The Day of Jubilee
Transcribed By Tracy L. Verney 
From the notebook of Orianna Averill 
         A centennial celebration and a free bridge all at once. The bells rang, the band played and lemonade ran in a river! Sheepscot Bridge, Maine June 23, 1894.  Hurray! Hurraw! Hurraw! shouted the throng.  The hats went up and waved like the tops of the grasses when the gale passes. The canon went bang and the Marshall’s fiery clangor - well he very weakly had a conniption fit!   The bridge was free by that same token of hurrah’s and jubilation! 
        The people who cheered and smiled and rejoiced in the sweltering sunshine had paid toll across that plank highway for all their lifetimes and their fathers before them, for the Sheepscot Bridge has had its toll board up for a hundred years.  The hundred years were up yesterday, the charter had expired, the bridge was free, and twas also the Centennial of Incorporation of the towns of Alna and Newcastle, which towns the bridge has linked for so many years. 
        Why shouldn’t the people shout and hear the band play and eat a banquet and listen to the speeches and have a good time generally and then go home and do the chores as tired as tired could be?  It was just 11:30 A.M. when that old toll board came down from the corner of F.L. Carney’s store and that was the king incident of the day.  Early in the morning the board had been wreathed in bunting and the nails had been loosened. Then after the forenoon exercises at the church the procession moved down to the head of the bridge, the Damariscotta band merrily tootling in the morn. 
       All the throng expectantly “about faced” and looked up at the old board above the store’s piazza.  There were a few words of surrender and Honorable F.L. Carney, in the name of the bridge’s proprietor’s, passed over the keys of the draw to town authorities on the roof of the piazza stand Clarence E. and Richard I. Carney, son and grandson of F.L.   There was a mighty blast from the canon and then young men lowered the old toll board amid the plaudits of the crowd. The memory of an endless procession of nickels and dimes must have inspired the enthusiasm of the moment. Then the long procession “fell in once more and across the “free bridge” they all marched to the music of the band.  
        So you see what a good time we all had down at Sheepscott yesterday.  The celebration commenced at daylight, for when Maine folks take a day for jubilation; they make it a whole day full measure and red fire in the evening.  The flags were swirling and snapping when the sun rose over the gallows ‘ on the draw with the inscription that all who rode might read "1794-- Free Bridge - 1894."   
        By the way, the last man who paid the toll was Honorable. George B. Sawyer, collector of the port of Wiscasset and it happened this way.  About a week ago he drove up to Sheepscott and he got into such an interesting conversation with Mr. Carney that he drove along and clear forgot to pay this toll.  They must have been talking tariff, railroad or goin a fishin. But when Mr. Sawyer came up to the celebration yesterday he had a twinge of conscience, a pang of memory, and as he didn’t want to go down in history as the last man who ever “ran his toll”.  He stopped in paid the pence, and enjoys therefore, quite a different distinction.  
       But as to this celebration that commenced so early by the bright light,  folks came early too - father, mother and grammie and little Willie in behind.  They rode into the village under the flags, hitched Dobbin, Dorothy and the colt in the shade, and were ready for the concert at 9:30.  The exercises of the day were held in the Methodist Church and my how full it was!  And while the orator’s kept the ears of the multitude full, a busy throng of Alna’s housewives filled the vestry beneath with the clatter of dishes and preparations for filling that same multituder’s stomachs later on.  The tables were spread upon the grassy lawn in the rear of the church.  A canopy of cloth covered the banquet tables that occupied several hundred feet of territory.  Here was the busiest scene of the celebration.  The kitchens of the whole countryside contributed to the feast and such a wonderful variety of cake and confections we have not seen for many a moon! 
        Twas a friendly field day of Alna and Newcastle cooks. Among the most zealous laborers were the youngsters who in the gloom of the horse sheds ground at the ice cream freezers and tried to keep time to the music of the band, and the happiest of all the celebrants were the hungry boys who were at loose on the fragments of the feast.  
        In the church, at 9:45 A.M. F.L. Carney called the assemblage together with a brief but hearty welcome. The divine blessing was invoked and after a solo by Mrs. A. C. True, F.L. Carney read the following history of the Sheepscot Bridge.  The fact so far as I can ascertain is that the charter of this bridge is the last charter existing in Maine for a toll bridge granted by Massachusetts lends additional interest to the occasion.  The history of ancient Sheepscot “extends back to the earliest settlements of New England and years before the landing of the Pilgrims at Plymouth, June 1676.   One hundred years before the Declaration of Independence, the inhabitants of this village were either captured, killed or driven from their homes by the Indians and the village totally destroyed.  Again in 1688 the war hoop is heard at Sheepscot, lives are lost, bloody scalps deck the girdles of the savage’s, many of the inhabitants escape to the fort on yonder hill, from which they look out upon blazing houses, the slaughter of their cattle and the destruction of their crops. Years of toil again gone, winter near, the foe without but little food and starvation in their retreat.  
         A heroic young man picks his way through the forest to Boston and his help is obtained.  In 1697, those who were living of the people who left in 1688 returned and their descendants have ever remained here. 1n 1762 we find Job Averill licensed to keep a ferry at this place. The rate of toll was “four coppers for a man and three coppers for a horse. In 1793 David Sylvester Esq. and others petitioned the General court of Massachusetts for a charter to build a bridge over Sheepscot River and it was granted on June 22, 1793.  Job Averill deeded for the sum of 5 shillings, land at the West End of the bridge “to join the bridge to”.  The charter was to run 70 years from the time of first collecting toll and allowed 3 years for building.  Rates of toll were foot, 2 pence, horse and rider 6 pence, horse and chair, chaise, sulky, chariot, phaeton, etc. 1 shilling and 8 pence, sled, sleigh, etc, 9 pence, sheep and swine, 6 pence per dozen.  
         The first bridge was built in 1794 from Averill’s ferryway in Alna landing just north of the old store in Newcastle and stood about 16 years.  In 1811 the present bridge was built.  At a meeting in 1809, $1500 was assessed to build it.  The actual cost was $2866.70 besides the land and what of lumber from the old bridge was used.  The bridge was originally 24’ wide, reduced in 1876 to 20’.  In 1847 the Legislature authorized the county commission to lay out a free bridge over the present one.  The case was referred to the courts and losts.  The charter has been extended twice, once in 1862 for 30 years and in 1893 for 1 year.  
         In 1893 legislature authorized the County Commission to lay out a highway over or near the present bridge and we are here today to thank them for the good judgement they have shown in opening a free route through the center of this County from Waldoboro to the Kennebec river. That time expires this day and it is my personal pleasure and duty as agent of the propieters to deliver the bridge to the care and custody of the town authorities of Newcastle and Alna.  From Dr A.M. Card’s remarks, were the bridge endowed with the power of speech possibly it would say something like this - “For a century have I spanned this beautiful Maine River, while I have noted the progress of events and the deeds of men about me. The beloved land from which I have neither power nor Inclination to remove, have I observed in storm and in calm - invaded by a foreign foe and racked by civil strife. In these later years I have heard the distant scream of that iron horse which was never dreamed of in my youth.  The ripples that bathe my feet bear me tidings of man made water-craft, propelled from place to place by the very element upon which they ride, and with a force which waits for neither breeze nor current.
         The gentle zephyrs tell me of human speech, and of lights, rivaling in brilliancy the noonday sun, transmitted by a subtle force that knows neither time nor space.  I hear of minerals dug from the earth, being transmuted into structures very like my own spanning chasms once deemed impassable”. Immediately after the exercises, there was a concerted movement made over the tables and the next hour is fully accounted for.  It was a picnic and banquet combined, a jolly feast under the sun and the skies, and everyone had an appetite.  Divine blessing was again invoked. A concert and more speeches followed.
