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  For John and Susan who have brought so much joy to our river




  Thanks to all who have written about the rivers of Maine before me. Thanks to the ship captains and wives who left log books, diaries, and letters of their voyages; to clerks in boatbuilders’ offices who kept records of ships; to tavern keepers and merchants who kept records of prices and debtors over the generations. Thanks to town clerks and law clerks who kept tabs on town happenings and court sentences. Thanks to journalists and magazine writers who told the stories of what they saw day by day, centuries ago. Without them, much Maine history would have been lost.




  Thanks to authors who have spent lonely years writing of the lumber business in the north woods and the log drives. I am indebted to their labor and scholarship for many of the facts and details of what happened along the rivers.




  Finally, my thanks to my contemporaries who have lent me their special knowledge. Particularly to James B. Vickery, historian of Bangor, who vetted the chapters of the Penobscot in manuscript; to William F. Mussenden of Bath, who vetted the chapters on BIW on the Kennebec; and to Earle R. Warren, who vetted the chapters on the Hydes; and to renowned boatbuilder James Stevens of East Boothbay, who vetted the chapters on the Damariscotta River and the chapters on ships and sailing men.




  As always, the librarians and researchers helped enormously and patiently. I’m indebted especially to the Maine State Library, the Maine State Archives, the Maine Historical Society, the Maine Maritime Museum, the Bangor Public Library, the Patten Free Library at Bath, the Maine Room of the Portland Public Library, and the Special Collections at the Fogler Library, University of Maine.




  1Tides of Men and MoneyRivers of Maine





  The coast is forever in the spotlight. But the rivers have been pushed almost off stage.




  The coast of Maine is so fabled, so long, so beautiful and so written about, that the rivers of Maine are largely overlooked.




  Yet Maine is blessed with five thousand rivers and streams. The twenty longest rivers in Maine stretch together over eighteen hundred miles, the equivalent of more than half the breadth of the United States.




  The longest is the St. John, barely known except to canoeists (who think it is Paradise) and lumbermen with long memories who remember the Madawaska Driving Company once employed fifteen hundred men to drive 127 million feet of lumber down the St. John River in a single springtime. The St. John is 331 miles long on its southwest branch.




  The next longest is the Penobscot, 240 miles on one branch, 237 on the other; then the Androscoggin, 174 miles long; then the Kennebec, 170 miles; and then the Saco, 121 miles.




  These last four are navigable from the ocean mouth to far upstream. A man could sail upstream and find shelter from the ocean, be close to forest and lumber, to farmland, and still have the river highway at his door. When he needed to buy, trading ships could come easily to where he lived; when he had something to sell, he could get it to market. With a river to ride on, nothing offered better transport until nineteenth century trains and twentieth century highways. But trains and highways could take a man or his goods only to where the North American continent ended. Rivers and oceans could take a man or his goods to every place on earth.




  Thus the navigable rivers of Maine became the arteries of Maine. The lumber, the ice, the ships, the men, and the cargoes that started from these rivers could travel to every port in the whole world. The brute strength of the rivers’ flow was harnessed by dams, converted to power, and ran the sawmills and textile plants.




  On these great arteries, the fortunes flowed.




  On the Penobscot River, lumberjacks and rivermen, shanty Irish and Indians, made the Bangor millionaires and lumber barons. On the Saco River, thousands of farm girls made fortunes for the owners of textile mills. On the Damariscotta River, Maine bricks built seacoast cities and early Indians feasted on oysters thousands of years ago.




  The Kennebec is where the fortunes have flowed longest and richest.




  The first ocean-going vessel built by white men in North America was built near the mouth of the Kennebec in 1607. She was the thirty-ton pinnace Virginia, built by the first colony attempted in America, at Popham, Maine. Their vessel later carried supplies to the colony established at Jamestown, Virginia.




  The first murder involving a newsworthy name was committed in 1634 on the Kennebec, at a fur-trading station near Fort Western in Augusta. John Alden of the Plymouth Company and “Speak for yourself, John” fame was arrested on a murder charge. It was big news when the upright Alden, the Pilgrim credited with being the first man from the Mayflower to set foot on Plymouth Rock, had to appear in court to answer a murder charge. After long deliberations, the court found him guilty of “excusable homicide.” (There will be more detail later on the Alden scandal.)




  Not long after Alden was charged with murder on the Kennebec, William Phips was born near its banks at Woolwich, on February 2, 1650. He was scarcely noticed in the family at first, for he was one among twenty-six children, of whom twenty-one were sons. But this Kennebec boy grew up to become a treasure-hunter and took almost $1.5 million of silver, gold, pearls, and jewels out of a Spanish wreck in the Bahamas. For this, King James II made young Phips the first knight born in America and gave him seventy-five thousand dollars as his share of the treasure. As Sir William, he led the British in an invasion of forty ships and four thousand men upon French Nova Scotia in 1690. It failed. Then there was no money to pay the troops in sterling.




  To prevent mutiny, the troops were given scrip or dollar bills. Such is the origin of paper money. Phips, the Kennebec Kid, became governor of Massachusetts in 1692 for thirty months. Then he was called to London to answer charges of violence, and died in England in February, 1695.




  Another early rags-to-riches and power story from the Kennebec features William King. Barefoot and poor at thirteen, young King left his father’s home in Scarborough and drove two oxen as his stake in the world. He wound up in Bath and prospered as a shipowner. When in 1820 Maine won its independence from Massachusetts, King was elected the first governor of Maine. After re-election he resigned to negotiate the U.S. purchase of Florida from Spain.




  Politics and the Kennebec mixed well. For starters, in 1827 the state capital was moved to Augusta at the head tide of the Kennebec. Six years later Melville W. Fuller was born in Augusta. His name doesn’t ring many bells today, but he was Chief Justice of the United States for twenty-two years (1888-1910) and wrote eight hundred decisions. Growing up in Augusta at the same time as Fuller was James G. Blaine, who chalked up another kind of political record; he was a founder of the Republican Party, speaker of the United States House of Representatives, secretary of state under three presidents, and in 1884 was GOP candidate for president, narrowly beaten by Grover Cleveland.




  Downriver at Bath, the Kennebec produced Arthur Sewall, the biggest ship owner of sailing vessels in America. He ran for vice-president on the Democratic ticket in 1896—the losing ticket with William Jennings Bryan at the top of it.




  But it was money even more than politics which flowed and flowed along the Kennebec; lots of big money in the shape of lots of big ships. More ships have been built on the Kennebec than on any body of water the same size in America.




  We’ll look at the flow and ebb of the fortunes, and sometimes the scandals, of the Hydes, the Sewalls, and the Morses. Charles W. Morse, whose name now graces Bath High School, made millions robber-baron fashion, shook Wall Street, was sentenced to fifteen years in a federal penitentiary, wangled a presidential pardon from President Taft through a faked illness, and then so milked the U.S. government in ship-building deals in World War I that he settled by paying back over $11 million.




  The mighty Bath Iron Works fell with such a crash that it was sold at auction on the courthouse steps to a New York junk dealer named Theodore Friedburg in the 1920s.




  Sailing ships from Bath raced to the ‘49ers in San Francisco in the great California gold rush; carried wheat around the Horn to Europe; square-rigged Downeasters from Bath traded in China and carried ice to Calcutta. In World War II, twelve thousand people at Bath Iron Works launched more destroyers than the entire empire of Japan.




  Bath, for many years the greatest shipbuilding town in America, began as an offshoot to her big sister Georgetown. Bath was nicknamed “Twenty Cow Parish.”




  We’ll see the Kennebec when 384 ships came and went through its mouth in a single day; see it when a man in a rowboat rowed passengers the sixteen miles to Boothbay for fifty cents; and when thousands of men and hundreds of horses cut a million tons of ice and sold the crop they never had to plant for millions of dollars, year after year.




  The Kennebec men of the 1600s who settled the riverbanks may have been a special breed. A journal of Levi P. Lemont carries this strange report:




  

    “The men of Bath in the 17th century were reckoned half a head taller than the men of any other community in the country There were no small men among them and very few medium sized ones. They might well have been called a race of giants in size and strength. There were few men that weighed less than 180 pounds and from five feet and six inches to about six feet and two inches in height. The heaviest men among them were Captain Levi Peterson, he weighed nearly 500 pounds, and Isaiah and Crooker, Jr., weighed 360 pounds.”


  




  Such were some of the men and fortunes that flowed along the Kennebec.




  2Carlton BridgeFirst over the Kennebec





  America was booming and Americans were celebrating good times in October 1927. So was Bath. Bath citizens were gearing up for the big day when the first train would cross the Kennebec by bridge instead of ferryboat.




  Shortly before 8:15 a.m. on October 24, 1927, locomotive engine No. 378 from Rockland eased onto the Woolwich end of the Carlton Bridge, and crossed the Kennebec River, pulling carloads of seven hundred dignitaries and officials from Rockland. More than twenty-five hundred spectators cheered as the first train across the new bridge pulled into Bath station. The Bath brass band outblew the Rockland band aboard the train in the rowdy sounds of welcome.




  Fifteen minutes later at 8:30 a.m., train No. 55 pulled out from Bath, heading east to Rockland, the first eastbound train to cross the Kennebec by bridge. Not a seat could be had for love nor money. Even the car platforms and steps were filled with waving, shouting passengers on the first run east.




  The morning was crowded with trains, jammed with first-day passengers. At 11 a.m. a giant engine, No. 501, one of the largest on the Maine Central Railroad, pulled the first eastbound freight across the bridge—fourteen cars heavily loaded with cement from Pennsylvania, to be used in building the new cement plant at Thomaston, a $4 million investment by Lawrence-Portland Cement Company.




  In late 1982 Martin-Marietta closed that now enormous cement plant, which was bought in 1983 by the Maine firm called Cianbro. This raised the question of closing the railroad link, from Bath to Rockland, which depended for revenue on carrying cement. In turn this raised the question of whether the Maine Central Railroad would remain responsible for raising and lowering the Carlton drawbridge when ships passed under it. For fifty-five years there had been a Maine Central man on duty in the bridge house twenty-four hours a day, 365 days a year, at a cost of almost one hundred thousand dollars a year. But the number of bridge raises had dropped from thousands to five hundred a year, so each raising cost the railroad two hundred dollars. How the old circus trains would appreciate the bridge! When the Barnum & Bailey Circus came to Maine in the summer of 1890 and wanted to cross the Kennebec, the ferry had to make thirty-three trips to carry sixty-six circus cars and engines across the river to Woolwich.




  The three million-dollar bridge (and three million in 1927 is the equivalent roughly of forty million today) was an enormous feather in Bath’s cloth cap and heartily approved by Bath voters. In Bath, the referendum question of issuing state bonds to pay for the bridge was won with 2,800 “yes” votes and only 103 “no” votes. With commendable neighborly jealousy, nearby Richmond and Bowdoin voted against the bridge. It was called the Carlton Bridge because Frank W. Carlton was the state senator from Woolwich who in 1925 introduced legislation to fund the bridge. On opening day Carlton was, of course, conspicuously present to take the kudos.




  The bridge was originally the idea not of Carlton but of Luther Maddocks of Boothbay Harbor. Maddocks launched his brainchild a full five years before Carlton got his bill before the legislature. In 1920 Maddocks had toured the local counties trying to drum up support. He had little success until he found a quorum gathered in the Lincoln County Courthouse one day just before court opened. There Maddocks whipped out the bylaws for the group sponsoring the bridge idea. There and then, Judge Cyrus R. Tupper was elected president, Arthur Littlefield of Rockland, secretary, and William D. Patterson of Wiscasset, treasurer. Maddocks was named manager and given the job of raising funds. After sixty days and nights of buttonholing, Maddocks had raised seventeen hundred dollars, including one hundred dollars from the Portland Chamber of Commerce. They used five hundred dollars to hire engineers to “learn the nature of the riverbed.” And in the bitter cold of November, the engineer put down thirteen holes through sixty feet of water and forty feet of mud. Carlton then was given the job of getting a bill through the state legislature. There was so much wrangling over whether the bridge should be privately or publicly owned, and whether it should be a toll bridge or a free bridge, that Carlton dug into the slim treasury and paid another engineer twenty-five dollars a day to set up a model, along with charts and blueprints, in the corridor of the State House in Augusta, so lawmakers could see what they would be voting on.




  On the day the Carlton Bridge opened in 1927, the Maine Central ran a big, pompous, and boastful advertisement. In part the ad said the $3 million, three-thousand-foot bridge was:




  

    “A splendid example of the mutual benefits from cooperation between a public servant, typified by the Maine Central Railroad, and the public as a whole, represented by the State Government of Maine. Maine Central urges readers of the Bath Daily Times to remember every time one crosses the bridge—on rubber or on rails—that 55 percent of the cost of erection and maintenance of this splendid structure is borne by the Maine Central Railroad.”


  




  The Carlton Bridge is a heftily handsome, massively ugly, green engineering feat. When built, it was an engineering marvel; one pier was sunk 118.7 feet, deepest in the world; and the structure was built to withstand tons of immense pressure from ice buildup and tide flow. The metal in it weighs more than nine thousand tons. The bridge is 3,090 feet long, of which some two thousand feet are over water and one thousand feet are approaches. There are seven spans. The largest weighs 980 tons and is 275 feet long.




  One day when I was impatiently waiting in a long line of cars because the central span was up to let through a boat, I decided an interview with the man who raises the span would make a good newspaper column. So the next day, I climbed a steel ladder to the penthouse office above the bridge and met Bill McBurnie, junior partner in the foursome of Mank, Grant, Ryder, and McBurnie, the team which manned the span around the clock in eight-hour shifts. They were all railroad men. For this is still a railroad bridge, though only one train a day uses the single-track railway on the lower level, hidden from both view and knowledge of most.




  McBurnie’s office on the bridge had a splendid view. Windows on all four sides commanded the river north and south, the BIW shipyards, and the whole city of Bath below. It was furnished with an old oak desk, a rickety wooden swivel armchair, a radio, a coal-burning Franklin stove, and four large panels of gauges and push buttons. There was one commercial telephone and one railroad “bug line” to call up and down the tracks between Portland and Rockland. Above this room was the workshop, reached by a ladder of iron stairs. This housed fifty-five two-volt batteries producing the 110 volts needed to activate the railroad smashboards and rail locks. The smashboards are exactly that; a train must smash through them if it should mistakenly go through the stop signals.




  McBurnie and his coworkers on the other shifts did not have much business from passing ships. Shipping under the bridge, like railroading on the bridge, saw busier times long ago. McBurnie’s old logbooks show that in 1931, the bridge went up thirteen hundred times. By the 1980s it was going up only five hundred times. The bridge had twin turbines, which convert power from Central Maine Power to the 440 volts required to operate the two 150-horsepower motors that raise and lower the bridge. At full lift, the center span of the bridge can be lifted 135 feet. In the engine room, the 1928 gasoline motor, there when the bridge opened in 1927, was still working more than fifty-five years later, as a standby in case of power failure.




  The signal to “Open the bridge, please!” is three blasts from a ship’s whistle. Three reply blasts or three flashing yellow lights mean the operator is ready to raise. If a train is coming or if for some other reason the operator cannot raise the bridge, he replies with five blasts or five red light flashes.




  “Usually,” McBurnie said, “we clear a ship through in about five minutes. If she is balky and awkward it might take fifteen minutes. And then you should see the traffic pile up on the highways!”




  Though the Carlton Bridge still stands today, no trains cross the Kennebec at Bath and it has been replaced by a four-lane automobile bridge that is high enough to accommodate vessels passing under it. The now rusted hulks of the center spans still stand, but the approaches have been torn down from either end.




  3BIW Sold at AuctionIts roots began in 1792





  The view from the new Carlton Bridge was not all good in 1927. The same issue of the Bath paper that ballyhooed the opening of the bridge reported with yearning, “Shipyard may reopen soon.”




  Bath Iron Works had gone broke two years before. The final blow had been ignominious, cheap, and dreary.




  On a raw windy day, September 24, 1925, the Iron Works had been sold at auction on the courthouse steps, knocked down to a junk dealer from New York City named Theodore Friedburg. There had been only three bidders: William S. (Pete) Newell, the Bath man who had worked at BIW for twenty-five years until it went bankrupt, and who later was to bring BIW to new heights; William E. Reid of Portland; and Ralph O. Dale, a Bath lawyer bidding on behalf of Friedburg.




  A shivering crowd of one hundred spectators watched Newell open the bidding at ninety thousand dollars. Before long Reid dropped out. The duel was between Newell and Friedburg’s agent, Dale. Dale would raise Newell by a miserly one hundred dollars after every bid by Newell. The bidding reached $185,000. Then Newell, in his last move, raised by eight thousand dollars. Friedburg’s agent raised by one hundred dollars again. But Newell was out of funds. Friedburg got the Bath Iron Works for $193,100 and paid another twenty-five thousand dollars for all supplies and stock on hand. Friedburg sold off BIW’s machinery, and what he couldn’t sell he junked for scrap. The shipyard closed.




  In the proud yard where thousands had built warships in World War I, there was only one job—a watchman. But the phoenix would rise from the ashes.




  The roots of BIW go back to 1792, three years after George Washington had been elected the first president. That was the year Jonathan Hyde, a sickly and restless thirty-year-old from Lebanon, Connecticut, arrived in Bath after a long horseback ride to seek a new life of health and wealth. He found both. The Hyde family started BIW and made it into one of the best known and personally profitable shipyards in the nation.




  When the first Hyde arrived, Bath was a quiet village. A mark of distinction was its lady doctor, Mrs. Samuel Lombard, whose practice stretched from Merrymeeting Bay to Phipsburg (now spelled as Phippsburg). James Sullivan was Bath’s one lawyer. He had begun practicing in 1760. Later Sullivan became governor of Massachusetts. There was a small tavern on High Street, run by Joseph Lambert, which had opened in 1774. At Dresden—an hour away on horseback—stood the only important building in the area, the handsome Pownalborough Courthouse, built in 1761 and still there. There was a schoolhouse on High Street, not far from the Lombard tavern. Joseph Sewall, later a lawyer and collector of taxes, built it and a Mr. Hobby was the teacher. Forty pounds a year was the school budget, raised to four hundred dollars a year in 1796. The U.S. mail was brought to Bath from Portland by Richard Kimball, who made the journey on foot once a fortnight. Luke Lombard took the mail to Boston on horseback once every two weeks, the trip lasting three days. (When Bath sent ten soldiers to Boston, they walked the distance in six days.) The population of Bath was about one thousand souls on the day thirty-year-old Jonathan Hyde rode into town from Connecticut in 1792.




  When this Jonathan Hyde was eighty-seven years old, he recalled those first days. He wrote in 1847:




  

    “All below Bath on the river, the seaboard, the islands were covered with trees; Seguin Island (now bare) was like a dark forest standing in the ocean; Wood Island, Stage and Pond were tree-covered then, though barren by 1847. Bath did not appear very much like a village; a few stores and a few houses scattered along a country road, which is now High Street; it was chiefly pasture where the city stands now.”


  




  After working for fifteen years in stores and boatyards for others, Jonathan Hyde opened a general store of his own in 1807. Three years later, he sent word for his half-brother, Zina Hyde, to come up from Connecticut and join him. Together, they expanded the store into a ship chandlery and started a ferry service across the river. Bit by bit they moved into shipping and insurance. Then Zina split off, started his own store, and prospered greatly. Zina went on to serve in the legislature.




  Jonathan stayed close to home, and was elected selectman of Bath a half a dozen times and became president of the Lincoln Bank, which was started in 1813. The half-brothers and their families survived the plague of smallpox, which hit Bath hard.




  Zina, the big moneymaker of the family, took his wife voyaging to the Mediterranean in 1841. While there, a son was born to them in Florence, and they christened him Thomas W. Hyde. This baby grew up to become the brilliant Civil War soldier who won the Congressional Medal of Honor and achieved the rank of general at age twenty-four. When he came home from the war, General Thomas Hyde opened his Bath Iron Works.




  The story of Thomas and his son John Hyde and their impact on lives along the Kennebec in Maine, the United States, and the seven seas will be told later. But first, the setting: What was life like in Bath during the early part of the 1800s?




  I’ve taken a few items from a staccato little volume by Levi P. Lemont titled 1,400 Historical Dates and Events in the Town and City of Bath and Georgetown from 1604 to 1874, published in Bath by the author in 1874. This rare book was lent to me by William F. Mussenden, who retired as vice-president of BIW in 1982. Lemont, the compiler of this Bath record, had long roots here, and facts about Lemonts pop up throughout his 104-page book. We first hear about the long-lived Lemonts under the date of 1722:




  

    “John Lemont settled near where the railroad now crosses the New Meadows river, and built a garrison. He was born 1704, died 1766. His children lived to a great age; one daughter lived 100 years, another 99 years, a son 96 years, another 86, and one 76 years. He built vessels at this place as early as 1745.”


  




  Bath had no sidewalks, but about twenty rough roads laced the town. Five ferries were running across the Kennebec, “all propelled by hand,” until the first steam ferry in 1837, run by Peleg and Henry Tallman. Fires were a constant danger. In 1722, the Elkins house was burned by Indians. The schoolhouse burned down in 1800; Donnell’s blacksmith shop went up in flames in 1805; in 1813, John Parshley’s hotel burned, killing two children. David Pettinghill was scalded to death while making salt at the New Meadows river.




  Right after Dr. John Stockbridge’s home on High Street burned in 1817, Bath organized its first fire-fighting company, “each member furnishing himself with two leather buckets and a knapsack.” After putting up with some lemons in the way of engines, Bath purchased a “first-class machine, a suction hose engine” which cost $1,000 in 1838.




  Between the Revolution and 1825, more than a dozen taverns and hotels were opened, a sign of more and more travelers coming to the courthouse at Pownalborough and the shipyards. Among them were the Bath Hotel, opened by John Ring in 1806, and the Commercial House. The Bath Bank opened in 1810, with General (later first governor of Maine) William King as president. This was quickly followed by the rival Lincoln Bank in 1813, with Jonathan Hyde as president. Then came the Commercial Bank. By 1836 Joseph Sewall was president of yet another, the Sagadahoc State Bank. From 1865 to 1868, a veritable rash of banks broke out, until Bath had a dozen different banks. In 1868 the only Bath bank with an unpretentious name opened its doors: The Peoples Twenty Five Cent Savings Bank.




  Shipping was Bath’s lifeblood from the start. Most vessels were small, usually under three hundred tons. Tonnage recorded at Bath, which had become a port of entry in 1780, was 5,407 in 1794; it jumped to 10,666 in 1804; and doubled again to 20,258 tons in 1815.




  These Bath boats traveled far and often. In 1800 William King sent his 281-ton ship Reunion to England and back three times in three years. But King’s knowledge of the U.S. coast was vague. When he launched his brig Androscoggin in 1802, he ordered Captain Nehemiah Harding to sail for New Orleans. The Captain asked King where New Orleans was, and was told: “somewhere on the Gulf of Mexico.” Captain Harding luckily found an old Spanish chart and by that found his way to New Orleans. This was the first vessel to sail from Maine to New Orleans.




  The most exciting event in Bath in 1818 was the arrival of the first steamboat, the little steamer Tom Thumb, no more than thirty feet long, owned by a Mr. Dodd. She came steaming up the Kennebec, an open boat, all machinery in clear sight, with side wheels pushing her along. She created a sensation—and so excited Seward Porter that he immediately fitted out his flat river scow with a steam engine and christened her grandiosely, Kennebec. But her engine was so small, she couldn’t make headway against the current. So the ambitious Porter went to New York in 1823 and bought the fine steamboat, Patent. He stopped in Boston; then made the Boston to Portland leg in seventeen-and-a-half hours. Thanks to Porter, Bath passengers could now ride on his steamer Patent to Boston for a fare of seven dollars. By 1832, the Patent was carrying passengers from Bath to Portland for one dollar. This truly put Bath business on the map.




  Bath people endured very hard times, financially and climatically, in the early 1800s. Shipbuilding almost stopped because of the embargoes and blockades of the War of 1812. Then in 1816 came the winter that lasted all year long. Snow fell on the eighth of June. The ground was frozen so hard that farmers could plant no corn. Farmers sold their land and migrated west, mostly to Ohio. There was no money in circulation. General William King, Bath’s leading citizen, came to the rescue.




  

    “King had a cargo of corn come in and he would not sell over two bushels to anyone person, and he trusted it out all through the country. By his extra perseverance, Wm. King got the Betterment Act through, which much relieved farmers. Corn was selling at $2.50 a bushel.”


  




    From 1820 to 1823, reports Lemont:




  

    “All kinds of produce were very low and no money to buy with; everything barter and a very little labor to be found, and low wages. Mechanics wages from 75 cents to $1.00 a day; laborers 50 cents; a good dressmaker or milliner 25 cents a day, and work from sunrise to sunset and glad to get it. Kitchen girls got 25 to 50 cents a week, and work all the time at kitchen work, sewing, knitting, or otherwise till nine or ten at night.




    “Here are the prices of some provisions; salmon 3 cents a pound; flour $4.50 a barrel; corn 50 cents a bushel; apples 10 to 25 cents a bushel; butter 10 to 25 cents a pound; Mutton 5 cents a pound or less; same for chickens and turkeys.”


  




  These hard years were barely over when in 1836, the whole United States suffered a crop failure. The price of flour rose from $4.50 to $14 a barrel. Banks across the nation stopped specie payment or closed entirely.




  As shipping was their prime business, Bath businessmen used the mail more than most. They paid postmaster Thomas Eaton 12 ½ cents on letters to Boston, 18 ¾ cents on letters to New York, and 25 cents on letters to New Orleans or anywhere in the U.S., five hundred miles or more distant.




  This was the Bath world where Thomas W. Hyde, the boy born in Florence, made his mark on American shipbuilding that has lasted over the centuries.




  4Thomas Hyde: The FounderBIW begins





  Zina and Eleanor Hyde brought their infant son, Thomas, home to Bath by sailing ship from Italy, where he had been born on January 15, 1841. He grew up in the luxury of Elmhurst, the new 160-acre estate, which Zina Hyde built in 1842 from the profits of his Bath business.




  Tom Hyde graduated from Bath High School in 1856 and went on to study at nearby Bowdoin College.




  But he had an itch to study more technology than Bowdoin then offered, so in the fall of 1860 he went west to enroll in a class of three seniors at the University of Chicago. While in Illinois, nineteen-year-old Hyde met Abraham Lincoln, then a candidate for president. Hyde was present at a friend’s house there when Lincoln first met Hannibal Hamlin, the Maine man who became Lincoln’s vice president.




  Young Hyde often went to Lincoln’s law office in Springfield to help answer the mail for the president-elect. He was shocked by mail from Southerners who hated Lincoln for his anti-slavery stand and sent him dead rattlesnakes and Negro doll babies.




  The night the Lincolns left Springfield to go to Washington and the White House, young Hyde was invited to a farewell party at Lincoln’s home. Years later, Hyde wrote that Lincoln had invited him to travel to Washington with him and that, “Mrs. Lincoln was almost in a state of nervous prostration at the many stories rife of the dangers of the journey to Washington.”




  The student decided to stay in Chicago to complete his degree at the university. But in the spring of 1861, when President Lincoln called for 75,000 volunteers to put down the rebellion of the southern states, Hyde joined the Chicago Zouaves as a private and learned how to drill. But no call to battle came his way. So he took his university degree and returned to Maine to complete his studies at Bowdoin.




  On the Bowdoin campus, Hyde taught fellow students the intricate Zouave military drills. When the Union Army was soundly defeated at Bull Run, Hyde and his friends resigned from the Brunswick Zouave unit and in a patriotic fervor took the next train to Augusta to form Company D of the 7th Maine Regiment. Hyde was named captain, largely because of his experience in close-order drill. He and his company camped out in white tents on the long lawn between the State House and the Kennebec. Years later in his book, Following the Greek Cross, Hyde recalled that night, writing:




  

    “Soon after supper it began to rain hard ... so I mustered the company and marched them off through the rain to the nearest hotel and put them up at my expense. I then invited the lieutenants to sleep in camp with me so we could inure ourselves to campaigning ... but with the novelty and excitement, we sat up and told stories till it was time to go grand rounds ... Before morning the rains ceased, but not the mosquitoes ... and when the company sauntered leisurely down to breakfast, they saw their officers looking as if they’d spent all night watching with the sick.”


  




  Orders arrived for the 7th Maine Regiment to go to the war. But the colonel and lieutenant colonel—experienced soldiers—had not arrived in Augusta. So the job of heading the 7th Maine fell onto the shoulders of twenty-year-old Hyde, who had been appointed major.




  He marched a thousand Maine men to their encampment at Baltimore. (He’d risen from private to major in four months!) His camp was surrounded by grog shops, to which he quickly lost his unruly mob of one thousand Maine soldiers. Hyde reported as ordered to General Dix. He immediately requisitioned handcuffs on an urgent basis, and by night had his most unruly soldiers handcuffed to the bandstand. Within a few days his colonel arrived to take charge.




  From then on, he saw action. He was at the siege of Yorktown, fought in the second Battle of Bull Run, led a bayonet charge at Williamsburg, fought at the battles of White Oak Swamp, Gannett’s Hill, Golden’s Farm, Savage’s Station, and Gettysburg, and helped capture General Stonewall Jackson’s headquarters. He had three horses shot from under him at Antietam, and wrote his mother:




  

    “My horse was shot through the mouth and hip; he, rearing, fell and I under him; and I saw between his legs the colors of the enemy near enough to read the names emblazoned on them.”


  




  Hyde was a tough, sometimes even brutal, officer. When he found a Union soldier who wouldn’t stand up and fight, Hyde, like an early version of World War II’s General Patton, took out his sabre and ran it through the coward’s leg. “That seemed to bring him to a sense of duty,” said Hyde, barely twenty-three years old.




  By the time he’d reached the age of twenty-four, Hyde had won the Congressional Medal of Honor and was a brigadier general. After the surrender of Lee in 1865, this battle-tried, bemedaled veteran returned to Bath. Soon he married a hometown girl named Annie Hayden.




  The ex-brigadier had plenty going for him in Bath. His Uncle Jonathan had been prominent in local business and state politics; he himself had a college degree, a hero’s war record, a loving eye for a local girl, and a very warm-hearted, if sometimes brutal, way with working men.




  Looking for a way to make a livelihood in Bath, young Hyde leased the old Moses foundry on Water Street. He christened it the Bath Iron Foundry, and with seven men on the payroll began making railings, castings, and pipes. He proved to be good at his job. By 1871, he had designed and patented the famous Hyde windlass, which soon became standard equipment on ships for raising anchors. With these profits, he bought the foundry he had been leasing and expanded and modernized its equipment. By 1879, he had twenty-five men on his payroll, making brass and iron castings and fittings for the shipping trade.




  On October 15, 1884, former General Hyde (he used the military title all his life) walked into the registrar of deeds at the courthouse and filed the papers incorporating Bath Iron Works, Ltd. Hyde, now forty-four, and his wife were sole owners. Entire ownership of the hugely profitable BIW stayed exclusively in the Hyde family until 1918, except for a brief, wild period when his son John got mixed up in a high-flying game with Charles Schwab of Bethlehem Steel, a story which will be covered later.




  Just four years after Hyde incorporated BIW, the nearby Goss Marine Iron Works on the banks of the Kennebec went broke. This gave Hyde a headache and an opportunity. The headache came from the fact that he was the principal creditor. Goss had been making boilers and engines for the wooden ships being built on the Bath waterfront in enormous numbers. Hyde had done the foundry work for Goss. The opportunity came from the fact that Hyde was able to pick up the bankrupt Goss Marine Iron Works cheaply and tuck it into BIW.




  Hyde grabbed the opportunity. He turned Goss Marine into the southern (or downriver) division of BIW Thereby he got valuable land and valuable business. But Hyde hoped for more. He saw the chance to use Goss as a stepping stone into building steel-hulled ships.




  Hyde’s neighbor, friend, and rival, Arthur Sewall, was on the verge of turning his merchant fleet from wood to ships of steel. From this time on, Hydes would forever be planning and plotting how to keep even with or a step ahead of the Sewalls.




  The one advantage Hyde had over Sewall was in personality. Sewall, even when being the politician, running for the vice-presidency with Bryan on the Democratic ticket, or speechifying that he was the true friend of the working man, was a cold fish. Hyde, on the other hand, could walk through the streets of Bath, call three out of four working men by their first names, stop, shake hands, and talk easily with every one of them. Sewall could never do that.




  Hyde used this gift when he persuaded U.S. government inspectors to visit his combined BIW and Goss plants the year after he had acquired Goss. With the steel-ship business in mind, he gave them a complete tour and enthusiastic sales talk. “Here are the skilled workers and all the equipment for building steel-hulled government ships, Navy ships,” he told the government men. That was in June 1889.




  Arthur Sewall watched this ploy, and topped it. Sewall got President Benjamin Harrison himself, plus members of his cabinet, to visit the Sewall Yard and the Bath waterfront in August of 1889. It poured rain all day. The president spent his time sheltering inside the pilothouse of the ferryboat, talking to the skipper. General Hyde, however, wangled his way aboard with the presidential party. He cornered the secretary of the Navy, Benjamin F. Tracy, and bent his ear talking steel-hulled Navy ships and BIW’s ability to build them.




  The resultant good news came in February 1890, less than two years after Hyde had acquired Goss, and only a few months after the president’s visit and Hyde’s hour with the secretary of the Navy.




  BIW and Hyde had won government contracts to build two 190-foot steel gunboats. All Bath celebrated. The local paper reported:




  

    “There was more handshaking indulged in on street corners of Bath during the thirty minutes after the news flashed through the city than at any similar period in Bath history Half a bushel of cannon firecrackers were fired off, creating a Fourth of July on a February day Fish horns sounded along the waterfront. Every boat let go with a blast.”


  




  On a wintry day in December 1891, BIW launched its first Navy vessel, the steel-hulled gunboat Machias. Five months later, the second gunboat Castine went down the ways into the Kennebec. To the delight of the Navy and BIW, both ships did well on sea trials; both exceeded the speeds specified in the contract. Thus began more than ninety-two years of steel-hulled ships and Navy contracts at BIW.




  Even before the hulls on Machias and Castine were thoroughly salted, Hyde was signing his next Navy contract—and a weird one it was. It was to build a monstrous-looking ship, an experiment for use in ramming rather than shooting the enemy. The design was the wild idea of an admiral. No other shipyard in the nation wanted any part of it.




  The ship had an enormous ramming rod built into her bow, a freak weapon that weighed fifteen tons.




  This unlikely vessel, christened Katahdin, was launched February 4, 1893, and won no friends for BIW In sea trials she failed to make the seventeen knots specified in the contract. For a desperate few months it seemed as though Hyde and BIW might be stuck with a ram ship and lose all the money it had cost to build her. Because Katahdin did not meet specifications, the Congress balked at approving the dollars to pay for building it.




  But General Hyde called in all the IOUs owed him by friends in Washington. They came to his rescue. The upshot was a special act introduced and passed by Congress, which permitted the Navy to accept Katahdin and pay in full for her. Hyde was happy to see the last of her.




  But the ram ship got only as far as Newport News. There she spent the rest of her life rusting and rotting, and never ramming at all, ever, anywhere.




  Then another disaster hit Hyde. Fire in February 1894 all but destroyed BIW, and almost lost the Iron Works to Maine forever. As flames spread through the shipyard, blinding snow and ice handicapped Bath firefighters; but the cruelest blow was that the water pressure failed. Only the blinding storm, which piled four feet of snow in the city, stopped the fire from spreading throughout all the south end of Bath. At BIW, the plant was nothing but ashes and twisted metal: eight hundred men were put out of work. And General Tom Hyde was mad as a bull.




  He was mad because right was on his side. He and others had been urging the city fathers for over a year to increase water pressure in fire hydrants by tapping the Androscoggin. Their pleas had been turned down. Now because of lack of water pressure, the yard that Hyde had started with seven helpers, which had grown to employ eight hundred, was burned to the ground. The infuriated Hyde told a local reporter for the Bath Daily Times:




  

    “You may say the Iron Works will never rebuild here in Bath. We feel very hard against a city that used us so badly.”


  




  Rival cities leaped at the chance to get the Bath Iron Works to move out of Maine. New London offered to lease Hyde twelve hundred feet of prime waterfront for one dollar a year, and to rebate taxes for ten years. Three railroads serving New London offered to make special track connections. Local businessmen there offered to build a seven hundred thousand-dollar drydock if BIW and Hyde would come to New London. But the general, still only fifty-three years old, cooled off. He decided to rebuild in Bath. He went out and bought the newest equipment available. He and BIW were soon back in business.




  His first launching after the fire was the luxury yacht Eleanor, built for William A. Slater of Slater Mills in Slaterville, Rhode Island. She was 230 feet long, carried three huge masts and eleven thousand square feet of sail when all were raised. To raise them required a crew of thirty men, some of whom tended to the whims of Slater and his guests. His yacht had six luxurious guest staterooms. After she was launched, Slater and his guests set off on a two-year cruise to Norway, Egypt, India, Japan, and China. Later, in World War I, the Eleanor joined the U.S. Navy as a gunboat, and was renamed Harvard, because Harvard men manned her. After that war, she wound up as a passenger vessel in Greek hands, sailing between Greece and Italy as late as 1948, when she was fifty-four years old and the Hydes had long since left BIW.




  The Eleanor led directly to a still bigger, more spectacular luxury yacht. Colonel Oliver Payne, a rich and sybaritic bachelor from New York City, had chartered the Eleanor for a Mediterranean cruise and was bewitched by her luxury and beauty. But Payne was also canny. When he found that the BIW-built yacht had logged eighty thousand miles without costing a dollar for repairs, he ordered Hyde to build the yacht Aphrodite for him. This super pleasure craft would be 302 feet long, require a crew of fifty-six, and carry not eleven thousand square feet but seventeen thousand square feet of sail flying from her three masts. To guard against getting fat while being waited on by a crew of fifty-six, Payne ordered a bicycle track built for riding around the decks. Inside, the entertainment salons were housed within a 160-foot-long deckhouse, faced with mahogany inside and out.




  General Hyde retired at age fifty-eight, in September 1899. He died two months later. The boy general at age twenty-four had become a millionaire shipbuilder. The foundry he began with seven workers had become famous the world around. The Army general turned Navy shipbuilder had supervised twenty-eight ships under construction at BIW The presidencies of BIW and Hyde Windlass were inherited by his sons, John S. Hyde, thirty-two, and Edward W. Hyde, thirty.




  5John S. Hyde: The Go-GetterBig Money for the Family





  The founder of BIW was not long dead before his sons won a contract which made the general spin in his grave with pride: the one and only contract BIW has ever had to build a battleship.




  She was the Georgia, 438 feet long, 76 feet wide, and fifteen thousand tons, designed to fire twelve- and eight-inch guns and to make a top speed of twenty knots. Her contract price was $3 ½ million, a gigantic sum in 1899. Getting this award was the pride of Maine. The Georgia took five years to build, and when she was launched into the Kennebec in October 1904, twenty thousand spectators mobbed Bath to cheer the new battleship down the ways.




  But landing one of the biggest of shipbuilding contracts in the United States turned the heads of the young Hyde brothers, who were still under thirty-five and new at the controls of BIW. They got themselves, BIW, and Hyde Windlass into a financial mess.




  Two years before the Georgia was launched, they fell, hook, line, and sinker, into the clutches of fabled steel-king Charles Schwab, the flamboyant boss of powerful Bethlehem Steel. Schwab had supplied steel to BIW and was a frequent and spectacular visitor to Bath, arriving in his private railroad car, to stay at Elmhurst.




  Schwab had a scheme to create a combine of all the biggest shipbuilders in America. He would form them into one gigantic shipbuilding trust or monopoly, and together they would corner all major shipbuilding contracts in the nation. Schwab would sell them steel.




  Schwab formed a new company called United States Shipbuilding, of which he was the head. As directors he named John S. Hyde and his brother Edward Hyde of BIW; Henry T. Scott, president of Union Iron Works in San Francisco; Charles R. Hanscomb, president of Eastern Shipbuilding and former superintendent of BIW; and Lewis Nixon, president of Crescent Shipyard of Elizabeth, New Jersey. Others were involved in this monopoly scheme of Schwab’s; but in the inner circle were three men with close ties to BIW—the Hyde brothers and Hanscomb.
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