Wonderful Wilderness

by

Eyes Right

Pittston Farm, ME – You can be part of living history if you find yourself at the fork of the north and south branches of the Penobscot River at the west end of Seboomook Lake.  “How?” you might ask.  Just spend a few nights with Bob and Jen Mills.

Bob and Jen (she prefers to be called Jenny-O) recently purchased the former home of the north woods logging operations of the Great Northern Paper Company.  The lodge, cabins, carriage house, campground, barns, chapel, numerous outbuildings, and surrounding 44 acres comprise a working farm, complete with sheep, oxen, and horses.  There is also a museum on the grounds with artifacts and photographs of the days when logs were cut from the surrounding forests and boomed down the lakes to the paper mills.  

Logging during those days was labor-intensive and dangerous.  Photographs of the era show men working with handsaws to fell the trees, cut them into manageable logs, and then using the rivers and lakes to transport them hundreds of miles downstream.

Today, Pittston Farm is run primarily for the enjoyment of tourists, hunters, fishermen, and snowmobilers.  The views from the dining veranda of the lodge are spectacular.  Last night we saw two moose in a bog on the far side of the river.  There are loons, giant herons, numerous hawks, osprey, eagles, and numerous other birds easily visible throughout the day.  Yesterday we took our kayaks up the north branch of the Penobscot and were the only humans on the river. 

The fishing has been superb.  Within 100 yards of the lodge, on the south branch, I have been catching trout at will.  There are also land-locked salmon in Seboomook Lake, where, once again, we were the only ones, other than scores of waterfowl, on the water.  We spent several hours paddling through shallow waters in inlets with shores still lined with logging relics from yesteryear.  I am told that bear, deer, and moose hunting are just as spectacular here during season in the fall.

Getting to Pittston Farm requires some effort.  We drove about 80 miles on “Golden Road,” an old dirt road winding from Millinocket past Ripogenus Dam and countless lakes, to the turnoff to the farm.  It is closer coming from the south if you take another dirt highway, “20 Mile Road,” north out of Rockwood. Snowmobiles are the preferred vehicle in the winter. There is an $8 permit fee to enter the region, but the state may soon assume control and eliminate the fee.

The drive is well worth the effort.  Kelvin and Fran and the other superb crew assembled by Jenny-O and Bob make visitors feel immediately as if they are spending a few days with close friends.  The meals are all home-cooked and delicious (and all-you-can-eat).  For lunch they even prepared box lunches for us to take on our kayaking adventures.  Our cabin has a queen-size bed, two twins, and a warm shower. Three generators running silently under one of the outbuildings provide electrical power for the entire complex.  Of course, there is no cell phone service, but I am able to tap into Jenny-O’s wireless internet every morning.  Three generations of Mills are hard at work to make your stay comfortable and memorable.

Fortunately for future generations, seven of the buildings and one agricultural field of Pittston Farm have been placed on the National Historic Register.  The entire Mills family is hard at work to complete the restoration of all of the buildings –a huge undertaking in view of the condition of the farm when they purchased it.    

I would tell you more about Pittston Farm, but I feel the urge to go kayaking once more before we leave.

I thought you might like to know.
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