (the North American Free Trade Agreement). By “forsaking confrontational tactics in favor of a false harmony approach,” as Joshua Karliner put it, the mainstreamers gained a “toothless environmental commission” and shattered a solid environmental front against free trade. A similar sort of ill feeling, accompanied by attacks on people’s integrity, was engendered among Maine environmentalists during the clear-cutting referendum. The depth of the antagonism to corporations has led a state of Washington branch of Earth First! to issue a mock certificate dissolving the corporate charter of the Weyerhaeuser organization. A Maine activist, both as a labor union leader and Green Party member, Peter Kellman of North Berwick, espouses the same tactic. His as yet unpublished manuscript, “The People’s Republic of Jay,” the story of the 1987 strike in Maine against the International Paper Company, advocates that:






   When we are in fights with corporations that are responsible for the deaths of our people or are trying to destroy our unions, we should organize to get the corporate charter revoked and have the assets of the corporation divided among the workers and communities affected.







  So anticorporationism will remain a strong tone as Maine debates the future of its forests. The phenomenon is not exactly new Down East. Governor Percival Baxter, in the 1920s, had his public brawls with the Great Northern Paper Company and the Central Maine Power Company over matters related to the environment. Yet, in the most heated of these contentions, his goal was not to stop the state’s largest power company from damming the Kennebec nor, heaven forbid (Percy was a Republican), put it out of business, but simply to get CMP to pay a fair price for the state land it was using on which to build its dam. Jerome Daviau, a muckraker of the 1950s, addressed his concerns to the waterways the corporations had degraded. Especially galling to Daviau, a lawyer from Waterville, was the effect of their operations on the fisheries in the state’s rivers. Lack of effective fishways was his number-one bête noire, closely followed by the pollution they were dumping. But Daviau was not anticorporation. Just as fervently, he declaimed: “We should not abandon our efforts to obtain new industries.”




  Then came The Paper Plantation in 1974, a report of a Ralph Nader Study Group. Viking Press of New York City published it, obviously with an eye on the burgeoning U.S. interest in the environment. Nader’s introduction sets the direction of the discussion:






   Maine is poor. Maine is corporate country—a land of seven giant pulp and paper companies, imposing a one crop economy with a one crop politics, which exploits the water, air, soil, and people of a beautiful state.







  There were then sixteen pulp and paper mills in Maine. They were the state’s largest landowners. In 1971 they owned outright 7.5 million acres, or 37 percent of all Maine land, up from 27 percent since 1959. They employed one-quarter of the manufacturing work force of Maine and produced $714 million worth of products.




  Each of the seven biggest companies had gross revenues greater than those of the state of Maine, itself. The four largest at the time—International Paper, Great Northern Paper, St. Regis, and Scott—had two to six times Maine’s revenues. The report’s preface thus extrapolates that:






   The political and economic control of Maine by a handful of absentee corporations has turned the state into a paper plantation....







  Yet, by the standards of our present-day polemics, The Paper Plantation seems rather tame in hindsight. Many of its concerns no longer resonate today, like the ending of log-driving in the rivers or the lack of waste treatment for paper company discharges into those same waters. Any mention of clear-cutting is rather skimpy, too, limited by the fact that only one of the companies was doing it—the Scott Paper Company. Or Scott, as it turned out, was the only one admitting the truth. The others would try to cover themselves by leaving a few sticks standing!




  In the mid-1970s, the spruce budworm spraying began. It lit a spark that has belatedly left a deep imprint on our current controversies in the Maine North Woods. Beyond the Beauty Strip by Mitch Lansky did not appear in print until 1992, but its genesis was an incident of carelessness occurring in June 1976.




  Mitch Lansky had moved in 1973 to one of the remotest corners of Maine on the Aroostook County side of its border with Washington County. The official community was the quasi-municipality of Reed Plantation, but where he lived is better known as Wytopitlock, a name symbolic in Maine for the most boondockish settlement we have. When the spray planes flew over that particular stretch of dense forestland in June 1976, they let fly their loads on the farm Mitch Lansky had carved out of the wilderness. He sued, won an out-of-court settlement, and used the money to found a group called PEST—Protect Our Environment from Sprayed Toxins.




  More than 3.5 million acres were sprayed in Maine that year. It was a huge operation. Eventually, though, the companies lost their federal and state subsidies, were required to use more and more Bt (a nonchemical biological spray), suffered the pesky attacks of Mitch Lansky’s PEST group, and found this mode of budworm control increasingly expensive. So the spray program ended. Opponents all along had claimed that the budworm were cyclical creatures who would eat themselves out of house and home if left alone and that spraying merely prolonged the plague. Once the woods were left unsprayed, this prediction seemed to be borne out—at least there have been no budworm outbreaks since.




  However, spraying remained an issue. Another bit of aerial sloppiness in 1979 in connection with a St. Regis (Champion’s predecessor) clear-cut in Washington County drew unwanted publicity and a lasting bad image. This occurred when a large number of gardens near Dennysville were contaminated by herbicide drift. Public awareness was further roused when Maine people learned in 1989 that herbicide spraying not only hadn’t ceased but had reached a total of 80,000 acres. The next year, the figure had increased to 90,000 acres.




  Two years later, Mitch Lansky’s book burst upon the scene. He is a tough writer and a meticulous researcher. From the very start, like the talented polemicist he is, he employs the sardonic import of his title to drive home a hard-hitting anticorporate message. An example:






   The beauty strip works somewhat like Lewis Carroll’s looking glass. To step beyond the beauty strip is to step into a world of distorted priorities, distorted metaphors, and distorted logic. If what you see looks degraded and ugly, the fault (according to corporate spokespeople) lies with your vision rather than industry’s management. Once you learn the proper attitude, it should all look acceptable, if not admirable.




  Beyond the beauty strip, the priorities for the forest are industrial priorities. From the industrial perspective, the forest is not a biological community to which we belong and which we must maintain. It is a resource to exploit.




  Beyond the beauty strip, forest and society are described with industrial metaphors that help to justify industrial actions. The forest becomes a pulpwood factory, a fiber farm, or just biomass. It is a commodity to be bought or sold. Rivers become an energy source or (along with air) a pollution sink. Human beings are labor (to avoid), consumers (to entice), or stockholders (to please).







  Suddenly, Nature was being looked at in a different way. It had value in and of itself, without reference to what its resources might become. The “industrial forest” was a brilliant pejorative term, a great rallying cry for those who were asking Maine people to ban clear-cutting. Even “biomass,” which during the OPEC oil crisis had taken on a green tinge as wood—a renewable resource—was burned instead of petroleum, was now condemned since it stripped the forest of vegetation that would rot and engender new growth. Plus, whole areas were being ravaged bare in its name. In a sense, it was a conservative creed Mitch Lansky had promulgated. Leave Nature alone. Stop doing things to her.




  If their antagonists disagreed, labeling Jonathan Carter and his forces radicals, another force—super-radical in the industrialists’ eyes—also entered the picture. These people not only wanted cutting to be dramatically curtailed, or ended altogether, they wanted to turn the woods back to the way they once had been!




  RESTORE, they called themselves, making the point right away, before adding The North Woods in upper- and lower-case letters. But their enemies know them by that single stark resonating verb in capitals, as in the bumper stickers seen that proclaim: NO RESTORE FOR ME (using the age-old Down East pun to play on the word forming both the first-person objective pronoun and the abbreviation for Maine).




  RESTORE The North Woods has shaken the region as much as the clear-cutting ban by proposing a 3.2 million-acre Maine Woods National Park and Preserve. It is a project that has the full support of Jonathan Carter and his supporters, now banded in a nonprofit organization called the Forest Ecology Network (FEN). Another ally is the Northern Appalachian Restoration Project, whose publication the Northern Forest Forum has Mitch Lansky as its assistant editor and features contributions from Jym St. Pierre, RESTORE’s Maine director.




  The proposed national park would include Baxter State Park. RESTORE’s effort would stretch its forever-wild protection in all directions, encompassing all of Moosehead Lake to the southwest, then north to the Allagash River, and as far west as the Quebec border above Jackman. Some other outstanding physical features of the state that would fall within its borders are: Gulf Hagas, Maine’s version of the Grand Canyon; Ripogenus Gorge, with its precipitous 80-feet-in-a-mile-and-a-half drop; Big Reed Pond, site of 5,000 acres of the last remaining old-growth forest in New England; as well as locally famous water bodies such as the Debsconeag Lakes, Lobster Lake, and Umbazooksus Stream and Lake.




  While the scope of the project has taken breaths away and brought forth cries of outrage, the notion of a national park here is not new.




  As far back as 1913, a Republican congressman from nearby Dover-Foxcroft, Frank Guernsey, tried to interest his D.C. colleagues in approving a Katahdin-area national park, but bills he put in that year and in 1916 died in committee. Around the same period, an effort was underway to create the one national park Maine now does have—Acadia National Park—with the full support of Maine’s then-dominant GOP political leadership. While governor Percival Baxter actually lent his name to support a national park on Mount Desert Island, despite his dislike of federal activity in Maine. Then, in 1937, there was an attempt to form a national park Down East that would have subsumed his own Baxter Park. A leader of the move was another Republican congressman, Ralph Owen Brewster, once Baxter’s ally, later a bitter enemy. With every ounce of wit and energy, Baxter fought Brewster and his cohort, Myron Avery, chairman of the Appalachian Trail Conference. And he won. Congress lost interest. Talk of a 1 million-acre national park and national for-
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  RESTORE’s Plans for a National Park




  est, also spurred by Democratic Governor Louis Brann, faded away completely. Many landowners, even the most conservative, hurt by the Great Depression, had been willing, if not eager, to sell out to the federal government. Eventually, the field was left to Percy Baxter, who spent the next thirty years adding parcels to his state park.




  Knowledge of Baxter’s hostility to the national park idea led in 1999 to an informal meeting between the promoters of the Maine North Woods Park and members of the Baxter family. As a Baxter biographer, I was invited to be present. Some of the attendees came from as far away as Colorado and California. It was explained there would be no change in Baxter Park’s status if incorporated into the new national park entity. Governor Baxter’s deeds of trust, enshrined in state laws, would still govern, and administration would remain with the Baxter Park Authority. The results of the conclave were somewhat inconclusive: some Baxters for, some against, others undecided.




  RESTORE has been touching bases wherever possible to explain its concept. Since one of the arguments is the national park’s economic benefit, it sponsored a trip for four residents of the Greenville-Moosehead Lake region to Ely, Minnesota, a one-time iron-mining and logging center that now earns the bulk of its living as a “gateway” into an area of vast parks, including the Boundary Waters Canoe Area, a 1 million-acre federally designated wilderness.




  The Ely trip was a follow-up to a well-attended meeting at Greenville High School, organized by the Greenville Economic Development Committee, to discuss a report from RESTORE entitled: “Gateway to a Healthy Economy. The Proposed Maine Woods National Park and Preserve and the Future of the Moosehead Region of Maine.” Other groups, including the Sportsman Alliance of Maine (SAM) and representatives of the paper companies, were also invited to present their views.




  RESTORE based its arguments on economic factors, beginning with the proposition that “over-reliance on the forest products industry for jobs has weakened the Moosehead Region.” The percentage of people thus employed in and around Moosehead was stated as 13.4 percent of all jobs and 19.6 percent in the entire area of the proposed Maine Woods National Park and Preserve, using figures derived from the Maine Department of Labor. A drop in these jobs from 1984 to 1994 was then cited—a loss of 450 for Moosehead and 3,500 in the MWNP region. Predictions of further such job losses in the future were added to the mix.




  Emphasizing the need to diversify, RESTORE made the statement that to do so “requires the protection of the special wildland values that distinguish the region.” Therefore, “a Maine Woods National Park could protect the special values of the Moosehead Region and sustain a healthy economy.”




  Another enticement was that if the entire MWNP were acquired, the local governments and the state of Maine would receive a multimillion-dollar payment-in-lieu-of-taxes greater than the property taxes those bodies were already receiving. Still another lure was that in the Preserve part of the Park, hunting, fishing, and snowmobiling would be allowed. Tourist revenue, “at even modest levels of visitation,” was estimated to be more than $100 million in annual expenditures for goods and services and the provider of more than 5,000 jobs.




  That meeting at Greenville High School was in April. In August the flight to Minnesota took place. Two small planes, one piloted by Rudy Engholm, RESTORE’s board chair at the time, transported the “three businessmen and one teacher” who went along, plus Jym St. Pierre. Once in Ely, they spent two days meeting with community and business leaders. To quote Jym St. Pierre: “One thing Ely people said: ‘Capitalize on the concept of wilderness.’” By doing so, apparently, Ely attracts some 200,000 visitors a year and houses twenty-two professional outfitting and guiding services. The former iron-mining town whose ore played out also boasts a three-year-old International Wolf Center, bringing $3 million a year and 66 new jobs into the local economy, with plans for a $750,000 addition and a North American Bear Center. Jym added that many visitors to Ely do not go into the wilderness Boundary Waters Canoe Area, but its mere presence attracts them.




  All of this activity took place in 1996 and, in the ensuing years, it is hard to tell that the Maine Woods National Park idea has made substantial progress. The current push is to convince Congress to fund a feasibility study, but the level of hostility to RESTORE remains so high that this seems a real uphill fight.




  Adding to the difficulties are several ancillary issues, vigorously supported by RESTORE, that cause even harder feelings. The top two are the reintroduction of wolves and the listing of Atlantic salmon as an endangered species.




  In a region where many people would like to bring back the bounties Maine once paid on large predators, the thought of reintroducing a beast it took years to exterminate strikes some of our citizens as perfectly loopy. They see the deer herd disappearing as a result, the moose population devastated, and their pets and children at peril. They find it bad enough that coyotes have filled in the niche once occupied by Canis lupus and now no one can see to get rid of them. This wolf business, on the other hand, is a problem that may solve itself. Several gray wolves, straying from Canada, have infiltrated and been shot in Maine in recent years.




  As for salmon, the uproar has been deafening, led by Governor Angus King, who sees a federal listing as a dire threat to Maine industries in the northeast, particularly the thriving aquaculture operations in Washington County. The attacks on the federal bureaucrats involved, who are seen as engaged in massive overkill, does not make the job easier for those who wish to see a huge federal park in the state.




  Still, the leaders soldier on. A flight with Jonathan Carter and Rudy Engholm over the territory scheduled to be in the park showed that neither of them had lost their enthusiasm for the project nor seemed disheartened by the odds they faced. I had been invited to tour with them, along with Rob Gardiner, best known as head of Maine Public Broadcasting but whose interest stemmed from his stint in state government, running the Bureau of Public Lands.




  Rudy Engholm, whose plane we were in, has been ferrying people up over the proposed MWNP area on a regular basis. The previous summer, he took Governor King, an open opponent of the park, to see it. Our own trip began in Portland on a very cold January morning, with a stop in Augusta to pick up Jonathan and Rob. The temperature outside the cockpit, according to Rudy, was something like 50 below zero, but it was an extraordinarily clear day. We had no problem seeing Mount Washington in the far-off White Mountains of New Hampshire, a “record distance” for him, Rudy said.




  On our way toward the north country, Jonathan couldn’t help but remark how good the relatively uncut forests in the “organized territories” looked from the air.




  When did we cross into the “unorganized,” or what could be considered the North Woods? That is always a subjective question, but when you’re at Greenville, flying over Moosehead Lake, you can say for certain you’re there. Mount Kineo loomed below, dramatic dark rock jutting above blue water as the tip of an almost unreachable peninsula. Some call it Maine’s secondmost dramatic (and famous) mountain, next to Katahdin. Then, we were over another dramatic Maine mountain, Bigelow, and down below, cheek-by-jowl with that rocky upthrust, was Flagstaff Lake, man-made, a village drowned, its houses invisible beneath the icy, dammed-up waters. “Start watching for clear-cuts,” Jonathan alerted us as we passed above—and not too high above—Bigelow’s ridgeline.




  With snow on the ground, they were like big patches of white, studding a brownish ground space. Green wasn’t a prevalent color here, although perhaps this might have been due in part to the prevalence of leafless hardwood trees in the area. This westerly section of Maine does tend to grow more deciduous trees than evergreens.




  We were to fly all the way up to the Allagash and over such fabled lakes as Chesuncook and Chamberlain and Churchill, the great water system that would anchor the Maine Woods National Park—a feature as telling as the cutover lots was the ubiquity of the roads. Strings of tannish-colored dirt seemed woven through every terrain we traversed.




  A paradox, then. Rob and I were told the land we were viewing—and, for that matter, all of Maine’s North Woods, was the least inhabited region in the lower forty-eight states. Yet it sure couldn’t be called wilderness, with all those roads and signs of logging.




  One might well facetiously wonder if Donn Fendler, lost in Baxter Park for twelve days in 1939 and whose book about the ordeal still sells well to Maine youngsters, would be so far immersed in impenetrable woods today. With a cell phone, you might be able to direct a vehicle to you in short order. But, then again, young Fendler was lost in the wilds of Baxter and when, on our flight, we reached the famed state park’s borders, we could see the difference. Those 200,000 or so acres have been called “a tiny postage stamp of green stuck on a much larger, much less healthy background.” That was the verdict of Charles Fitzgerald, an environmental activist and supporter of more public park land in Maine. But before Percy Baxter’s death in 1969, he, himself, voiced aloud the concern that his generous gift might someday be the only patch of green left in Maine.




  A good deal of the land he bought had been logged over and in one section of his park, he established a “Scientific Forest Management Area” where the latest in forestry techniques could be practiced. As we flew toward Katahdin’s summit over a landscape of dense green, Jonathan was eagerly pointing out we were passing the SFMA, extolling the fact that great forestry was on display there. A high point of the flight occurred shortly afterward. We flew past the peak of Katahdin. Rudy had warned we would experience a bump. The wind-draft (or whatever rocked us) was actually far stronger than he’d predicted. A real bang! Only that wasn’t the excitement. There were elements of a thrill ride, to be sure, but it was really the majesty of the mountain at such close range, the massive, extended, bare boulder “knife-edge” that made the moment so emotional. Then, this wink of time and awesome vision was gone, as we flew on.




  Another high point, another memorable experience, occurred as we circled above Gero Island. Its good-sized hunk of heavily forested land lies in the northern reaches of Chesuncook Lake. It is designated in Delorme’s Maine Atlas and Gazetteer as Maine Public Reserve Land and represents one of the choice pieces of North Woods property that came into the state’s possession when Rob Gardiner was director of the Bureau of Public Lands. Rudy banked the plane and we soared down around the outline of that wooded isle, a true “postage stamp of green” with its pointed tree crowns now emergent, around and around, with symphonic music from the plane radio punctuating a sense of grandeur and peacefulness. A bit of stagecraft had made its point: Katahdin, along with Bigelow, along with the lakes, along with the vastness of the countryside, roads and cuts notwithstanding—all spoke of how genuinely heroic a concept the Maine North Woods Park was and of how it could capture the enthusiasm and loyalty of the people determined to fight for it.




  This latest thrust for a national park in inland Maine had its own history. Originally proposed by the Wilderness Society, whose call was for a 2.5 million-acre Maine Woods Reserve surrounding Baxter Park, the idea caught the interest of another group, the Northern Forest Alliance, a coalition of forty conservation organizations covering Maine, New Hampshire, Vermont, and New York State. Still another catalyst was a federally funded Forest Land Study, authorized by Congress, to look at 26 million acres of forest from the Adirondacks to Maine, for which a major impetus was the breakup of Diamond International’s ownership in those four states. Begun in 1988, the study had a deadline of spring 1990. Its work led to the creation of the Northern Forest Lands Council, run by the U.S. Forest Service, which had a beleaguered existence from 1990 until 1994. Its recommendations for restricting land use caused such a backlash that Maine’s U.S. senators at the time, George Mitchell and Bill Cohen, usually environmentally minded, backed away from any support. An appropriation of $13 million for planning never materialized and the Council went out of business.




  The Northern Forest Alliance, heavily funded by foundations like Rockefeller and Pew, came forth in 1995 with its own proposal for ten wildlands areas to save, five of them in Maine. Some of these coincide with the acreage designated for the MWNP; others are outside, like the upper St. John headwaters or the western Boundary Mountains or the Androscoggin headwaters, plus also a “Greater Baxter Region” encompassing the Debsconeag Lakes, the East and West Branches of the Penobscot, and the Moosehead Lake/Roach River Watershed. Their approach is to push for land acquisition funds at the state (Land for Maine’s Future) and federal (Land and Water Conservation Fund) levels.




  RESTORE, which later left the Alliance, was started by Michael Kellett in 1992 and had developed its own, more geographically focused 3.2 million-acre plan by 1994.




  Events in the Maine North Woods have since become a continuous news story, almost a frenzy of action and change. The clear-cutting referenda form but a part of it. Beginning in the spring of 1998, a titanic game of North Woods Monopoly, of buying and selling forest land in immense parcels, began to reach a crescendo. The immediate inception was the revelation by SAPPI, Ltd. (South African Pulp and Paper Industries) that it contemplated selling its 911,000 acres of timberland in Maine. SAPPI had acquired all of Scott Paper’s facilities here, including the lands gained from Scott’s earlier takeover of S. D. Warren, and had emerged as Maine’s largest pulp and paper employer. On October 8, 1998, the world learned that SAPPI’s entire Maine landholdings, but not its mills in Westbrook and Hinckley, had been sold to Plum Creek Timber Company, Inc. of Seattle.




  Already, before the buyer’s identity was known, alarm had been spread throughout the state by SAPPI’s intended move. Most cogent, perhaps, and most indicative of the feelings of the local people, was a piece in the Moosehead Messenger under the byline of Jeff Gibbs. Noting that 50 miles of prime Moosehead Lake waterfront were now on the auction block along with 50 more miles of frontage on nearby tributaries, Gibbs touched directly on the locals’ single worst fear: loss of access:






   Just when we all thought that continued public access for recreation was in the bag, we face the prospects of a new owner’s potential property access rules. In Maine, we fight for individual property rights—embracing large corporate landowners within the definition of individuals—so long as we continue to have unfettered access.







  In that one paragraph, Gibbs summed up a common feeling of many of the residents of the North Woods region: it’s our land, even if we don’t own it. This attitude has deep historical roots in Maine, and is one of the prime motivating forces behind the fact that Maine today is a separate sovereign state and not still part of Massachusetts. The Maine Woods National Park is often attacked on the basis




  
[image: chpt_fig_004]





  SAPPI Holdings Sold to Plum Creek, 1988




  that it is not needed. A sporting-camp owner in Kokadjo, Fred Candeloro, boasted to the New York Times: “Right now, with SAPPI, we have the best land-use deal in the world.” And as a Wayne W. Duffett put it in a letter to the Portland newspapers: “We already use the woods as guests of the paper companies at a nominal fee.... So why spend millions of dollars to buy something we already have?” (The same logic was used in the 1920s to shoot down Percival Baxter’s attempts to get the state to buy Katahdin.)




  Another part of the worry Fred Gibbs voiced lay in the fact the Maine Forest Service had confirmed that SAPPI, who’d only owned its Maine land for four years, had cut it “harder than any other paper company in the state,” and thus:






   It is feared that SAPPI harvesting practices have reduced the value of its Maine holdings to the point where short-term gain-minded buyers would demand that the most valuable of the land—the Moosehead and rivers waterfront—be developed into vacation home lots.







  The sale to Plum Creek can only have intensified this anxiety. The West Coast company has a mixed image. Some of its lands, like 12,000 acres along the Black River in Montana, have been sold to the Nature Conservancy but its website does advertise multimillion-dollar lots for trophy-home development in that state and elsewhere. A Montana conservationist who pegs Plum Creek’s gilt-edged real estate there at 150,000 acres, adds that most of their merchantable timber is gone and that’s why the company is going east to Maine. Almost immediately upon their arrival Down East, Plum Creek officials did begin to talk about selling the state shoreline easements along Moosehead and Flagstaff Lakes.




  SAPPI’s first announcement in June 1998 spurred the state’s editorial writers to start jumping on Governor Angus King. Said the Lewiston Sun, a particularly conservative paper, “Gov. King should seize the opportunity, proving his leadership in environmental concerns once and for all.” That opportunity, as they put it, was for the state to gain control over some spectacular pieces of land and to “do so before another international giant buys the property, subdivides paradise, and puts up condos and marinas.” The Portland Press Herald added: “Maine will not have this opportunity again soon, if ever.”




  King was taking heat because of his position in the previous legislative session regarding the amount of funding for public land acquisition. The governor had requested a rather paltry $10 million bond issue, which the lawmakers rejected and replaced with a mere $3 million appropriation. Before long, there were fifty requests for it.




  The next blow to Maine’s nervous system, after learning that Plum Creek was buying all of SAPPI’s land, came from the state’s second largest pulp and paper company, Bowater Great Northern Paper. All of its 2.1 million acres of land in Maine had been put up for sale!




  In June 1998 it was still the conventional wisdom in Maine, reinforced by a company statement, that despite interest by some buyers in taking all of Bowater’s Maine assets, only the Millinocket mill would be sold. Moreover, $200 million was to be invested to modernize its East Millinocket plant. Imagine the shock, on July 11, for the state to learn that Bowater’s president and CEO, Arnold Nemirow, had just told a gathering of New York investors and financial analysts that everything owned by the company in Maine was for sale!




  The catalyst appeared to be Bowater’s impending purchase of a Canadian paper producer, Avenor, for $2.5 billion, and the load of debt this would entail. Nemirow, speaking at New York City’s Waldorf-Astoria Hotel, made no bones about the fact that Maine was now extraneous to the South Carolina-headquartered company’s financial picture. “We own all these big, great, efficient newsprints up in Canada now,” Nemirow allegedly said in his briefing at the Waldorf-Astoria. “We don’t need to own Great Northern in order to serve customers in the Northeast.”




  Here was a prime example of Maine caught up in globalization. In 1998 Bowater had also bought a South Korean newsprint mill. But in 1998 this originally English company, named for Sir Eric Bowater, which had bought its Maine operations from Georgia-Pacific, was struggling with its image on Wall Street. There had been downgrades of its stock from Morgan Stanley Dean Witter and B. T. Alex Brown. The Waldorf-Astoria announcement was an attempt to reverse the course.




  Apparently, it worked. In March 1999 Bowater sold 981,000 acres of Maine land to New Brunswick’s J. D. Irving Company and another 650,000 acres the following month to the McDonald Investment Company of Birmingham, Alabama. Both buyers agreed to keep supplying wood to the Millinocket and East Millinocket mills. Arnold Nemirow’s “spin” to the financial world in their own somewhat arcane language was that “this transaction [the sale to McDonald] continues the company’s redeployment of its rich asset base for greater shareholder value.” Chris Lyddan, a writer for the trade organ Pulp and Paper, cheered him on: “Bowater is clearly on a trajectory to reposition itself in the global economy. Paper companies are getting lean and mean to respond to Wall Street’s criticisms.”.




  Shortly afterward, Bowater’s stock was upgraded by B. T. Alex Brown and J. P. Morgan, and the company saw its earnings per share shoot up from 59 cents in 1998 to $1.89 in 1999.




  The next big transfer involved the two mills, themselves. They went to a little known corporation out of Quebec called Inexcon, Inc. Until then, an effort had been underway for an ESOP, an employee buyout of the older Millinocket plant. Not only was this attempt derailed, but Inexcon made it clear that it wanted the workers to take a 10 percent pay cut, contribute more to the cost of their health insurance, and agree not to ask for a pay increase for five years. Later, the 10 percent pay cut demand was dropped, but the workers had to extend their present contract.




  Environmentalists also were concerned by this sale since there were still 380,000 acres of former Bowater land left in the deal with Inexcon, including the Debsconeag Lakes and Rainbow Lake. Particularly worrisome was the possibility Inexcon would be taking on a good deal of debt to accomplish both its purchase and a planned conversion of the East Millinocket mill from newsprint to specialty papers. The pressure might be on the Canadians to generate cash by selling high-priced Maine lakefront property.




  Given these two headline-generating land sales totaling more than two and a half million acres, other such transactions in Maine might be excused for seeming anticlimactic. International Paper went on the market with 185,000 acres around the headwaters of the St. John River. The Nature Conservancy’s Maine chapter convinced its parent organization to loan it $35 million to make the largest purchase in the history of the organization. Georgia-Pacific, through a subsidiary called the Timber Company, sold 440,000 acres that will be managed by Wagner Forest Management Ltd. of Lyme, New Hampshire, which will also be managing some of the former Bowater lands. All in all, when the dust settled, some 3.3 million acres had changed hands in Maine.




  As an added fillip, there was the Pingree Project. Billed as “the largest conservation easement project in the world,” it involved a Massachusetts group, the New England Forestry Foundation and the Pingree Associates, the descendants of David Pingree, and 754,673 acres of the land in Maine that this Salem, Massachusetts, tycoon had begun amassing in the nineteenth century. To a degree, the arrangement doesn’t change much for the Pingrees, except it avoids the temptation to yield to financial pressures that sales for development might relieve, and gives them $30 million for doing so.




  In the public buzz over all these goings-on in the Maine Woods, an operative word in the media and other publications was “Opportunity.” Here was a golden chance for the state to acquire choice acreage. The miserly percentage of land not in private hands Down East (0.9 percent in federal ownership) was advertised. The Maine Times even ran a lead story captioned: “Searching for Percival” and subtitled: “Money Like Baxter’s Is There, But Is There The Will?” A not too subtle dig at Governor Angus King, it coupled this piece about the famous Maine philanthropist’s gift with both a listing of potential latter-day Midases and a sidebar interview with King, who essentially said one Baxter Park was enough. His meaning was that he didn’t think it was necessary to have “a new park like Baxter Park where nothing goes on but recreation.” He added he was “more interested in how public values can be preserved without locking up the whole thing.”




  But interested he was, as figures for a new Land for Maine’s Future bond issue began to be tossed about: as much as $100 million was mentioned while the governor at first indicated he could go as high as $30 million. At the previous session no more than $3 million had been eked out, so these were giddy numbers. The environmentalists in the legislature settled on a $75 million proposal, sponsored by the senate majority leader, Chellie Pingree, a coastal Democrat from the island of North Haven. Polling supposedly showed that 70 percent of Maine people supported a bond issue that large, which would have made it, if passed, the largest in the state’s history not devoted to transportation. Complicating deliberations in the capital was the fact the governor’s own proposed package of bond issues violated the unwritten 90 percent rule of not issuing new bonds in excess of 90 percent of those being retired. When the Appropriations Committee finished its annual wrestling with such conundrums, there was a bond issue for land acquisition of $50 million.
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