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ience. They used both currencies.
They were first and foremost an
expression of a unified river eco-
nomy, and only secondly, Cana-
dians or Americans.

And se, a strange, nearly unique
relatedness developed between the
people on either shore of the St.
Croix, bearing its own simple logic,
but strange to those accustomed
to the separateness inherent in the
concept of nationality,

St. Stephen and Calais, divided
by an eighth of a mile of water,
were supposed to have been at
war in 1812. Yet no shot was fired,
and an old story has it that Ca-
nadian powder stored in St. Ste-
phen in anticipation of an Am-
erican attack was used finally to
celebrate the American Fourth of
July.

Trade across this border was
constant. As national allegiance
had a dreamlike quality compar-
ed to the hard reality of lovalty
to the Valley, smuggling was never
considered reprehensible. The ab-
stract rightness of a law origina-
ting in Washington became for
Calais [Tumbermen a concrete
wrong, and much smuggling was
in the nature of a reaction against
what seemed to them unreason-
able restriction.

And the people joined more in-
timately. The river culture was a
whele. Canadians and Americans
shared a single British, Protestant
background. They spoke a single
cultural dialect which joined them
to each other more strongly than
to their fellow citizens to the west
or south. So naturally they inter-
married and achieved family trees
the national branches of which can
be distinguished only by a geneo-
logist.

As time went on, their com-
munities grew ever closer. They
shared public utilifes - coal, gas,
water, electricity, and for a time,
a single telephone exchange. They
used each others” hospitals and fire
fighting equipment. They celebra-
ted each others” holidays, employ-
ed each otherss labor, became
members of each others’ churches
and clubs. Their citizenship was
often in doubt and was never a
problem to them except when the
“outsiders” in Washington and Ot.
tawa created difficulties for them.
Often they lived, loved and died
on the other side of the border.

The thriving days of the dark
pine forests are gone. One age of
our econowmy is dead, and a newer
age has taken some of the glamor
from the Valley. For better or
worse we are, more than our an-
cestors were, conscious of our

English Soldiers in Calais on Queen Victoria's Jubilee — 1897

This Photograpl is Presented with the Best Wishes of
THE BORDER VIEW, Calais, Maine

Hands Across The Border
This Photograph is Presented with the Best Wishes of
JACK BARKER

Americanism or Canadianism. And
yet, on any pleasant July day we
may see a man sauntering across
the International Bridge. He may
be an American or a Canadian.
He may have been bom in St
Stephen or Calais. He may be go-
ing to visit relatives on the other
side of the river or to see a man
to whose dog he can hreed his
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bitch, or to keep a dental appoint-
ment or see & movie. He may stop
for a long moment to watch the
mingled sweet and salt water of
his river flow toward the sea. Wo
do not know who he is, except
that he is of the Valley and of the
River, and like the River wwhich
he watches, he belongs in part to
both Canada and America,



