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30-YEAR CLUB OFFICERS 1945-1986

*Vern Hicks passed away during his term of office.

.Dan
Bufler moved into position of President and Edward C. DeGraaf was selected by the Board to serve out Bulfer's term as

vice-president.
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YEAR PRESIDENT VICE-PRESIDENT SECRETARY-TREASURER EXECUTIVE COMMITTEE

1945 Foster Steele Alex J. Jaenicke Glenn E. Mitchell K.P. Cecil
Vernon Harpham

1946 Foster Steele Alex J. Jaenicke Glenn E. Mitchell Vernon Harpham
Albert Wiesendanger

1947 Alex J. Jaenicke Harry M. White Glenn E. Mitchell A.O.Waha
Fred W. Cleator

1948 K.P. Cecil John C. Kuhns Glenn E. Mitchell Shirley Buck
M.L. Merritt

1949 John C. Kuhns Kenneth Wolfe Glenn E. Mitchell Fred Brundage
Gilbert D. Brown

1950 Glenn E. Mitchell Kenneth Wolfe James Frankland W.F. Staley
Foster Steele

1951 Victor H. Flach James Frankland Howard J. Stratford Carl Ewing
Albert Wiesendanger

1952 Francis E. Williamson Frank Folsom Howard J. Stratford Ira Jones
Herb Plumb

1953 Frank Folsom Howard J. Stratford Frank Flack Lyle Watts
M.L. Merritt

1954 Howard J. Stratford R.F. Grefe Frank Flack M.L. Merritt
Les Colvill

1955 Frank Flack John Clouston Les Colvill Leo Isaac
M.L. Merritt

1956 John Clouston Ernest Wright Les Colvill Leo Isaac
Harriet Dasch

1957 J. Herbert Stone Earl D. Sandvig Rosalee Coulter Harriet Dasch
Carl Ewing

1958 Earl D. Sandvig Thomas B. Burgess Rosalee Coulter Carl Ewing
Fred Brundage

1959 Thomas B. Burgess Lloyd E. Brown Harriet Dasch Fred Brundage
Leo Issac

1960 Lloyd E. Brown Dorothy Keith Harriet Dasch Kenneth Wolfe
Leo Isaac

1961 Walter Lund Robert Cowlin Harriet Dasch Les Colvill
Kenneth Wolfe

1962 Avon Denham Dr. Thomas W. Childs Harriet Dasch John Clouston
Les Colvill

1963 Harold Bowerman Gail C. Baker Pearl Hemingson Floyd Moravets
John Clouston

1964 George Churchill Vernon E. Hicks Pearl Hemingson Robert Cowlin
Floyd Moravets

1965 Vernon E. Hicks* Dan E. Bulfer* Pearl Hemingson James Iler
Dan E. Bulfer Edward C. DeGraaf Robert Cowlin
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YEAR PRESIDENT VICE-PRESIDENT SECRETARY-TREASURER EXECUTIVE COMMITTEE I
1966 Edward C. DeGraaf Fremont McComb Pearl Hemingson James C. Iler

Harriet Dasch
1967 Fremont McComb Lawrence A. (Bud) Gilbert Lynch Harriet Dasch

Waggener Thomas H. Burgess

1968 Fremont McComb Lawrence A. (Bud) Gilbert Lynch Thomas H. Burgess
Waggener John Failman

1969 Lawrence A. (Bud) George Weyerman Harriet A. Dasch John Fallman
Waggener Lloyd Brown

1970 Lawrence A. (Bud) Marshall Stenerson Harriet A. Dasch Lloyd Brown
Waggener (Charles Patch*)

(Fremont McComb)
*passed away 1970
McComb appointed

1971 Robert M. Beeman Russell A. Niblock Harriet A. Dasch William F. Cummins*
Marshall Stenerson 2-year
*1 year fills out Chas. Patch
F. McComb was apptd. 1970

1972 Russell A. Niblock Otis W. (Pete) Foiles Harriet A. Dasch Clarence Edgington
Marshall Stenerson

1973 Clarence Edgington Otis W. (Pete) Foiles Harriet A. Dasch Edward H. Marshall
**L.E. Olpin Owen L. Aydelott
**Appointed to fill
unexpired term as
Secy.-Treas.

1974 Kenneth 0. Wilson Otis W. (Pete) Foiles L.E. Olpin Edith Tompkins
Edward H. Marshall

1975 Frank E. Lewis Reta V. Eggers L.E. Olpin Edward C. DeGraaf
Edith Tompkins

1976 Reta V. Eggers Ward W. Gano L.E. Olpin Kenneth 0. Wilson
Edward C. DeGraaf

1977 Ward W. Gano John H. Brillhart L.E. Olpin Vivian H. Yergen
Kenneth 0. Wilson

1978-79 John H. Brilihart Carlos T. Brown L.E. Olpin Wm. G. Morris
Vivian H. Yergen

1979-80 Carlos T. Brown M.M. Holzwarth L.E. Olpin Wm. G. Morris
James C. Langdon

1980-81 M.M. Holzwarth Otis W. (Pete) Foiles Garnet Love James C. Langdon
T.W. Glazebrook

1981-82 Otis W. (Pete) Foiles C. Glen Jorgensen Garnet Love T.W. Glazebrook
Katherine Sigovich

1982-83 C. Glen Jorgensen T.W. Glazebrook Garnet Love Katherine Sigovich
Al Arnst

1983-84 T.W. Glazebrook Gail C. Baker Garnet Love Ross Files

1984-85 Gail C. Baker M.M. (Red) Nelson Garnet Love Ross Files
Jack Todd

1985-86 M.M. (Red) Nelson Spencer T. Moore Barbara Tokarczyk Jack Todd
Warren Post
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Many New Projects Underway

EVENTS AT THE PNW
Robert L. Ethington

I am pleased to report again on events at the PNW Ex-
periment Station for the readers of Timberlines. One of the
significant changes all over the Forest Service is being demon-
strated right nowI'm not only composing this letter, I am also
typing it. The modern world of computers, word processors, and
telecommunications has created new efficiencies that wouldn't
have made sense a few years ago. I recall a boss twenty or so
years ago watch me, a junior scientist, using a typewriter and he
admonished me that I was too well paid to be typing. He argued
that the public wasn't getting its money's worth unless
secretaries did the typing and I stuck to science, and he was
undoubtedly correct.

The world has changed alot since then, as most of us know.
We now have a system where, if our fingers are nimble enough,
we can rough draft a letter at the keyboard about as fast as we
could write it longhand or dictate it. The secretary's role is
changing so she (sometimes he these days) receives the rough
draft on her deskside TV screen and does all of the things
necessary to make it a final copycorrecting it, putting it in
Forest Service style, and the likewithout ever touching a piece
of paper, and without having to retype what the boss has already
typed. Then a machine prints it out on paper in an instant for
mailing. Or if it goes to a Forest Service office, it is never put on
paper. It is simply mailed over telephone lines. No 22 cent stamp.
No getting lost in the mail. These methods save both time and
money, or at least they will when we all have developed our skills
a little more than I have now.

Many New Things Arise

In any year there are always new things coming out of the
Station, a variety of new studies starting up, and older studies
winding down. In late 1984 we reported the following highlights to
the Chief's office:

New answers to control of western spruce budworm. When
you read in the newspapers about newly detected budworm in-
festations or major control programs, it's a good bet that is an
application of this research, which was carried out jointly by the
U.S. and Canadian governments. We ended this program of
research at the end of September, 1984.

SIMYAR: A model to simulate skyline yarding costs. This
is another one of those computer applications, designed to work in
tandem with computer logging design methods already in use on
National Forests and elsewhere.

Meeting clean air standards. The Clean Air Act has focused
attention on the amount of pollution we create in some of our
burning activities, and this research has helped us to meet new
standards and hold down costs.

Tree shaker. Several seed orchards are now using this
method, where about 65 percent of the cones are removed at a
rate more than 20 times faster than hand picking and it is far less
costly.

An artificial beaver pond. Not to help beavers, but to help
coho salmon. Fingerling salmon have grown quite a bit faster in
this man-made pond on a Clackamas River tributary than their
stream-dwelling counterparts.

How to keep track of landslides. This is one of those lines of
work that takes a longtime, but landslide inventory methods have
been developed from work on the H.J. Andrews Experimental
Forest over 20 years. This concept is already in use to help
monitor the effects of intensive forest management.

What can we get out of dead lodgepole pine? This research
showed that the loss in value depends on what products are to be
made. The most profitable bets are veneer or studs.
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IPASS. Increasingly we seem to communicate in
acronyms. This one describes a model that allows us to predict
the economic consequences of various forest management
policies. It is in use now by Region 10 economists in Alaska.

Landsat was used for forest inventory for a 32 million acre
basin in Alaska. It's the only way to go when there is so much of
Alaska, and there are so few roads to permit ground
measurements.

Underburning may have some impacts we don't like. Four
seasons after underburning a Ponderosa pine stand, height
growth was reduced eight percent with a cool fire, and eighteen
percent with a hot fire. We are going to study this one some more.

Personnel Keep Changing
We have a couple of new faces around Station headquarters

(one is really an old face associated with a new chair). Don Flora,
for many years an Assistant Director, wanted to get back to doing
some research, and took an assignment in international trade
economics with the Station at Seattle. Art Schipper came to us
from the North Central Station by way of the Washington Office,
and is the Assistant Director for research in the central part of the
territory. Dick Woodfin has become the Assistant Director for
Planning and Application, the position Eldon Estep held for a
number of years.

In these kinds of times there are always threats that we may
face vastly reduced appropriations. Although that actually
happened in 1983, we've been fortunate to about hold steady since
then. We do get redirected from time-to-time in the appropriation
process. This year we were instructed to accelerate forest in-
ventory at the expense of insect and disease research and some
other efforts. We are largely unaffected by some of the issues that
impact the Forest Service in the northwest so heavily right now
interchange with BLM, timber buyback, and below cost sales.

Forest inventory of western Oregon commenced this sumi
mer; it was last done in 1973, and in 1961 before that, so we haven't
quite achieved the 10 year cycle we strive for. We have a brand
new management plan for the Wind River Experimental Forest,
as a part of the Gifford Pinchot NF Plan, and this probably is the
most comprehensive plan we have ever developed at PNW for an
experimental forest. In Alaska, we are learning to serve new
clientele. Legislation the last decade or so has created a new set
of forest landowners, including the state, and a number of native
corporations.

One of the disadvantages of these new-fangled word
processors is the invitation to be verbose. I did not set out to write
such a long letter, but when I'm excited about what I am writing,
this machine makes it easy. It is enjoyable to keep in touch with
the 30-Year Club through Timberlines, as well as to participate in
the annual banquet.



Joyand Sadness

REPORT OF THE OUT-GOING PRESIDENT
Gail C. Baker

It has been a great honor to me to serve as president of the
Forest Service 30-year Club in it's 40th year. Working closely with
so many good and longtime friends has been a real joy.

I have looked forward to each monthly luncheon as an op-
portunity to greet friends, especially those from out of the area
and others who only can come occasionally. At every meeting
there is always someone you haven't seen for a long time and
that's a real pay-off. The attendance at each meeting averaged
more than 80, and on occasions there have been more than 100.

It is with sadness at the meetings that we have heard of the
passing of longtime members and friends. At the March meeting
alone there were Les Colvill, Horace Cooper, Charles Rem-
mington and Ashly Poust. Then in April it was Fritz Morrison and
Ralph Crawford.

In spite of these losses that are inevitable in a club such as
ours that is made up of so many "Old Timers," our membership
continues to grow. From a membership of 24, forty years ago, we
now have more than 660 living all over the USA. The last sur-
viving member of the original 24, Albert Wiesendanger, attends
most meetings.

It was also with sadness that we learned that our secretary
treasurer, Garnet Love, has been seriously ill and will be unable
to continue in her position. We will all miss her loyal and efficient
service. She held the position for nearly five years. Larry Olpin,
who held the position prior to Garnet's tenure, agreed to take over
until a new secretary treasurer could be found.

I cannot say enough about the fine help and cooperation i
received from many others during the past year. Ward Gano and
his engineering crew arranged for a very fine summer picnic at
Gabriel Park in Portland. Because of the difficulty in finding a
good location on a Saturday, we broke from tradition and held the
picnic on Friday Aug. 10. Since most of our members are retired
this change did not appear to affect our turnout.

Warren Post, with help from Lloyd Soule, and their wives,
arranged for the spring banquet and did a great job of it. Warren
contributed special name tags which were very attractive and a
big help in identifying each of the 168 members attending.

The executive committee of Tom Glazebrook, Jack Todd, Red
Nelson, Roscoe Files and Garnet Love were of great help to me
throughout the year. Tom, the immediate past president was
especially helpful since he was knowledgable about many things
that had to be done.

Of the many others, I want to single out two who always go
beyond the call of duty to help the club. One is Larry Olpin who is
always there when you need him. The other is Albert Wiesen-
danger who comes through with attractive Keep Green place
mats for the banquet. He is the source of much historical data on
the club that will be used in Timberlines.

The lifetime memberships now exceeds 100 and are con-
tinuing to grow. There is one danger with the lifetime mem-
berships that several members have voiced. It is that as more and
more join the lifetime club the need to send in annual dues will no
longer exist for them and the club will not get the notes about how
members are and what they are doing. These notes from mem-
bers are really the lifeblood of this organization. The club must
have that input to get out a meaningful newsletter. Some ways
will have to be found to maintain this vital correspondence.
Members seldom write in without some urging.

.Editor Merle Lowden with help from Merle Pugh and you con-
tributors has gotten out an outstanding edition of Timberlines.

With that, I turn the leadership of the Forest Service 30 years
Club over to the new officers who I know will do a fine job of
carrying on the work of the club as it starts its next 40 years.

Thanks to you all
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FROM THE EDITOR
Merle Lowden

We hope you enjoy this 1985 Timberlines. It has been a good
experience for us to work with so many helpful people in bringing
it to 30 Year Club members. Evelyn Lauridsen and Rita
Glazebrook did a splendid job in typing rough drafts from what
was often "rougher" material. This turned out to be a lesser job
than anticipated so others who volunteered were not needed. Our
club secretary, Barbara Tokarczyk did much of the final typing
and it was printed at Argus Printing Company in Hillsboro,
Oregon.

There are more contributors this year than usual. This meets
the executive board objectives of reducing the size of individual
stories in order to use material from more members. These ob-
jectives were announced in the January news quarterly and most
contributors followed them in good order.

Obituaries are an important part of Timberlines. The ob-
jective this time was to make all near the same size. In some
cases there were problems in getting the necessary information
and we had to use what we had. We hope we did not leave out
anyone.

Some members were asked to write on specific subjects such
as the early snowmobile by Bud Waggener and the fire simulators
by Bert Holtby. There were others who disclaimed writing ability
but came up with most interesting articles. We generally did little
cutting and other editing in trying to keep the "flavor" of the
authors, but had to reduce some to get nearer our goal in size.
There were some long articles that were splendid but just took up
too much space for our limited space and were cut or redone. One
author submitted nine articles all of which were good. We have
some saved for the next issue.

"Fate plays strange thing" as the saying goes. We asked Les
Colvill to recall some of his experiences in fire control and he
made a tape for us just shortly before his final illness. It has been
included. We asked Horace Cooper to do the same and we're sure
he planned to, but time caught him before he was able to do it.

The executive board gave excellent support to our work
helping with the guiding objectives and providing necessary
finances. Costs were up this year and we added some non-free
items such as paying a modest amount for the sketches. We hope
you like these as we believe it "peps" up the written pages and
makes the publication more attractive.

Some have remarked that Timberlines will become a wor-
thwhile reference in the future for writers, researchers and
others who review Forest Service work. While that has not been
our primary purpose it could be valuable for that use. Our
primary aim has been to entertain and we hope this issue has
done that for our members and other readers.



Jeff M. Sirmon
My last message to you in Timberlines mentioned change. I

spoke of consolidating services with PNW and changes in the
region's top management team. Well, recent activities make
those changes seem small in comparison. Economic forces,
legislative action, and recent administrative decisions are
working togehter to bring about significant changes in Region 6.

The Timber Contract Modification Act, or "buy-back" bill,
signed by President Reagan in October 1984, allows most timber
companies to terminate up to 55 percent of the total amount of
timber they have under contract by paying a buy-out charge. It is
estimated that approximately seven billion board feet of timber
will be terminated in Region 6 under this provision. Legislation
requires that this action will result in reductions in budgets and

PREFERRED ALTERNATIVE
WASH I sjGfO4
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personnel. Re-offering sales that have much of the road con-
struction and presale work already completed means less work.
Consequently, by the end of the year, we face the loss of 1150 full-
time positions. 223 of these are currently vacant and will not be
filled.

FS-BLM Interchange Proposed
In January, the Secretary of Agriculture and the Secretary of

the Interior initiated a proposal to exchange administrative
responsibility for 35 million acres of federal land in 13 western
states. In Oregon 3.8 million acres of BLM administered land
(including 2.2 million acres of O&C land in western Oregon) would
go to the Forest Service, while BLM would acquire 200,000 acres
of National Forest.

ADMINI5TR.ATIVE UNIT OFFICE W//////i INOI4N RESERVATION: SUBSURFACE REMAIN

o SUBUNIT HEADQUARTERS LOCATION up,aogg BLM MANGEMEI.1T

NOTE Ot)NDARJES SHOWN ARE APIMATE

Changes Order of the Day
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Plans to implement the proposed interchange of lands are to
be completed and approved by Chief Peterson and BLM Director
Robert Burford by June 1. The guiding principals for the in-
terchange are to: (1) enhance public service, (2) improve
management efficiency, and (3) reduce costs. Initial estimates
are that $25 to $35 million could be saved annually Nation-wide.

The first steps in the plan, released in early April, outlined
proposed boundaries for units and sub-units (see map), and an-
nounced recommended staffing targets for the two agencies for
Oregon and Washington. These actions would not go into effect
until interchange of land management functions is approved by
Congress. A legislative proposal is due later this summer. A core
team and several sub-teams made up of members from both
agencies worked on developing plans to meet the June 1 deadline.

Forest Plans Number One Priority
Completion of Forest Plans has been a long sought after goal.

I believe we are now on the threshold of achieving it. The planning
process, now well defined and workable, will allow us to proceed.
Forests are now presenting their Analysis of the Management

Situation (AMS) documents for Regional Review. Draft En-
Environmental Statements on all Forests are scheduled to be
published this fall. Completion of Forest Plans is our number one
priority.

In closing, I would like to commend members of the 30-Year
Club for urging their members and others to participate in the
Forest Service Volunteer Program. There are many op-
portunities for you to become involved, and your willingness to
share your time, skills, and talents creates a great resource for us
to call on. I encourage you to continue this effort. Your support
and service will be needed even more during this period of
change. U

EDITOR'S NOTE:

Jeff Sirmon was transferred to Washington D. C. August 15th to serve
as Deputy Chief in charge of Programs and legislation. He succeeded J.
Lamar Beasley who in turn had succeeded Ray Housley as Deputy Chief/n
charge of National Forest Systems. The new Regional Forester for R-6 is
Charles "Tom" Coston who has been Regional Forester of R- / at Missoula.
Taking Coston's position in A-i will be James C. Overbay, now Deputy
Regional Forester for R-3 at Albuquerque, N.M. Overbay served many
years in R-6 and his parents are Mr. & Mrs. Charles H. "Chuck" Overbay of
Bend, who are members of the Thirty Year Club.

ALTERNATiVE 2 (PREFERRED)
OREGON ..

AOMINI5TRATIVE UNIT OFACE. INDi,44 RESERVATION 5U5URFACE To REMIN
UNOER BLM MANj3M-o SULJN1T HEAtXUARrEg5 LOCATtON (SOME SUBJECT TO EURTHEE STuCy)

NOTE JJNOApJE5 SHOWJ ARE AppROxu.SOTE
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REGION SIX SNOWCAT WAS A BREAKTHROUGH
Bud Waggener

The Snowcat, designed and built in 1936 by the Region Six
Equipment Development Section, was a breakthrough in
mechanized over-the-snow travel. Like its cousin, the trail
building tractor/dozer, it evolved into a machine which had
important military applications during World War II as well as
subsequent commercial successes.

Oldtimers will recall that most of the initial organized efforts
to devise and develop mechanical equipment and attachments
were carried on by the Region Six Division of Engineering
Equipment Development Section at Portland, Oregon. The
program was directed and administered by Theodore P. Flynn.
The work was first conducted in the basement of the U.S. Forest
Service Warehouse, 2760 N.W. Yeon Ave., and moved to the Sell-
wood Shop in late 1942.

It is accurate to point out that this small group of dedicated
employees used the empirical approach to solve many of their
problems. They worked with very limited funds, frequently
inadequate facilities and deadlines which often read "Yester-
day".

The scope of the group's development projects was almost
unlimited. It included items such as the gear driven dozer, the
"Tomcat" logging tractor, pile driving equipment, brush
mowers, a series of small mechanical trail equipment (Clarkair,
Beetle and Senior Beetle tractors), tractor-mounted fire plows,
etc.

When the Chief undertook on a Service-wide basis the control
and sponsorship of all equipment development activities and
established the Arcadia Equipment Development Center (EDC)
at Arcadia, CA., the Portland based operation was phased out. Its
records, files and a limited number of personnel were transferred
to the new EDC. Subsequent service demands necessitated the
move of Arcadia EDC to San Dimas, CA. and the establishment of
a similar operation at Missoula, MT.

Snowcat Started in 1936

Sometime in 1936 Mr. Flynn's group launched its project
known as the "Snowcat". Fabrication was completed in the Fall
of 1936. It was field tested in early February 1937. Arden Robin-
son, mechanic, was the operator during the tester, and Ward
Gano, Civil Engineer, was named observer. In short, the machine
performed as planned with one exception. Due mainly to the
performance characteristics of its single track assembly, the
Snowcat lacked stability and was prone to turn or lay over on its
side when traversing unstable snow or steep side hills.

A brief description of the machine follows. The main frame
was fabricated using angles and other shapes. The single track
was made of three rows of Link-Belt chain; its grousers were
aluminum. The power plant was an 85 HP Ford V-8 engine. The
transmission and differential were modified Ford truck
assemblies. The steering was accomplished using a drum power
cable arrangement which fastened direct to the cargo sled. The
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sled was equipped with long stabilizing rudder devices fastened tcl
its lower lateral outboard edges.

The prototype Snowcat, tractor and sled, could operate only
as a unit. The tractor relied on its ability to articulate with its sled
in order to turn. The operator compartment was equipped with
the usual accessories such as a heater, defrosters, windshield
wiper, etc.

Machine Helps at Timberline

Upon completion of the field testing the machine was pressed
into use servicing the crew uncovering the Timberline Lodge's
first water source in February 1937 (Some Timberline Lodge
Recollections, Timberlines, Volume XXIII, September 1979). In
spite of minor breakdowns and its known stability problem, it
performed well in transporting materials, personnel and fuel to
the job site at the head of Salmon River Canyon.

Meanwhile, Flynn and his group undertook the redesign and
fabrication of a second Snowcat. The new model was equipped
with separate track assemblies (two) which could be controlled
individually. This change improved the machine's steering
performance significantly. In fact, the Snowcat tractor could now
be steered and maneuvered independently; the sled served only
as a cargo hauling device.

In May 1939 the second Snowcat was put to effective use at
Timberline Lodge to transport structural steel tower materials
during the erection of the first Magic Mile Ski Lift (The First
Magic Mile Ski Lift, Timberlines, Volume XXIV, August 1981).
The new machine performed well thereby expediting the
placement of materials at the tower sites without reopening the
cat road which lay under varying depths of snow and riskin
undue environmental damage.

In late 1942 the U.S. Army was organizing its first mountain
troop infantry division. It desperately needed over-the-snow
transport equipment with which to supply and move these units.
Although the exact interagency dealings are no longer a matter of
record, the up-dated Snowcat design (drawings, etc.) were turned
over to the military, and the later through bid arrangements
procured several machines of the new design. Two were tested at
the U.S. Army's Camp Hale, Cob., training grounds for the
mountain troops. The Iron Fireman Co., Inc., Portland, was the
successful bidder and manufactured the military machines.

Following World War H several over-the-snow machines
appeared on the commercial market, the most famous of which
was the Tucker Sno-cat manufactured in Medford, Ore.

In 1958 a train of Tucker Snocats under the leadership of Sir
Vivian Fuchs, Great Britain geologist and explorer, completed a
spectacular overland journey of the Antartica. The expedition
crossed the continent from Weddell Sea to the Ross Sea by way of
the geographic South Pole.

Hence, such reliable performance of over-the-snow vehicles
readily available commercially negated any further need to
continue development of the Region Six Snowcat.



MY INVOLVEMENT WITH THE FIRE SIMULATORBert E. Hoitby
In the early days of the Fire Simulation project (1959-1960), I

was in charge of the air operations in Fire Control in R-7. About
this time, everyone who read their newspaper, was being exposed
to the words simulator or simulation. Merle Lowden was the
Director of Fire Control in the WO, and Hamilton "Ham" Pyles
was the RF in R-7. They believed we could up-grade the fire
control team with the use of a simulator. This effort was sup-
ported by Chief McArdle and later by Chief Ed Cliff. NASA had
developed simulators for the shot to the moon and had recently
ran simulated launch exercises at Cape Canaveral.

At the A.M.A. meeting in New York in 1959 I met the president
of the Systems Development Corporation (SDC). He lived in the
foothills of the Los Angeles NF and had motivation to stop these
"damn" fires. The Santa Anna winds had pushed the fires to his
home and he was "burned" out. I told him we needed to keep in
touch as I thought we might be able to work together in
developing a fire control simulator for training our fire overhead
for campaign fires.

We had SDC scientists available to give us
support

In October, 1960, I was moved to the Arcadia Equipment
Center in California. Gene Silva was director of the center and he
gave me logistical support which was vital to this project. I
worked with SDC headquarter in Santa Monica. Dr. Hank Case
was assigned to work closely with me on developing criteria for
this project. We had SDC scientists available to give us support in
their particular line of work. I worked on the project with SDC for
ix months. It was during this time, while developing the criteria,

that a proposal was worked up for advertising for any outfit in this
line of work that might be interested in bidding on the job. The
proposal for developing the simulator was put out for bids by the
FS in accordance with bid procedure.

When this project was put out for bid, Dr. Case had moved to
Paramus, New Jersey. He and his associates bid on the project
and had the lowest cost. They were awarded the contract and the
first simulator was developed in Paramus. The simulator
developed for fire control (campaign fires) required three skilled
people to operate. The exercises projected by the simulator
needed to show slope, fire spreading, manpower needed, etc. I
was still in Southern California but much of my work was done in
and near Paramus.

I was working on the simulator project and was also working
on a second project: Programmed Instruction (now referred to as
Programmed Learning). The early instruction in programmed
learning was held at our National and Regional Training Center
at Continental Divide, New Mexico (near Gallup).

After being awarded the contract, the Paramus firm went to
work immediately to develop the necessary hardware. This was
accomplished in approximately three months. I developed the
programs that would be fed into the simulator for campaign fires.
This would help train theiire generals; plans chief, air chief,
operation chief and finance chief. The simulator was taken to
Washington, D.C. and the Division of Fire Control arranged with
the Department of Agriculture to demonstrate this new concept in
fire control training. It was on display in the lobby of the U.S.D.A.
building for several weeks while fire teams put on demon-
trations. Soon a second generation of simulators was developed.

Those were tried out in several places in the West.

A R-6 training cadre was led by Bob Torheim and R-6 per-
sonnel included Pat Wick, Don Franks and Haven Stanaway.
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Other regions had fire teams and used the simulator much like R-
6.

Since the original simulator, there have been several
generations to follow. The fire control simulator now located at
the Western Forestry Center near Portland, is about the third
generation.

THE LAST OF OLD ROOSTER
George W. Morey

I well remember one trip with Hugh White in 1943. It was late
in November and we were moving the pack stock to winter
pasture at the Al Powers ranch on the Port Orford district. Our
starting place was the Redwood Ranger Station. There were 60
pack animals besides our 5 saddle horses. Our route was down the
Illinois River to Agness. The first day was without incident and
we camped at Briggs Creek. During the night a southwester
swept in from the coast with gale force winds and much rain. We
only made 11 miles that day. We spent the night at Bald Mountain,
trying to sleep in the old "prune dryer type" lookout building. We
were glad to be on our way at the streak of day in that driving
wind and rain.

By the time we arrived at Silver Creek all of the small
streams as well as the Illinois River were at flood stage. The
water was about 3 feet over the Silver Creek low water bridge. All
of the mules followed the leader across but when an old pack
horse named Rooster got about half way over, he made a ninety
degree turn and stepped out into that raging current. In about two
minutes he was out in the middle of the Illinois River and going
full speed ahead. We got to see him once more about one half mile
down stream but by then he was going end over end. It turned out
to be the last we ever saw of Rooster.

The storm broke that afternoon and we arrived at Agness just
before dark. Ranger Jack Handy gave us shelter for the night.
The next day Leo Frye met us at the Port Orford Experiment
Station and guided us to the winter pasture.

Hugh White was loyal to the Forest Service and always
willing to pass his knowledge on to others. He was the kind of an
employee that could make a ranger look good. In many ways he
was the ranger's right hand man. He was a delight to work with
and gave advice that was always timely and good.

I'm sure that many of the young foresters (now mostly old
men) who worked on the old Page Creek district are better off for
having known and worked with Hugh White.



BEARS CAN BE PERSISTENT
Wendell H. Harmon

Working on a national forest during the summer in intimate
association with nature and with "oldtimers" who have spent
years fighting fire, building trails and lookouts, will usually bring
many unforgetable experiences. To me, an Iowa State College
forestry student in the year 1930, the prospects of working on the
St. Joe N.F. in Idaho were exciting.

The first assignment was on Matson's six man trail camp
near Rutledge Creek, a fifteen mile hike from Avery. One day the
Ranger sent word that I was to be transferred to a two man trail
camp on Nugget Creek. An experienced woodsman, whom
Matson called "Jim", was to be in charge. From then on Jim and
a persistent bear were two of my chief concerns.

I set out on a well-marked trail and after another fifteen mile
hike had little difficulty in finding the old log cabin which was our
first supply house. A hole in the shake roof was evidence that a
bear had made its entrance to sample the food stored within.

We had been at our second camp for several weeks with
scarcely a sign of a bear. By this time the garbage pit was getting
a sizeable number of cans in it. One evening I cooked a kettle of
beans for the following day. These were liberally seasoned with
some choice pieces of ham and allowed to simmer on our camp
stove after we turned in for the night.

There's a Bear at the Garbage Pit
"There's a bear at the garbage pit!" These words from Jim

were a rude awakening. Sitting up in my bunk I heard the sound of
rattling cans

We lay back in our bunks and listened to the rattle of cans for
almost a half hour. Then a sniffling near our tent was the first
warning of the bear's route of travel as he sniffed first at the
garbage pail several feet from the tent, then at some food on the
table at the tent door, and last at the kettle of beans. Apparently
he wasn't hungry for we heard him amble away towards the
spring.

"Well, I guess he's gone," said Jim with evident relief.
"Think I'll just leave my clothes on for a while," he continued. I
decided to do the same and soon fell into a rather restless sleep.

There was a crash outside the tent and we both sat up at once.
The hair on the back of Jim's neck was no doubt reacting just the
same as minestanding straight out!

As we listened we heard a terrible crash as some intruder was
apparently smashing the stove. I heard the oven door creak as our
old friend the bear, having decided there were good things inside
to eat, forced the door open. Everyone has watched a hungry dog
wolf down tasty morsels of meat. I could picture those slices of
ham disappearing as the bear greedily ate. Finally, when the
bear had finished, the oven shuddered and fell back.

What next? We didn't have to wait long. We heard the bear at
the front flap of our tent as he began to eat the butter and jam
which we had left covered on the table.

With the bear scarcely five feet away, and with more food
stored in the tent, I am sure that Jim was thinking the same as I.
Jim got out a sharp knife and slit a hole in the back of the tent. Out
we crawled, and up the trail we hurried at 1:30a.m. It was a dark
night and a seven mile walk to the Sisters' Lookout where Jim
said we could get a gun.

Was the Bear Still There?

By 7 a.m. we returned to view our camp nestled below us in
the brush patch. Was the bear still there? We hoped so as we were
each armed with revolvers borrowed from the lookout. Then we
saw the bear in front of the tent, still feeding on the remains of our
last ham. We both shot and the bear vamoosed, unharmed.

After we surveyed the wreckage around the tent Jim said I
should make a new requisition for food. Oh yes, I examined the
stove. The bear had merely bent the oven door in his efforts and
only a moderate amount of hammering was necessary to repair
the damage. I took out the kettle of beans and found that bruin
hadn't been so selfish after all. He had only selected the ham,
leaving all of the soup for Jim and me.

Later we came back to camp after searching for a fire and
found we had had a visitor. "That blasted bear!" Jim exclaimed,
adding more adjectives as we surveyed the damage. Smashed
cans littered the ground where the bear had chewed them. The
ham and bacon were gone, eggs were smashed and flour was
scattered about. In the brush, about twenty feet from the tent, I
found a large can of sourkrout with only two teeth holes in the can.
Evidently Mr. Bruin didn't like the flavor of krout mixed with
apricot jam and had flung the can into the brush.

One day the Ranger visited us and we went out to Inspect our
work. About five p.m. we started back for camp, cussing and
discussing the bear which had done so much damage to our
supplies.

The Ranger Fired Several Shots
But Missed

The trail wound past the garbage pit and as we approached it
we saw a big black bear, our very own pet, as he scrambled out of
the pit and crashed away into the brush. The Ranger fired several
shots at the bear with his German Luger, but missed. Anyway, he
was now convinced that we weren't eating all that grub.

We had been in bed several hours when we heard the bear at
the garbage pit, raking over the cans for some scraps of food. Jim
roused the Ranger and told him that the bear would probably
come up to the tent. He was right and we soon heard the bear
shuffling up the trail.

We could see the bear's vague outline as he approached the
garbage pail which was located about twenty feet from our tent
flap. The bear sniffed at the canned salmon we had placed in the
garbage can for bait. He liked it and began feeding on it greedily
while the Ranger aimed his Luger. That quiet Idaho night was
interrupted by a terrific roar as the Ranger fired. With a "woof"
the bear scrambled down the trail and crashed away into the
brushunscathed!

"Well, I'll be, never missed a bear that close in my life,"
the Ranger exclaimed. Of course Jim and I were disappointed. All
summer we had been pestered by that bear and now he was still
loose to raid our camp.

"I'll leave my gun with you for a while," the Ranger stated
the next morning after breakfast. "There will soon be a full moon
and bruin will be back." We had little doubt but that the bear
would visit our camp again, but the fact that we now had a gun
gave us some assurance.

Finally the last night at our Periwinkle camp had arrived.
Our nocturnal visitor, the bear, had returned several times
following his scare by the Ranger. Jim had done all of the
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shooting but each time it was dark and the bear escaped.
We were sleeping peacefully when the familiar sniffing at the

garbage can aroused me. I looked out of the tent and there, in the
bright moonlight, was the bear feeding at the garbage pail. That
night Jim handed me the gun. I aimed and fired. With a howl of
pain the bear jumped into the brush.

"Lucky hit," Jim exclaimed. We could hear the bear
thrashing in the brush. "Don't go out there or he'll take after
you," he cautioned. However, going into the brush at night
following a wounded bear held no attractions for me.

For a long time we could hear thebear crackling the brush as
he made his way to the edge of the timber. How badly it was hit we
could not tell. At last Jim and I went back to sleep.

With the coming of morning I prepared a hasty breakfast. I
bid Jim farewell and at 6 o'clock I set out, up the trail for Avery,
carrying all of my personal supplies in my pack.

Reaching the crest of the ridge I looked back into Periwinkle
Canyon. The Canyon, clothed in tall fir, hemlock and white pine,
was beautiful, yet secretive. To me it had told a story. I took a
deep breath and turned away from the scene of my first sum-
mer's work for the U.S. Forest Service. That day I walked all of
the thirty-five miles to Avery.

THE "TRUMAN" TREE
Dick Worthington

During the fall of 1950 both Don Warman and myself were
assigned to the old North Umpqua Ranger District, head-
quartered at Glide, Ore. George Churchill was district ranger;
Mel McCord, district assistant; Mel Rogers, district clerk;
Gordon Sanford, timber sale officer; and Don and I were junior
foresters. We were doing sale layout under the guidance of Lou
Gable, then assistant forest timber staff officer. Harry Truman
was President of the United States and now it appears was greatly

isunderstood. He was about at the bottom of the national opinion
polls then.

Don and I were locating a road off of the then E-Mile sale
being operated by Roseburg Lumber Company. I remember
walking to work each day on the old E-Mile trail. Roseburg's
cutters were falling right-of-way and used the trail. Along our
path was a very large Doug-fir labeled years before with an of-
ficial Forest Service sign, "The President Grant Tree".

One night as Don and I passed the President Grant Tree on
the way in we noticed a new sign placed by the fallers on an old,
very rotten hemlock with more conks than limbs. Don and I
chuckled about the new named "Harry Truman Tree" for weeks
afterward.
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BIGFOOT SKEPTIC
Harry White

While reading the Oct. 19 issue of The Oregonian, I ran across
an article entitled "Sasquatch season ends with big Bigfoot feet in
Washington." Although my apartment was warm, cold chills ran
up and down my spine as I pondered what could have happened to
me 54 years ago and later, when I walked the trails or scrambled
through the brush in the Gifford Pinchot National Forest, alone
and defenseless.

When I was assigned to that forest on July 1, 1920, I began
traveling to the ranger districts to get acquainted with the per-
sonnel and help them with their work; and to become familiar
with the forest terrain and cover. In August, I took off from the
Wind River Station northward. After pulling myself across Lewis
River on the basket ferry I walked eight miles downriver to a
station near Cougar. From there I went upriver to Pine Creek,
thence north to a trail construction camp and later to Spirit Lake
along the east side of Mt. St. Helens. After completing work there,
I walked to Courgar along the west side of the mountain.

What if one of these reportedly eight-foot, 800-pound beasts
had appeared while I was eating my lunch beside upper Kalama
River or was resting at the top of a long grade on the mountain?
That's Bigfoot country. It makes me shudder to think of it.

Seriously, I wonder if it has ever occurred to the Bigfoot
hunters that the Mt. St. Helens and Lewis River areas have been
in national forest status for most of the present century, and
hundreds of forest personnel have roamed and worked all over it,
constructing roads and trails, telephone lines and other im-
provements, cruising timber and fighting fires. Not one of them,
as far as I know, ever saw the beast's tracks, reported to be as
much as 18 inches in length.

If it be said that the Bigfoot invasion is of recent origin, I
would point out that he was reported as early as 1924, when a
miner's cabin on the east slope of Mt. St. Helens was bombarded
with big rocks one night and large tracks (man-made) were found
near the cabin the next morning. That caused what I call "The
Great Ape Hunt of 1924." Among many others from Portland and
other points, L.H. Gregory went to the area and wrote a fantastic
story for The Oregonian, in which he said the purpose of his trip
was to try to capture one of the apes, train him as a baseball
pitcher and sell him to the manager of the Portland Beavers for a
million dollars.

When will these expeditions and wild tales of huge beasts,
known variously as Sasquatch, Bigfoot or Hairy Ape, end?
Probably not soon, if ever; they have been going on for a long
time, and not only tracks but sightings continue to be reported in
California, Oregon, Washington and Canada.

Well, they give reporters something interesting to write
about. Even the National Wildlife Magazine got into the act.
There is a profusely illustrated tale in the October-November,
1970, issue, written by the managing editor, no less, who was in an
expedition to the Mt. St. Helens area the previous summer.



Of Workplans and Boats

R.H. Tubman
The aura of early day supervisors always intrigued me. I

have appreciated my early association with some of the three
Carls, the K P, the P T and others of the same ilk. I worked under
the guidance of some of them and picked up some knowledge of
the others. I was astonished at how they worked over underlings
of their time. Their system of supervision was current in those
daysyou generally knew where you stood. This is no con-
demnation of themI liked them all but had to learn to deal with
each individual. There was disagreement with their brusk
management of personnel but I could understand their attitude in
the situationsI had worked under other rough characters. So
this brings me to an early story.

It was Labor Day weekend and Frank Ritter had asked
Harold Samuelson and me to let Carl B and him and wives use the
cabin on Spirit Lake for that weekend. We said OK and moved to
the bunkhouse. It rained hard all that day and activity was slow
about the station. This was in the days when we toiled for hours
each month on the new work plans. You scheduled each job of the
day in detail, then applied it to a skeletal map of the district, co-
ordinated to the hour of the day.

It was a laborious job. With nothing else to do I worked to
complete the plan for the month a full day. Late afternoon Carl B
came in the office alone, greeted me and showed an interest in my
effort. He inquired how I liked the plan structure since he was in
Operations at the time in the RO. I told him the map became too
detailed and to coordinate the map and plan took a lot of time in
the office and did not work out in the field. He said "That's in-
terestingwe are abandoning the skeletal map and from now on
we will use the small district map (½-inch). So we talked about it
and in a hour he returned to the Ritters and his wife.

A couple of days later, KP came by for a casual inspection
and we delved into the work plans. He praised them. I complained
about them. So I said "Carl B informed me that they were
abandoning the maps and its replacement was the smaller
district map". I made the wrong statement. KP had arrived in a
good mood and that mood suddenly changed. From then on the
day wouldn't go right. He blasted the RO for sending out in-
spectors of "his forest" without being aware of or accompanying
him on their visit. He was aghast at me turning the cabin over to
the visitors. He was going to look into this inspector deal for sure.
I didn't suspect at that time that there was that much animosity
between gentlemen of that score but I knew better soon after. His
disposition remained rigid that dayhe accepted nothing
carried a chip on his shoulder.

After lunch he inquired how the Smith River shallow draft
boat was performing and I said "OK". (I always alluded to this
boat as the 'Smith River Scow'.) So he says "Let's take a ride".
We went to the boat moorage. He was the 'Skipper' and fixed up
the Budda motor and took off. As soon as the motor got to
operating heat, he opened the throttle but the boat performance
was sluggish. Its' tunnelled prop sucked air and the boat didn't
steer right. He began to tinker with the carburetor but he could
not bring it into performance capabilities. Being already on the
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sour side, this increased his mood. Suddenly he inqured "Do you
tune this motor?" and I said "Yes, the last time I tuned it, the
performance was great". So he replied "Whoever tuned this
motor did a so and so poor job.

He could not get it in tune and lashed out his feelings at me
and the boat. What he wasn't told was that his mechanic hench-
man had performed the last tuneup four days previous to this day
and the boat had not been run since. By this time the breeze on the
lake was driving the boat into Donney Brook Camp beach and he
told me to beach the boat. Getting irked myself as we touched
shore I leaped off the bow with the tie rope, gave the rope a heave
and the boat slid on the beach.

Without further ado I yelled at him "She's all yours, you can
get her back to the dock if you canI am headed for the office.".
Back to the office in fifteen minutes and cleaned up my work
plans as I didn't want a confrontation about them. About an hour
and a half later I heard the old boat spitting and popping and
missing and finally he moored at the dock. He came up to the
office and says "I'll get my mechanic to come up and tune it. So I
said "Do as you wish, your mechanic just did the job four days
ago". That took the sails out of him and no more was said.

Supper at the cookhouse was over, I returned to the office.
Later KP walked in and apologized for the whole incident. By the
next morning his temperament had mellowed and the day didn't
go too bad.

Truman's Money Burns
R.H. Tubman & Effie Lofgren

Harry Truman of Spirit Lake was fiery, volatile, un-
predictable. His demeanor and language were always rough, be it
to friend, customer or foe. He was a hard competitor with anyone,
especially with Jack Nelson, his resort opposition. Any action
contrary to his good was opposed. He served intoxicating drinks
to any one and then asked that the drunk be taken away when the
drinking became boisterous. If the district had a lightning bust he
was in the office raising hell about what the Forest Service was
going to do. But he had to sometimes lean on the people and
organizations he snorted about.

This story deals with the night Harry's home burned down in
the summer of 1938. It was late, about 10:30 PM. Harold
Samuelson, Elmer Lofgren and I were eating cookies at Elmers'
and Effies cabin. The telephone rang, Effie answeredit was
Harry screaming that his cabin was on fire. We three men
jumped in the fireboat headed for the Toutle Mouth and Truman's
resort. Effie came down by road and met Harry's wife running
around screaming, "My Money!, My Money!" Harry was
chasing her yelling, "What Money, What Money!"

She had been pilfering the till and hiding it in the chinking of
the log cabin wallit burned. While he chased her he ran into a
tree and bashed up a couple of teeth. Effie consoled the wife as we
docked, and coupled the hoses and pulled ashore. The big firs
towering over the cabin were ablaze to the upper branches and
the cabin was totally engulfed in flames.
The old boat performed well with great pressure and volume. As
Samuelson moved ashore he knocked out the fire in the trees.
Harry dove into view frantically waving his arms and yelling that
everything was lost, including keepsakes, money, records and all.

We turned a couple hoses on the fire, the flames diminished
and the fire was extinguished. There remained much of the frame
of the building standing. Harry was still waving his arms and
shouting. It suddenly dawned on him that the fire was out and the
cabin frame still standing. He broke into a rage, shouting, "Why
the hell didn't you let the cabin burn up? Now I have it all to clean
up." An argument ensued.

We left the cabin a soggy mess. We rolled up the hoses and
were about to board the old boat when one of Harry's better
moods struck him. He invited us in as he opened up a case of beer.
We stayed and drank two or three beers. I



THE UMPQUA FOREST-
Ofrom PROTECTION TO MANAGEMENT in 1940's

M.M. 'Red' Nelson
As we grow older, with more years in retirement, I guess we

all spend more time wondering what our main accomplishments
might have been while we were working. I have always said that
the most satisfaction I have is knowing that I had a part in selec-
tion, training and helping place younger foresters in positions to
advance and perform in important positions in the Forest Ser-
vice. I can count many that made real contributions in their F.S.
careers. Of course most of those that started working for me as
Junior Foresters have now retired; but I do count the present
Chief of the Forest Service as one in which I had a part in his
career development, and I am proud of that.

I am also proud of some accomplishments in pure forestry
during my ten years on the Umpqua National Forest in the 1940's.
It was an interesting period while that forest went from just a job
of "protection" to one of "management." That was helped by the
demand for lumber during the war when new production areas
had to be opened up. With more demand for N.F. timber there
was an opportunity to change past practices and to get more
"forestry" into the management of forests for which we were
responsible. The year before I reported to the Umpqua that forest
was last in the region for amount and value of timber sold--it
was practically none. Ten years later it was number three. Some
of the "forestry" put into practice on that forest in those ten years
included:

Every Working Circle, including the very isolated
Diamond Lake district, went into production.

The practice had been to make sales by land descriptions

.such
as a quarter section or a full section. That changed to

making the sale description to fit only the area of land we wanted
to be cut.

The practice had been to cut on the face of the forestone
sale following previous one. Patchwork clear cutting was in-
stituted (first on Umpqua was on Bohemia DistrictI believe the
first in the region).

Building of roads had been left strictly
to the logger as to location and standard

Building of roads had been left strictly to the logger as to
location and standard. This changed with F.S. doing the location
and contract setting standard of roads the logger was to build.

New volume tables for sugar pine were developed; also
rules for selection cutting of that species were drawn up with help
from Alex Jaenicke of R.O.

In what had been called "clear cutting" the logger had
been left to determine whether a defective tree was cut, thus in
our old growth Douglas-fir many trees were left standing. Rex
Wakefield, then a District Ranger, proposed requirements that
every tree be cut, and taking the added cost into account in the
appraisal. This was adopted very successfully, partly because of
added sound logs that were found in defective trees that had
previously been left. In addition it left the area in better condition
for reproduction and for protection (many of the trees that would
have been left would have become hazardous snags).

The K.V. Act had not been used on westside Forests in R-6.
We made use of it for the first time in two ways: (A) Collection of
K.V. funds on a large sale that contained hemlock trees which the
contract did not require cutting (no market at that time). It gave
us funds to remove the hemlock from the land so as to get
Douglas-fir reproduction. (B) to plant parts of patchwork clear
cut areas. This was done even though the Division of Timber Mgt.
disagreed with such use of K.V. collections on westside forests for
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planting. I did have the good fortune of having Chief Lyle Watts
visit the Umpqua and I showed him this use of the Ky. Act. He
approved and that changed the view of the Regional Office.

In 1940 we made an appraisal for the first major sale on the
Umpqua since a railroad logging sale in about 1912. It was for
sugar pine. It indicated a price much higher than sugar pine was
selling for on the Rogue River and more than double the price in
sales in Region Five. That raised some questions (especially from
R-5), but the sale was made, a sawmill built to cut it, and suc-
cessful pine sales were started on the South Umpqua district.
Incidentally, at that time, other than myself, the Umpqua had no
professionally trained foresters (supervisor, staffmen, or district
rangers); and I had been promoted to staff officer for Timber,
Engineering, CCC camps, and other functions even though I had
never before prepared a timber appraisal or written a sale
contract.

When the ranger brought a prospective purchaser in to talk
with the supervisor about a sale of sugar pine the three of them
started to determine the price we would charge. I mentioned this
to my fellow staffman, Ray Hampton, and told him I thought we
should first have to make an appraisal. His comment to me was,
"that is why you are in charge of timber sales, you at least know
that an appraisal should be made, even if you do not know how to
make one." He was right, but I did learn. Over a period of time
the Umpqua personnel changed to one of highly qualified young
professional foresters, many of which advanced to high positions
intheF.S.

THE FIRE CAM VAN
TMVELS TO THE COAST

John Herbert
Red Nelson's "Friends From Forest Fire Fighting" in the

August, 1983 edition of Timberlines, page 87, kindles memories of
that fire fighting season.

CCC crews from Eastern Oregon, as well as the Westside,
were called upon to help fight the rash of fires in Western Oregon
in 1936. I was a foreman in a camp on the Imnaha River in the
Wallowa Forest at the time and well remember the caravan of
trucks. As we travelled west from Enterprise, CCC crews from
Umatilla, Whitman, John Day and Ochoco joined the entourage. I
think there were upwards of 600 boys and overhead and we were
scattered out some fifty miles along the highway.

There were, as Red mentions, a number of fires and our
caravan was split up and dispatched to help on several. If my
memory is correct, I spent several weeks mostly scouting on
several different fires. At the time the Sandy Creek fire blew up, I
had a crew of loggers and Whitey Norgorden was my boss. John
Moffitt and Paul Pieper were crew bosses. Moffitt was a forester
from the Umatilla. (He passed away many years ago.) I can't
recall where Pieper was stationed at the time. We were trying to
contain a sector of the Sandy Creek fire when another one fanned
by strong east winds burned into it and cut off our trail to the Big
Creek camp. We had to move fast through the burn to get away. I
recall that the stitching in my boots gave way soon after that and
we buried some of our tools.

Jack Campbell asked for a report on the two fires burning
together and much to my surprise, I found a copy of my memo of
October 15, 1936 in an old "personal" file. This memo helped
refresh my memory.



AWS Days In The Early 40's
R.H. Tubman

The World War II AWS System created many problems in the
days of short labor and rush of work effort. Lookout positions
normally maintained in summer only had to be used and main-
tained regardless of the weather. This is a story from those hectic
days.

Latter September and October rushed us to complete quar-
ters at old lookout stations and stock and man them for the win-
ters use. Hershberger Mountain on the Rogue-Umpqua Divide
was manned early in October by two elder employees on the
Union Creek District. They were to spend the winter together. The
two old gents got cabin fever in two weeks. Down they came in
late October.

Ranger Lee Port suggested a man and wife combination. He
had a couple, we specifically asked for no pregnancy. They were
driven to the lookout as replacements for the two old gents. We
thought we were set for the winter. They were trained and
oriented in the AWS system and appeared to do well. All went well
and the man shot himself a bear near Rabbit Ears and packed his
meat to the station. He wondered what to do with the hide and I
told him to leave it there or hang it up. No more was said. Snow
began early and the system appeared set for the winter.

Meat and Vegetables Came Hard
Two top ground men, Andy Pierce and Daid Thompson

trudged the snows of that winter supplying fresh vegetables and
meats, small needs and mail to those on the stations. It was a
trying job but they did it faithfully and speedily. The snow and
sleet raised havoc with the telephone lines. We could not use
radios. Many flights of aircraft crossed the forest daily.

For nearly three months all went well. Late January the man
called asking to come down, tooth trouble and he had some
clothes to exchange for those at home. AWS operated round the
clock. I pondered whether he would agree to a replacement with
Daid. He didn't care and she said OK. There were two rooms.
Daid was dispatched, as the man came down. Both checked in at
the Halfway Cabin equi-distant between Hersberger and Union
Creek. The man said he needed help to bring his load down, too
heavy. I accused him of bringing down the bear hide; he admitted
it and I agreed to meet him halfway. I did.

The switch of personnel completed, Daid told me next mor-
ning, "Dick you better inspect that station and occupants". He
refused details and I deduced something physically wrong.
Thought it over for a few days, checked employment and per-
sonnel records. Early February I checked with the man and he
denied anything wrong but Daid said "you guessed right"; I aired
my feelings. Birth deadline was less than two months away. The
weather intensified with snow at that station 17 to 18 feet and
tough along the telephone routes. The couple was informed they
would be taken off the AWS Station as soon as weather would
permit. Andy and Daid contacted a local breeder and trainer of
Alaskan Huskies and he agreed to take on the job. It was about the
middle of March before the weather became suitable. Snow was
deep everywhere.

Trouble Down the Creek

Suddenly a call came from Hershberger, the pregnant wife
crying and saying "my husband is in trouble away down
Lonewoman Creek". She had heard three shots at specific in-
tervals just before calling. She and her husband had agreed on the
signal. I tried to talk her out of her concerns but she insisted.
Actually, the husband was supposed to be on the job. I agreed that
she call every hour. The weather was clear. If he did not show by
9:00 P.M. that night, I would come up. Meantime I told Andy and
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Daid to prepare to head up the hill. About 4:00 P.M. she called and
was frantic. So the two boys got dinner and by 6:00 P.M. were on
their way and would rest at the Halfway Cabin with the in-
structions to sweep the slopes of the head of Lonewoman for signs
of return snowshoes since that was his mode of travel that mor-
ning.

At 9:00 P.M. I called the wife; she had sobbed out but was
desperate. I told her that Andy and Daid were on their way and
that they would first search the head of Lonewoman. As promised
I would be on the way by 10:00 P.M. and would contact her from
the Halfway Cabin. Arriving there between 2:00 and 3:00 A.M. I
called her and there was no change. I would be there at her station
about 10:00A.M. I arrived at the saddle below Hershberger on the
main ridge at about 7:00 A.M. and it took me three hours to climb
that distance; snow was rotting. Upon arriving at the cabin there
was 18 feet of snow and a tunnel had been shoveled from the cabin
to the bank, about 75 feet. Inside the cabin the wife appeared
subdued. She offered me some breakfast, we talked a while.

Awaiting breakfast I passed thru the tunnel to look over the
headwaters of Lonewoman. Snow was everywhere, sun was
bright, you could see the silhouettes of snags and trees. Suddenly I
heard three shots, waited and about 5 more rang out. It was
straight down Lonewoman and there was an old burn about 3
miles beyond the lookout. Back in the cabin I told the wife I did not
believe that what I heard was a gunshot, so called Tiller and
inquired what was happening down their way. I learned they were
blasting stumps on a road. Yesterday they had done their
shooting by 8:45 A.M. I told the wife that what I heard was
blasting in the vicinity of Tiller as she had heard the shots. So the
mystery of Mr. Husband was solved as far as I was concerned. I
ate breakfast and was out in the sun scanning the slopes above the
creek. About noon I saw two men far off northwest and guessed
either Andy or Daid had found him. A few minutes later I ob-
served a third man about three-eighths of a mile below the peak.

Back in the cabin I told the wife I saw three bodies but two
were far from the other. After about 10 minutes I went back into
the snow tunnel and met the open end of a 30.06 rifle pointed
directly at me with a "What the hell are you doing here?" I said,
"Mr. Husband lower that bore and we will talk this situation out".
A while later Andy and Daid arrived. I told the couple that they
would be off the peak as soon as we could arrange it regardless of
whether we had a replacement or not. After the heat of the
situation cooled down Andy and Daid and I went out in the sun and
talked the situation over. They had tried to make contact with the
husband way off northwest of the cabin across Lonewoman but he
refused to acknowledge their calls. Instead he beat it back to the
cabin to set up an alibi with his wife. Daid said the man was
erratic, something like a wildman, thought he was off his rocker
since he would not reply to their calls across the canyon. Back
into the cabin, I informed the pair that they would be off the
payroll within three days. Returning, the man had missed the
peak and ended up on a higher peak upridge from Hershberger.

Upon return to the ranger station, the Huskie owner was
contacted and on the second day they were on their way up to
bring out the couple. As promised they were brought out the third



Gail C. Baker
It happened when we were being transferred from John Day

to the Gasquet Ranger District in 1939. Gasquet District was still
part of the Siskiyou in R-6 at that time. It has since been tran-
sferred to the Sixes River N.F. in R-5.

In those days most transfers of personnel were made in the
spring before fire season. The Forest Service did the moving by
using one of the big red fire trucks that was used in the summer to
move Regional fire cache equipment to fires throughout the
Region. The Regional fire cache was then on Yeon Street in Port-
land, and Roy Walker was in charge of the caches. When my
move came up Roy brought over one of the big red fire trucks to
move us from John Day to Gasquet.

We were living in a small rental house on the outskirts of John
Day. There was an old barn on the place and the owner who lived
there before us had chickens. When they moved they left one old
hen on the place. Soon she wanted to set, so we sent to Mon-
tgomery Ward and got a dozen day-old Rhode Island chicks and
gave them to her.

At that time we only had a handful of belongings, and, wan-
ting to make out somewhat of a decent load for Roy and the big
red truck, I crated the dozen chickens and added them to the load.
Even that did not make much of a load. So we arranged through
Ranger Mike Palmer, who knew the Langs who owned the Rose
City Upholstery on Sandy Blvd., in Portland, to pick up a sofa and
matching chair on our way through. We also arranged to pick up a

set of springs and mattress and other things a short distance from
the Rose City establishment, on Sandy Boulevard. By the way, the
Rose City Upholstery is still at the same place on Sandy and still
in the Lang family.

I had Roy drive the truck via Portland and stop first at the
Rose City Upholstery, where I would meet him and help load the
living room set. Everything worked out fine, but, since it was only
a short distance from the Rose City Upholstery to the next stop,
we did not bother to tie the load on securely. As Roy drove the
truck down Sandy, the chicken crate fell off and broke wide open.
The dozen chickens were loose in the middle of busy Sandy Blvd.
I honked the horn and got Roy's attention. He and I caught every
one of those chickens without losing a one! That was in 1939. What
do you think would happen if you tried to do that today?

The chickens and the rest of our things arrived safely at
Gasquet, and we served fresh eggs and fried chicken to
dignitaries from the Regional Office and to the Forest Supervisor,
Ed Cliff, on their inspection trips to the district. Probably helped
megeta "Satisfactory rating".

ButtermilkA Cure For Bellyache
Earl D. Sandvig

In the January issue of the 30-year Club News, I was sur-
prised to find a "chip pile" or accounts of incidents that were
dredged up in my memory one evening in Honolulu, Hawaii,
shortly after my retirement. I've hesitantly decided to add
another "Chip" to the pile.

As I grew up on a Montana Ranch my whole interest in life
was ranching. Family persuasion caused me to enroll in the
University of Montana as a business major, but my mind was
fixed on the ranching industry as a career. Forestry students on
the Campus were obtaining summer jobs in many parts of the
West. It occurred to me a summer job would give me the op-
portunity to examine the ranches in the area of my job. Inquiry
revealed the way to get a summer forestry job was to write to a
Forest Supervisor. I picked Prineville, Oregon, and although I
was not a forestry student I wasoffered a job as a road laborer.

Prineville, in 1920, could easily pass for a cowtown in Mon-

tana. Board sidewalks, dusty and unpaved streets, put Prineville
in the same class as my hometown of Plentywood, Montana. The
difference in the two towns rests in the fact that not far from
Prineville a real forest is growing, while Plentywood is a prairie
town. It earned its name from a roundup cook who found enough
box-elder trees growing along a creek to replace the "cow chips"
he was accustomed to burn in cooking the beef stew and other
delicious food the cowboys were served.

I found the Forest Supervisor in a small cubicle-like office
above a bank. He was a big, robust, outdoor type of fellow, who
looked like a woodsman. I liked him. His name was Vern Har-

pham.
While discussing my job assignment, I got a terrible cramp in

my belly. Harpham noticed my pained agony and we speculated
over what caused it. I told him I hadn't drunk anything but
Prineville water since my arrival, but it seemed to have a taste
similar to the alkali water I often had in eastern Montana. I added
that since I had been drinking western Montana water for several
months, I just guessed that my stomach was rejecting Prine-
ville's strongly flavored liquid. Harpham agreed with that
diagnosis. He then said he had the proper cure for a bellyache.
From under his desk be brought forth a gallon jug of buttermilk.
He urged me to drink heartily from it, then go to the hotel, lie
down and report back the next morning. You better believe it, the
next morning I was "fit as a fiddle", ready to perform any service
within my capabilities for Supervisor Harpham. Whether it was
the buttermilk that cured my bellyache is a moot question.
Anyhow that summer's work on the Ochoco proved to be so
challenging and interesting that ranching as a career lost a
candidate and forestry gained one. I wouldn't change the decision
if I had to make it again.
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day, the wife riding the sled. All the way down the mountain, the
Huskies fought as the gear slacked allowing the dogs to gang up
and the wife always in the midst of the battle. Andy remarked

S
that it was unusual that she was not slashed up. Delivery to the
ranger station and the signing of the termination papers ended
the episode. They were both good riddance.

The replacementto Ranger Port again and he offered me a
man and wife with a three month old daughter. The man was one-
armed. I hired them. They showed up with supplies and medicine,
signed a release of responsibility, furnished snowshoes and away
they went, the child riding papoose-like and their supplies air-
dropped. They did a splendid job and came down in late June.

Catch Them If You Can

THE CHICKEN MOVE



MY FORESTRY CAREER
Leslie L. Colvill

First, I would like to state that I had no formal high school
education. I want this to be a matter of record, because it shows
what can be done if a person has the desire and the will. My
parents were poor, money-wise, so that us kids were strictly on
our own. My desire was to get an education in forestry.

The first opportunity came in the winter of 1917. Montana
University was conducting a short-term course, primarily for
district rangers. Although I was not a district ranger, they wanted
a few of us farm kids to fill out the class. My first employment for
the Forest Service came in the spring of 1917, planting trees in the
old 1910 burn out of Avery, Idaho. From there I was sent to Fisher
Peak as a lookout, and on July 10, 1917 I enrolled in the 10th
Engineers, Forestry.

We built barracks and did our training on the outskirts of
Washington, D.C. On September 10, we were put aboard the
Cunard liner R.M.S. Carpathia, now changed to a transport. After
criss-crossing the Atlantic Ocean many times, we finally landed
at Glasgow, Scotland, and then on to LeHavre, France. We
arrived at our camp on October 31. This was a man-made forest
planted about 50 years before with pitch pine, located in south-
west France.

On January 1, 1919, we arrived at Brest. At Brest we were put
aboard the Battleship New Jersey and anchored at 12:30 at
Newport News, Virginia. At 10:30 we left Camp Stewart enroute
for Camp Funston, Kansas.

Although I picked up a few high school units on this detail, I
realized I had a long ways to go. I was discharged from the Army
on February 11 at 10:30a.m. at Camp Funston, Kansas.

1919 Was a Bad Fire Year

On May 1, 1919, 1 started work again for the Forest Service at
Avery, Idaho. Most of the summer was spent fighting fire. 1919
was a bad fire year, second only to 1910. In late September, I
returned to Missoula in time to enroll in a veterans' course being
conducted by the University of Montana. In June of 1920, I was
offered employment by the ACM Company in one of their
cruising parties. For the next four years, I alternated between
cruising and studies at the University. All this time I was picking
up a few high school units towards the goal of 16 required for
graduation.

During the winter of 1924, I was assistant cost clerk on the
Nine-Mile. Five camps were operating. When the veterans'
course was discontinued at the University, I enrolled as a special
student, and somewhere along the line I picked up my 16 high
school units and became a regular student.

I passed the Junior Forester's examination and was given an
appointmentor rather I should say offered an appointmenton
the Deschutes National Forest in the spring of 1925, assigned to
the Brooks-Scanlon sale. Herb Plumb was the Forest Supervisor.
In 1926 I was brought into the Supervisor's Office and made
Forest Dispatcher, a position which lasted five years. Rudolph
Fromme and Carl B. Neal were the other two Supervisors I
worked for as a forest dispatcher.

I Was Detailed to the Washington Office
In 1931 I was transferred to the Fremont Forest, working for

Jack Campbell and later Bill Harriman. In 1933 I was transferred
to the Olympic National Forest, working for Ray Bruckart. While
I was there I was dispatched to many large fires, mostly on the
Siskiyou National Forest and worked there first for Glenn Mit-
chell, then Ed Cliff, and lastly for Herschel Obye. In 1942 I was
transferred to the Regional office, first to assist Otto Lindh as
Regional Fire Control Chief, and then Larry Mays and finally
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Kermit Linstedt.
It was during this period that I probably made my greatest

contribution to fire prevention and fire suppression, by gathering
technical information and furnishing it to the training officers. I
contributed to establishment of the Siskiyou Smokejumpers, the
40-man crew, the Remount Station, and many fire plows and crew
carriers. In 1956 I was detailed to the Washington office to help
write the Fire Control section of the Manual.

I was awarded two cash awards and presented with the
Department of Agriculture's Superior Service Award. I received
several letters of commendation: by the Secretary of
Agriculture, by Senator Richard L. Neuberger, Congresswoman
Edith Green, Forest Service Chief Richard McArdle, and lastly
the late Herbert Stone, Regional Forester, Region 6.

It was late in March when I received a telephone call from the
Pacific Power and Light Company, asking if I would manage fire
prevention and suppression on their Swift Creek Hydroelectric
Project. I asked them when they wanted me, and they said, "the
following Monday". I assured them I would be there. I learned
later it was several days before the Forest Service knew I was no
longer in their employ.

Following this job, I accepted a similar position for the
Eugene Water and Electric Board, managing fire prevention and
suppression on their Carmen Smith Project (McKenzie River), a
position I held for four years. This was probably the most
rewarding experience of my forest career. I was able to ac-
complish my objective without scorching a single tree. Following
this job, I taught several quarters of fire prevention and sup-
pression and forest soils at the Mount Hood Community College.

There followed many job assignments, either working for
Merle Lowden, Chief of the Forest Service Fire Control; directly
or on recommendations made to others by him. The following is a
recap of my forest career: I worked in two Regions on five
National Forests, for ten Forest Supervisors and three Regional
Chiefs of Fire Control. I worked for many private concerns and
for the Department of Justice. I have long since hung up my
caulked shoes. U

THE FOIL ED ROBBERY
Gail C. Baker

An unusual incident happened on the Malheur N. F. while I
was stationed there during the period 1937-39. Two bank robbers
figured out a scheme to rob the Grant Co. Bank in John Day. They
set fire to the Forest Service Warehouse in downtown John Day,
and, while all the townspeople rushed to the fire, the two robbers
tied up the bank president, Ed Way, and got his assistant to open
the bank vault. They took a large amount of money but in their
haste to get out of town they turned their car over in a sharp turn
between John Day and Mt. Vernon. All the money spilled out on
the roadway. The two were captured there and the money
retrieved.

Another good part of the episode was the Forest got a new
warehouse and an excellent opportunity which they took full
advantage of to use the fire to account for lost inventory. Any time
property was missing all they had to do was report it burned up in
the warehouse fire. The Siskiyou N. F. used that same gimmick
while I was stationed there from 1934 to 1936.

At that time and for some years later the only way to get
freight and supplies to the Agness Ranger Station was by boat
from Gold Beach. Every once-in-awhile in making the trip up the
Rogue River a loaded boat would sink in the rapids. The Siskiyou
would then use that for some time to account for lost inventory.
Finally after an unusually large loss, Albert Cousins, the
Regional Fiscal Agent at the time, wrote the forest that with so
much equipment on the boat it was no wonder it sank. U



Horse Trading With Archie Mills Or The Saga of the McClellan Saddle
Bob Bjornsen

Most R-6ers know Archie Mills for his sharp humor and as a
practical joker par excellence, but how many know of his con-
sumate ability as a horse trader? Indirectly, Roy Bond does and
that's how the mysterious McClellan saddle entered the picture.

It all started when Archie heard the Gifford Pinchot was in
the market for a good saddle horse. Having heard that I was in
charge of horse and mule trading on the GP, in addition to being

Bigfoot-60 Years Ago
C. Otto Lindh

For the winter of 1923-24, District Ranger Jim Huffman offered
free lodging at Spirit Lake Ranger Station to Fred Bradley and
two young men provided they kept the building roofs free of snow.
In a couple of months, they came down with a bad case of cabin
fever. They discussed many options to break the monotony. It was
decided to play a joke on two miners living in a cabin a few miles
north of Spirit Lake.

The "jokers" cut big feet from boards about two feet long,
with a big toe and 8 inches or so in width. Straps were put on so as
to fit a boot like a snowshoe.

When a clear weather period developed, with no snow to
remove, they tied the big feet and a bite of grub to their pack-
boards, put on their snowshoes and took off on the ice across Spirit
Lake for the north. Near the miners' cabin they waited until after
dark and the light had been extinguished.

The three put on the big feet and went around the cabin. They
screamed, yelled and grunted and threw rocks at the cabin. The
cabin light came on and the door was opened a crack for a few
seconds. The light was quickly put out again. After about 20
minutes, the three "jokers" traveled to a deserted cabin about
one-half mile away to spend the night.

As later told by the miners, they stayed put in the cabin and
couldn't sleep a wink. At daybreak, they found all those bigfoot
tracks and at once decided they would rather be someplace else.
They put on their snowshoes and traveled on trails to the west and
south. About noon the next day, they came to the Toutle River and
civilization. They were still scared but told their story to any
skeptic who would listen, Of course, the story grew as it was
retold. I know that in later years, other "jokers" made big-foot
tracks in the snow in the Wind River area and in Northern
California.

So "Bigfoot" became a legend that is still with us after 60
years. But there is no "Bigfoot".
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range and wildlife staff officer, he called me to offer a fine sorrel
gelding to our stable "no strings attached". His story was that
"Rocky" was just too much horse for the Wenatchee buckeroos,
but undoubtedly would give yeoman service to the GP
equestrians.

For once Archie was above reproachhe
wasn't trying to pull something on us.

Well, now when you get a "no strings attached" offer from
Archie Mills, immediately a glimmer of suspicion arises. So we
called various Wenatchee friends to find out the real lowdown on
Rocky. Surprise! For once Archie was above reproachhe
wasn't trying to pull something on us. Rocky wasn't spavined,
cinch bound or lame. His only drawback, as we later learned, was
at 17 hands it took a tall stump to get in the saddle.

The no strings was shattered when a few weeks after we took
delivery, Archie called and wanted to know when we were sen-
ding over the saddle as payment for Rocky. "Now just a G-- d---
minute" we told him, "you said no strings attached!" With the
usual Mill's aplomb he said he'd never have traded such a fine
horse without some recompense and furthermore he would see to
it that the GP's sterling reputation would be sullied unless we
came forth with the saddle, immediately if not sooner! Bang! He
hung up. What to do? We couldn't let Archie get the best of us in a
horse trading caper, yet we couldn't ignore his threat to sully our
reputation either. Voila! (sp) He didn't specify the type of saddle,
why not send him a McClellan?

Now anyone who has ridden this famous Army cavalry saddle
knows it to be the hardest, most miserable piece of leather
equipage ever invented to support a man on a horse. Of course the
FS acquired many of these saddles as surplus property in the
early days and a few could be found moldering in remote barns on
western forests. Such was the case on the GP. We located a fully
rigged McClellan, complete with tapaderos, at the old Sunset RS,
(now) St. Helen's District.

We built a heavy wood crate and sent it COD to Archie on a
government bill of lading, informing him by letter that his saddle
was enroute and the GP's reputation continued to be un-
blemished. Stan Norton, Forest AO, had assured us that sending a
collect GBL would generate no end of paperwork for Archie for
some reason known only to business managers.

Archie conjured up a way to save face

Archie never acknowledged receipt of the McClellan, which
gave us great satisfaction in knowing we had one upped him at
horse trading. But the saga didn't end there, Archie conjured up a
way to save face by sending the saddle to Roy Bond, collect GBL
of course, upon Roy's transfer to Supervisor of the Malheur.
Somehow the McClellan kept following Roy around the country.
Where it is today is a story for Archie, or Roy to tell.

Epilogue: Rocky, the big sorrel horse, went to Mt. Adams
District and turned out to be a real jewel. He was a joy to ride and
was given a further name of "Rock Around the Clock". His only
bad habit was biting the unwary in the ribs when he was being
saddled.

Later, those McClellan saddles "disappeared" from FS
barns. They had become a sought after antique like the old
wooden box telephones we hauled to the dump and burned. Why
we sent Archie a rare fully rigged McClellan, when several others
in much worse condition were available at the time. Maybe Ar-
chie won after all? U



It Wasn 't Easy
CONTROLLING THE BUDWORM IN THE FIFTIES

Joe Giertson
Between 1953 and 1958, three major budworm control projects

were completed in Eastern Oregon. All three used the very ef-
fective hydrocarbon, DDT with oil, at the rate of one gallon per
acre.

The first aerial spray project attempted by the Forest Service
was accomplished out of Meacham on the Umatilla N.F. I was
selected to be the first Unit Supervisor by Carl Ewing, probably
because I was handy, being Ranger on the Pendleton District.
Weeks before spray date, a makeshift runway was carved out of a
scab ridge near the whistle stop of Meacham. Lindberg had not
included Safety Hints for this type of project. They would come,
much later.

Fortunately we drew a good contractor, Johnson Flying
Service out of Missoula, Montana. Bob had probably the last three
Ford tn-motors, still operational. They were capable of hauling
heavy pay-loads at slow speeds. He used his Cessna for our daily
observation flights. While following a Ford enroute to a spray
block, he nonchalantly barrel-looped around it which was not in
"Lindberg's" book, but quite impressive to me. I noticed the Ford
pilot reach out and manually activate his windshield swipe, after
a spray run. Great planes!

We were off like a scalded cat and barely
clearer the timber

Around mid-project Johnson called in a C-47 to cover the long-
run blocks. His army pilot had received experience in WW II
hedgehopping over Europe. I decided to try a spray run in this
ship. I crawled up in what was left of the navigator's cage and
braced my feet. We taxied as far back as we could to get enough
airstrip, brakes were set and the engines revved to a howl. We
were off like a scalded cat and barely cleared the timber. Our
spray block was a box canyon known as Devil's Gulch. Our pilot
lowered his flaps and called for "landing gear down". The Co-
pilot responded, "down". The added drag would put us on tree-top
level to get maximum coverage (a move to impress me, un-
doubtedly. We were fast approaching the rock-slabbed dead-end
when he lifted the flaps and barked, "Up landing gear!" Nothing
happened, a malfunction. Somehow we made a spectacular one-
hundred-eighty without clipping off a swath of timber and made it
back to base.

State of Oregon was involved in the project. They had con-
tracted a trim squadron of basic-trainers from the East Coast. A
week before "D-Day", they flew in formation over LaGrande, the
seven planes artistically decorated with replicas of the Seven
Dwarfs. Midway through their project, one of the group ap-
parently became ill in flight and headed for his base. He didn't
make it. His plane crashed in timber, a short distance from our
rider's cabin. The picture of Dopey on the crunched fuselage was
no longer humorous. Sad, in fact. A short time later the State
brought in an additional spray plane with an experienced pilot. He
was trying to spray a block up-grade on a ridge. He was fatality
number two.

In 1954 I was transferred to the Long Creek District on the
Malheur. Incidentally, another budworm infestation appeared,
engrossing much of my district. Just a coincident that I was
"experienced", so the Forest appointed me Unit Supervisor of the
Fox project. We found a level stretch on private land out of Fox
and before long had a pretty good strip, even with dust palliative
spread full length. This Camp was to become better known as
"Rag City". We scrounged tents from region-wide sources and
some were doozies. But we gleaned a good mess tent with two
good male cooks and a flunkie. We fed around 50 people. Twenty-
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five Stearmans were lined up on the apron plus a couple C-47's.
The Contractor, Art Butler, had installed makeshift motorcycle
seats against the dashboards of the Stearmans for pilot safety. A
week went by with little incident other than a few midnight
disturbances by Long Creek permittees concerned with real or
imaginary range problems.

He pulled up too late and crashed into
a mountain

Charlie Munger had been having marital problems. On this
early takeoff, his Stearman was observed tooling along too low to
clear the ridge enroute to his block. He pulled up too late and
crashed into a mountain, just below a State's Lookout. A return-
ing pilot reported, "Charlie bought the ranch!" A pickup was
available. With demerol kit in hand, I was off for the crash site.

At the scene of wreckage I surprisingly found Glen Jorgensen
with Munger, the vicim, laid out next to his totaled plane. The big
engine had led interference for him. Glen had been visiting his son
David, a Lookout for the State. Munger was in deep shock and
bleeding from the mouth. I administered a shot of demerol and
made him lie still. Doctor Jerry of Canyon City had been radio
notified and arrived shortly after, driving his make-do panel
"ambulance." After a cursory inspection, he administered
another shot of demerol. I held the plasma jug high during the
bumpy ride down the mountain to Jerry and Martha's hospital.
Munger was lifted on to the x-ray table, alive. Every bone in his
head were broken excpet the skull proper, which had been
protected by his small helmet. Flesh had been shorn from both
knees down the shins. Dr. Profit of John Day did an expert job of
wiring up Charlie's jaws and teeth. Munger didn't fly again but
emerged a solid person, capable of gainful employment. Our
contractor was heard exclaiming, "See?, I knew those motor-
cycle seats would do the job!"

A few years later I was transferred to the Blue Mountain
District of the Malheur. In 1958, the R.O. decided we needed a
million acres sprayed for a massive budworm infestation on the
lower Malheur and Whitman forests. "No! ", I says to Supervisor
Mel Loring, "I don't think a ranger should be saddled with a



CABIN LAKE RANGER STATION CHANGES
C.E. 'Slim' Hem

Long a landmark in northern Lake County where landmarks
are far apart, Cabin Lake still has a place on the map and in the
hearts of those who in the years past have chased smoke from this
station. It is the eastern gateway to one of the largest ranger
districts in the entire National Forest system.

The 1915 Deschutes Forest map shows no Cabin Lake Ranger
Station. The oftentimes dry Cabin Lake, a puddle some two acres
in extent, is shown in bold print, however.

The establishing of the Fort Rock Ranger District head-
quarters at Cabin Lake hinged entirely on a 6-inch hole in the
ground, 310 feet deep. This hole was the original well drilled in
1916 under the supervision of Ranger William 0. Harriman. A
Rube Goldberg pump-jack powered by a 4-horse gas engine
delivered 10 gallons of water per minute, all day long and half of
the night if needed. This primitive setup served faithfully for 24
years. Many tanks of water were hauled from it by the sheepmen
to their bands on the unwatered range of the Fort Rock Ranger
District.

A contract was let in 1939 for the drilling of a new well. Bad
luck plagued the contractor from the start. Stuck drills refused to
come out. A new hole was started, with the same bad luck. A trip
to Lakeview in midwinter after another drill bit posed more prob-
lems. How do you locate a drill bit lying in a 2-acre storage lot
under 2 feet of snow? And after the drill is located, how do you
extract it from the frozen ground?

After struggling for more than a year the
contractor had a well 340 feet deep

Persistence may not always pay off, but it does eventually get
the job done. After struggling for more than a year the contractor
had a well 340 feet deep that produced 40 gallons per minute and
was accepted by the Forest Service. Financially, the contractor
lost his "shirt".

After the original well was in operation a three-room Ranger
dwelling, a small bunkhouse, toolhouse and a garage were built.
The garage housed a Model T Ford truck, Forest Service No. 13.
Today's Forest Service vehicles in Region 6 are numbered in the
9,000's.

The Ranger's dwelling contained kitchen, living room and
bedroom. A simple table in the living room served as the Rang-
er's office, and a dynamite box on the table contained all the of-
ficial papers that required filing. Plumbing was in a separate
small building 90 feet to the west of the house.
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proaching town with the engine belching smoke. The pilot jet-
tisoned his load, squarely on a farm house and a new sedan car.
DDT dribbled out of the open bays on the low circle approach to
the cleared runway. He landed safely, on one engine. That
triggered a stream of cars, headlights on, up from the valley.
Complaints were loud about poisoned garden truck, cars splat-
tered, livestock spooked, fish kills, and more. My comments
about saving a pilot's life had little effect. Besides, we killed
every mosquito and fly in the valley.

We killed some fish in the local streams but anadromous runs
returned fairly close on schedule. Control of the insect was up-
ward of 98%

I cannot begin naming all the good people who made these
three projects go. Guys like Alex Jaenicke, Paul Dennis, Mc-
Pherson, Ron Primozic, Art McKee, Hribernick, and scores of
others, come to mind. Our purpose was "To control the spruce
budworm with no lost-time accidents, no forest fires, no loss of
wildlife, and no damage to equipment." Considering the newness
of the work and the long, sustained hours of bone-weariness ex-
perienced by all, I personally submit we did our damdest.

Other than fire fighting, the main activity centered at the
station was created by sheepmen hauling water for 20 bands of
sheep grazing on the District.

Modernization of the Cabin Lake Ranger Station came with
the CCC program in 1934. A modern Ranger's residence, three
guard cabins, garage and warehouses were built. A light plant
was installed and gasoline lanterns were retired.

In these years, the population of Cabin Lake exceeded that of
the town of Fort Rock. There were sufficient numbers for a soft-
ball game or a horseshoe pitching tournament. Ranger Whitney
kept a milk cow, and with a sack of ice from south Ice Cave, a
freezer of homemade ice cream added much to the social life.

One never had a feeling of isolation at this outpost. Esprit de
corps was always at a high level and once the love of the desert
got in one's blood, duty at Cabin Lake was preferred over many
other assignments on the Forest.

In 1940 buildings for a full-strength CCC company were
erected; however, they were never occupied as the CCC program
was phased out with the country's entry into World War II. The
buildings were later razed or moved to other locations.

A tabulation of Rangers and tenure would indicate that the
Fort Rock District had few turnovers in Ranger personnel in the
past 76 years:

HubertE. Derrick 1909-11
Records not available 1912-13
William 0. Harriman 1914-20
J. Roy Mitchell 1920-22
Ben Smith 1922-29
Frank Folsom 1929-30
Fenton G. Whitney 1930-34
Henry R. Tonseth 1934-68
Henry McCormick 1968-70
Vern D. Pritchard 1970

With the decline in sheep ranching in Eastern Oregon, the
Fort Rock sheep allotments are no longer used. The well now
supplies water for only 250 head of cattle grazing on the Forest in
the summer months and for the hunter's camp near the station.
Four firemen headquarter at the station during the fire season.
The Ranger District office and headquarters were moved to Bend
in 1946.

The boom town days for Cabin Lake are past, but the sunrises
over the desert and the purple hue of the evening light on the sage
bring a lingering nostalgia and reverence for nature no doubt akin
to the sensations of the Indian cavedwellers of the area 9,000
years before.

budworm project during his heavy field season." We made a trip
to Portland to discuss the proposed project. The job would be
divided between headquarters at John Day and Baker. Returning
home, we stopped for coffee. Mel purchased a cigar and said,

S "congratulations, unit supervisor, have a cigar."
With help of a practical engineer like Joe Wells, we smoothed

off a good airstrip on the flat above John Day. When a plane left
that strip, it was committed. We constructed headquarters at the
airstrip. Benton Howard was Project Director and John
Whiteside Technical Advisor, capable men. Ace Flying Service
was our contractor. They somehow uncovered some WW II PBY's
from the Navy and remodeled them to carry copious loads of
goop. Fresh out of cosmoline, these big babies appeared to be the
ticket for spraying mountain terrain. The boss also convinced
some capable Navy pilots (on leave) to fly the planes. A few
Stearmans were added to cover small, tight blocks like around
Strawberry Mountain.

One morning we heard a loud "MAY DAYMAY DAY" on
the dispatcher's radio. The PBY's were radio equipped. Return
message was, "Dump the load!" We could see the ship ap-



WHO SAID
SMOKECHASING WAS FUN

Bob Bjornsen
It was one of those storms that brewed up on the Kiamath

Forest, touching off what became the Haystack fire, and rolled
across the Rogue and Deschutes. It struck the Fremont with a full
fury of dry lightning; starting a new fire every time a stroke hit
the timber.

Smoke from the Haystack conflagration stretched all the way
to the Fremont, virtually socking in the valleys in between.
Ground and aerial detection was practically nil on portions of the
Rogue and Deschutes. Landmarks were obscurred so much that
aerial observers couldn't identify the lookouts poking up through
the sea of gray. This led to painting identifying numbers on their
roofs the following year.

The summer had been long and dry. The stage was set for a
big bust which would test the mettle of every ablebodied
firefighter on the Fremont. Little did we know what lay ahead on
that Labor Day 1955.

Bly District took the brunt of the storm and within 24 hours
had 3 project fires goingnot to mention countless small ones
were plastered across the southern Fremont. The new Bly
Ranger, Ellis Gross, was literally getting a baptism under fire.
He had earned his spurs at Paisley some years before and with
the able Herb Hadley was meeting the challenge.

Early in the bust, I was assigned as aerial observer/scout to
locate, map and make a calculation of probabilities on the new
fires. I flew with Myron "Buz" Buswell the local Lakeview
contract pilot. One day Forrest Jones went along as co-observer
and managed to get airsick after a protracted period of circling a
fire. We happened to be near Drews Reservoir, so Buz landed on a
ranch road to give Forrest a breather. Air operations were pretty
informal in those days.

New fires were popping up daily. All the regular smoke-
chasers were committed when Al Waterhouse and I were given
the assignment to find the fires, knock 'em down and wait for
reinforcements before going to the next one.

It seems like we hit an endless number of three-man fires.
You know the kind, where if you just had one more man you could
control it. One especially was a heartbreaker. We had just barely
managed to slow it down by hotspotting and were resting
exhausted by the effort, keeping an eye on a burning snag whose
top would burn off any minutea real widowmaker.

Finally the top fell and headed inside our line until it hit a live
limb on a neighboring tree and was catapulted across our line into
a patch of oily buck brush. The fire took off and we looked at each
other, weary from several long days of smokechasing and said
"let the s.o.b. burn!" Fortunately, our reinforcements arrived
just then with a pumper and saved the day.
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Later we wound up on the divide near Coleman Rim. We
radioed Bly for instructions. Al was to return to Lakeview for a
new assignment and I was to meet a crew and take them into the
Rim country on a new fire, thence go to Bly RS for my next
assignment.

At dawn I took over as division boss on a project fire in the
North Fork of the Sprague River. Two days later in comes Al
Waterhouse as safety officer all snug in clean clothes and freshly
shaven. Needless to say several words concerning his ancestry
were exchanged.

Most of us remember our smokechasing days with fondness
and pride of having kept small fires from getting bigat least
most of the time. The smokechaser with pack on his back, com-
pass in hand and a keen nose is part of our great firefighting
tradition, but who said it was fun?

A Shot in a Million

4

7v

Gail C. Baker
While on the Malheur N.F. in 1937, I was hunting deer on the

Long Cr. District with Ranger Willis Ward, Supervisor Ed
Birkmire, Asst. Supervisor Chet Bennett, Game Biologist Oliver
Edwards and Portland Sportsman, Ed Averill. We spread out
and were hunting on Rudio Mtn. Willis Ward, the Ranger, was
directing the hunt since it was on his district. He told us all to
meet in a saddle on Rudio Ridge. If Willis gOt there first, he was to
signal. When he got there he turned his gun barrel skyward and
fired a shot.

Now Willis did not realize his telephone line from the Rudio
Fireman Station to the Rudio Mtn. Lookout ran up the Mt. and
through that very saddle. He was quickly aware of it when his
signal shot cut his No. 9 telephone line in two. He stood in
astonishment as his telephone line went singing through each
insulator as it ran a mile and half down the mountainside.

When the rest of the party arrived at the saddle, Willis was
chargrinned and beside himself in telling us what had happened.

Needless to say his hunting trip was over for that day as he
had to go to the fireman station and get come-alongs, pliers, and
treespurs and restring the telephone line. He had to do it as soon
as possible since in those days the No. 9 telephone line was the
only means of communication between the lookouts and
headquarters. .



"HEY MARV" THE DORENA SEED ORCHARD
Frank A. TerBush

Warren A. Post
The Verlot Ranger Station in the early 50's was much like any

other westside ranger station in Region 6. It was an office,
warehouse, old barn, and four family residences, up a stringer
valley with a few stump ranches, about 10 miles from the nearest
town. It had the traditional water system, a stream diversion
gravity pipeline and storage tank. Verlot's tank was concrete,
underground, and on a rise behind the warehouse; the Cadillac of
tanks.

But the pipeline was another story. Too long, too small and
buried, nobody knew where. Except of course where it popped up
andout of the ground as a faucet in the neighboring campground,
or a fire hydrant around the station. And, like most gravity
systems, it was continually plugging up with needles, leaves,
sand, and other woodsy debris.

This latest episode seemed the worst. It happened on the
weekend, no crew around, not even the headquarters fireman. So
the ranger, Pat Wick, assigned the cleaning and flushing to the
locals, Bob Cook, Marty Gohlke, and me.

The plan was this. Check the intake, clean the needles, etc.
and if this didn't do it, backflush the lines. This meant hooking an
Edwards fire pump on a hydrant someplace, opening the pipe
someplace else, and hoping you get water. The intake was okay,
but the flushing wasn't. We could blow water between hydrants
around the station, but couldn't get a drop through the main pipe.

An old plat showed a union along the county road, halfway to
the intake. Pat gave me the job of digging it out. We could hook
the pump here and clear the line both ways. I must have dug all
afternoon. The road shoulder was like concrete Finally found a
rusty pipe that could have been our line, but no union. I was lucky
at that, if I had found one, I'd have had to excavate a massive hole

.towrench off the fittings to hook on the pump. Anyhow we spent
all weekend, the four of us, digging and flushing, and somehow
got things working again.

The following Monday the station was blessed with a visit,
functional inspection or something, from the RO. It must have
been from Operations because Mary Smith was among the
visitors. Mary was the bearer of good news? From now on we
were going to have to pay $1.00 per pay period, or some such
amount for our water. The Forest Service was no longer going to
provide us water for nothing.

Since the station was isolated, the nearest motel in Everett,
visitors slept in quarters over the office and ate in the local cafe.
When we'dcome to work in the morning they'd be off at break-
fast, or with Pat.

This particular morning when Bob and Marty and I got there,
the office was empty. Marty's desk was at one end near the
counter, Bob and I were in a room at the opposite end of the build-
ing. Marty hollers at us "Hey, what do you think of them charging
us for water now?" To which I holler back "Yeah, next time the
water system plugs up, I'll get on the phone and holler 'Hey Mary,
our water system's plugged up, come on up and fix it!'
Everybody thought that was very funny.

Then in the following silence, we heard a chair scrape across
the floor upstairs. Now there was complete silence. Marty came
tip-toeing in and silently pointed to the ceiling. When I think about
it now I smile, but I wasn't smiling then.

Then we heard footsteps on the stairs and the door to the
bathroom open and close. We were all in the hail by now and when
the door reopened, Mary smiled slightly, said "Hi fellas" and we
stood dumbfounded as he went back upstairs.

Mary was a gentleman, he said no more; Pat went to the RO,
and the new ranger drilled a well behind the barn, So we retired
the old system and never did get a chance to call Portland and say
"Hey Mary, our water system'spiugged up, come on up and fix
it!"

You know, I almost think he might have come.
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One of the frustrations of genetics is that you'll be retired or
dead before your successors know how well or poorly your early
plans were. (perhaps gene splicing will change all that)

The Timberlines seems an appropriate place to detail the
establishment of the Dorena Seed Orchard. It started as a result
of Forest Service dreams of finding an answer in genetics to the
problem of blister rust.

A number of apparently rust resistant western white pine
were located near the Bohemia Mine. Ben Howard, RO-R-6, Roy
Silen, PNW Station, Kim Ching, geneticist, Oregon State, Lee
Hunt, reforestation, BLM, and I, Reforestation, Umpqua, were up
looking them over one day in 1958. When we came down the
mountain and were passing Dorena Dam, Kim asked if we'd stop
so he could look over a Douglas-fir provinance test (trial of
Douglas-fir strains) he'd established near the dam. While there,
Lee Hunt mentioned that the Corps of Engineers had declared
quite .a few acres downstream from the dam surplus to their
needs and asked BLM to dispose of them. It seems the Corps
originally planned to locate the dam downstream from the
present location; hence the unneeded land.

Most of the Land Was Relative Level
As we stood waiting while Kim looked over his test, someone

suggested this might make a good place for a seed orchard. At
least most of the land was relatively level. We later learned that
there were some drainage problems and some rocky soils. These
proved to be a nuisance.

Some of the folks in our various offices didn't think we had
much of a chance of putting such a deal together due to the
number of agencies involved. (BLM, FS, Oregon State, and the
Corps). It turned out that there was sufficient enthusiasm in the
various agencies that the land was soon set aside as the Dorena
Seed Orchard and a sign erected to describe the agencies involved
and what was going on inside the fences we erected.

It Was Touch and Go For Awhile
Virgil Allen came down from the Denny Ahl seed orchard to

help us learn how to graft the pines. It was touch and go for a
while, but eventually procedures were developed that did the
trick.

The Corps of Engineers was most cooperative. They loaned
us the use of some surplus buildings and sheds. These sheltered
project personnel and their equipment for a number of years. It
took quite a while for the cooperating agencies to budget suf-
ficient funds to develop the plant you see today.

Seedlings developed by cross-breeding apparently rust
resistant pines soon supplemented the grafted seedlings. As soon
as such seedlings were well established, an innoculation program
was developed. Infected current and gooseberry (Ribes) bushes
were collected and all seedlings were innoculated with blister rust
to determine the degree of rust resistance we could expect in the
various strains of white and sugar pine growing at Dorena. The
weaklings have been weeded out over time. Eventually, the
skilled and dedicated folks working at Dorena will develop
various rust free strains of white and sugar pine.

First along, Cliff Woody, one of Ranger Porish's boys handled
the chores at Dorena under a sort of "other duties as assigned,"
proposition. As the workload increased, Jerry Barnes carried on
the work full time for a number of years. Now a skilled geneticist
directs the program.

In the early days we did a lot of work on our hands and knees
in the various seed beds. Now some of the seedlings developed
and tested early on, are 40'-60' tall and growing very well.

There is a lot of satisfaction in having had a modest part in
getting the project started.



CHRISTMAS 1984
Louise Loring

Instead of doing a family news letter, the following is a copy
of the first letter written to relatives after we arrived in Colorado
for Mal's first assignment with the U.S. Forest Service. It was
about our life in a place far from our home state of Maine. We had
no car and Mal borrowed a horse when needed. To see Woodland
Park and Colorado Springs now makes it hard to believe what we
first saw.

Woodland Park, Colorado
July 22, 1930

Dear Folks,
It has been hard trying to find time to write letters when you

are trying to get settled. We face Pikes Peak and get the best view
of it, which is an ever-changing sight. There has been very little
snow on it but we got up this morning to see a beautiful new coat of
snow.

We are located at the Ranger Station two miles from the
village. The Ranger, his wife and two children live in a 4-room
bungalow. There is a 3-room administrative building, two rooms
of which we occupy. The third room is the office. One room 7' by 9'
we use as a kitchen and dining room. We have a table with oilcloth
on it to eat on. Then a shelf nearly 2' wide and 32" high runs along
the side of the room, which I use for washing dishes, set wash
basin on, cooking, and have a 2-burner gasoline camp stove on one
end on which I cook. Then on the other side of the room are two
sets of shelves, where I keep supplies and dishes. Most of the
dishes (mostly tin and agate) are government dishes that were
used in training camp. I tacked up cretonne over the shelves to
make the place a little more attractive. We have to carry our
water from the hydrant under the porch of the bungalow. The
Mahans have a bathroom so we go over there to take our baths. I
do my washing with Mrs. Mahan as she has a Maytag washing
machine run by a gasoline motor. Then I iron over there with her
gasoline iron.

Our bedroom is about 14' square. We have a bed, bureau, and
2 chairs (government property). We have our wardrobe trunk
open for more drawer space, and Mack's (called Mal now)
steamer trunk for more sitting room and with books, etc. inside.
Oh, that old trunk of mine barely made it. It was broken out in
places but nothing came out of it. Mack made us a clothes rack as
no closet here. He made it with a rod across for hangers, so it is
quite the thing. I have some new cretonne to cover it with and
must get at it before our clothes get too dusty. Mrs. Mahan has a
sewing machine so I won't have to do it by hand. (NO Electricity).

The buildings here are painted gray and white. There is a
garage and barn combined, a cellar, a woodshed, a covered
garbage hole, besides a little house out back and the bungalow
and administrative building. We have a wire gate and fence
around the establishment. The Mahans have a small garden but
nothing much will grow here. It is so dry until July, then they get
frosts in August, and often snow in Sept.

We are 8500' above sea level. I noticed the air so much when I
first got here. It is so light it makes one feel sort of weak and faint
until you get used to it. It affects cooking, too. I've tried to make
cake and cookies, but haven't succeeded in getting any good ones
yet. You need to use less sugar, baking powder and shortening
and more flour. Baked goods rise up so high and quick, and then
sink and are so dry and hard. I will be glad when I get the right
combination learned, as I always had such good results baking at
home.

Last Wednesday afternoon we went to Colorado Springs (20
miles) with the Mahans. We did some shopping, and the men went
to the Forest Supervisor's office on business. We had dinner there
and then all went to the movies and saw "Cheer Up and Laugh," a
rather cute picture. We wanted to see "All Quiet on the Western
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Front," but didn't dare take Arlene Mahan (7 years old) as she
relives her movies, and I guess that movie is quite awful in
places. We got home about 10 p.m. and I lost all my supper. I
expect it was from being tired, the elevation, and the road curves
around winding in and out to get places.

Mack is just great. He helps me with dishes, carries water
and empties it, and does a lot of little things that mean so much.
Part of the time he is out all day from 7 a.m. until 6:30 p.m. Some
of the time he spends in the office. Today they have gone off and
won't be back until tomorrow night. This will be my first night
away from him since we were married (June 12). They are
working on a trespass case where a man cut 95 railroad ties on
Government land next to his own land.

Birds, flowers and trees are different from New England. The
bluebird is a brilliant blue compared to the lighter shade in N.E.
Flowers grow wild, so many and so pretty. The wild columbine
(Colorado's state flower) is light blue and white, while the N.E.
one is red. The main trees here are western yellow pine, Douglas
fir, blue spruce, and aspen. Hardwoods are scarce. Trees do not
grow so thick together, and take much, much longer to grow. The
blue spruce are so pretty growing in their natural surroundings.
The rocks are a very reddish color.

The days are quite warm at times, but the inside of houses do
not heat up much. There is usually a breeze. The nights are very
cool, and we sleep under several blankets, and on the air mat-
tresses from our sleeping bags. We go to bed at 9 p.m. as we get up
at 5:45a.m.

Mack is assistant ranger, which is a training job for
something better. He expects to be kept in District 2, which takes
in Colorado, Wyoming, South Dakota, and parts of Nebraska.

The town of Woodland Park is small. There is a main street,
on which are the hotel (where we spent our first two nights), two
stores, the post office, a garage, and the railroad station. A
perpendicular street has the school house and a tiny church.
There are two more streets with sparsely located houses. Your
first impression of the town is a typical old western style like you
see in the movies, but the people aren't so different from
anywhere else. The West isn't as wild as one get the impression
before coming.

They have a minister who works during the week. He came
out here from the East for his health. Many other people have
come here for their health, including tuberculosis. On Sunday
they have S.S. at 10 a.m. I have been twice with Mrs. Mahan and
Arlene. The church service is at 8p.m. but I haven't been yet. It is
too far to walk and it would make us pretty late to bed. Walking
two miles seems like four back home. It hasn't been convenient
for the Mahans to go as he has to stay close to the phone on ac-
count of forest fires.

We have mail every day. The train comes up from Colorado
Springs by here to Cripple Creek, a gold and silver mining town.
Mosquitoes aren't seen here but there are lots of flies. We get
fresh milk and eggs from a neighbor. This is the rainy season,
mostly afternoon thunder showers. We have had a two-day steady
rain since we came, very unusual. I have a chance to wear old
clothes, cotton stockings and old shoes so I can get a lot of my old
things worn out.

Mack's work varies a lot. Some of his jobs are: timber
cruising, scaling cut timber, marking trees to be cut, timber
sales, special permits for summer homes, grazing, forest fires,
surveying roads, telephone lines, trespass cases, reports, and
other office work.

Love to all,
Louise and Mack

Note 1984: It was 5 years and 2 children before I could afford
to go home for a visit by train. Times have changed in 54 years.



Breaking The Tension

It Took a Mongrel to Do It
R.H. "Dick" Tubman

As the calendar adds up and you have time on your hands one
reflects on old times, old people and old things. From many ex-
periences have come those incidents. I enjoyed some more
because they had a special quality about them. Seeing a comment
by "Shorty" Hogan in the April, 1981 issue of the Newsletter, Fred
Matz came to mind and this little story goes back fifty years

I spent four seasons with Fred or his right hand "Aimee"
McPherson. Each has a special recollection. We 12 students were
camped on the Deschutes as the District Six east-side timber
survey party. An OSC forester, Bill Manlove was Fred's Assistant
and Bill had a small mongrel dog with him in camp. It was
friendly, innocent and answered natures call according to its
sniff. Our days were long or reasonable according to where we
went and how near the days work completed that part of the
cruise assignment. The hands of the clock didn't bother us except
that we were well on our way by 8:00 a.m.
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In the evenings when all of us were in and "Old Tripp" had
fed the last party stragglers, sometimes 8:00 p.m. and later, we
gathered in the "bull tent", a big wall tent. We sat around on
"camp gear" boxes, or blocks of wood or what have you. This
particular night at dinner we had a special guest, the
DIGNITARY of the Deschutes. He was dressed "to kill", his
pressed chokebores and jodphur boots all shining and aglowall
he needed was the "quirt" to be a full-fledged "fox hunter".

After a few pleasant remarks at the table, into the bull tent we
went, but the "air" of the two key principals changed after some
disagreement and we began to recognize that the big
"DIGNITARY" might be picking on our "boss". So we quieted
down with a little apprehension. Suddenly the two principals went
outside to settle their dispute and we overheard some strong
statements. We kept quiet. The argument seemed to be settled
and the two principals came back into the tent and we boys sat
down, they too. Not much was said.

Bill's mongrel just then wandered into the gathering, looked
around, went to Bill, sniffed his boots, passed on to the next in
line, sniffed, on to the next around the tent walls sniffing, came to
the "DIGNITARY" jodphurs, sniffed, hesitated, went to the next
boots, then suddenly he found it. He turned, walked to the jod-
phurs, cocked his hind leg and "let go". The beads of piddle
sparkled. We became tense, the "DIGNITARY" never moved a
muscle, "took it in stride", suddenly got up and walked out
followed by Fred. Severals words passed, a vehicle started, we
held our apprehension and in walked Fred. We said "Bill's little
dog didn't like our "DIGNITARY", did he?" The group roared
and the tension broke.
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WE CLIMBED THE
HIGHEST MOUNTAINS

Albert Arnst
INTRODUCTION

In his recently published book "Fire Lookouts of the Pacific
Northwest", author Ray Kresek recalls a colorful and perhaps
romantic era in the history of the Forest Service. The chapter on
"Panoramic Photos" describes an exciting period in the
development of an efficient fire detection system in Region Six
(Oregon and Washington) during the 1930s.

The chapter correctly refers to me as the person in charge of
the detection planning project. However, the description includes
several inaccurate statements relating to the operation and use of
the photo-recording transit, designed by the late W.B. Osborne,
inventor of the widely used Osborne fire-finder.

The following presents a more complete summary of this
unusual Region six project, on which intensive field and office
work was carried on from June 1933 through December 1935.
During that period oriented panoramic photos were obtained
from 813 lookout stationsfederal, state and cooperativethat
provided fire detection coverage on the national forests in Oregon
and Washington (Table I).

PROJECT HAD THREE PHASES
The detection planning project consisted of three separate but

overlapping phases:
Securing oriented panoramic photos from existing look-

out stations, as well as from supplemental points being con-
sidered for use as fire detection stations. The crew obtained
photos from stations operated by state forest departments, the
National Park Service, Bureau of Indian Affairs, and other Forest
Service regions (Regions One and E'ive), if the station provided
supplemental detection coverage within Region Six.

Providing mounted sets of the photos to all field personnel
with fire control responsibilities. Each set included three 5" X 13"
prints, each showing 120° sector of the azimuth circle as seen from
the observation point. Each print contained imprinted iden-
tification data: name of station, national forest, photographer,
date taken, printed and numbered azimuth scale, and level line. A
separately furnished vertical angle scale indicated plus and
minus angles with respect to the imprinted level line.

Personnel in Civilian Conservation Corps camps, particularly
at Zig Zag Ranger Station on the Mt. Hood National Forest,
furnished valuable assistance in mounting the photos in three-fold
cardboard "albums" for forest use.

The panoramic photos had many other important uses:
preliminary location of roads and trails; comparison of changes
in cover types if photos are taken at periodic yearly intervals;
visual reference for other management and administrative
purposes.

Mapping onto half-inch base and topographic maps the
"seen areas" as shown on each photo. Photographic data for each
seen area map were mapped out to three radii-15 mile, 8 mile
and 5 mileand so indicated by circles on the map. The 15 mile
radius indicated maximum visibility attained during pre- and
post-fire season conditions. The 8 mile radius indicated visibility
during normal summer or fire season conditions. The 5 mile
radius indicated visibility during emergency or bad fire-weather
conditions.

These three radii had been established by the Pacific North-
west Forest and Range Experiment Station, based on field tests
and research conducted under the direction of Richard McArdle.

Lage Wernstedt, associate topographic engineer, R-6, fur-
nished professional assistance in developing techniques and in-

(Continued Next Page)



We Climbed The Highest Mountains
(Continued)

struments for profiling seen areas on half-inch contour maps.
In turn, the seen areas so mapped were traced onto clear,

transparent plastic discs. The seen areas then were painted in
with transparent colors, available in 11 tints. A separate set of
discs was prepared for each of the three radii of visibility.

The center-drilled discs, one for each lookout station, includ-
in either the 15 mile, 8 mile or 5 mile system, were placed on small
rivets projecting through a mounted half-inch forest base map,
each rivet marking the location of a lookout point. When all the
discs were in place for each of the three radii of visibility, the
forest planner could see the composite coverage obtained. Vellum
overlays of this composite coverage, used with forest cover,
hazard and risk maps, indicated either "blind spots" or excessive
duplication in coverage obtained from the respective combination
of lookout stations used.

HOW IT STARTED
My association with the project began in June 1931 when I

received a temporary appointment as Junior Forester. Out of a
forestry senior class of 24 at Oregon State University, I was one of
four who obtained permanent employment during the severe
economic slowdown of the Great Depression. The appointment
became permanent in August 1931 when the Civil Service certified
that I had passed the Junior Forester examination.

The panoramic photo project became operational on June 11,
1933 when funds became available from Civilian Conservation
Corps appropriations. The six-person crew recruited as
"enrollees" consisted of Lester M. Moe, Robert M. Snyder,

TABLE ISUMMARY OF DETECTION PLANNING PROJECT

Robert L. Cooper, James D. Rittenhouse, William Birchail and
Reino R. Sarlin. With exception of Birchall, these men were
forestry students at either Oregon State or University of Wash-
ington, all eager to earn enough money to continue their
education.

During the field season from June 11 until November 15, we
operated four cameras. Efficient field work was restricted
because CCC funds financed only the salaries of our "enrollee"
crew members; payments for either mileage or per diem were
not authorized. Although I was on per diem and operated a
government-owned vehicle, crew members were required to
obtain food and lodging at established CCC camps on national
forests (35 in Oregon and 20 in Washington).

Some of these camps were not fully organized, and many
were remote from areas in which our cameras were operating. As
a result, much of the summer was spent in my shuttling crew
members to lookout stations in the morning and then picking
them up in later afternoon.

Later in 1933 this situation was remedied when the Regional
Office obtained the discharge of our six "enrollees" from the
Civilian Conservation Corps. We then authorized to operate
privately-owned cars on mileage and to pay per diem. Crew
members were reclassified as SP-4, Assistant to Technician. Two
private cars operated on mileage, but the official vehicle chalked
up most of the travel. U
(1) An illustrated and more complete report on the detection planning

project is available from Albert Arnst. He describes operation of the
camera and includes reproductions of actual panoramic photos,
mapping instruments, and seen area maps. Write to P.O. Box 2906,
Portland, OR 97208; include $1.00 to cover postage and handling
costs.

Total number of stations photographed-1933, 1934, 1935 813
Average number of field days per station 2 37
Average cost per photographed station $25.63

PREPARING "SEEN-AREA" MAPS
Cost of Materials $ 5.25
Labor Costs 15.00

Total Cost, Per Station $20.25 (Seen Area mapping and discs)
Cost of Securing Photos 25.63 (See above)

Total Cost, Per Station $45.88 (Panoramic photos and mapping)

COST OF FILM
Six-exposure infra-red film . . . $ 3.30 per roll
Four-exposure Panchormatic film ... 2.20 per roll
(All film furnished by Eastman Kodak Company)

PHOTOPROCESSING
Originally by L.C. Jones, later by AL. Ransford; both located in Portland.

103,700 miles
CAMERA MANUFACTURER

Leupold-Volpel Co., Portland.

APPROXIMATE TRAVEL MILEAGES (for three seasons)
By automobileofficial car

and mileage contracts 100,000 miles
By horseback, either pack string

or single day 3,000 miles
Back-packing to lookout stations 700 miles

Total Mileage 103,700 miles
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Year
Man-Days

In Field
No. Stations

Photographed
Aver. Days
Per Station

Total
Cost

Aver. Cost
Per Station

1933 624 196 3.18 $ 6,634.16 $33.84
1934 921 427 2.16 9,430.13 21.93
1935 378 190 1.99 4,773.15 25.12

TOTALS 1,923 813 2.37 $20,837.44 $25.63

Summary:



How I Got Started in the Forest Service:
Carlos T. Brown

In the summer of 1927, I was looking for work in Stevenson,
WA, when a State Fire Warden contacted me and asked me to join
a fire crew in Upper Rock Creek, above Stevenson, He took me
and several others to the camp in Upper Rock Creek, arriving
about supper time. Chris Skaar, a road foreman on the Colum-
bia, (now Gifford Pinchot National Forest) was the fire chief. He
told us to get something to eat and be ready to go out on a night
crew.

Later, Chris asked me to accompany Max to a spot fire. We
loaded supplies, C rations, bedrolls etc. onto pack boards and
accompanied Axel Lindh to the spot fire. Max and I were left
alone to take care of the spot fire. Here 1 learned to live on C
rations for 2-3 days and to feel around the ground to find hot
spots. When Max declared the fire was dead out we returned to
the main fire camp.

That same evening Chris asked Max and me to scout the head
of the fire. We hiked up a trail to the top of the ridge and found the
fire was already on the ridge top and coming at us. We ran
through several hundred feet of fire as we came back down the
trail. We arrived in camp in the early morning hours and reported
to Chris that the fire was raging and coming towards us. Chris
ordered us to bed.

Later, he awakened us and said we were breaking camp and
getting out of there. We cached tools and equipment across Rock
Creek on a gravel stretch of the stream bed. The Ryan and
Lawson Logging Co. (Harold Lawson's dad) sent a box car up
Rock Creek to bring out the pack stock. After we loaded the stock
in the cars we hiked out on the railroad tracks behind the train.
The fire was crowning all around us as we came down the track.
We finally arrived in Stevenson where we were due to stay
overnight. I accompanied a local member of a trail crew, Oscar
Miller, to his home and stayed overnight. Returning to Stevenson
the next day, several of us were sent across the river to the
Herman Creek Ranger Station to help them with fires that started
from sparks blown across the river from the Rock Creek fire. I
ran a water pump attached to a Ford Motor and pumped water
from Herman Creek onto a fire for 2 days.

Later, we returned to the Hemlock Ranger Station and I
joined a crew of from 25 to 30 men assigned to go to the Siouxon
Fire. We travelled along a trail with Al Bottcher in charge. He
thought he knew a short cut to the fire which was across Siouxon
Creek from the Lookout Station. It turned out that his short cut
turned into a long way to the fire. We ran out of a trail several
miles short of the fire, and had to retrace our steps for several
miles before we got onto the main trail to Siouxon Peak. We had to
camp out over night with few accommodations. We arrived at the
Siouxon fire camp a day late. I worked on this fire until it was out.

While I was on these fires I teamed up with several men about
my own age who were working on trail crews on the Forest. They
kept talking to me about their work in the Forest Service and
urged me to apply for work the following year. My pal, Larry
Mays, was already working on the Spirit Lake District, at the
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Pine Creek Ranger Station, as fire guard. He encouraged both
Carroll (my twin brother) and me to apply for work on the Spirit
Lake District. In the spring of 1928 both of us applied for work on
that district and were accepted. Forest Ranger Al Wang assigned
us to trail crews for the summer. We worked summers while at-
tending school and later fulltime.

I Move The Name Be Changed
Harold E. Smith

Three score and sixteen years ago Theodore Roosevelt set
aside a segment (1.35 million acres) of the Columbia River Basin
as the Columbia National Forest.

Forty-one years later, President Truman signed a bill
changing the Forest's name to the Gifford Pinchot National
Forest. Late in the fall of 1949 a group of foresters, ex-foresters
and friends of the Forest Service gathered at a camp-ground near
the headwaters of the Cowlitz River to give their stamp of ap-
proval to the action thus taken and to reaffirm their support and
dedication to the conservation movement. I was among that
group.

It was a cool, cloudy day but not raining. The guests seemed
to gravitate to the vicinity of a wood burning stove that radiated
warmth from beneath the roof of the picnic shelter. The crowd
was treated to some polished oratory, by a few selected speakers.
Along with this we received mugs of hot coffee from the pot that
occupied the stove top. Thus the ceremony closed on a note of
happiness as the guests gathered their equipment and headed for
their respective cars. I drove alone toward Seattle.

I had a feeling that most of those attending that meeting felt
that something great had been accomplished. I did not share that
feeling. I felt that the name Columbia was far more appropriate.
Not that I loved Pinchot less but I loved Columbia more. I felt that
the name of a Forest should identify it with the area in which it
belonged. Pinchot was not even a Westerner. An Easterner by
birth and by choice, he spent much time in Europe. To give his
name to a national forest might have added some dignity but it
failed to identify it with any particular locality. Something like an
errant balloon, floating in space without mooring lines or anchor.

Quite properly Pinchot's name should be associated with the
conservation movement. Rather than attach it to one of natures
creations, I think it could be more properly used on some man-
made structure such as a bridge, road or office building.

As a general rule I think the forests, especially the western
forests, have been well named. Consider these, for instance, each
dominating the area where it is located; Snoqualmie, Siuslaw,
Willamette, Siskiyou and Rogue River. Yes and the Deschutes,
the Forest where I had my initiation into the Service, seventy-
three years ago. I doubt if you could find a more pleasing setting
or a more beautiful river anywhere in the world. My love of the
Deschutes River has inspired me to write a poem about it.

How about changing the name of the Deschutes? We might
call it the George H. Cecil, the Shirley Buck or the Hattie Good-
night? All fine people associated with the early day conservation
movement and all worthy of recognition. If further recognition is
desired, lesser features within the Forest could be used to honor
their names.

Now prepare yourselves for the jolt. I am going to drop a
bomb and it may create a shock wave rivaling that caused by the
uncapping of Mt. St. Helens. I am going to propose that we change
the name of the Gifford Pinchot National Forest back to its
original name, The Columbia National Forest.

Do I hear a second? I am listening. Or is it an explosion I am
to hear? Whatever the debris that may fall upon my head, as a
result of this suggestion, let it fall. I am prepared for the shock
and ready to defend my position. Above all, I want to know what
you think about it.

a I



IT WAS A HURRIED PREPARATION
Clarence and Agnes Edgington

It was March 1942 when we were recruited for our first
assignment with the Forest Service. Not that I hadn't applied
before thishaving been turned down for summer employment
the previous two seasons. However Pearl Harbor had been hit,
our coast was vulnerable and the Forest Service had been pressed
into military duty, "so to speak."

I had worked the previous three summers on the old Blyn
Lookout Tower which sat a short mile outside the Olympic
National Forest Boundary, and now in March I was just finishing
up supervising a tree planting project of several hundred acres of
state forest lands in the same vicinity.

The recruiter was a long-time Forest Service employee by the
name of Rollin Shaw, and an emissary of then District Ranger
Jay Grant. According to Rollin, the telephone line to the Mt. Zion
lookout had been lifted out of the snow and would be ready for
service on March 15. Would Agnes and I help them out for a month
or so until a regular crew could be recruited?

It was March 12 and if we agreed to "help the Forest Service
out" could we be ready to go to the station for duty on the 13th. Of
course all this would entail being released from the state, out-
fitting ourselves for winter weather on a summer lookout station
at 4500 feet elevation, purchasing a month's supplies, getting
signed on with the Ranger, including fingerprints, oath and the
works, and meeting Rollin and his compatriot Jack "Whiskers"
Conrad at the Mt. Zion trailhead by 10 a.m. Also grandma had to
be convinced that she should look after our two year old daughter.

It Was Quite an Experience for Agnes
On March 15 we met Rollin and "Whiskers" at the trailhead

with our supplies to be "packed in" to the lookout, a distance of
about two miles. The snow was about a couple of feet deep to
start. The fellows brought us each a pair of "Bear Paw" snow
shoes. This was quite an experience for Agnes. By the time we
reached the station she was "getting the hang of it." By the time
we came out in the spring she could walk quite well in them.

Needless to say my state boss was cooperative as long as I
would be back by late spring, also grandma and the groceryman.
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We met with Jay Grant in the late evening of the 14th and were
fingerprinted and took our oath.

Whiskers, being the district packer, missed his horses and as
our packs got heavier be began quoting the Grayson ads from the
old Cowboy magazines. "Hunt, fish, trap, ride a horsebe a
ranger" in tune with each step. By the end of two trips we were
bushed but the supplies were there.

There were six feet of snow at the lookout and of course it was
cold. We opened the shutter over the door and one window. We
dug out the six day supply of wood the guard had left the fall
before. Then we located the "chic sales" and excavated it. This
turned out to be a Wallowa Box, but the privacy was good since it
was about eight feet below the snow surface. Time spent here
would be limited to endurance rather than finishing the chapter.
With the spring located down the ridge the packers departed
leaving Agnes and me to our new home and duties.

One of us was to be on duty at all times to report any aircraft
we could see or hear, so we worked out sleeping arrangements,
Agnes taking the swing shift and me the graveyard. We would
then both be around during the day shift for the usual "chores."

Our chores quickly worked out to be preparing meals and
cutting wood. The six day supply of wood lasted just through the
first night so I located a small snag a short ways from the station
and each day would cut and pack a supply of wood. By the end of
our tour we were a week or so ahead.

Aircraft reports during daylight hours were fairly frequent
since we were close to several airports and military bases.
However the nights were usually long with seldom a flight to
report. This allowed the person on duty plenty of time to reflect on
his sleeping partner since there was no way to have a light to read
by. I'm sure from comments heard later there were nights when
my well being was threatened.

The Shutters Would Rattle and Bang
During one or two wind storms we had reason to wonder if we

would survive. The windy side of the house would bend inward as
much as two inches and the shutters would rattle and bang. The
mountain dropped off quite sharply for several hundred feet on
one side. One night our open shutter came loose and sailed down
the hill. But the designers must have done their engineering right
because the old house survived that winter and many more.

It was a little eerie at times since our contact with the outside
world was the few minutes each morning when we checked in to
the Ranger Station. The war seemed a long way away and yet we
realized it was "right out there" since when weather was clear we
could see ships coming and going through the Juan de Fuca
straits and there were several air patrols every day.

Although this assignment lasted a short six weeks it was good
experience and training for what was to come over the next three
years. Toward the end of April we were advised that our
replacements had been recruited and would arrive in time that I
could return to my regular job with the State of Washington.

When we were packing our supplies in "Whiskers" noted a
ham and a package of beans were included. He mentioned several
times that he sure liked ham bone and beans. When he arrived
with the replacement couple Agnes surprised him with a baked
bean dinner including the ham bone. Hopefully this made up for
the help he provided packing us in.

Clarence says he cannot find a way to endthat is becaus
there was no end. He went on and we shared many memorable
experiences with the U.S.F.S. We met wonderful life-long friends
and raised our two daughters in the best of all environments.



TRESPASSERS THWARTED IN HOMESTEAD TRY
John R. Montgomery

Within the Umpqua National Forest, on the Diamond Lake
Ranger District, lies an old burn known for years as The Fish
Creek Desert. Early in the spring of 1925 a Spanish war vet,
Emroy Davis, called upon the Forest Supervisor, Carl B. Neal to
inform Neal of his intention to settle on the Fish Creek Burn under
the homestead laws.

A road camp was established the same year at Cedar Springs,
the only spring on the burn. Not far away Emroy Davis set up his
headquarters and began his colonization. The Forest Supervisor
was a blunt, determined individual who was not above rocking the
boat if necessary to gain his point. Davis was just as determined
he would settle the burn. While on a visit to the road camp Neal
went to see Davis at his nearby camp. Neal is said to have asked
Davis if he was going to raise bananas, pineapples, oranges or
what? Davis' reply was that he was going to pick up all the stray
dogs and raise Forest Supervisors.

Sympathy was definitely on the side of the
homesteaders throughout the county

Davis had some experience as a suveyor and proceeded to lay
out the area in homesteads. During the winter he recruited others
to join in the venture. In 1926 E.H. Best, another war vet, squatted
on the Desert with his family. Best was said to be an Ex-Forest
Service Ranger with a degree from Montana University and an
excellent war record. He was a disabled veteran. Sympathy was
definitely on the side of the homesteaders throughout the county,
making a conviction for trespassing rather difficult. By the
winter of 1926-27 there were four families, 15 people and 9 cabins

. on the Desert.
The March 18, 1928 issue of the Roseburg News Review head-

ed an article, "Davis & Best Lose Fight For HomesFish Creek
Lands Kept Non-AgriculturalLong Fight Is Ended." The two
squatters had served terms in the federal jail and were allowed to
leave only after promising not to return to the homesteads.

Several changes were made by the Forest Service during this
period of time. The "Desert" was renamed "Fish Creek Burn".
Reforesation was started, using Ponderosa pine for planting
stock. Supervisor Neal was transferred to the Deschutes and Vern
Harpham became our new Supervisor. With all due respect for
Carl Neal, Harpham was about as opposite Neal as two people
could be in disposition and diplomacy. The whole attitude in the
community changed from pro-squatter to proForest Service.
However, the determination of the Homesteaders remained
unchanged. People came and went on the Burn. One would-be
homesteader spent the winter in the Big Camas Ranger Station
wood shed and was able to keep warm at the expense of the D.R.
The following year, the Forest Service hired year around
caretakers at Big Camas.

Despite the terms of his release Emroy
Davis returned

Despite the terms of his release, Emroy Davis returned. One
incident witnessed by Thomas "Bud" Burgess, Assistant Forest
Supervisor, Julius Kimmel, Timber Staff from the R.O. and the
whole planting crew happened not far from Cedar springs in the
spring of 1931. While planting we were approached by Emroy
Davis. Davis was alone and carried a luger with the holstered
grip solidly in his right hand. He ordered us off his landNOW.
Bud asked Davis, "Where is your land, Mr. Davis?" Davis
replied, "Just leave, you talkative SOB". We left and wrote our
version of the episode for benefit of testimony, for a trial was sure
to follow.
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It was not long before Loren Cochran and Joe Vogelsand,
Deputy U.S. Marshals, appeared with warrants for the arrest of
Best and Davis. A strategy meeting was called, with a total of
fourteen people involved. Best had settled on an open meadow
along the Mt. Meadows trail, called Bridge Prairie. He had good
taste as this was probably the only location worth working; It was
a nice level, rich piece of land. The marshals thought it best to
keep the two wanted men apart to prevent a joint resistance effort
on their part. The marshals and the rest of the crew would ap-
prehend Davis at his cabin. Harold Barker and I were assigned to
go to the North Umpqua bridge on the Mountain Meadows trail,
between the camps, to keep the "outlaws" apart. The thought was
that Davis would make a run for Best's Bridge Prairie home-
stead. These were exciting times!

Early the next morning Harold and I were dispatched to the
bridge. I was to stay in the open at the north end of the bridge and
Harold was to conceal himself above the south end of the bridge.
We were only there a short time when Best came down the trail
headed for the "Burn". This was something for which we were not
prepared. There was a gate on the north end of the bridge to keep
cattle on the Mountain Meadows side of the river, the gate was
closed and I was on the outside next to it.

We Wrestled to the Ground

I told Davis he couldn't leave as there was a warrant out for
his arrest. He asked how many were on the "Desert". I told him I
thought twelve. He said it would take that many to get Davis and
that he would go back to his camp, get more ammunition and
another gun and would be ready for whoever came for him. I
insisted he could not leave and he insisted I could not stop him. We
wrestled to the ground. Once loose I pulled out a long bladed
pocket knife to cut the strap holding his rifle. I can hear him
scream yet. I'm sure he thought I would cut his throat.

About this time Brahan and Best's neice appeared on the run,
headed for the bridge. Harold Barker dashed from his hiding
place, pulling his revolver and yelling at Brahan to "STOP!"
Brahan kept coming and again Harold shouted, "You Stop!" He
stopped and I breathed a sigh of relief. I knew Harold well enough
to know if he said stop he meant just that.

We told Brahan and the girl they were free to go and we
waited for the marshal's return from Davis' cabin. Time passed,
and Best wanted us to feed him since he was our prisoner. I of-
fered him my lunch as I had little appetite; he refused, said I
would probably poison him.

After he left us, Brahan had gone to Davis' camp to arm
himself before returning to the bridge to dispatch us. As he left
the tent with the rifle he encountered the marshal. Brahan
growled that he had seen a couple of coyotes on the trail. Cochran,
squatting in the tent doorway suggested Brahan put the gun down
and reached out to push the barrel to one side. Brahan threw the
rifle on the bed and took off down the North Umpqua in the
direction of Roseburg.

It was a long afternoon for us at the bridge
It was a long afternoon for us at the bridge, but Cochran

finally came and Best greeted him like an old friend. Best and
Cochran left for Best's camp to spend the night and prepare for
his departure. Harold and I headed for Big Camas. It was a day
we would never forget and would not like to go through again.

Best and Davis were tried yet again and after a short term in
jail were ordered to never again set foot on the Umpqua National
Forest. After the trial and conviction of Best and Davis their
possessions were removed from the homesteads, their cabins

(continued next page)



HIAWATHA TALES- DOUBLE DUTY ON THE FIRE TOWER
Edward C. DeGraaf

When the Manistique district took over the fire protection on
the south half of the Hiawatha it included a few widely separated
fire towers that had been manned by the State. One of these was
the Steuben tower located on a high hill in some rough terrain
between the village of Steuben and the highway to Munising. Due
to its strategic location the observer could detect any spot fires
started by the old M.&L.S. or Haywire R.R. line, as well as any
fire occurring in the forest land that stretched for miles in all
directions. The lookout at Steuben tower was manned by Gene
Scott who had handled the job for years for the State before the
U.S. Forest Service took over.

Scotty was known far and wide for his sharp detection and
ability to pick up small smokes. Over the years he had driven over
every road and had learned the country thoroughly. He had been
crippled by polio in his youth but it did not handicap his lookout
ability or detract from his knowledge of the woods. I made it a
point to visit Scotty frequently in order to get well acquainted and
I found him a very likeable individual.

It was not unusual in visiting Scotty to encounter his ex-wife
who apparently made frequent visits to see Scotty, especially
right after payday. They were not on good speaking terms
because invariably she would be at the foot of the tower trying to
talk to Scotty by shouting at the top of her voice while Scotty
stayed up in the tower and answered back as he saw fit. She was
afraid to climb the tower and he knew better than to come down.
He once told me that during his marriage he heard more than
enough from her.

While Steuben was Scotty's favorite he did duty on occasion
on other towers such as Cooks and Tie Hill. In the earlysummer
of 1936 Scotty was on Tie Hill when the Bay DeNoc slashings in the
Sturgeon river swamps caught fire. The fire weather was the
most severe I have ever observed in the Lake States. In order to
plan for control it was necessary to determine where the head of

Trespassers Thwarted in Homestead Try (continued)

were put to the torch. This was done at night and I for one was
thankful they were locked up. We would have made good targets.

It was, however, not over for Barker and Montgomery as we
were sued for false arrest and assault by Best. The Forest Service
offered a USDA attorney but Harpham thought he could do better
and asked District Attorney Guy Cordon to donate his time in our
assistance. Cordon, later U.S. Senator, agreed to come to our aid.
The U.S. District Attorney, George Neuner, also offered his
assistance which was gladly accepted. We had an inexpensive but
powerful team.

The trial took place December 16th and 17th, 1931, in the
courthouse at Roseburg. Ray Compton was Best's attorney.
Best's story was that Montgomery had assaulted him, injuring his
back and that the attack had been witnessed by Brahan and his
niece. The testimony was, of course, refuted by government
witnesses. Compton was rather overwhelmed by the calibre of the
opposing attorneys. His remarks reflected his discomfiture.

Neuner's replay to Compton was that, "If this is going to be a
mutual admiration society I have something to say". He
proceeded to tear Compton apart. After two days of testimony the
jury was out thirty-five minutes and returned a verdict in favor of
the defendants.

In spite of, or perhaps because of these events, the Diamond
Lake Ranger District remains uniquely unalienated, with no
privately owned land within its boundaries.

No two people remember things exactly the same, but to the
best of my memory these were the events as they occurred over
5Oyears ago. U
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Thinking Ahead

the fire was running. I went to the Tie Hill tower at midnight to
check with Scotty as he could see the entire area. The weather
conditions at that time of the night were severe, humidity was
real low, it was 900 temperature with a 35-mile-an-hour wind from
the south. From the tower he could see the fire crown all night
through mixed hardwood stands that bordered the swamps. The
next day the winds died down and the fire no longer crowned in
the green hardwoods, and control was ultimately accomplished.

At the time we had taken over protection from the State there
were a number of prominent Manistique citizens who made it a
point to recommend that we be sure to include Scotty as lookout
for Steuben Tower. It so happened we were glad to get someone of
Scotty's ability and knowledge of the country. I later learned from
these same well wishers that in the past Scotty had operated a
still each season concealed in a thicket north of the tower and was
able to do this very successfully in combination with lookout
duties. He had a number of preferred customers in Manistique
who were concerned with his welfare now that prohibition had
been repealed. As far as I know, his moonshining was discon-
tinued when the protection of the area passed to the U.S.F.S. This
coincided with the repeal of prohibition and the return of legal
liquor. U

M.M. 'Red' Nelson
Preparing to man lookout stations to serve year-long in the

WW-II Aircraft Warning Service meant: (1) winterization with
added insulation; (2) hiring two persons who would be compatible
for the winter months of isolationone to be on duty at all times;
(3) building a separate room, usually below the tower, so that the
off-duty person could sleep; and (4) equipping the stations with
added bed, heating stoves, etc. On the Umpqua we were
especially pleased when Wright and Betty Mallery, recently
married agreed to serve on Red Butte.

Although the Army would pay for outfitting of the lookout
with new equipment needed, the Umpqua had a firm policy
established in its "poor days" to use only second-hand equipment
such as beds, stoves, etc. Forest Supervisor Vern Harpham had,
for many years, taken on the job of buying such used equipment.
He personally liked doing that and he knew every secondhand
dealer in Roseburg. He reasoned that for those stations to be
occupied by married couples he should buy a double bed. He did
that for Red Butte. Not long after Wright and Betty were in place I
recall that Wright registered a complaint. He said, "Since our
contract requires one of us to be in the tower at all times why in
the world did you equip our small sleeping room with a double bed
taking up space needed for storing our winter supplies?" Just
shows that our young foresters were thinking better than our old
timers. U

I



Broiled Eggs Are Invented
MARSHALL AND McARDLE CAMP AT PANTHER CREEK

*

Richard McArdle

When Bob Marshall was first detailed to the DFir yield study
our first job was to locate and remeasure some permanent plots
near Wind River. These plots were on Panther Creek, My diary
says that we left Hemlock RS (now Wind River RS) at 8 a.m. on
September 16 and went up Panther Creek by the Warrens Gap
trail and were packed in by Elvin Blaisdell. I don't think Bob had
had much camping experience. We did a full day of work before
starting to set up camp. I disliked setting up camp so I said I'd do
that job while John McGinn (the other member of the crew) and I
set up the tent and fixed up some sort of table while Marshall
collected firewood. I thought he'd find a dead cherry or some
other dry standing tree.

As usual at that time of year it was raining. As usual also it
got dark early in dense timber. We couldn't figure what had
happened to Bob. When he finally showed up he was dragging
some very small green hemlocks. McGinn located a small stan-
ding dead tree and after some delay we got a fire going. But when
I looked at the ends of the hemlocks that Bob had cut I could
understand why Leo Isaac had told me that Bob had broken every
thermometer the Station had because he used a thermometer like
an axeand an axe like a thermometer. It was my mistake. I
should have made sure that Bob knew how to make a fire in a
rainy forest. All of us were wet to the waist because we had had to
wade through high salal underbrush so two members of the crew
were pretty upset. But Bob was not and never lost his good nature
the whole time he was with meexcept one time when he was
measuring trees and stepped in a yellow jacket nest.

SMarshall
never had proper field clothes, at least in 1924

aid he had so many half-worn-out dress suits that he wanted to
wear them out. When he stepped on the yellow jackets they
swarmed inside his pants legs and stung him rather severely at
certain tender parts of his anatomy. I can still hear Bob shrieking
"Oh dear, Oh dear. . ." as he ran around trying to get rid of the
jackets. McGinn was a gent with a hair trigger temper and when
he heard Bob's "cussing", he shouted at Bob "If you have to cuss
for God's sake cuss like a man". I tried to catch Bob when he
passed us on one of his frantic circuits so that I could rip his pants
off but I couldn't catch him. I was really sorry about Bob because
he was stung extremely badly. This incident was the late af-
ternoon of the one and only day Bob worked in Oregon. I tried to
persuade him to let me get him to a doctor but he absolutely
refused. I was sorry I let him talk me out of that. But he said he
was leaving early for Portland next day anyway and would see a
doctor there. I never knew if he did or not.

But to get back to the camp on Panther Creek: By mutual
agreement McGinn and I decided that perhaps we should not ask
Bob to cook any of the evening mealsone crew member would
leave early and have supper ready when the other two came in.
Bob insisteda dozen times a daythat he should take his turn in
fixing the evening meal. He was that wayalways willing to do
his full share and more of the work. Finally, Bob beat on me so
much that I told him OK it will be your turn Friday evening (we
planned to pack out after work on Saturday, assuming we could
finish).

McGinn had to have fish on Friday and had grandly offered to
catch all the fish we needed but I thought I'd better be sure and
took along two cans of salmon. Bob asked what he should cook for
the Friday dinner. I told him that we hadn't much left so to cook

hatever he could find but save enough for breakfast Sunday.
As near as I could reconstruct that Friday evening meal, Bob

used every piece of a 6-man mess kit, using a larger kettle when
he had no space in the pan he was using. First, he told me that he
had sliced our one remaining loaf of bread (this was before the
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days of bakery sliced bread) and toasted each slice laboriously
over a big fire. Then he combined the toast with (as near as I
could figure) two or three cans of evaporated milk, one or two
cans of peas and the two cans of salmon, and I don't know what
other ingredients.

When McGinn and! got in Bob had what looked like gallons of
what he told us was a salmon souffle. Oh yes, he had found half a
dozen big lemons and because he thought salmon needed a touch
of lemon juice he added the juice of all the lemons. He was
crouching over a raging fire with the biggest kettle sitting in a bit
of water in the biggest frying pan (he said it was a rather make-
shift double boiler). Bob thought the "souffle" tasted fine but to
McGinn and to me it tasted like lemonade with salmon and peas.

McGinn told me privately that he was going to get up early
and beat Bob to the breakfast-fixing job. About 3 in the morning I
awakened by light on the tent flaps. First I thought we hadn't
extinguished our fire but then I knew that wouldn't be true
because it was raining. I looked out and there was Bob making
breakfast. He had used the rest of the flour and had made hot-
cakes which he was stacking on a nearby log. Had a stack about a
foot high. I was tempted to awaken McGinn and decided perhaps I
shouldn't. I went back to bed.

Three hours later when McGinn and I got up Bob was making
what he called "broiled eggs". He had hard-boiled all the rest of
our eggs, shelled them (or maybe he didn't) and was frying the
whole eggs in copious grease. Told me that he had this inspiration
during the night and his ambition was to make this new dish
"broiled eggs", the national dish of the US. The eggs were like
golf balls. I couldn't cut one and when I tried to do it, the egg
bounced off into the brush. It was typical of Bob that he took our
dissatisfaction with his breakfast in good part, perfectly good
natured.

Maybe I shouldn't have put that in my recollections of Bob
Marshall. I am sure that he learned everything that he needed to
know before many years. He wasn't stupid by a long shot. Far
from it. His mistake was to try to do more than his share of the
work. He wasn't a shirker at any time I knew him.

If you write up anything about Bob Marshall I hope you will
stress his many good qualities. He was generous to a fault; he
would give the shirt off his back and throw in the coat for good
measure. In fact, he would insist on it. He was smart, genuinely
brainy. I never heard him say an unkind word about anyone. He
never sought credit for what he did but went out of his way to give
the credit to other people. If anything that I have written in this
letter makes you think that McArdle didn't appreciate Bob
Marshall's many good points please scratch it out. Many times in
the years between 1924 and 1939 when he died (I think of a heart
attack) I laughed at Bob but he always laughed with me. In my
book hewasOK.

* / am writing you about a possible article for Timberlines. Some years
ago I wrote an article about Bob Marshall, focusing on his activities in the
Northwest. I had noticed that he and Dick McArd/e had been assigned to
the PNW Station in 1924 so, on speculation, I wrote to McArdle to see if
there had been any contact. In return, / received a long detailed letter, part
of which I am enclosing. I think it is a very interesting look at a couple of
our country's leading foresters early in their careers. Among other things, it
illustrates McArd/e's legendary total recall and gives an insight on the man
who later became the Forest Service's first Chief of Recreation and leading
proponent of its Wilderness system.

Dave Bernstein



Getting an "Early" Start

MY SUMMER AT DIXIE BU1TE LOOKOUT

Jack Groom
In late June my dog, Laddie, and I walked about 7 miles from

Bridge Creek Guard Station (east of Prairie City, Oregon) to
Dixie Butte Lookout. A packer brought my belongings by
packhorse. After we opened up the station, the packer showed me
around pointing out the amenities, such as a wood stove, kerosene
stove, and a cooler box outside on the north side of the building. In
addition, he gave me a full 5-minute explanation about the names
of the creeks visible from there. Within an hour after he left I had
my first fire and it was a hard one to place because it was west of
the lookout in an area partly obscured by the slopes of Dixie Butte
itself. After a little guessing, I managed to get the correct
location. Ranger Clyde Bloom said (half jokingly) that if I had
flunked my first test he would have replaced me!

999 Degrees Below Zero

One of the first things of interest was the guest registry book.
It showed the station had very few visitors in past years, but one
entry really caught my eye. It was written by George Donaldson,
and as near as I can remember, he wrote, "January 1, 1929-999
degrees below zero and the wind beyond control. Can't wait to get
off this mountain and sure hope I have a successful ski ride!" I
have seen George, who is now a 30-Year-Club member living in
Prairie City, Oregon, several times since.

A few days later Ranger Bloom called me and said we were in
real trouble because they had failed to notice on my papers that I
was not quite 18 years old. My birthday is the last part of July.
Finally, after some thought, the decision was made to take a
chance and leave me at the station. After 54 years, hopefully no
one would require me to give back my $90-per-month salary
because of this infraction of the law.

Soon after I got to the station, although I had melted lots of
snow for wash water, etc., I felt that I should go down to the spring
for water, so I called Central Dispatcher A.G. Angel and asked
him when! could go down to get water. He said, "Oh, anytimeas
long as you are back by 6:00 AM." It was one and a quarter miles
to the spring and perhaps a 1,000-foot difference in elevation. I
would run down the hill, but the uphill climb was real hard. The
pack must have weighed 60 pounds.

Several persons had told me that if I didn't like it on the
lookout there were many people out of work who could easily
replace me. Perhaps I did look a little immature for my age.
Originally, I think, they hired me partly because they knew my
Dad, an old-time Ranger, and figured I could be a natural for
lookout work. This was of some concern to me because I had to
have the income in order to go to college, and there were no jobs
available in my home area.

One morning abcut 5:30 when I went outside to look around I
saw something moving over near Sumpter some 30 miles from the
lookout. Sometimes smoke from trains could be seen in this area,
but this looked different. I called A.G. and asked him if he had a
fire over there. A.G. who was a real nice fellow, but not one to
mince words, said, "Listen, if you've got a fire, report it, and if
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not, leave me alone." Probably hadn't had breakfast yet! After
taking another careful look I decided it was a fire, made out the
report and called it in. This was the first report on this fire even
though it was way out of my territory. The closest lookout station
was Huckleberry but the Lookout there had been down getting
water. This incident changed their whole attitude toward me.
A.G., the Ranger and even Supervisor John Kuhns called to
congratulate me on a job well done. That took care of the joking
remarks about my ability to hold the job. But the pressure was
there in another way because I worried if any other lookouts such
as Martin Syverson on Indian Rock L.O. would just love to find a
fire in my area before I found it.

Oregon Agriculture College (now OSC) had several studies on
Dixie to learn more about lightning. Many storms went right over
the station and often the lightning rods on the house were struck.
After the storm these rods would be blackened and melted down
an inch or so. One of the studies involved an experiment to
determine how strong the lightning strikes were. On a point a
couple hundred feet from the house they put up a lightning rod 10
to 15 feet high and ran a heavy wire down to a box where a number
of wires of different sizes were in series before being hooked to the
ground wire. The idea was that if the lightning hit that point and
burned out so many wires they could calculate how strong the
charge was. One day there was a real "doozy" of a storm and I
was busy at the firefinder trying to locate each strike so I could
come back to it later and see if it had started a fire. Out of the
corner of my eye I saw a strike hit that experimental rod. As soon
as I could after the storm, I went out to the rod, and sure enough,
it had been hit. The top of the big copper rod was melted down like
a candle and all the wires in the box were gone! I sent word to the
Ranger's office and they called the college. The next day three
college professors were there asking me a million questions about
what had happened and what it looked like. I said I was sure sorry
the experiment was a failure, but they assured me they were
more than happy with it.

A Visibility Study Was Made
In August Dixie was designated for a study on visibility. It

was considered so important that Supervisor Kuhns himself came
up and spent two days setting up the study and training me.
Thirty-six points around the station at varying distances were
selected for the study. Every 15 minutes I checked each point and
recorded on a big chart how well the point could be seen. If it
wasn't clear a symbol was used to show why the visibility at that
point wasn't 100 percent. These might be smoke, haze, dust, fog,
etc. It soon became clear that this study was the invention of the
devil. If a careful job was done it would take nearly all the
Lookout's time. Could it have been that some little steely-eyed
individual up the line some place had invented this study to make
sure the lookout was always looking for fires rather than reading
books or cooking. Each day's chart had a place to indicate how
many fires had been discovered while making the study.

The lookout house was on the early style cupola buildings. It
evidently was designed for rain that came straight down like rain
should, but during lightning storms there was very heavy rain,
and this rain was either horizontal or came up the hills so that old
house leaked like a sieve.

I

The Only Dry Place Was Under Laddie

The only dry place inside was under Laddie, and he was
under the bed. One of the first things to be done after each storm
was to take a broom and sweep the water out the door. I learned

(continued next page)



MEASURING SNOW PACK- NORTH JONES PRAIRIE
C. Glen Jorginsen

Before the days of snowmobiles, helicopters, and electronic
reporting snow pillows, measurement of snow depth on mountain
watersheds was often a very arduous task. The mode of travel
was either skis or snowshoes, and most often done by forest of-
ficers who were not in top shape for winter travel. Measuring
snow pack was a cooperative program between the Soil Conserva-
tion Service and Forest Service. The FS assisted the SCS by
measuring snow at established snow courses located on national
forest land. Four times each winter, the depth and water content
of the snow was determined and the data submitted to SCS. From
such data on numerous snow courses, the SCS would forecast
water runoff from each major watershed for the upcoming irriga-
tion season.

To facilitate winter travel the SCS built a
log cabin at Arbuckle Corral

The North Jones Prairie Snow Course, established about 1930,
was located about 2 miles SE of Arbuckle Mountain on the Hepp-
ner District of the Umatilla N.F. The Prairie was situated in a
saddle on the watershed divide between Buttercreek to the north,
and Potamous/North Fork John Day River to the south, and just a
short distance easterly from the head of Willow Creek, which
drains much of Morrow County. To facilitate winter travel to the
snow course, the SCS built in 1937 a log cabin at Arbuckle Corral,
which they kept stocked with food and sleeping bags for two men.

The snow cabin was about 5 miles north of North Jones
Prairie. The general access to reach the cabin was by Hinton
Creek or Johnson Creek county roads. During an average snow
year, one could drive to within 4 or 5 miles of the cabin. This
esulted in a easy first day of 4-5 miles with an overnight stay at
he cabin. The second day required travelling the 10 mile round-

trip from the snow cabin to the prairie, plus the 4-5 miles back out
to the car. With an unbroken trail, and particularly when snow
conditions were adverse, this 14-15 mile trip was very exhausting.
The team assigned to take a monthly measurement was always
looking for an easier route. During periods of below average
snow, it was possible to drive nearly to the top of Shaw Creek
Grade out of Willow Creek. This put one within 3-4 miles of North
Jones Prairie, making it possible to accomplish the job in one
day. Even then, it was important that each man used the same
travel mode. One trip when Shaw Creek route could be used, two
district aides were sent to take the measurement. One was a
stubborn Swede and the other was an equally inflexible man of
German descent. They could not agree whether to use snow shoes

My Summer at Dixie Butte Lookout (continued)

real fast to be careful where supplies were stored. Wet sugar and
flour don't work very well.

Grouse season was in September and there were lots of these
birds around the station. During that season I had grouse almost
every day for dinner. One day I got up early and walked all
around down below the lookout but couldn't find my daily grouse.
I came back to the house and while doing my "housework" I
looked out the window and here came about a dozen grouse up
over the hill. This time I picked a nice young one. Some of those
old ones were sure tough.

Before fire season was over I was released so I could get back
to school. Laddie and I took the old Sumpter narrow-gauge rail-
oad from Austin to Sumpter and on over to Baker. Once the train
topped suddenly, so everyone opened his window and looked out

to see what was happening. There were the engineer and fireman
busily herding two cows off the track.

Guess you have to start someplace. Why not Dixie?

or skis. As a result, unknown to the Ranger, they agreed to
disagree. One used skis and the other snowshoes. Even though it
should have been a relatively easy trip of less than 8 miles, they
paid the piper for their stubborness. Each had to break his own
track. They returned thoroughly exhausted and with a surplus of
blisters.

During the fall of 1945, I explored a lightly used county road
that accessed the north face of Freezeout Ridge. This road lie
between the Hinton and Johnson Creek road routes, and reduced
the distance to the snow cabin by a couple of miles. The following
January I decided to go on the measurement trip. Umatilla
County Watermaster, Marvin Bennett, was my teammate. I was
anxious to show Marvin the new (easier?) route. We elected to
use skis. We drove to the northerly base of Freezeout Ridge.
From there we followed a drift fence up and over the top of
Freezeout to an forested ridgeline leading us southerly to Ar-
buckle Corral and the snow cabin, a distance of maybe 3 miles.
We overnighted at the cabin.

It Took a Little Longer Than Anticipated
The next day we had to travel the 10 mile roundtrip from the

cabin to the snow course, plus 3 miles out to the car. The day was
quite normal, but it took us a little longer to get back to the cabin
than anticipated. We arrived at Arbuckle Corral where Hinton
and Johnson Creek roads intersected by late afternoon. From
there it had been our plan to retrace our steps of the first day. This
involved maybe one mile across country and uphill to reach the
top of Freezeout Ridge. Always looking for an easier way, we
decided to take Hinton Creek Road to where it traversed the
westerly shoulder of F'reezeout so we could take advantage of a
couple miles of downhill skiing. Even though the route was ob-
viously longer, we reasoned that it would be faster.

Our calculations went awry when we found that there was not
enough grade, with the condition of the snow, to get a free glide.
We ended up having to walk most of the extra distance. By the
time we reached the shoulder of Freezeout on the Hinton Creek
road, it was dark and starting to blizzard. As we climbed higher
on the ridge, we hit patches of bare ground as the wind had blown
snow off of the open ridge top. This caused us to carry our skis and
poles. It got darker and darker and the blizzard intensified. To
complicate our travel, we encountered patches of ice that we
could not see in the dark. The strong wind and ice caused us to slip
and fall often. It was very tiring trying to retain ones balance
carrying skis in the strong blizzard.

After some time, Marvin began to question my guidance. I
assured him that we would make it if we followed the ridge until
we came to the fence. I did not think it could be much further.
Fortunately, the blizzard was at our back. Marvin suggested we
should turn back. We were dog-tired, but had no acceptable
alternative but to trudge forward. It was too cold on the wind
swept open ridge in the blizzard to stop and rest. We would have
perished in a short time.

It was too cold on the wind swept ridge to
stop and rest

Luckily, when we were at the end of our strength we came
upon the long elusive drift fence. Our spirits picked up, as we
knew that we had it made. We generated enough energy to follow
the fence down off of Freezeout Ridge to our car. We were too
tired to drive. I always carried "C" rations in the FS rig. They
never tasted better. By 11:00 p.m. we had mustered enough
warmth and strength to drive back to Heppner to a waiting and
worried wife. We had learned that there was no easy route, and
we gained an understanding why the ridge was named Freezeout.
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OF MEN AND MULES
R.H. Tubman

In the middle thirties, Pete Wyss wanted a couple of mules at
Spirit Lake. Leo Moore had two tough mules in his string at
Hemlock Ranger Station, Jude and Humpy, both his favorites.
This winter, Walt Hockinson had been cornered in a barnstall and
got banged up a bit. When Wyss' request came, Ross Shepard and
I took the chore of choosing the two mules. Leo did his packing in
summer and late fall, but was at his home in Stevenson. We told
Leo of our choice of mules to go, over his objections, but Ross and
I decided to clean up the string of potentially dangerous animals.
So we did and Leo was mad as hell and so expressed himself.

The decision made, the two mules were delivered to the Lewis
River Guard Station in late February. Jim Ray and family were
living there over winter. Lo and behold, I was transferred from
Hemlock to District Ranger at Spirit Lake on March 1, 1937. My
first thought was, "I got those two damned mules" but later
shrugged off the thought since I would have a packer who should
be smart enough to shun the rear end of both.

About the middle of March, the weather being good, I decided
to ride up to Pine Creek along the Lewis River. Jim Ray was
called and he suggested I take Humpy and Jude. They were in the
coral, needed some exercize and it was district practice to supply
the barn at Pine Creek early in the spring season with horse feed
for early low-country packing.

We got one bale of hay hung on the forks,
the saddle rolled and all hell broke loose

At the coral, Jim and I secured Humpy so long as we
respected her rear end. Jude was another matter, unwilling to
cooperate. We made a desperate effort to put the packsaddle on,
succeeded, then after a warmup, tightened the cinch. We got one
bale of hay hung on the forks, the saddle rolled and all hell broke
loose. Then for two hours we fought that brute to remove the
saddle, resaddle, recinch and finally two bales of hay were
aboard. It was a load in itself but decided that if all that spirit was
exhibited in the coral, let's throw on a couple of sacks of grain,

which we did. We had near four hundred pounds on and we cin-
ched it down. We tied Humpy to Jude's saddle and I got under
way. Jude pushed my horse from Lewis River to Pine Creek and
we made it in record time. Upon arriving at the barn, I unloaded
Judehe did not move a muscle. That load took the sap out of him
for that day's trip.

I later developed an affection for Humpywe got along fine
with mutual respect for one another. She was the only mule I ever
packed singly.

But Jude had a defiant disposition. He once went over a bank
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on Coe Creek, wound up astraddle a log jutting out from a pumice
bank. He was totally suspended and was the key to getting out
three other mules in a worst situation. I cleared out the Devils
club, took a bucking saw and sawed off the log at his butt and
dropped he and the log to the ground. No sooner did I get him on
level ground he threatened me with a humped up rear end, but I
was smart enough to know what the consequences might be if I
passed his rear. We had a mutual distrust. He was a smart tough
mule to the day he died and he bewildered many a packer in the
years after he left Leo Moores' string. He moved many an odd and
tough load and it got to its destination without a mishap.

With a bottle of whiskey, a carton of Camel cigarettes and an
occasional bush of huckleberries for Leo and some browse for
Jude, he and Leo got along great. Their's was a mutual un-
derstanding. I often look back and think it was maybe wrong to
take Leo's best mule. U

Whistle While You Work
MY WORK WITH LES COLVILL

Merle S. Lowden
Reading of Les Colvill's experiences in this Timberlines calls

to mind many of my enjoyable experiences with Les. We first met
on the Oregon Coast fires in 1936 of which many have written in
this and other Timberlines. I was in charge of town defense after
serving as a scout and in other jobs. We were pretty well along in
the campaign but there was the lurking fear that fire conditions
would get critical again and threaten the town and cities in Coos
and Curry Counties.

Les had been sent from his fire staff position on the Olympic
to relieve others who had served their time. On this particular
day, and our first together, Les and I were sent with a dozer and
operator to put a dozer line north of Coquille to burn from if
necessary. In the morning one of the thick coastal fogs had blown
in and as they say there, "you could hardly see your hand in front
of your face". Les was out in front picking the general line way
and I was closer to the dozer helping the operator find the more
detailed location.

With the noise of the tractor and the lack of visibility it was
very difficult for Les and Ito communicate. Les came back to me
and said, "Merle, what we need is a couple of police whistles to
make our selves heard and to know where we are". I agreed that
they might help so we got the whistles and they did help.

Les and I had many more experiences together after that. In
1939 I had been recently transferred to staff on the Deschutes and
Les was in the Regional fire office. He planned a series of tests of
line-making equipment on the Ochoco and asked for me to par-
ticipate. Later he came to the Fremont when we were burning
sagebrush and during other prescribed burning work.

Early in my term in the Washington Office as fire chief we
decided to put together a National fire handbook as there had only
been regional guides previously. We wanted to prepare manual
instructions and other directional material. Les was an ideal
person to head this up. At first we got him detailed from R-6 and
later after he retired the region signed him up as an employed
annuitant to continue the work. As always Les did a magnificient
job in getting detailers from several regions to work together and
come out with a product that set an example for other functional
activities.

Les and I visited or corresponded fairly frequently when he
went into private fire consulting after retirement. As two old fire
"horses" we liked to exchange experiences. After I retired and
came to Portland we participated in clam digging together and
our common interest of growing dahlias. In the later, Les
however was far and away the expert. U



THE NA TIONAL FOREST VS THE REGIONAL OFFICE
Edward C. DeGraaf

Each Forest Service region has its history of early day forest
supervisors with controversial traits of leadership. One of the
traits often was a strong sense of personal authority and
responsibility for everything that took place on the forest. This
philosophy of organization did not always agree with that of the
regional office. There was a tendency for the regional office to
staff up with individuals of strong convictions who continued to
feel they had the authority to make field decisions when on the
forest.

The regional office had not developed emphasis on the con-
cept that the function of staff was to provide expert assistance
and quality control rather than line responsibility for production.
As one retired forest officer put it, "the regional office wanted to
have a jerk line out to every lookout and timber sale in the
region." This was a common trait in the Forest Service before
WWII and was readily evident in some regions. The individual
forest supervisor had to learn how to cope with this; some did it
better than others.

He Had His Own Way of Dealing

One supervisor who had his own way of dealing with the
regional ottice was Ralph W. Hussey, and this gave rise to
various tales. However, I think back on my work and experience
under Hussey with a great deal of personal regard for him.

I reported for work on the Apache Forest in June 1933 with the
start of the CCC program. Ralph Hussey was supervisor, Bob
Ewing was asst. supervisor and the A.O. was a man by the name
of Ellishis first name escapes me.

.On arriving at the S.O. in Springerville, Arizona, I was flat
broke and Supervisor Hussey was in the field. I was told to stick
around until Hussey returned in a few days. This required that I
stay at the Apache Innthe only hotel in town. I ran up a bill for
food and lodging while waiting to meet Hussey. When I finally met
him, the first thing I had to tell him was of my bill at the hotel. He
thought nothing of it, saying he would take care of it and I could
pay him back later. I paid Hussey back out of my first pay check.
I was assigned to the Pueblo Park CCC camp when it came in.
From then on I served on the Apache until September 1934 when I
was transferred to the Upper Michigan in Region 9.

As a technical foreman at Pueblo Park CCC camp I gained a
variety of experiences. Ralph and Mrs. Hussey often stopped by
the camp to maintain good army relations and also to check on
the project work being done. I was impressed by Mrs. Hussey who
was a fine looking Navajo and who was completing her college
work at the University of Arizona that year.

One personal trait I soon got to appreciate was Ralph's ability
to chew snoose with neatness and dispatch. After years of
working with Copenhagen users and being a one-time user
myself, I recall Hussey could use snoose with real finesse.

Hussey had a good grasp on the merits and opportunities of
the CCC and NIRA programs. He saw what could be ac-
complished by high priority work, and he did not get the forest
work program involved in "boondogling" type of projects. For
example, he had the road built from Pine Lawn on the highway
across the San Francisco mountains to the Blue Canyon, he had
the Reserve Ranger Station rebuilt, had miles of drift fence built
with cattle guards, and had many acres of range reseeded.
Lookouts were built and trails improved. While some other
forests were fumbling with these work programs and were
bogged down, the Apache accomplished much worth-while work
during the first six months of the CCC program.

Hussey wanted to start some timber sales on the south side of
the Apache and encouraged the Martinez family to put up a
sawmill. I was with Ralph when we stopped at the site on occasion
to check on the progress at the mill location. The mill was being
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built under the direction of an old patriarchMontague Stevens
of local fame. He was of a wealthy British family and had lost an
arm in fighting for England. He had the heart, courage and
imagination of a British Colonizer. A marriage between Mon-
tague Stevens and a Martinez girl resulted in the combined
families being in the sawmill business.

Hussey Taught Me Many Things
Hussey took special interest in teaching me cruising in the

pine stand and how to make tree measurement sales. I still
consider his way of handling tree measurement sales as a model
of efficiency. As soon as the Martinez mill was operating we kept
it supplied with timber through tree measurement sales. Hussey
showed me how to check out the estimated cull by following a log
through the mill to see how it cut out. He showed me how to thin
out stands of juniper for fence posts and not over deplete the
stands.

At one time we had a problem develop at the CCC camp. I
learned from local friends at the town of Reserve, N.M. that the
mess officer and mess sergeant were selling hams, bacon and
butter from camp supplies to local people. This was depriving the
men of their rations. On making a complaint to the military
authorities, a quick reaction came down to the forest"not to
rock the boat." Hussey came out to see what was going on. As

soon as he learned the facts he backed the complaint 100% while
we had the mess officer and mess sergeant court martialed.

In the fall of 1933 I enjoyed some unusually good hunting. On a
Sunday afternoon I went turkey hunting with a foreman friend
from Tucson. While prowling across a pinion flat we encountered
a flock of turkeys. I had an old single shot 12-gauge, and fired at a
bunch of bobbing turkey heads. When we rushed up to check the
results we found five turkeys had been killed by the one shot! My
ego as hunter really soared. Later the officers and foreman's
mess ate high on turkey. But word gets around. A few days later
Hussey stopped by on one of his casual visits. He got me aside to
hear my hunting story first hand. He then laid down the law in no
uncertain terms. The legal limit was two turkeys and if I expected
to work for the Forest Service I had better know the game laws
and obey them! I got the message, and Hussey never brought it up
again.

On one occasion Hussey took me with him to call on a
character in the Spur Lake Basin. There was a scattered
population of poor homesteaders living off jack rabbits and any
stray beef they could find. One tough guy had told off the ranger
and put the run on him, so Hussey decided he had better visit this
character. I was a silent witness while Hussey talked with the
character. Without raising his voice, but reinforced by a good
pinch of Copenhagen, Hussey told the man what the Forest
Service regulations were, and if he could not comply with the
ranger's local rules, Hussey would have federal law enforcement
take over and the man would forfeit his homestead and be moved
out. We never had any more trouble from Spur Lake.

He Had Strong Favorites in the R.O.

As I got to know Hussey I learned he had strong favorites in
the R.O. and had a dislike for others. Any one who came on the
forest and started issuing orders soon incurred Hussey's wrath.
In some cases Hussey sent word to the Regional Office that he did
not want "So and So" on the forest again. Such ultimatums did not
make friends or develop a mutual admiration society.

One Assistant Regional Forester in whom Hussey had full
confidence was the Chief of Operations, Stan Wilson. When
Hussey had to be at the R.O. he always checked in with Stan

(continued next page)



THE HORSE KNOWN AS LADY
Harold E. Smith

Lady and I joined the Forest Service at Bend, Ore., on July 1,
1911. For the next eight years Lady contributed much to the cause
of conservation. She became quite proficient on fire patrol. On
boundary work and timber cruising she would do my pacing for
me while I sat in the saddle and recorded her steps on the tally
register. She would stand perfectly still while I took my compass
shot then resume walking when she heard the compass lid click
shut.

A slight pressure of the knee against her shoulder would bring
her back on course when she occasionally veered off line. Thus I
found her more valuable, in the area where I worked, than a
seventy-five dollar a month field assistant.

Early in the spring of 1913 Lady received a severe wire cut in
the muscle of the front leg. Using a sharp knife I trimmed out
some tags of dead flesh and sprayed the wound with antiseptic
sheep dip to assit healing and repel flies. Knowing that Lady
would be laid up for some time I put her out to pasture at what
later became the Sun River Resort.

While at Sun River I had her bred to a race horse. As winter
approached I arranged to have her boarded at the Aune Brothers
Stables, in Bend. This proved to be a mistake. The confinement
and lack of exercise resulted in the abortion of the foal. In August,
1913 I was sent to the Siuslaw Forest, on a fifteen months detail,
doing June Eleven examinations. Therefore, during the winter of
1913-19141 was not in the Bend area to look after my interests.

The spring of 1914 saw Lady back at Pine Mountain, helping
with Forest Service chores. Later that summer she participated
in a two week trail ride on the upper Deschutes. Being taught to
respond to the command "Come Here Lady" (known as whip
broke), she was always available in rounding up the rest of the
horses. Thus she made herself the pet and favorite of the whole

The National Forest VS The Regional Office
(continued)
Wilson, and did his business with Stan's guidance. By comparison
Hussey had a good organization on the forest with good rangers
and responsive field men.

After eight months of timber survey work Hussey decided I
should be the new ranger of the Luna District. One day I was
inventorying the property of the district with Hussey, as a final
step to becoming the ranger, when Stan Wilson drove in. The
message was that I was being sent to the Upper Michigan instead
of being the Luna Ranger. I suspect Stan Wilson was the only man
from the R.O. who could bring word of this abrupt change to
Hussey. I recall Wilson pacifying Hussey at length. I soon left for
the Upper Michigan to start the new Manistique District.

I Was Sent to Michigan
When I was in Region 6 after WWII I learned Hussey was in

our Regional Office in Timber Management. I stopped in his
office and found him assigned to the Coop. Sustained Yield
Program. He still retained strong recollections of his differences
with the Region 3 R.O. personnel. While visiting with him I had
the pleasure of meeting his son, a fine looking teenager who
showed some of his mother's ancestry. In due time Ralph retired,
and, I believe, returned to his ancestrial home in Illinois.

In thinking back on my experiences with Ralph Hussey I feel
the Regional Office could have handled the forest relations with
Hussey in a different manner. There was no need for the forest-
regional office relations to degenerate into hostility and
harassment with personality conflicts. I'm sure there are other
people who had different experiences with Hussey than I had, but
from my point of view, on the forest he was a strong-minded man
with leadership who knew his job.
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twenty unit group. Late in November, 1914 I finished my detail on
the Siuslaw Forest and returned to the Deschutes. I again
assumed charge of the Pine Mountain District.

By now I had acquired more saddle stock so Lady's work load
became much lighter. Taking advantage of this she delivered a
colt in 1916. This filly was named Dixie but I never got around to
breaking her.

Another time, when Lady came in to water, I noticed she had
a badly inflamed eye. She would not tolerate an examination so I
decided to throw her. As soon as I tightened up on the ropes she
voluntarily folded her legs at the knees and laid down of her own
accord. Fearing she might change her mind and try to get up, I
hog tied her and proceeded to examine the swollen eye. Angie, in
the meantime had mixed a boric acid solution. Together we
removed a head of cheat grass from the inflamed eye and bathed
it in the boric acid solution. First aid thus completed we removed
the restraining ropes. Lady got back to her feet looking better and
apparently feeling better. With a look of gratitude showing in her
face, she resumed her place in the pasture with the rest of the
horses.

It was a calm evening and darkness was settling over the
landscape. The mercury stood at fifteen below zero and a light
granulated snow filtered down from a canopy of dark clouds. I led
Lady out to the water hole to give her a drink before bedding her
down for the night. The pond was frozen so I dipped water from
the well.

Watering thus completed I saw no reason for walking back to
the barn. Mounted bareback I gave her the go ahead signal. She
took the gesture too seriously and broke into a run. I had no ob-
jection to the extra speed but neither did I want to get bumped
against the building. I pulled up on the halter and Lady went into
action. She didn't know what bucking meant but she seemed to
know some of the maneuvers. She lowered her head, straddled
her neck and left the ground, on a forty-five degree incline. At the
apex of the curve Lady shifted rudders and began the descent
Different with me, however, I dragged anchor and continued the
upward, outward course, eventually landing on all fours some six
or eight feet out front.

As soon as Lady realized what she had done, she came to me
and offered a silent apology. It seemed that what she was trying
to say was that she had intended the thing as a joke, that she had
had no intention of trying to throw me and had misjudged my
ability as a bareback jockey. And did I give her a good spanking
for her mischievous joke? No, instead I gave her a little love pat
and accepted her apology. U



H/A WA THA TALES-JOE RICHARDS-SAWMILL MAN

.Edward C. DeGraaf
Any story of the Hiawatha should include a small sawmill and

its operator. When the Manistique district was activated a small
sawmill was found tucked away in the south edge of the Iron
Creek swamps to the north of Kitchitakipithe Big Spring which
now is Palms Book State Park. This mill was not an unusual one
since nearly every small mill is generally a mechanical monster
of ingenuity that would amaze Rube Goldberg. The story lies with
the operatorJoe Richards.

To get tothe small mill one had to drive up an old rut road,
leaving the good road behind at the Big Spring parking area.
From there on the alder thickets brushed the car on both sides
until one reached the mill clearing. The mill was a low elongated
building with the owner's residence in one end. Here Joe Richards
and his wife lived in harmony with the swamps, a few scattered
neighbors, the small mill that included a shingle-weaving at-
tachment, plus a generous number of dogs. Joe and his wife both
loved their old sawmill, and between producing a little lumber
spasmodically, occasional custom sawing, turning out a few
shingles, and selling a few logs they made enough income to meet
their needs.

Joe was a short heavy-set man in his sixties who walked about
the mill yard with a rolling gait and with a friendly grin on his
face. He had a great shock of grey hair that would have shamed
the present generation of shaggy hairstyles. Setting off the
friendly grin was a pair of sharp shrewd eyes that hinted at a keen
mind. The general appearance was of a bareheaded Santa Claus
in old ragged clothes.

She Was Generally Dressed in Work
. Clothes

Mrs. Richards was a natural helpmate for Joe. She was a
short, heavyset individual; and with no reflections intended, she
was a natural "5 x 5". She was generally dressed in work clothes
well tucked into roomy bib overalls. When working at the mill she
wore a bright bandana about her head. When the mill was
operating she was the stationary engineer and fireman, while Joe
was the millwright and head sawyer.

The mill was powered by a horizontal boiler with the usual
gauges, steam pistons, drive shafts, pulleys and belts. When Joe
wanted to run the mill for a day or two he would get up a head of
steam in the morning and go about his millwrighting. At the same
time, one of them would pull the steam whistle a few blasts which
would be heard for a couple of miles.

This whistle would alert the scattered neighbors that the mill
was going to operate as soon as they could get there to work. They
completed their chores and hiked into the mill site, and as soon
as a crew was mustered the sawing and shingle weaving would
start up. The mill would really get under way when Mrs. Richards
would step from behind the boiler where smoke and steam were
rolling out and shout to Joe at the sawyer's stand, with a wave of
her arm"Give her hell, Joe! !" She then returned to her firing
and watching the steam and water gauges. Joe would operate the
carriage and saw while the neighbor workmen handled the
lumber at the edger and trimmer.

There Were Many Noisy Pomeranians
Earlier mention was made of the dogs. These consisted of

many noisy Pomeranians raised by Mrs. Richards. At one time I

emember counting 27 of them. They had a fenced run outside
that connected with the house part of the mill, with a small door
opening out through the wall. When one stepped out of the car in
the yard he was met at the pen fence by 27 or more little red
dogs that looked like red foxesall yapping as loud as they could.

Once I would head for the house they ran peilmell through
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their doorway to greet me in the house. The dogs would be all
overon top of the table, the sink, chairsanything that brought
them nearer to my height. All the time they were yapping away in
fine form and creating a perfect bedlam. Joe would just chuckle
while Mrs. Richards would scold the dogs and finally drive them
outside via the small door which she closed. Then normal con-
versation could begin. To this day I never see a red Pomeranian
but I think of that noisy horde of little dogs. Joe explained to me
one time that his wife loved her little dogs so much she found it
very difficult to part with them although they had ready sale.

Joe's source of timber was on the land adjacent to the mill.
There was a large tract of land that had quite a scattering of
hemlock, mixed hardwood and cedar logs on the ground. The
original operation had shut down before the logging had been
completed so there was enough timber available to keep the small
mill busy intermittantly for small-scale operation. Joe had
acquired the mill and had expected to continue a salvage
operation. However, before long the land was optioned under a
F.S. acquisition deal so no more salvage logs and timber were
available until the title was eventually passed to the U.S. Joe
wanted to buy the salvage timber and tried to persuade me to
make a sale. I tried to explain to him that the F.S. did not own the
land and timber until the transaction was completed and title
passed, and only then could we sell the timber when finally owned
by the U.S. Government.

Joe Wrote the President a Personal Letter
Joe put up with my explanation for bureaucratic delay until

he finally undertook a solution of his own. As this was in the early
days of the New Deal, Pres. F.D. Roosevelt was constantly in the
news. So Joe wrote the President a personal letter, stating his
problem and asking why he could not buy the timber that was
wasting on the ground. My first knowledge of this "end run" was
when a copy of his letter came down through channels with a brief
letter from the President's office, plus one from the Chief's office,
to look this man up and solve his problem. By that time the
Regional office was busy on a solution, as I'm sure this problem
repeated itself throughout the region.

Very shortly a regional letter of instruction came out that set
up a temporary policy for sales on land under acquisition. The
money from such sales was put into an escrow account to be
processed and distributed later when title was cleared. This
enabled me to get out to Joe's and initiate a salvage sale. Joe told
me, with a twinkle in his eye, about his letter to Pres. Roosevelt
and the letter of acknowledgement he had received from the
White House. He was convinced that I was making a sale to him at
the direct order of Pres. Roosevelt. He got a great chuckle out of it
each time I stopped by to scale him out or make a new salvage
sale. We became good friends, especially when I learned he came
from Evart in Lower Michigan where the town doctor was a
schoolmate and friend of mine.

The Tractor Would Not Handle Right

On one occasion he showed me a used tractor he had pur-
chased for very little money. It would not handle right and it
challenged his mechanical skills. The owner had sold it in sheer
disgust because it would not run. The next time I saw Joe he was
very proud of having solved the tractor problem. He found the
front sprocket gears had been mounted incorrectly, and it had not
taken him long to find the problem and correct it.

Later Joe was pleased to custom saw a special order of hard-
wood material we needed to repair the platforms and stake racks
on the CCC trucks. It was fun to do business with the old man,
while he continued to have secret satisfaction that he had gotten

(continued next page)



Hiawatha Tales (continued)

the young ranger to overcome bureaucratic restrictions.
A review of the sale files under "Richards, Joe" should find a

copy of Pres. Roosevelt's brief memo, plus the Chief's office
letter and the R.O. solution. However, the files would not do
justice to the grey-haired old Santa Claus, his wife and the little
dogs, as well as the Rube Goldberg sawmill on the edge of the
swamps. U

THE SCARED KID FIRE
Bob Bjornsen

Actually it was called the Scared Man fire after the ridge on
which it occurred, but we members of the Arboretum Red Hat
suppression crew changed the name to fit a hair raising episode
which happened during the fire.

The Red Hats were a gung ho crew based at the Oregon State
College arboretum/nursery north of Corvallis. Our employer was
the then Oregon State Board of Forestry (now Oregon State
Department of Forestry) and our mission was to fight fire
anywhere in western Oregon and there were plenty of big ones
that summer of 1946.

When we hit the Scared Kid fire we were a seasoned bunch of
young World War II vets and kids from rural areas in the west.
We had some big fires under our belt and felt pretty cocky about
getting in and out of this one fasttwelve days later we were still
mopping up.

On a previous fire up Skunk Creek out of Detroit on the
Willamette Forest, one of our crew "Georgia" (his home state)
had been hit by a rolling rock that laid his upper arm open to the
bone. An old country doctor sewed him up and he was put on light
duty until it healed.

We Had to Hike 12 Miles

To reach the Scared Kid fire we had to hike in 12 miles from
the end of the road, which we did and then went to fighting fire for
a full shift. Since Georgia was still recuperating we left him at the
trail head to bring in a radio.

Georgia gets the radio and takes off alone up the trail to join
the crew. About half way there he comes around a bend face to
face with a bear. Shaking with fear he inches over to a nearby tree
and climbs it radio and all. The bear comes over to the tree and
stands on his hind legs as if to climb but instead sits down to wait
for him.

Meanwhile Mister Bear sits contentedly
under the tree for a couple hours

Georgia figures he's a goner and frantically tries to operate
the radio which he knows nothing about. Amongst other things it
was an SPF set which required that the wire antenna be strung in
a tree or pole to work. Of course Georgia didn't know this and
wore the batteries out tearfully calling for anybody listening to
come save him. Meanwhile Mister Bear sits contentedly under
the tree for a couple of hours waiting for Georgia to come down.

Finally the bear leaves, but not Georgia. He clung to his perch
for another hour until a packer and his string came along to
rescue him. The packer told us Georgia was hysterical when he
arrived on the scene, and he had difficulty talking him down out of
the tree.

Some other memorable events occurred on this fire. Like the
air drops using burlap chutes that either streamered the cargo
into the ground at over 100 mph, or hung up in the trees out of
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reach. Finally the FS started supplying us from their side of the
fire by pack string. Years later I learned Roy Bond was service
chief for them and responsible for keeping us fed.

Then there was the 17 sets of hand fallers who felled the swel
butted snags using spring boards for footing. Probably the end
an era for the misery whip as the next year saw wider use of the
chain saw.

Butts Lay Discarded Everywhere
Later we praised the loggers after we ran out of cigarettes.

They had long since left but their butts lay discarded everywhere
along the line. One of our roll-your-owners had plenty of papers
but no tobacco. That's when we made a game out of sniping
cigarette butts for tobacco to roll our own when Roy ignored our
plea for tailor mades.

The SPF radio, the burlap chute, the misery whip are all
museum pieces now. Even roll your own cigarettes are disap-
pearing, but bears are still around and they still scare us when we
meet them head on in the woods. U

NOBILITY HE WAS KNOTS
Bob Bjornsen

They called him Nottingham when he behaved (which was
seldom) and Knothead when he didn't (which was frequent). He
was an average size bay horse with a "US" brand on his hind-
quarter and a hump in his back every morning.

Spike Armstrong and Herb Hadley knew about Notty's
cranky disposition when they sent me to Finley Corral Guard
Station on the Bly District, Fremont Forest. But all they told
was that he hated paper, especially if it rattled near him.

They weren't even sympathetic when my wife Helen called i
one afternoon on the frail ground circuit phone line to say that
Notty had returned to the Corral with the saddle under his belly
and no Bob. "Let us know if he doesn't show up by nightfall" Spike
said. Which is about the time I came limping in sorefooted after
he dumped me while reaching for a map.

The next time it happened I was with a permittee looking for a
strayed cow and calf. I had reached in my rear pocket for a
bandanna when out fluttered a strip of toilet paper. This caught
Notty's eye and he whirled catching the string of paper across his
eyes. Of course he turned every way but loose, and the more he
bucked the harder that paper stuck to his forehead.

The grizzled old cowboy couldn't catch his breath for
laughing as I frantically tried to grab leather while reaching for
that elusive paper streamer. How I managed to stay on board I'll
never know, for eventually the horse and paper parted company.

But Notty got his revenge later that summer when he
unloaded me on Fishhole Mountain and turned up in Bly with the
saddle again under his belly. Yeah, he was a knothead alright! U
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ERIC A. ANDERSON 1907-1984
Eric A. Anderson, 76, died in Port Townsend, Wash. in

September, 1984. He was born in South St. Paul, Minn.,
December 9, 1907. He received a bachelor's degree in
forestry at the University of Washington and his doctorate
from the State University New York, College of Forestry in
Syracuse. He was employed by the Forest Service in
Madison, Wis., and New Orleans. In 1950 he went to the
Department of Wood Technology at the State University of
New York, and served as department chairman for 1951 to
1972.

LYLE N. ANDERSON 1907-1985
Lyle N. Anderson, 78, died at his home in WestLinn,

Ore., on April 5, 1985. He was born at Milbank, S.D., in 1907.
He was a longtime resident of Medford, and retired on Dec.
31, 1967, as timber management staff officer on the Rogue
River National Forest.

He had worked for the federal government for 36½
years, first at Yellowstone National Park, then in blister
rust control with the Bureau of Entomology and Plant
Quarantine until that agency's work was taken over by the
Forest Service in 1954. At the time of his retirement,
Supervisor Carroll Brown commended Anderson for his
work in blister rust control, reforestation, land
reclamation, etc.

Anderson attended Oregon State University. He was a
member of Ashland Masonic Lodge AF&FM, the Society of
American Foresters, and other organizations, and was
active in the Red Cross.

He is survived by his wife, Jean, West Linn; daughter,
Judy Kershaw, Lake Oswego; sister, Mrs. Virginia Garcia,
San Francisco; brother, C. Bryce Anderson, Milwaukie,
Ore., and one granddaughter.

HAROLD E.D. BROWN 1895-1983
Harold E.D. Brown, 88, died in Olympia, Wash. May 18,

1983. After serving in the Canadian Mounted Rifles in World
War I, he worked for the Forest Service in Oregon and
Washington, retiring in 1965 from the Mt. Baker National
Forest as a forestry aid, after being out of the service for
several years. He started on the Deschutes N.F. as a ranger
on July 1, 1911 and later worked on the Umpqua NP. He had
31 years of service. He is survived by his sister, nieces, and
nephews. He contributed many articles to Timberlines
including those in this issue.

ARCHIE MATTISON BROWN 1901-1985
Archie Mattison Brown was born October 20, 1901 in

Klamath Falls, Ore., and moved to Redmond with his
family when he was 15. He died at Dallas, January 1, 1985 at
age 83. He is survived by his wife of 59 years, Deeris; sons,
Paul of Baker, and Roy of Selah; two brothers; a sister;
nine grandchildren, and eight great-grandchildren.

He worked on the Deschutes N.F. for nearly 30 years
before he retired in 1952. He then worked for Barclay
Logging Company at Sisters, and for Mason, Bruce and
Girard, a consulting firm. He and his wife moved to Dallas
in 1979. "Archie was one who always gave a dollar-plus in
service for every dollar he was paid, which was the spirit of
most all of the oldtimers, and what made the Forest Service
a respected service above all government agencies," said

S..

Jn iII1nLnium
Slim Hem, who transmitted information to Timberlines
from Archie's son, Roy. Slim recalled Archie was the
Allingham Guard on the Metolius River in the 20's when
Perry South was Sisters District Ranger, then served as a
foreman in the CCCs.
LESLIE L. COLVILL 1897-1985

Leslie L. Colvill died March 11, 1985, three days before
he would have been 88 years old. Les retired in 1958 after
nearly 35 years of service.

He is survived by two sons, Leslie M. Colvill of
Beaverton and Laurence K. Colvill of Portland.

His long and notable career began in 1917 on the St. Joe
N.F. in Idaho. After service in the Army in France in World
War I, he received his forestry degree from Montana State
University. In 1925 he was appointed fire dispatcher on the
Deschutes N.F. He worked on the Fremont, Olympic, and
Siskiyou N.F.S. before his appointment as Assistant Chief
of Fire Control, Region 6, in 1942.

In 1956, Colvill accepted a special assignment in the
Washington Office to draft a complete revision of the Fire
Control section of the F.S. Manual and the National Fire
Control Handbook. He retired from the WO.

Colvill received several awards for his work, including
a 1957 USDA Superior Service Award "for pioneering and
imaginative leadership in developing and improving
methods and administration of forest fire control." His own
autobiography is in this issue of Timberlines.

SHIRLEY W. ASHER 1925-1984
Shirley Winona Asher, 59, died July 29, 1984, in

Carefree, AZ. She was the wife of Robert L. Asher who
retired in 1979 as Region 6 fire coordinator. Mrs. Asher once
lived in Ashland, where burial took place and where she
was employed by the Forest Service. She is survived by her
husband, two sons and a daughter.

GILBERT M. ROWE 1913-1983
Gilbert M. Bowe died in Portland, November 13, 1983.

He was born in Portland and spent his entire forestry
career working for the Forest Service and private firms in
Oregon. He retired in 1981 after 33 years with Mason, Bruce
and Girard, forestry consultants. In 1939-1942 he worked in
timber management and fire control on the Deschutes N.F.
His brother Richard, longtime Forest Service employee
preceded him in death.

GEORGE H. BOYESEN 1917-1984
George H. Boyesen died December 19, 1984 in

Prineville, Ore., at age 66. He was born August 25, 1917 in
St. Paul, Minn. In 1940 he graduated from the University of
Minnesota School of Forestry, and served as a Navy
aviation officer in World War II. He worked for the Min-
nesota State Forestry Department. He began his 25-year
career with the Forest Service on the Mt. Baker N.F. in
Darrington, Wash. From 1956 to 1957 he was Ranger of the
Entiat District, Wenatchee N.F. and then was Ranger of the
Cashmere District from 1957 to 1959. He became Ranger of
the Prineville District, Ochoco N.F. in 1959, then was
named Forest Information Officer in 1974. He retired in
1977. He was active in the Society of American Foresters,
Our Savior's Lutheran Church and other organizations. He
is survived by his wife, two sons and a daughter.
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HORACE G. COOPER 1906-1985
Horace G. Cooper, who retired in January 1965, died in

Portland on March 22, 1985. He was 78 years old, having
been born July 21, 1906 in Lansford, N.D.

"Coop" as his friends called him, attended schools in
Minot, N.D., and Boise, ID., before graduating from
Franklin High School in Portland. He went to Oregon State
and graduated in 1934. His first job with the Forest Service
was planting trees on Larch Mountain, and at that time
(about 1927 or 1928) decided to study forestry at OSU. While
in college, he worked summers on the Mt. Hood Forest as
dispatcher at Summit Ranger Station, under Tom Carter.

After passing the junior forester exam, he worked short
periods on the Chelan NF and in the Okanogan office. He
received appointment as District Ranger at Stehekin,
Wash. on the Chelan Forest (1935). Later, Cooper worked as
Ranger on the Chelan District, the Naches District of the
Snoqualmie and the Cashmere District on the Wenatchee.

In 1955 he suffered a heart attack, and was transferred
to the Snoqualmie S.O. in Seattle. In 1958, he transferred to
the R.O. in Portland as fire equipment officer in the
Division of Fire Control. After his retirement, he worked
for many years for Chemonics Industries as northwest
representative.

RALPH CRAWFORD 1907-1985
Ralph Crawford, Supervisor of the Deschutes N.F.

from 1939 to 1956, died in Prescott, Ariz., April 16, 1985. He
was 78 years old, and had been suffering from Parkinson's
disease.

Crawford, a 1930 forestry graduate of Oregon State
College, worked on the Mt. Baker, Snoqualmie, Deschutes
N.F. and in Arizona before he retired in the late 1960's as
Forest Supervisor of the Prescott National Forest in R-3.
He is survived by his wife Mary, in Prescott, and three
daughters.

LEONARD P. CUSHEN 1886-1984
Leonard P. Cushen, 98, died December 20, 1984, in

Okanogan, Wash. In the early 1900's, he worked for the
Forest Service building roads. In 1933, he was foreman of
the CCC group that built the Pasayten Airstrip in the North
Cascades. He is survived by his wife, Hettie, in Malott, and
other relatives.

LYDIA DAHLIN 1914- 1983
Lydia Dahlin, 69, wife of Verus Dahlin, died October 31,

1983 at Florence, Ore. Verus retired in 1967 after 33 years
service. Lydia also worked for the Forest Service from 1935
to 1939, in Washington, D.C., and on the Willamette and
Fremont N.F. Besides her husband, she is survived by
three sons, one daughter, and nine grandchildren.

VIRGINIA DORCHAK
Virginia Dorchak, who retired from the Wallowa-

Whitman N.F. in 1977, died December 4, 1984. She had been
business management assistant on the Bear Sleds District
and later purchasing agent on the Chesnimnus District.

DeLANCE A. DOW 1902-1984
DeLance A. Dow was born January 1, 1902, and then

died in 1984 at age 82. He retired March 22, 1968, from the
Okanogan N.F. as a GS-7 fire control technician with 34
years of service.

.

JOHN A. FALLMAN 1907-1984
John A. Fallman, 77, died in Portland October 16, 1984.

He retired from the Forest Service in 1968 after 38 years in
service. From 1960 to 1962 he was Forest Supervisor of the
Malheur N.F., then moved to the Regional Office where he
served as assistant to the Chief of Operation until his
retirement. His first employment was in Montana in 1926.
He graduated from the University of Montana in 1930 and
served in various positions, including Ranger, Staff Officer,
and Supervisor in Montana and Idaho before moving to
Oregon in 1960.

Fallman is survived by his wife, Francis; one son, John
F., Portland; a brother; a sister, and three grandchildren.

ROBERT C. FOWLER 1914-1985
Robert Calvin Fowler, 71, died in Portland on January

29, 1985. He lived in the Portland area most of his life,
moving to Vancouver, Wash., eight years ago. He was an
equipment operator for the Forest Service for 311/2 years,
retiring in 1969. He then worked for the city of Portland
until 1979.

Survivors include his wife, Anna Mae; sons Robert D.,
Vancouver, and Calvin R., Longview; a daughter,
Charlotte A. Portland; two sisters, and two grandchildren.

SPENCER GOODRICH 1891-1983
Spencer Goodrich, 92, died February 27, 1983, in Sun

City, California. He retired May 1, 1952 from the Whitman
National Forest where he was an administrative assistant.
He entered the service as a clerk on the Chelan in 1931 and
transferred to the Whitman in 1935.

His son, Donald, Salmon, Idaho, also is a F.S. retiree
who worked in Region 1 and Region 6. Besides Donald, he is
survived by his wife Hazel of Sun City; daughter Meredith
Wilson of North Powder, Ore., seven grandchildren and
three great-grandchildren.

J. ALFRED HALL 1896-1984
J. Alfred Hall. who retired in 1959 as Director of the

Forest Products Lab in Madison, Wis., died in Portland
January 29, 1984, at age 87. Hall, who had bachelor's,
master's and Ph.d degrees from the University of
Wisconsin, retired in 1959 and moved back to Portland
where he had been Director of the Pacific Northwest Forest
and Range Experiment Station from 1945 to 1951. During his
career, he served as Associate Director of PSW Station 1937
to 1939, Director of the Central States Experiment Station
1939 to 1942, and was principal biochemist for the Forest
Service in Washington, D.C. 1942 to 1945. During World War
II in Washington, Dr. Hall worked to improve procedures in
the production of grain alcohol from wood.

Survivors include his wife of 60 years, Helen; son
Richard A. Seattle and two grandchildren.

ROMONA HAMPTON 1985
Romona Hampton, widow of Ray Hampton, died

February 7, 1985. Services were held in Roseburg, Ore. Like
her husband, Romona was raised in the Cowlitz Valley near
Randle. Ray served as District Ranger on the Mineral and
Naches Districts of the Snoqualmie N.F. before moving to
the Umpqua N.F. in the late 1930s. Romona maintained a
home in Roseburg, but also had a winter home in Indio,
Calif. She is survived by a son, Merle of Caldwell, Idaho,
and a daughter, Avis Ferguson of Tonapah, Nevada.
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GEORGE M. HANSEN 191 7-1984
George M. Hansen died March 6, 1984 in Portland. He

retired April 1, 1983, as senior editor of the Pacific Nor-
thwest Forest and Range Experiment Station. He joined the
Forest Service in 1961 and spent 22 years editing scientific
publications and articles. He was honored in 1978 with a
Superior Service award from the Department of
Agriculture. He was a 1939 forestry graduate of Oregon
State University, and received a master's degree from the
University of California in 1941. He served in the Navy in
World War II, and worked for the West Coast Lumbermans
Association and Crow publications before joining the Forest
Service.

KARL D. HENZE 1906-1984
Karl D. Henze, a Forest Service employee 1931 to 1947,

died in Portland January 15, 1984. He was born in 1906 in
Indiana, graduated from the State University of New York,
Syracuse, and accepted appointment with the Forest
Service to work in timber sales in 1931 in Virginia. He later
worked in Tennessee and in 1936 he went to Washington,
D.C., to help revise Forest Service manuals. He served in
Region 6 Division of Recreation and Lands from 1939 to
1942. He served in the Army Air Corps in World War II. He
joined Mason, Bruce and Girard in 1947 and worked for the
consulting firm until he retired in May 1978. Karl was active
in the Society of American Foresters and was honored with
a 50-year award in June 1983.

EARL M. KARLINGER 1925-1984
Earl M. Karlinger, 59, died June 6, 1984 in Medford. He

retired in 1980 after 37 years of service, all in Region 6. At
retirement, he was timber staff officer for the Rogue River
N.F.

He began his Forest Service career in 1942 and
graduated in forestry from Oregon State in 1951. He worked
on the Umpqua, Mt. Hood, Rogue River, and Winema N.F.
and in the Regional Office. Earl was involved in forest fire
fighting throughout his career and had served as a member
of a top overhead team.

He is survived by his wife Christene, Medford; four
sons, Dean, Medford; Kenneth, Umpqua; Spike, Montana
and Eric, Monmouth, Ore.; two stepdaughters; a stepson,
two brothers and 10 grandchildren.

HELEN LANE
Helen Lane, wife of Paul Lane, died June 18, 1985. Mrs.

Lane had been ill for nine years. She and Paul had been
married for 50 years and started their married life on the
Nicolet National Forest in Wisconsin, in 1935 when Paul was
a Junior Forester.

LOUIS W. KELLER 1908-1985
Louis W. Keller, 77, died January 21, 1985 in a Portland

area nursing home. He retired from the Mt. Hood N.F. in
1967 with 31 years of field and administrative work.

Born in Reno, Louis moved to Yuma, Ariz., after
retirement, then back to Portland about a year before he
died.

He is survived by his wife, Dollis; two sons, Louis of
Seattle and Gene of Las Vegas; two daughters, Jackie
Boatsman of Yuma and Sharon Ross of Portland; a
brother; a sister, and five grandchildren.

MARTHA KRAUSE
Martha Krause, King City, died January 29, 1985, in a

Tigard nursing home. She was 78 years old.
Born in Aurora, Miss Krause lived in the Portland area

most of her life. She worked on the Mt. Hood and Willamette
N.F. and in Fiscal Control in the Regional Office. She is
survived by three sisters, Amelia Hall, Emma Harms, and
Christine Klauman, all of Portland.

ELSA L. LINDH 1903-1985
Elsa L. Lindh, wife of Otto Lindh, died July 1, 1985 at St.

Charles Medical Center in Bend. She was a native of
Massachusetts and had lived in Redmond for 26 years.

The Lindhs lived in several places in the Northwest
when Otto worked for R-6. They went from Portland, where
he was in State and Private, Timber Management and Fire
Control for several years to Albuquerque, New Mexico (R-
3). He was later Regional Forester in Atlanta before his
retirement and the Lindhs moved to Redmond.

Mrs. Lindh is survived by her husband, Otto, a son
Ronald and a granddaughter, Christine Lindh, both of
Bend. She has three sisters in the Portland area including
Esther Holmes, Miriam Duncan and Martha Lockman.

EDWIN LONERS 1908-1984
Ed Loners, Seattle, died October 5, 1984 at the age of 76.

He retired in 1968 as deputy supervisor of the Snoqualmie
N.F.

Ed joined the Forest Service after graduation from the
University of Washington, College of Forest Resources, in
1937. The school named him "Honored Alumnus" in 1968.
He served on nine National Forests in two Regions during
his career. After retirement, Ed assumed the post of
director of Keep Washington Green for 11 years.

He was honored in 1957 with the Luther Halsey Gullick
Award from the Camp Fire Girls, and in 1963 with "Em-
ployee of the Year" from the Seattle Federal Executive
Board. He was active many years in conservation
education organizations, and in the Society of American
Foresters.

He is survived by his wife, Ruth, and three children.

FRANKLIN D. MACPHERSON 1891-1985
Franklin Dible MacPherson, 94, died June 29, 1985 in

Riverside, Calif. He had lived at Sun City, Calif. since 1978.
An Oregon resident since 1919, he worked about 15

years as a logging supervisor and then 23 years as a civil
engineer for the Forest Service in Portland. He retired in
1963 from engineering work with Petty john Engineering Co.
and Tillamook Veneer Co.

He was veteran of the Signal Corps in World War I and
was very active in the Masonic Lodge and Eastern Star.

He is survived by his wife, Josephine, Sun City; two
stepdaughters, Yvette Hopkins, Sun City, and Geraldine
Timmons, Westlake Village, Calif.; and a sister Marian
McCormack, Lenexa, Kansas.
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RICHARD E. MCARDLE 1899-1983
Dr. Richard E. McArdle, 84, died October 2, 1983. He

was Chief of the Forest Service from 1952 to 1962.
The Reverend Arthur W. Greeley, McArdle's onetime

deputy, conducted a memorial service at Chevy Chase,
Maryland, on October 8th.

McArdle's 39-year career began in 1924 as a junior
forester at PNW Station in Portland. He served as director
of the Rocky Mountain Experiment Station in Colorado,
director of the Appalachian Experiment Station in North
Carolina, and in Washington, D.C., from 1944 to 1962. He
was assistant chief for State and Private Forestry from
1944 to 1952. He was dean of forestry at the University of
Idaho for a year, in 1934.

R. NE VAN MCCULLOUGH 1904-1983
R. Nevan McCullough, died July 9, 1983 at Enumclaw,

Wash. He was born March 30, 1904.
He retired in 1958 after serving since 1927 as District

Ranger of the White River District, Snoqualmie N,F. Nevan
did not go to college, but was known for his extensive
knowledge of trees and the environment, and for his in-
fluence on many foresters who worked for him early in
their careers.

In 1984, the Huckleberry Creek Seed Orchard was
renamed the R. Nevan McCullough Seed Orchard in a
ceremony at the site, 28 miles east of Enumclaw.

McCullough is survived by his wife "Ole", Sons Mike
and Tom, daughter, Mrs. Margaret Lastala of Wyoming
and other relatives.

CLARENCE MCGUIRE 1902-1984
Clarence (Mac) McGuire, 82 died December 12, 1984, in

Bellingham, Wash. He retired in 1966 after 37 years with the
Forest Service, all on the Mt. Baker N.F. Clarence was
raised at Glacier Ranger Station where his father, CC.
McGuire was District Ranger. C.C. was one of four who
took the original District Ranger test given in 1907.

Mac's first job was on the Skagit Ranger District in 1929
as a fire lookout and trail foreman. In the 1940s, he was in
charge of clearing the Skagit River Basin for construction
of the Ross Dam Project.

He is survived by his wife, Miriam; son Mickey,
Prosser, Wash, and daughter, Elizabeth McKenzie, North
Bend, Wash.

LESTER MONCRIEF 1906-1983
Lester Moncrief, 87, drowned October 24, 1983 while

fishing from a boat at the mouth of the Columbia River.
Following two years in the Marine Corps in World War

I, Lester graduated from the University of Washington with
a degree in forestry. He entered the Forest Service in 1925
and retired about 1960. He worked on the Rainier (Tacoma)
N.F., on the Randle District of the Columbia (Gifford
Pinchot) N.F., the Whitman N.F. as assistant supervisor,
and the Ochoco N.F. as acting Supervisor (1934). He was
detailed to the Washington Office and then returned in 1937
as Supervisor of the Whitman N.F. In 1940 he moved to
Region 4, first in charge of Timber Management. He retired
and moved to Ocean Park, Wash.

He is survived by his wife, Lenore; three Sons, Ellis,
Irvin, and Lester; 13 grandchildren, and 10 great-
grandchildren.

FRITZ MORRISON 1918-1985
Fritz M. Morrison, 67, died April 12, 1985, after a long

illness. He lived at Bend following his retirement in 1974.
A 1941 Forestry graduate of Oregon State, Fritz worked

summers on the Siskiyou N.F. from 1937 to 1940 as a lookout
and fireman. In 1941 and 1942 he was a junior engineer with
Bonneville Power Administration. He started again on the
Siskiyou in 1942 and was there until 1944. He was later on the
Rogue, Willamette, Gifford Pinchot and Wenatchee
National Forests in R-6. He was an assistant ranger at
Detroit and ranger at Packwood. From 1958 to 1968 he was
fire staff officer on the Wenatchee N.F. Then he was in Fire
and Aviation Management in the Washington office and in
Boise, at the Interagency Fire Center, as assistant director.

In 1977 he suffered a stroke and moved to Bend in 1978.
He is survived by his wife, Myrtice: sons, Monte, of Bend,
and Fritz, of Fort Rock; a daughter, Elaine Clark of
Wenatchee; a sister, brother and three grandchildren.

REX ORSER 1897-1984
Rex Orser died at Woodburn, Ore, in 1984. He was born

October 5, 1897. He retired from the Mt. Hood National
Forest on October 31, 1959, with 26 years of service.

ASHLEY A. POUST 1905-1985
Ashley A. Poust, Bend, died March 26, 1985 in an

automobile accident near Chemult, Ore. He retired from
the Forest Service in 1973 with more than 37 year of service.

Poust was Supervisor of the Deschutes N.F. from 1958
to 1969. From 1969 to 1973 he was multiple use coordinator in
the R.O. in Portland.

Ashley started his career in 1927, working several
summers on the Wallowa, Malheur, and Siskiyou N.F. He
was a 1937 forestry graduate of Oregon State University. He
worked for the F.S. in several states, including Alaska,
Massachusetts, South Dakota, and Colorado, then was on
the Olympic National Forest from 1952 to 1958. Following a
short time in the R.O., he was assigned Supervisor of the
Deschutes.

Poust's wife Marguerite, died in 1974.
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CHARLES EMMETT REMINGTON 1905-1985
Charles E. Remington, 80, died March 16, 1985 at the

National Orthopedic and Rehabilitation Hospital after a
heart attack. He lived in Arlington, Virginia. He was born in
Idaho.

He was employed as an engineer with the U.S.
Government from 1935 to 1967. From 1935 to 1961 he was
employed by the U.S. Forest Service. He began his em-
ployment in Region One. During the late 1950s he was
assistant regional engineer in Region Six and then became
regional engineer in Region Two.

In 1961 he became engineering division chief with the
Interior Department's Bureau of Land Management,
Washington, D.C. He retired from civilian federal service
in 1967.

"Rem", as he was known to his associates, friends and
fellow-workers, served with the army in the Southwest
Pacific during World War II, was recalled to active duty
during the Korean conflict and retired from the reserves in
1965 with the rank of colonel. His decorations included the
Legion of Merit.

He was the recipient of the Interior Department's
Distinguished Service Award and the American Society of
Civil Engineers' Meritorious Service Award. He was
presented with an award from the American Society of è
Engineers and had served as that organization's secretary-
treasurer from 1967 to 1980.
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CLEDA R. REMINGTON 1907-1985
Cleda R. Remington, 78, died July 31, 1985, in Prince

Frederick, Maryland, of injuries received earlier that day
in a traffic accident.

Her husband, Charles E. Remington, died March 16,
1985.

Mrs. Remington was a retired secretary with the
Bureau of Land Management. She resided in Arlington, VA.

A graduate of Oregon State, she went to work for the
Forest Service in the late 1950s in Denver. The Remingtons
lived in the Washington, D.C., area from 1948 to 1954 and
moved to Arlington permanently about 1961. Cleda tran-
sferred to the BLM, where she won an Interior Department
Meritorious Service award. She retired in 1967. She was a
member of the Washington Club, the Spanish-Portuguese
Study Group, and the Metropolitan Memorial United
Methodist Church.

Survivors include two sons, Richard of Coralville,
Iowa, and Delbert of Chicago; a brother, Royal D. Hughey
of Arvada, Colorado; four grandchildren, and one great-
grandchild.

JACOB SAMUEL SMITH, JR. 1911-1984
Jake Smith was born November 14, 1911, at Altus, Okla.

He started work on the South Umpqua District, Umpqua
National Forest, as a forest firefighter and road con-
sturction worker in 1928. He was a lookout-fireman on
Devils Knob in 1929. In 1930 he was trail construction
foreman of a 10-15 man crew' that constructed Jackson
Creek trail from the South Umpqua River to the Rogue-
Umpqua divide trail, a distance of about 40 miles. He was
Protective Assistant on the South Umpqua District for 12
years before leaving the Forest Service in 1946. At that time
he took the position of District Warden, Eastern Lane
Forest Protective Association, fitm which he retired in
1976. The family lived in Springfield, Ore.

Jake was an outdoor sports enthusiast who enjoyed
fishing, hunting, rock hounding and geology. He was a
member of the Society of American Foresters and a
member of the Founders group of McKenzie-Willamette
Hospital in Springfield.

He is survived by his wife Dorothy whom he married in
1948; a brother, John, McMinnville, a son, Barry, Fall
Creek, Ore, and a daughter, Beth, Eugene.

MELVIN A. SPATZ 1911-1985
Melvin A. (Mick) Spatz, died January 27, 1985, at the

Veterans Hospital in Roseburg following a lengthy illness.
He retired in 1966 from the Gifford Pinchot National Forest
where he was an area check scaler. He worked for the
Forest Service in the 1920s as a lookout, fire guard and
packer on the Willamette N.F., and he was area check
scaler on the Snoqualmie N.F., 1959 to 1961.

He is survived by his wife, Ellen, of White Salmon,
Wash., two daughters and a son.

SYLVESTER S. STEVENS
Sylvester S. Stevens, died in Phoenix, Ore., December

30, 1984. He retired from the Rogue River N.F. in 1965 after
30 years of service. A graduate of the University of Oregon,
he began his Forest Service career in 1938. He worked 12
years on the Rogue River and 13 years on the Siskiyou
National Forest. He worked for the Corps of Engineers and
was in the Navy in World War II.

He is survived by his wife, Ersel; a daughter, Janice
Davis, Phoenix, Ore.; two grandsons; one brother and one
sister.

HAROLD A. (RED) THOMAS 1910-1984
Harold A. (Red) Thomas, died June 9, 1984 in Ashland,

Ore. He retired from the Forest Service in 1963, then
worked for Medford Corp., until he retired again in 1971.

Harold began his Forest Service career in 1929. He
worked as a seasonal employee on the Willamette and
Umpqua N.F. until 1934. In 1935 he was assigned to the
Regional Office as a junior forester. From 1941 to 1944 he
saw military service in the South Pacific, returning to the
Forest Service as general district assistant at Butte Falls
on the Rogue River N.F. He became District Ranger at
Ashland in 1946 and then served in the Supervisor's Office
from 1961 to 1963. He was active in Ashland community
affairs and was a member of the Society of American
Foresters and the American Forestry Association.

Survivors include his wife, Gwen; two sons, Kermit,
Ketchikan, Alaska, and Kip, Ashland; a daughter, Karen
Heilbron, in California; and five grandchildren.

HARRIET TRACY 1927-1984
Harriet Tracy, wife of Robert Tracy, died June 4, 1984

at Dumfries, Va. She was born July 9, 1927 in Twin Falls,
Ida. A memorial service was held in Portland June 11, 1985.
Survivors include three children, Mrs. James Castellane,
Tom Tracy, and Rob Tracy, in addition to her husband,
Bob, who is an assistant to Chief Max Peterson working on
special projects in the Washington D.C. office.

NEIL BOWMAN WATTS 1888-1983
Nell B. Watts, widow of Lyle F. Watts (Chief of the

Forest Service 1942-1952) died March 28, 1983 in a Monterey,
Calif. convalescent hospital. Survivors include son Gordon,
six grandchildren and four great-grandchildren. The Watts
lived many years in Portland when Lyle was Regional
Forester.

HUGH H. WHITE 1896-1980
It has been learned that Hugh Homer White died

November 22, 1980 at Cave Junction, Ore. He was born
January 1, 1896. He worked for the Forest Service for 29
years, much of the time as a packer on the Illinois Valley
District, Siskiyou N.F. He retired October 1, 1961. Before
becoming packer for the District, Hugh White was one of
the three original packers for the Regional Remount
Station headquartered at the Redwood Ranger Station,
Cave Junction, Ore. and maintained for use of any large
fire in the Region or adjacent Regions.

Hugh was a veteran of World War I and was a Master
Mason of the Belt Lodge 18, AF&AM, Kerby, Ore. His wife
Marie preceded him in death, and his only son, Bob, died
shortly after Hugh died. Survivors include a grandson,
Robert Hugh White; granddaughter, Donna Marie
Derryberry, and great-grandson, Norman (Shane)
Derryberry, all of Anchorage, Alaska.
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REX H. WILSON 1908-1984
Rex H. Wilson, died in Corvallis in March, 1984. He

retired from the Siuslaw N.F. He entered the Forest Serv-
ice in 1928 on the Mt. Hood N.F. as a member of a fire crew.
He worked seasonally until 1935 when he received a forester
appointment and was transferred to the Gifford Pinchot
N.F.

Rex went to the Rogue River N.F. in 1937, but returned
to the Gifford Pinchot the same year. He became District
Ranger at Spirit Lake in 1940, transferred to the Bohemia
District of the Umpqua N.F. in 1941; was promoted to the
Ochoco N.F. Supervisor's Staff in 1943, and the Siskiyou in
the same capacity in 1946. He went to the Siuslaw Forest in
1951. He was a member of several organizations including
Izaak Walton League and Society of American Foresters.

ERNEST WRIGHT 1900-1985
Ernest Wright of Portland, longtime researcher, died

June 25, 1985 at the age of 85.
After working in the Midwest, Wright moved to Port-

land in 1942 and worked as a research pathologist for the
Pacific Northwest Forest and Range Experiment Station
until 1957. He then became a professor of forest pathology
at Oregon State University. He retired in 1963 and lived at
Woodburn until 1983 when he moved to Portland. At
Woodburn he served on the City Council.

Ernest earned a bachelor's degree in forestry at OSU in
1923, a master's degree from the University of California in
1928 and a doctorate from the University of Nebraska in
1941.

He served with the Coast Guard reserve in World War
II. He was a member of Unity Masonic Lodge #189.

Survivors include two daughters, Sylvia Keller and
Sharon Guthrie, both of Portland; four grandchildren, and
three great-grandchildren.
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