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Connie Bresenhan, one of Mr. 
Sargent’s genial and efficient clerks, 
has come “out of the woods” for a 
few weeks change and visitation. This 
is Connie’s first trip down since last 
May and three days at Christmas 
season. He certainly will be well re
ceived out in the open and he as 
surely will be welcomed back to the 
woods haunts. All right Connie, 
we’ll have more cribbage later.

Miss Haner and Mrs. Gray of 
Pittston Farm recently visited for a 
week in and around Bangor.

❖ * ❖

It is rather difficult to grant the 
request contained in the following 
partial letter:

February 18, 1822.
Montford S. Hill, Supt.,
6 State St.,
Bangor, Maine.
Dear Sir: Will you kindly place 
the following names on your mail
ing list for “The Northern.”

(Three names signed)

Mrs. Irving of Holyoke, Mass., who 
has been in poor health for some time, 
came about a month ago with her son 
and daughter, to visit her son, Robert, 
at the Ten Mile. They were stopping 
at Mr. Sargent’s cottage. Mrs. Irv
ing’s illness continued to grow worse 
and she died Monday evening, Feb. 27. 
The burial was at Holyoke. Many 
condolences are offered to Robert and 
the bereaved family.

* *

Mr. Emmons, clerk at Rockwood, 
was called to Lewiston the last of 
February to attend his father’s fu
neral. Condolences are likewise ex
tended here.

❖ * *

George Maguire, who has been con
ducting an operation of cutting boom 
logs at Howe brook, closed the opera
tion Feb. 20.

♦ * *

Mr. Forest Comber is clerking at 
the Forty Mile, filling the place made 
vacant by John Baker.

* * *

A. L. Mishou made a trip to Bangor 
recently.

* * ❖

A new stable has been built this 
winter at the Blair Farm Annex, 
making now accommodations for 
ninety horses.

❖ * ❖

Miss Grace Leonard, who has been 
teaching at Seboomook for two months 
the past winter is now teaching at 
Moose River.

During the absence of Bob Irving at 
the Ten Mile, his place was for a 
few days filled by Dan Flannagin of 
Rockwood and later by Bill LaCrosse.

4* *

Bill Harrington was a visitor at 
Seboomook Feb. 22. Bill, take your 
handkerchief when you go visiting.

Henry Bartley has a new floor laid 
in his office at the Exchange. The 
work was done by Harry Rollins.

❖ * *

Paymaster Holden made a trip to 
Millinocket Feb. 20 to pay the crew 
completing the Sandy Stream Dam. 
He is now located in that territory.

* * *

Paymaster Bunker was right on the 
job at the conclusion of Bud Mooney’s 
operation at Monticello. The men 
were payed and released at once.

* * *

Mr. P. E. Whalen was taken ill with 
a severe cold while on the way from 
Sandy Stream to Millinocket. He was 
thus detained at Millinocket for three 
days.

❖ * *

The building contractor on the new 
garage at Greenville Jct., finished the 
contract Feb. 20. Up to that time 
there were two trucks and two tractors 
landed at the garage, the two trucks 
coming from Kineo and the tractors 
from Sandy Stream.

Now it is “Papa” Ellis. A ten 
pound boy was born to Mr. and Mrs. 
Ellis, Feb. 16.

*

Mr. John Russell is doing the car
penter work at Pittston in the South 
View House, where rooms 1, 2, 3, and 
4 are being converted into a suite and 
bath. The mason work on the shower 
bath is done and now ready for the 
plumbers.

❖ * ❖

Medric Mishaud has returned to the 
K. P. toting after spending the winter 
at Sandy Stream.

* *

A new ice house 20x20 is being built 
at the Forty Mile.

* *

The boats at Norcross are being 
painted and repaired, making ready 
for spring.

* * *

The old machine shop at Rockwood 
closed Feb. 15. The machinery has 
been removed and shipped by rail to 
Greenville Jet. The old building at 
Rockwood will be used as a service 
station.

* * *

Mr. Taggert, teamster at Rock
wood, became the proud possessor of 
a ten pound boy, Feb. 17.* * *

Mr. C. J. Driscoll has been replaced 
by Mr. H. Hellyer on the Kineo side 
of the Lake.

Mr. and Mrs. Gilbert have just 
completed a sight seeing trip in the 
Katahdin region, visiting the Sandy 
Stream Operation and stopping at the 
South Basin Camp.

* *

Two parties of “married folks” 
from the East Millinocket mill have 
been given at the Rice Farm, one 
March 4 and one March 8. The trips 
were made by both team and tractor 
conducted by Mr. and Mrs. Charles 
Burr. Mrs. Priest served her famous 
lunches after which dancing was en
joyed and also the Victrola.

■--------------- o----------------
Once upon a time

When black and white was in tune, 
Head over heels

In the office tumbled June.
❖ ❖ ❖

“It beats H------ ,” says John,
“How news travels ’round

Even though it’s wrong,
In this D------  old town.”

* * *

Books she loves and scen’ry charms 
her,

A better sport did ne’er exist, 
For Carrie’s game in any laughter,

And hikes and trips are never 
missed.
----------------o----------------

I’LL BE THE ONE WHO WILL KNOW
If I have slipped in the thick of the fight— 
If there’s something I’ve done that is not right, 
At the end of the day, when comes the night—
I’ll be the one who will know.
If I have received more than I have given—- 
If I’ve shown scant thought the while I’ve 

striven
To folks who harder than I were driven— 
I’ll be the one who will know.
When the smoke of the battle has cleared 

away—
If I’ve used foul means to win in the fray, 
It will not matter much what others say— 
I’ll be the one who will know.
But, if I have lost, though I’ve done by best. 
And made of every defeat a test,
And though I am scoffed at by all the rest— 
I’ll be the one who will know.

-------------------------O-------------------------

FRONT PAGE STUFF
An editor in the Far West dropped 

in to church for the first time for 
many years. The minister was in the 
very heart of the sermon. The editor 
listened for a while and then rushed 
to his office.

“What are you fellows doing? How 
about the news from the seat of 
war?”

“What news?”
“Why, all this about the Egyptian 

army being drowned in the Red Sea. 
The minister up at the church knows 
all about it, and you have not a word 
of it in our latest. Hustle ’round, 
you fellows, and get out an extra 
special edition.”—Chicago Examiner.

----------------o----------------
JOKES

He was invited out to dine
While wifie was away,

“Oh, no,” said he, “as cook I’m fine,
I’ve lots to eat each day.”

Marden.

Many ideals, like many people, look good until you try them out.
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Frederick H. K. Stait, an engineer 
for the Great Northern Paper Co., is 
in Bangor for a few days.

* * *
She: What makes the leaves turn 

red in the fall?
He: They are blushing to think

how green they have been all summer.*
Is it better to beat the other fel

low’s record or to beat your own?— 
The Silent Partner.

* * *
The horse shoe is the emblem of 

good luck, and what a stupid idea, for 
it cannot make both ends meet.—The 
Silent Partner.

Now that the snow is practically 
all disappeared the chief topic now is 
baseball. It won’t be long before the 
boys will be passing the horse-hide 
and limbering up their joints.

(With apologies to Walt Mason)
The time has come for long-haired 

bards to grab their writing tools, and 
gush about the babbling brooks, and 
trees and shady pools, and so I 
resurrect my lyre from out the attic 
dust, to overhaul its rusty wires for I 
must rant or bust. I will not sing of 
summer stars upon a moonlit sea, no 
yet perchance of blushing rose nor 
yet of busy bee; but I will prate of 
pencil stiffs and other things as good, 
that grow up where the ink does 
splash upon the four-foot wood.

They show you moving pictures of 
the husky lumberjack, a struggling up 
the tote road with his war-bag on his 
back; but they never take a close up 
of the operation clerk, who is sorting 
over boom-chains or some other pleas
ant work. For the clerk’s a common 
gilpoke of the lowest roughneck type. 
He’s a non-productive article that’s 
just supposed to write. He’s a sort 
of human door-mat for the supers and 
the cooks, and when it comes to 
wangan he is plain unvarnished crook. 
Yes, he’s that and some few other 
things it wouldn’t do to write, for al
though he’s slow to anger, he’s been 
even known to fight.

Yet my friends I hope you’ll notice 
else my song shall be in vain, it’s been 
many years since foreman kept the 
time and took the blame, and wher
ever spruce is moving—in the woods 
or on the drive—it’s this same dad- 
rotted pencil stiff that’s keeping 
things alive. Though he grabs but 
little credit, after all is said and done, 
you’ve got to hand it to him, he’s the 
man behind the gun.

—By an old clerk.
P. S.—Any individual clerk wishing 

to have himself immortalized in verse, 

can have same done easily and pain
lessly. Circular upon application.

The basketball team had quite an 
experience of March traveling in 
Maine on the evening of the 6th. 
Leaving Bangor at 6 o’clock by auto, 
they were forced to abandon car at 
Northern Maine Junction, leaving it 
in the ditch. The 8 o’clock west
bound train carried them to Carmel, 
where they wound up “Town Meeting 
Day” with a game with the fast local 
team. The roads being no better at 
the Carmel end and the midnight east
bound train not stopping at Carmel, 
forced a long ride by team to 
Northern Maine, where the train was 
taken and Bangor reached at 5:35 a. 
m. So much for the pleasure of 
basketball.

* ❖ ❖

One of our pricers from “up Dexter 
way” has sworn off again. No more 
Coca-Cola parties! Dexter is dry 
from now on. Too much form 89 
has been known to cause nervous 
timekeepers to pick red lizards off the 
walls but it was an old reliable 76 that 
reformed this hardened criminal.

The morning after the party, after 
arriving at the office, some time be
tween eight and nine, our erring 
brother propped his head up by the 
simple expedient of placing a ruler 
under his chin, and then started the 
old grind by pricing a 76—Never 
mind where from. He didn’t need any 
prop after a couple of looks, his head 
came up with a snap. Yes sir, he 
thought he had ’em alright, even had 
a crawling feeling in his spine.

We noticed he looked rather wild, 
but as he is kind of queer at times 
anyway, nobody worried much. A 
couple of minutes afterwards some

body saw him soaking his head under 
the water faucet—said he had a head
ache, which is very probable.

Well, when he came back everything 
was just as he left it so he thought if 
somebody else could see it, it must be 
so. We took a slant, and set his mind 
at rest.

Silver polish reported by the roll, 
clothes pins by the can, and electric 
light bulbs by the pound! Wicked 
stuff for the morning after. How
ever, with plenty of milk, eggs and 
fresh air, with careful nursing we 
have hopes of a speedy recovery.* * *

Jim Sargent seems to be running 
some of his operations on a profit- 
sharing basis with his clerks. Any
way we can state on good authority 
that it is through his efforts Ricker 
is saving a quart of ink a week by not 
dotting his “I’s”* * *

If Walter O’Connell could get in on 
that we figure that at the present 
price of ink in about four years he 
could buy enough cowhides to make 
him a pair of moccasins.* * *

Speaking of moccasins! This same 
Ricker has a smart little pair “whose 
bottoms have never seen the sun” 
(except once when he hung them up 
to dry.) * * *

Heard at Grant Farm office most 
any evening:

Time: 5:20 p. m.—Voice on the 
phone (sweet voice)—“Supper’s 
ready.”

Time: 6:30 p. m.—Same voice (still 
sweet)—Well, supper’s ready. Good- 
by!

Greeley—(Looking at his watch) 
Da-nation John! Gimme four choc
olate bars.

----------------o----------------
Leo Boutin was taken sick while 

driving a tractor from Kineo to Pitt
ston and was obliged to stop at the 
Twenty Mile. Bill Gallagher went 
down from Pittston and took the 
tractor in.




