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At the RF&D meeting this week, I announced my
retirement. My last "official" day will be February 2,
although I will continue to meet previously scheduled
commitments through early March. After that, through
the newly-created title of Chief Emeritus, I will continue
to be involved in Forest Service activities, although not on
a day-to-day basis.

I was pleased to immediately announce Secretary
Lyng's appointment of Associate Chief Dale Robertson to
replace me and become the 12th Chief of the Forest Serv-
ice. I also was happy to announce that George Leonard,
currently Associate Deputy Chief for the National Forest
System, will replace Dale as Associate Chief.

Dale has been Associate Chief since 1982. He received
his bachelor's degree in forestry from the University of
Arkansas, in 1961, and a master's degree from Wash-
ington, DC's American University in 1970. Dale has
worked on forests in Texas, Oklahoma and Oregon. In
1980, he was named assistant to the Deputy Chief for
Programs and Legislation and, in 1981, named Associate
Deputy Chief of Programs and Legislation. He became
Associate Chief in 1982.

y
Timber Management staff, as Forest Service En-
vironmental Coordinator, and as Director of the Timber
Management staff before becoming Associate Deputy
Chief. Prior to coming to the WO, George served on the
Stanislaus, Plumas and Tahoe National Forests in
California, and in the Regional Office in San Francisco.
He received his bachelor's degree in forest management
from Oregon State University. (From Friday Newsletter
1/23/87). U

4

I feel honored and privileged to be your new Chief.
Over the past two weeks, many people have congratulated
me and have wished me the best of luck in handling the
many difficult issues and challenges that we face.

We do have a big challenge ahead of us, but that's no
different than what every other Chief has faced coming
into office. I don't feel like I'm carrying the burdens of the
world on my shoulders. In fact, I'm excited and en-
thusiastic about the job and am optimistic about our
future!

could do the job better. I view the Chief as just the leader
of the team and it's a comforting feeling to know that I've
got such a great team behind me to get the job done.

Many people have asked me "now that you're Chief,
what changes are you going to make?" More importantly,
I would like to stress continuity and a smooth transition.
Max and I worked closely together over the past five
years as Chief and Associate Chief and I've been a part of
past decisions. For example, we worked closely in devel-
oping the new Forest Service vision statement, "Caring
for the Land and Serving People." It reflects my
philosophy and thinking and I will work hard to put into
practice the ideas and concepts described in the vision
statement.

I don't see any sharp turn or major changes just
because there has been a change in Chiefs. However, the
Forest Service is constantly changing and must continue
to do so to stay in tune with the times and reflect changing
values and expectations. I don't see any shortage of op-
portunities in the future to make changes as we go about

REPORT FROM WASHINGTON OFFICE

R. Max Peterson F. Dale Robertson

Chief Retires A Big Challenge Ahead
Max Becomes Chief Emeritus Observalions of the New Chief*

R. Max Peterson F. Dale Robertson

The reason I feel that way is because of the people in
the Forest Service. We're the best at what we do. No one

George, who has been in his present position for a
ear, has been in the WO since 1971. He served on the



ople. I strongly believe
tremendous amount of
As long as you have

the Forest Service. We need to continue to work hard at
increasing the diversity of our workforce.

2. Winning Attitude and Teamwork. I've always
approached my job with a "winning attitude and team-
work." I believe in putting forth the extra effort and doing

ategic thinking necessary to succeed. I like to see
take initiatives and make as much progress for the
Service as possible as long as they communicate,

the land and serv-
and processes are
e over our people

exercising common sense judgments. I believe we should
embrace change and experimentation as the normal way
of doing business. I encourage people to examine their
jobs and see if they can't free up some time to do these
things that best take advantage of their talents and that

KEEP
OREGON
GREEN

onal land managers.
mess for the long run.
njoy the challenge, and
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Forest Service people have always been known for
their dedication to caring for the land and serving
peopleour basic mission. We see our work as much more
than a job. It is our opportunity as individuals to help
protect and manage forests and rangelands for this and

mission, values, and vision of the future.
I urge each of you to apply these values and ideals to

help guide your everyday work. It will take hard work,
dedication, and a strong sense of purpose from all of us.
As each of us does this, I am convinced we can make our

We are Forest Service people. We care for the
Nation's forests and rangelands. We serve the needs of the
people who own them. In short, we strengthen the Nation
for future generationsand we are proud of our role.

The Forest Service is a leader in the conservation and

manage the National Forests and Grasslands, cooperate
with the States to help private landowners apply good
forest practices on their lands, and do research to find
better ways to manage and use our natural resources.

On February 1, 1905, President Theodore Roosevelt
signed the Act transferring the Nation's Forest Reserves
from the Department of the Interior to the Department of
Agriculture. That same day, Secretary of Agriculture
James Wilson endorsed Gifford Pinchot's conservation
philosophy of wise use and service to the American
people. The Forest Reserves, later renamed the National
Forests, were to be managed for the greatest good for the
greatest number of people in the long run. Local questions
were to be decided by local officialsa philosophy that
has made the Forest Service one of the most decentralized

strengthening the Nation and increasing its wealthour
economic, environmental, and spiritual wealth. Our
forests are true national treasures. We appreciate the
beauty and bounty of these lands. We will keep them
healthy and productive. We will keep the air and streams
clean and the fish and wildlife abundant.

our normal business of making decisions and dealing with
specific situations.

As your new Chief, I would like to share with you some
of my philosophies:

1. Forest Service Pe in Forest
Service people. I have a faith and
trust in your capability the right
information, I'm convinced we will get good decisions in

the str
people
Forest
coordinate, and bring people along with them. None of us
should be confined to the bounds of our job description
when additional things need to be done.

3. Loosening up the System. I believe the Forest Serv-
ice system needs to be loosened up. There are too many
policies, systems, and procedures that get in the way of
getting our basic job done in caring for
ing people. Obviously, some structures
necessary but they shouldn't dominat

will benefit the Forest Service the most. The results of
Pilot Test experiments at the Pacific Southwest Station
and three national forests (Ochoco, Mark Twain, and
Gallatin) have re-enforced my thinking and I believe
better represent the future mode of operation in the
Forest Service.

Professional Judgments. I believe the Forest Serv-
ice has the obligation to seek out and listen objectively to
the views of the public. We must evaluate the merits of
what is being said and consider that in our decision-
making process. But, when all is said and done, the Forest
Service has the obligation and responsibility to make the
decision as we see it based on our best professional
judgment. We should not feel threatened by criticism, nor
should we trade off the public interest in order to satisfy
the demands of a particular group. To do so would un-
dermine our credibility as professi

Finally, we are in this bus
Let's give it our best shot, relax, e
have fun at our jobs.

I look forward to being your Chief and hope over the
next few years that I will have the opportunity to meet all
of the employees in the Forest Service.
* From the FS Friday NewsletterFeb. 6, 198Z

To Forest Service People:

future generations.
But we live in challenging times. Issues are complex.

Demands are great. So, now it is especially important that
each of us understands our basic mission, heritage, and
values that have served the Forest Service so well. And, it
is important that we share a vision of the future. This
document was developed with the assistance of a broad
cross section of Forest Service people to reflect our

shared vision a living reality.

September 1986 R. Max Peterson, Chief

Our Mission

wise use of the Nation's forests and rangelands. We

Our Conservation Philosophy

and responsive agencies in the Federal Government. So
the Forest Service has been committed from its very
beginning to working closely with the people.

The FutureStrengthening the Nation
The Forest Service is committed to our tradition of

(Continued on page 11)
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ry Being
The unique Timberline Lodge, Mt. Hood National

Forest, is celebrating its 50th birthday in 1987. The Lodge
was designed by the Forest Service and an architectural
consultant and built by the Works Progress Ad-
ministration (WPA). President Franklin Roosevelt

hitecture in the Pacific Northw
an even greater honor when it
tional Historic Landmark.
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Though it has been a long process, I feel good about
our progress on the plans, where we are heading and our
target date for completing the job.

We currently have seven national forests that have
published their proposed plans and Draft Environmental
Impact Statements (DEIS's). These are the Deschutes,
Okanogan, Wallowa-Whitman, Wenatchee, Ochoco,
Olympic and Suislaw. A few of them are still on the closing
days of their public comment period. The remaining 12
National Forest plans are being reviewed and we expect
to have them issued the first half of 1987. Our target still

This law, signed by the President November 17, 1986,
designated 277,000 acres of the Columbia River Gorge as a
"t'Jational Scenic Area". The purpose is stated as:

To protect and provide for the enhancement of the
scenic, cultural, recreational and natural resources of the
Gorge;

To protect and support the economy of the area by
encouraging growth to occur in existing urban areas and
by allowing development consistent with 1.

A 13 member commission will be appointed: six from

1,300 acres.
t, former Supervisor of the Winema
has been named as the manager of the
Art and his staff have a temporary office

at Hood River. A decision on permanent quarters some-
where in the Gorge is yet to be made. Until a management
plan is adopted by the commission in about 4 years, the
Forest Service will manage the area. Complete resource
inventories and land-use designations will be made during

Many Significant Events Underway

THE REPORT OF THE REGIONAL FORESTER

JAMES F. TORRENCE
1986-

It is great to be back in the Pacific Northwest and I
am glad I have been able to visit with some of you since
my return. I look forward to seeing more of you.

I would like to update you on some of the more
significant items that we are working on. You have un-
doubtedly read or heard about these, and you can expect
them to continue in the news for awhile. If you have
questions about these or other matters in the Region, let
us know.

50th Anniversa Celebrated

dedicated Timberline Lodge on September 28, 1937. The
Lodge is renowned for its hand-hewn timbers, wood
carvings, hand-wrought iron fixtures and hand made rugs
and draperies.

This was the first (and the last!) time the Forest Serv-
ice built a hotel. The Forest Service expanded the
facilities and within two years built a ski lift, one of the
first in the United States, and the Silcox Hut, a shelter at
the top of the ski lift. The Forest Service had never before
dreamed of providing a year-round recreation complex
such as this.

Timberline Lodge was listed on the register of
National Historic Places in 1972 because it is considered a
most outstanding expression of the Columbian (rustic)
style of arc est area. In 1978
it received was designated
as a Na A volunteer
organization, "Friends of Timberline", have been in-
strumental in restoration of some of the well worn fix-
tures.

During the Timberline Birthday Week, September 19-
29, the 24th will be "Forest Service Day". I hope some of
you can join us at the Lodge on this memorable occasion.

National Forest Plans Progress

remains to finalize all the national forest plans in the
Region by December 1987.

Columbia River Gorge
National Scenic Area Underway

the six counties involved; three from Washington state;
three from Oregon and one from the Forest Service. The
Forest Service will administer 135,700 acres of "Special
Management Areas" and the Commission will manage
the remaining 14

Art DuFaul
National Forest,
new scenic area.

Timberline Lodge

(Continued on page 12)
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BOB TARRANT ROBERT ETHINGTON
1979-Present ;

DIRECTORS OF THE PNW RESEARCH STATION

THORNTON MUNGER STEVEN WYCKOFF ALFRED HALL ROBERT COWLIN
1924-1938 1938-1 944 1945-1950 1950-1963

PNW Forestry Sciences Lab
on campus at Oregon State
University is the largest
Forest Biology Laboratory of
theF.S.

PHIL BRIEGLEB BOB BUCKMAN
1963-1971 1971-1975 1975-1979



yearperhaps it is so most years.
Glenn Cooper, Deputy Director since 1979, retired to

his acreage near Banks on December 3. I have had the
privilege of knowing Glenn since the mid-50's, and have
worked with him off and on, but never so closely or so long
as here at PNW. As a sop to you taxpayers, we are going
to try operating the Station without a Deputy Director.
That means we will reduce the management team by one-

with our appropriation.
write this during the days before the new
0-Year Club member Ken Wright is letting
hat he will retire on January 3. Ken has 43

years of service, most of it in the northwest and at PNW,
and he retires as Assistant Director for Research
Programs in Alaska plus some at Seattle and Portland, I
know that many of you Club members have worked with
Ken, so you'll know how productive he is, and how hard it
will be to replace him. Ken has a few acres near Tualatin,
where he'll be raising such diverse things as Christmas
trees, shallots, and parsnips.

My able secretary, Barbara Rosenthal, also says
she's going to retire in January, after about ten years at
PNW. Her husband has just retired from the Air National
Guard, and they are moving to a new home at Sun River.

So you can see, the character of Station Headquarters
is constantly changing. And that is true throughout the
Station as well. Of the 26 Project and Group Leaders, 16
have been appointed during my seven-year tenure.

0]
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and fish habitat. Driven by National concerns that we do a
conscientious job of managing forest for these resources,
they now capture 24 cents of every dollar we invest in
research at PNW.

For several years we have joined with PSW to
examine how old-growth, largely Douglas-fir forest
functions as wildlife habitat. This year, joining with
Region 5 and 6 as well as PSW, we are starting a major
effort on the spotted owl, one of the critters believed to be
at least somewhat dependent on old-growth.

We've joined with Region 6 and Oregon Dept. of Fish
and Wildlife to explore some critical questions about elk,
deer, and cattle. In order to carry out this work we need to
be able to control the animals over several years. To do
this, about 25,000 acres of the Starkey Experimental
Forest is being adorned with an elk-proof fence developed
in New Zealand. What kinds of questions require such an
investment? Questions like whether our traditional
notions of what and how much an elk or deer will eat are
correct. Questions of whether what we think of as typical
elk habitat represent a need, or just a preference (if we
could build a fence around spotted owls, we could test that
question of whether they need, or simply prefer old-
growth).

We have also joined with two western Stations and
five Regions in a major multi-year effort to improve
salmon and steelhead habitat. With Region 10 we will look
at some critical questions about salmon and moose on the
Copper River Delta, an area on Prince William Sound
associated with Gifford Pinchot and the early history of
the Forest Service. You goose hunters must know it is also
where the dusky Canada goose nests each summeran
important and relatively unstudied part of the National
Forest System near Cordova, Alaska. In southeast
Alaska, we continue to study primarily how to manage the
forest for Sitka blacktail deer. This line of research has
been going on for about ten years, but is far from finished.

So that's a capsule account of one line of research with
growing attention. There is never a shortage of unan-
swered questions, and next year there will probably be
several more new things to write about. Some good
candidateslong term site productivity, and landscape
ecology (managing large pieces of landscape, like major
drainages, in an integrated way).

Fish ft Wildlife Take Spotlight
Robert L. Ethington

In my last Timberlines article, I offered a section
called "Personnel Keep Changing". It is still true this

seventh. If we can carry out our manage
ent responsibilities without pushing administrative duties
down into the research work units, we'll get more
research done

Even as I
year begins, 3
the word out t

Program Focus Change
There are other kinds of changesfocus of programs

is constantly shifting with the times. Rather than cover
the waterfront of programs, I'd like to tell you a little
about the fastest growing themresearch on wildlife



The Year-of-Club runs from installation of officers at
the annual dinner in April until the next installation. Theoutgoing President reported at the annual dinner the year1984-85 contained a number of "firsts" for the Club.

The first order of business for the new Executive
Committee consisting of Red Nelson, President; TennyMoore, V.P.; Gail Baker, Past President and Jack Toddand Warren Post, Executive Members; was the selectionof Barbara Tokarczyk to serve as Secretary-Treasurer inplace of elected Garnett Love who had to drop out forhealth reasons.

It was the first full year for Life Membership, the
year ended with 205 in this catagory. This meant that ' ofthe 621 membership were Life Members. This resulted inthe first long term investments of club funds. Thereceived for Life Memberships was investedstrumerits of long term, low risk, and high re
terest. The income from such investments assures thefinancing of services to Life Memberships.It was a year when the Club lost their first Life
Membership with the passing of both Otto and Elsa Lindh.The result was another first for the Club because Ottonamed the Club in his will.

The Club had its first opportunity to honor a memberon his 100th birthday. Harold E. Smith turned 100 on Jan.18, 1987. He started his career on the Deschutes in 1911 but
spent most of it in Alaska. The Club presented him with agold pin and a letter from the President of the Club. It wasarranged for both the Chief and R-10 Regional Forester tocall him on his birthday.

The two social events of the year were well attended.The Annual Picnic, under the chairmanship of FrankKopecky, was used to honor our only living CharterMember of the ClubAlbert Weisendanger at age 92. TheAnnual Dinner had 170 in attendance and was under
chairmanship of Jack Todd.

In August 1985 the latest issue of Timberline cameout under the editorship of Merle Lowden. It was the firsttime it had been printed and first time to use illu
since 1957.

The final report from the Treasurer showed the Clubto be in good financial position. It was a pleasure andhonor to me to have been chosen to serve as President ofthe Club with the fine help of Barbara as SecretaryTreasurer, the Executive Committee and the Chairmen ofthe other committees that worked so efficiently on Clubprojects.

Spencer Moore

I am sure you will enjoy this issue, Volume XXVII, of
Timberlines, the bi-annual publication of Region Six
Thirty Year Club. Merle Lowden and his assistants, plus
many contributors, have worked hard to make it what itis.

a wuizucilu! upportUfliLy ior
periences of Forest Service ca
vidual's memories. Each of you

Vice Pres. Bob Torh
Secy/Treas. Florence
Exec. Com. Emil Sabol

Johnston (lyr. left of2yr. term)
It has been an honor to ser

A YEAR OFFIRSTS 1985-86
M.M. (Red) Nelson

money
in in-

turn of in-

strations

The Thirty Year Club ended the "Club Year" with its
Annual Meeting and Dinner on April 20, 1986 at the World
Forestry Center. New officers were installed for the newyear with Spencer "Tenny" Moore as the new president.

Albert Weisendanger was honored at annual picnic as theonly living charter member.
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It off"'
share ex
each mdi
makings of a
hence.

M.M. "Red" Nelson

Note From Outgoing President
Spencer Moore

our members to
reers, unique to
probably has the

good story for the Timberlines of two years

Our Club at present has 700 members, 244 of whom
are Life members. We are saddened by the death of 27
members, long time friends and co-workers.

Your incoming officers for year beginning April 26
1987:

PRESIDENT Ed Clarke
eim
Petersen

(2 year term); Dorothy

ye as your President.



hope you will enjoy reading it and reminiscing on your
own experiences with the Forest Service. Perhaps this
will spur you to take pen in hand and write something for
the next issue. It is never too early to do that and material
left from this issue for lack of space plus whatever you

wrote more than one story. There are several extensive
stories marking special occasions or on histories of
particular activities. The family of Ray Bruckart
graciously consented to our use of stories from his
memoirs and there are others from it that can be used in

equipment by Bud Waggener.
This issue marks two special occasions which were

given particular attention. The signing of legislation
establishing the Columbia Gorge National Scenic Area is
being recorded in the Regional Forester's report and in
the cover picture which in itself is a hallmark for Tim-
berlines. We believe this is the first time a picture has

and pictures on the Lodge.
You will note the special picture sections on the

regional foresters and directors. Previously we had listed
past officers of the 30-year club and this time it seemed
appropriate to feature the lineup of the top bosses in the
region and station area. Last time we used sketches and
this time increased those to go with stories and added

Gail Baker did an outstanding job on the obituaries
which are a most important part of Timberlines. This is a
tedious and time consuming job. It is often difficult to get
details from many available sources. Gail found he had
the best success getting the data from surviving relatives
although Evelyn Brown in Information and people in
Personnel of the Regional Office were very helpful.

The director and regional forester have pointed out
changes and indeed the period since the last issue has
been a period of many changes. At the top Max Peterson
has been replaced in February 1987 by F. Dale Robertson
as National Chief. Dale is one of our own having been
supervisor of both the Siuslaw and Mt. Hood National
Forest in R-6. Three Regional Foresters span this period.
Jeff Sirmon went to the National Office as Deputy Chief in
Charge of Programs and Legislation and was replaced by
Tom Costin. Regional Forester from R-1. Within a few
months Tom retired and James Torrence, R-2 Regional

d previously held several positions in R
Special thanks are due Evelyn

orence Petersen for their typing work
provided pictures to use. It
for the regional foresters
Ferris and Del Thompson
Information respectively are due
well as other pictures. It is alw
special people who helped as one
someone. We're sorry for those

The Forest Service will cooperate with our many
partners to improve management of the Nation's forests
and rangelands and all of their resources.

We have a special responsibility to manage the
National Forests and Grasslands as models for multiple-

1 bestow to future generations the opp
oy. These include high quality water
homes and hundreds of other uses, f

and livestock, wilderness and outdoor recreation for
enjoyment and relaxation, quality habitat for many
plants and animals, and a source of important minerals.

Research will continue to expand the scientific basis
for forestry and natural resources management. We will
make significant progress in key areas, such as acid rain,
insect and disease control, wood utilization, and ways to
better manage forests for all of their values. We will share
this knowledge and experience to improve both the

The years ahead will be challenging. Many people
care for, and have often-conflicting needs and concerns
about, how these lands should be managed. Every citizen
of the United States is a "stockholder" in the lands we
manage and the research we produce. Their views and
thoughts are important in everything the Forest Service
does.

We will work hard for broad public understanding,
trust, and confidence in what we do. We can earn this by
giving quality public service, communicating openly with
the public, and being attentive to public needs and values.
We will be good neighbors and good hosts. We will support
our partners and work with them in a spirit of cooperation
to achieve balanced natural resources management.

StreiigthOu
Recognizing that our greatest strength is our people,

we will be a more effective and productive organization.
We will promote a management climate which fosters
teamwork, esprit de corps, innovation, creativity, com-
mon sense, and the open expression of ideas. We will
experiment with and test new ideas, fully recognizing that
some will not work, but adopting those that do.

We will have a workforce that better reflects the
national diversity. Every individual is important in
achieving the overall mission of the Forest Service. We
will keep our employees informed and promote a strong
sense of purpose.

Finally, we will strive to make each person's work
interesting, challenging, rewarding, and funmore than
justajob! U
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FROM THE EDITOR

future issues. Some special reviews of activities are those
on R-6 bridges by Ward Gano and on development of

been used on the cover. We would have liked to make it in
multiple colors but that proved too expensive for our
budget. 1987 marks the 50th anniversary of Timberline
Lodge so we've featured Ward Gano's background story

many pictures.

Merle Lowden

It has been an enjoyable task to edit this issue of
Timberlines and to work with so many helpful people. We

send at anytime will be considered next time.
There are less contributors this time but several

Foresters, came back to Portland as regional chief. Jim
ha -6.

Lauridsen and
Fl and to those who

was a big job to rustle up those
and the directors. Michael S.
in RO Information and PNW

accolades for these as-
ays risky to point out
is almost sure to miss
we missed but want

everyone who helped including all contributors to know
their efforts were greatly appreciated. 11

(Continued from page 5)

Natural Resource Management

use sustained-yield management. We are committed to
wise use and balanced consideration of all these natural
resources. We will follow a conservation philosophy that
wil ortunities we now
enj , wood and paper
for orage for wildlife

Nation's and the world's forests.

Public Support and Trust

Our Greatest r People



The northern spotted owl is considered as the best
management indicator species for the more than 200 other
species that use and rely on the old-growth forest. The
Region is now finalizing a Supplement EIS (SEIS) for the
spotted owl. Over 41,000 comments were received on thedraft, and a decision on management direction will be
made in late March or April.

A recent inventory of the 13 National Forests where
spotted owls live indicates that they have nearly 3.6
million acres of suitable growth habitat. The issue of how
much habitat should be reserved for spotted owls hasstirred a number of debates and articles. The SEIS
decision will attempt to balance the retention of spotted
owl habitat with the importance of wood products.

efinitions of old growth, some
social objectives. The Region's

at are 250+ years old, in stands 10
nal forests in the region have
d growth (2.46 mm A. in Ore-

agernent plans. Additional
acres are protected in streamside areas, recreation andscenic areas, and areas unsuitable for timber production.

Annual old growth harvest in the Region is about
55,000 acres annually. This i
less than one and one-half per

The "BUY OUT" Act of 1984 allowed purchasers to
return up to 55% of the volume they had under contract
with payment of a buy-out charge. Twenty-five percent ofthe charges are returned to the county where the timber

sale was located. The BUY OUT volume for the Region
was 6.3 billion board feet. The returned sales are to be re-
sold by 1990. The Act also placed a limitation or cap on the
Pacific Northwest Region timber sales. The Region can
have no more than 5.2 million board feet of sawtimber
under contract nor sell more than 5.2 million board feet in
any one fiscal year. The cap is in effect through 1991.
These limitations should not cause any problem in the
timber sale program in the immediate future.

There are currently 366 DEFAULTED timber sales in
R-6, involving about 1.5 billion board feet. The Region has
collected 1.9 million dollars in damages of which 25% will
give to the counties. We had 1.3 billion defaulted in 1986
and reoffered 700 million of this volume. We estimate a1987 default of about 500 million and a reoffer of 800
million; in 1988 the estimate is 500 million default and 700million reoffered.

The number of appeals in the Region has been in-
creasing over the past few months. There are presently 60active appeals in the region. The number had been
averaging 30-40 over the past three years. Although the
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type of appeal ranges over a diverse set of issues, a
number of the most recent appeals focus on timber sales,
multiple sale extension plans, buy-back sales, categorical
exclusions, electronic sites, and special use permits. The
forests with the greatest amount of appeals at this time
are the Willamette, Siskiyou, Waflowa-Whitman andWenatchee.

pect an increase in the number of appeals during 1987-8 asforest plans are completed.
Since April of 1986 there have been 2 new lawsuits

brought by environmental plaintiffs on timber sales, both
on the Willamette National Forest. Currently there are
approximately 20 active lawsuits. The issues vary from
challenges to timber sales for environmental reasons, tocontract disputes and timber sale impracticabilityquestions.

Perhaps you have heard of "Project 1990." To meetthe demands and constraints facing us in the 1990's, weare attempting to define our future as realistically aspossible. The main reason for the project is to reduce
expenses at the RO level to make more funds available tothe national forests. We have examined the roles and
responsibilities of the RO and the workforce that will beneeded in the future.

We have developed a set of assumptions and are
taking a serious look at the work we are doing, how we
might do it differently, and what we can do without. The
RO will then develop a target organization that will be as
efficient as possible. We will move toward the target
organization as opportunities occur over the next 4 years,
with the goal of complete implementation by 1991. Im-
plementation will be monitored to be sure the new
organization is compatible with reality. Changes or ad-
justments will be made when they are necessary.

SUMMARY
These are very challenging times, with moredemands for the National Forest resources that can be

provided. Even though we are working with constrained
budgets and fewer people, the Region's employees are
living up to high standards by finding innovative ways toreduce costs and improve efficiency. Our Volunteer
program has been of tremendous help, and we sincerely
appreciate the assistance many of you have given us. I am
very proud of the efforts of our regular employees,
retirees and volunteers that help us accomplish our daily
jobs and yearly goals.

We are dedicated to our mission of "caring for the
land and serving people". And we are working hard to
maintain what you helped establishthe reputation of the
Forest Service as a leader in the conservation and wise
use of the nation's forest and rangelands.

(Continued from page 7)

the planning period. The initial planning will take about 2years.

Spotted Owl Spotlighted

Old Growth Gets Attention Project 1990 Underway
There are a number of d

technical, some with
definition is: "Trees th
acres or larger." The natio
3.89 million acres of this ol
gon; 1.43 mmA. in Washington.) Of the region's total, 1.75million acres are reserved or deferred from harvestunder current timber man

s an annual removal rate of
cent per year.

Timber Contract Relief & Defaults

Appeals and Litigation Increasing

Over the past year the appellants have been com-
posed of 46% environmentalists, 41% purchasers, 9%
other users and 2% other. During the past year, the region
has maintained the highest percentage of upheld appeal
decisions at the Chief's level in the Nation. We could ex-
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Enjoying Stays at Cloud Camp Inn

Ward Gano

FLASH: 1987 is the 50th Anniversary of the dedication
of Timberline Lodge by President Roosevelt on Sep-
tember 28. 1937. Among the special events scheduled
during the birthday week will be a Forest Service Day, on
September 24, 1987. The Mt. Hood National Forest is
planning the program for the day. The program will in-
clude a no-host luncheon for Forest Service employees
and retirees, with a special invitation to retirees whose
careers date back to the Depression years and beyond. It
will be a great time for story swapping and back slapping.
Watch for the announcement from the Mt. Hood!

The coming occasion reminds us that some may
question how the Forest Service became involved in sounique a project. A full answer probably goes back at
least to 1926 when Mt. Hood recreation planner Scotty Wil-
liamson first proposed a general plan for the south slope
of Mt. Hood that envisaged a lodge of some sort, along
with ski and climbing club chalets, in the timberline area.

brought on by the proximity of
he fact that the City as a whole
as its playground.

After all, Portlanders had been enjoying stays at
Cloud Cap Inn since 1889, even though it was a 4-day trip
by train and horse-drawn stage from town. In 1933, ar-
chitect John Yeon drew up conceptual plans for a lodge of
contemporary design on a site at timberline near the rim
of the Salmon River Canyon. These plans excited the

interest of the Portland Winter Sports Association, for-
med in January, 1934, by a group of local businessmen to
promote winter activities and, at the same time. to lobby
for financial support, federal or any other, in construction
of a hotel facility on the mountain.

Paradoxically, the deepening Depression of the 1930's
would make this support a reality. The Works Progress
Administration was established in 1935 primarily as a
work relief organization. E.J. Griffith was named as its
Oregon administrator. As a Portland businessman
Griffith had a long standing interest in Mt. Hood's
development and now, as head of the State W.P.A., he was
in position to do something about a resort type of hotel he
had envisaged in the timberline area. The project would
be labor intensive in providing work opportunity for many
in the Depression-impacted construction industry, as well
as the arts and crafts skills.

Griffith Met With Buck

Horton, and Mt. Hood Supervisor A.O. Waha to
as required by W.P.A. regulations, that the Fores
sponsor such a project since it would be sited on
forest land. It's doubtfffl that the Forest Service
representatives at that meeting had any real conception
of the scope of project Griffith had in mind, If they did this
might have been the time for them to point out that it
simply was not in character for the Forest Service to
involve itself in a direct Federal project of this kind
despite its worthiness and, even if it did, how could such a

i-us planning was no doubt
Mt. Hood to Portland, and t
was loking on the mountain

Timberline Lodge under construction.

The Golden Anniversary of Timberline Lodge
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In August, 1935, Griffith met with Regional Forester
C.J. Buck, Recreation and Lands Chief F V "Jack"

propose,
t Service
national



cooperative contribution from the sponsoring
Rather obviously this could not be effected by a
of appropriated funds from the Forest Service to
federal agency. This dilemma was solved through

from this private fund.
In all the pre-design negotiations Jack Horton played

the key role in consultations with Griffith, in liaison with
the Mt. Hood Development Association, and with the
Chief's Office. Landscape architect Emmet Blanchfield,
who worked under Horton, has pointed out that Horton
was instrumental in swinging Griffith and the Chief's
Office to acceptance of in-house Forest Service architects
for design of the Lodge despite some reservations as to
their qualifications in carrying out so important a project.
Horton also likely was the one who recommended to the
Chief that the firm of Gilbert Stanley Underwood of Los
Angeles be named as consulting architect in assuring the
design affiliation of a recognized authority in the field of
resort hostelries.

WI. "Tim" Turner, chief Lodge architect, and
assistant architects Linn Forrest, Howard Gifford, and
Dean Wright were on board in the Division of Engineering
because of the Depression and the ensuing C.C.C.
program. Turner's pre-Forest Service experience in-
cluded association with the Arizona Biltmore Hotel in

to the Lodge design was, in its
Depression-related circumstance
Timberline Lodge, as we know it, a

tigious architecture
The fact that these

able for assignment

project compete with all the other mandated activities of
the Forest Service in the funds necessary to administer
and maintain it.

Let's remember that the opening of the Lodge led
almost immediately to pressure on the Forest Service for
financing of the first Magic Mile ski lift, with construction
by the W.P.A. as a continuatin of the Timberline Lodge
project. Nonetheless, the background of reasons that had
been growing since the 1920's undoubtedly swayed the
decision to seek Chief's approval of Forest Service
sponsorship. In all probability there was also a degree of
visionary thinking as to what a successful project could
mean in earning public support of the Forest Service
recreation program, as well as in reflection on its other
management responsibilities. Chief Silcox's approval of a
rather sketchily defined project came on September 4,
1935.

A $20,000 Contribution

The one other W.P.A. regulation to be met was a
$20,000
agency.
transfer
another
a fund drive by the Mt. Hood Development Association, a
group that evolved from the earlier Portland Winter
Sports Association. As requested by the Chief's Office, the
fee for the consulting architect (see below) was to be paid
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Phoenix, Gifford's with the Davenport Hotel in Spokane,
and Forrest had traveled in Europe studying architecture
under the first scholarship of a pres
award from the University of Oregon
talented men were on hand and avail

way, another of the
s that helped make
reality.

(Continued next page)

Timberline Lodge Dedication Luncheon
(L to R) Governor Charles Martin, Mrs. Roosevelt, Mrs. Martin, President Roosevelt, Master
Bottinger, James Roosevelt. (Photo from Oregon Historical Society)



Events related to design and construction of theLodge are well documented elsewhere (see references),and will not be repeated here. There are a few things,
however, that tend to be overlooked or taken for granted
which merit comment.

Timberline Lodge has presented every Mt. Hood
Forest Supervisor since its construction with peculiar and
knotty problems. In the early days, before the era of Dick
Kohnstamm as manager. these problems were largely
associated with inept permittee management of the Lodge
operation. There has always been the problem of getting
funding recognition for the maintenance needed to
preserve the building in the face of tremendous publicusage and the extreme climatic exposure. In later years,
has been the problem of deciding to seek and commit the
funding not only for maintenance and restoration but for
upgrading utilities to meet current standardsthe recent
high tech fire alarm system, for example.

Mt. Hood Supervisors Involved
Mt. Hood Supervisors were necessarily i

the push for financing of the replacement in
original Magic Mile ski lift, the 1975 construe
CS. Price Wing to provide convention facilities that had
been proposed as a follow-up W.P.A. project in 1937 but
never approved, and, most sorely needed, the Wy'east
Day Lodge completed in 1981. Without the efforts of these
Supervisors, and their planning and performance teams,there would not be the building today in which the Forest
Service can take so much pride.

Another matter which may not get the recognition it
deserves is the effort of the Friends of Timberline.
privately organized in 1975 for the express purpose ofcataloging the arts and crafts items in the Lodge, un-
dertaking their restoration, and re-creating lost items.This work has proceeded enthusiastically and com-petently through volunteers, contributions, government
training programs, and talented craftspeople. The overalleffort of this group has helped preserve the aura andcharacter of a building totally unique in the Forest Ser-

Grauer, Jack; Mount Hood. A Comple
Weir, Jean; Timberline Lodge: a W.
Architecture and ('rafts, unpublish
University of Michigan, 1977
Griffin, Rachael and Sarah M

Friends of Timberline, I
Ward; Some Timber
Year Club Tim berlines,

During the fall of 1937 thirty-six young rangers, or
prospective rangers attended a rangers training school at
the Wind River training center which lasted six weeks. It
was made pretty clear that our performance at this
session as well as our final interview with the Chief of
Personnel, Mr. Hodgson, would probably have much to do
with our future with the Forest Service. Rumor was that if
you goofed up someplace you would be shipped to the
Fremont. Bill Harriman was the Supervisor there and he
was supposed to be able to make or break a man in short
order So far as I knew I got along all right and never gave
the Fremont another thought until later.

In 1941 1 was the Touchet Ranger with headquarters
at Dayton, Wash. This was a small district that was
combined with the Walla Walla and Pomeroy Districts a
few years later. In late summer we were scheduled for a
Regional Office Inspection by Chief of Personnel, ArnoldStanding. I was to meet this inspection party at the
district boundary between my district and the Pomeroy
District. Since this was several miles from any road we
would all be on horseback. A recent notice had been sent
out that we must wear the entire uniform whenever wewere on duty.

As I was dressing that morning getting ready for my
meeting with the inspection party, I kept trying to decide
whether I should or should not wear a tie. I knew I was
required to wear all of the rest of my uniform. This
district was in a stock-raising country and I knew the local
stockmen would laugh so hard it would endanger theirhealth if they ran across me dressed in full uniform in-
cluding a tie while riding horseback in the back country. I
was not in the habit of wearing a tie at such times.

I was the first one to arrive at the district boundary so
I sat down on a log waiting for them and was in a position
so that I could see perhaps a mile along the trail where I
knew I could see the inspection party as they came up the
trail. The first thing I noticed when I saw them even at
that distance was the green ties waving in the wind! That
evening Supervisor Ewing and Standing really worked me
over because I was not in full uniform. I tried to explain
my reasons for not wearing a tie, but Standing said this
had all been considered when they issued the regulation
and that in the future. I would be expected to be in full
uniform while on duty.

Later that evening I told my wife she had better get
things ready for a move to the Fremont. Sure enough, six
months later I was transferred to the Paisley District on
the Fremont, However, to us the Paisley District was a
promotion because it was a much better district in many
ways. Bill Harriman was very nice to me and spent much
time talking about what it was like when he and my Dad
were both rangers in the early days of the Forest Service.
And, you know, I never did see a Forest Officer wearing a
tie while in the back country on horseback again.

vice program. u
References:

te History, 1975
P.A. Experiment in
ed doctoral thesis,

unro, editors; Timberline
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Gano, line Lodge Recollections,Thirty- Volume XXIII, 1979
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Jack Groom

The Ties Were Waving

Events Well Documented
GOTCHA!



d the National Park
proposal to create a
of Representative bi

d their supporters
rk as set forth in a
d by Congressman

Congressman Walgren had proposed to create a
national park in the Olympics to include the monument
and a few thousand acres around it. The policy of the
Forest Service (opposition to the national park) was
backed by Secretary of Agriculture, Henry Wallace.
However, he was no match for Harold Ickes, the
Secretary of the Interior in the Roosevelt Administration.

The Park Service sought and largely obtained public
support from many preservation minded organizations
and worked diligently to persuade the local people around
the Peninsula of the economic advantages that would be
gained by having a national park on the Olympic
Peninsula. Also there was nation-wide support sought and
to a degree obtained from many so called conservation

tervention. In October 1937 the President scheduled a trip
to the Olympic Peninsula. I was advised by the Regional
Forester to report to the Regional Office in Portland to
make plans for the President's trip which was to take
place in about ten days.

inault Lodge where the party would have lunch. From
inault, the route to be covered went through Floqulam,
erdeen, Montesano and on to Olympia. Col. Starling

A New Park Was Made *

John R. Bruckart

November 1935 I was assigned as supervisor of the
Olympic Forest to fill the position of H.L. Plumb, who was
being transferred to the Region Office as Assistant
Regional Forester in charge of State and Private
Forestry.

I was happy with my assignment to the Olympic,
having spent about three years on the Forest as assistant
forest supervisor. However, I had not anticipated the
controversy that was developing between the Forest Serv-
ice an Service an
over a national pa
House 11 introduce
Walgren. There was a national monument in the central
part of the Forest that included Mt. Olympia, that in-
volved about 300,000 acres. The monument was created
about 1906 primarily for the preservation of the large
number of Roosevelt Elk that made their home in the
Olympics.

The Forest Service had always administered the land
within the monument until 1933 when all monuments on
most public lands were transferred to the National Park
Service for administration. The Park Service im-
mediately established a monument headquarters in Port
Angeles. Preston Macy, a very personable Park Ranger
from the Mt. Rainier National Park was placed in charge.
Without doubt his principal duties were to promote the
support for the establishment of the proposed national
park.

Walgren Made a Promise

groups. While there was local support for the establish-
ment of an Olympic National Park, particularly around
Port Angeles and Forks, there was strong opposition in
the Grays Harbor area.

Presidential Trip Scheduled
The controversy continued through 1935, 1936, and

1937 which culiminated in President Roosevelt's in-

A party was organized headed by Regional Forester,
C.J. Buck, his secretary Mildred Sinnott, Allan Hodgson,
* EDITOR'S NOTE: Permission was obtained from the family of
John Ray Bruckart to use excerpts from his memoirs such as this
episode for use in Timberilnes.
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John R. Bruckart
H.L. Plumb, and myself. The party drove around the
Peninsula deciding various things to be accomplishing
before the Presidential party arrived. This among other
things, consisted of assembling materials with
photographs explaining Forest Service management
policies to be made available to news people traveling
with the President.

The balance of the party returned to Portland while I
stayed in Olympia to implement plans on the ground that
had been decided upon by the Regional Forester and his
staff. Later, Herb Plumb and I were directed to meet Col.
Starling, Chief of the White House Secret Service detail, in
Port Angeles and accompany him over the route the
President would travel. This included a brief inspection of
the accommodations at Lake Crescent Inn on Lake
Crescent, short stops at the Snider Ranger Station where
the ranger with the assistance of CCC enrollees were
scheduled to put on a brief demonstration of forest fire
prevention. Assistant Regional Forester, Ed Kavanaugh,
was to read a script prepared by Rudo Fromme ex-
plaining the action taking place.

Lunch Planned at Quinault
A stop was made at the Bloedell Logging Company

camp where plans were made for a high climber to
demonstrate topping a tall Douglas fir tree. A rest stop
was planned at Kalaloch. Inspection was made of the
Qu
Qu
Ab
was pleased with the Forest Service plan for the trip. The
trip with Starling ended in Olympia at 2 a.m.

Plans for the President's trip were completed October
1, 1937 and on the afternoon of October 2, the Presidential
party arrived at Port Angeles on a U.S. destroyer from
Victoria, B.C. at about 4 p.m. A fleet of Forest Service
sedans with drivers, was assembled for members of the
party with the addition of two large sedans for the
President and the Secret Service Detail. Lloyd Olson
reports he drove a car No. 13 with off-duty Secret Service
personnel.

The City of Port Angeles had erected a grandstand
along the route of travel for the benefit of the local school
children. The proponents of the proposed national park
had erected a large sign at the grandstand which read

(Continued next page)



"Please give us a National Park, Mr. President." The sky
was overcast and gloomy as the party moved through
Port Angeles and by the time it reached the eastern
boundary of the forest at Lake Crescent, it was dark and
arrangements had to be made to illuminate the large sign
the Forest had erected at this point that read "Welcome to
the Olympic National Forest."

The Presidential Party stayed for the night at the
Lake Crescent Inn, where dinner was served and lodging
was provided. The President, his Secret Service
bodyguard, and his valet occupied a small guest cottage
adjacent to the main resort building. After dinner,
Senator Schwellenbach, several congressmen, and other
interested officials, including Regional Forester Buck and
Superintendent Thomelson of the Mount Rainier National

This legislation, if and when enacted, would change
the status of possibly a half million acres of National
Forest land and place it in a national park. This proposal
was vigorously opposed by the Forest Service and
vigorously supported by the National Park Service. The

state. The Forest Service position was supported for the
most part by the press on Grays Harbor and by some
organized groups in that area. Much time had been spent
by the Regional Office and the Olympia Forest personnel
presenting the Forest Service position in the controversy.

The meeting with the President was the final effort by
the Forest Service and the Park Service to present their
views. As the meeting progressed, Regional Forester
Buck asked me to come to the meeting and explain to the
President the different forest types, cutting practices, and
in general the forest land use management of the
Olympic Forest and to answer any questions the
President might ask. The meeting was attended by the
President's son, James, Congressman Smith from
Aberdeen, Walgren from Everett, Senator Schwellenbach
and other politicians.

After reviewing the maps which
spread out before him, he stated amon
the proposal as outlined in the Walgren
nearly enough area. He stated that i

Park, the vegetation was being damaged by the large
number of visitors and for that reason, it was necessary to
greatly enlarge the area to be included in the proposed
park. Also, a substantial strip to the west along the coast
should be included in the proposed park boundaries. He
stated that the name of the park should be changed from
the "Mt. Olymus National Park" to "Olympia National
Park."

All of the President's suggestions were carried out in
a revised park bill which was enacted into law during the
summer of 1938. Of course this was a major disap-
pointment, hut considering the strength of the proponents
including the President of the United States and the
Secretary of the Interior,
for the people of the nort
Forest was not included in
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Anniversary aroused my awareness that very little
record, if any, had been documented on the progression of
ownership, usage, development or management of
mechanical equipment by the Pacific Northwest Region.

On March 1, 1955 I mailed my first memorandum of
inquiry to several "Old Timers" asking for their
recollections about mechanical equipment and its use in
the early days. Their responses (some thirty years after
the fact) were very helpful although memories were
becoming less keen. Each seemed to say, "Gee, we should
have made a record, but we never thought anyone would

The first trucks were purchased during 1921 when
there was a serious "blowdown" on the Olympic N. F.
The District Forester (DF) was authorized to buy three
trucks; Reo was the low bidder; they supplied their
renowned "Speed Wagon" illustrated below.

Horace Whitney and I drew the coveted job of delivering
two trucks to the Olympic N. F. There were no paved
roads; neither were there any bridges across the
Columbia, so we drove them to Goble, OR. and crossed
on the ferry. We reached Centralia, WA. late the first
night, Piedmont, WA. on the second night and our

Group Huddles with President

Park were invited to meet with the President and discuss
the legislation as proposed by the Waigren bill.

proposal had the support of many outdoor groups, the
local press in Port Angeles and elsewhere around the

the President had
g other things that
Bill did not include
n the Yellowstone

Harold Ickes, it was fortunate
hwest that the entire Olympic
the Park.

MANY SHARE CREDIT
Bud Waggener

Chief McArdle's announcement in early 1955 that the
U.S. Forest Service was about to celebrate its 50th Year

care!"
Below are four excerpts from my writings entitled,

THE HISTORY OF REGION SIX EQUIPMENT MAN-
AGEMENT, VOLUMES ONE & TWO, which I completed
in 1974. The contributor of details in each instance is
identified, and narrations paraphrase their reports as
accurately as possible.

First Trucks For Region Six
Mr. Shirley Buck, the father of Region Six

procurement and contracting, provided this in-
formation.

One truck was assigned at the Portland Warehouse.

destination, Crescent, WA. on the third.

Two-Man Road Crew Leaves
For Field in Spring



The first question which comes to mind is, "OK,
Where's the second man?" Actually, he's a short distance
ahead driving a 1923 Model "T" Ford Roadster piled high
with tentage and other camping equipment and alerting
any on-coming traffic of the "Maintenance Train" which

pulling a portable cookhouse, Russell Standard 13
drawbar grader and a wagon. The latter is loaded with
tools, bridge plank, 12" wood culvert and other essentials.
This effort has to be the ultimate example of job sim-
plification!

Mr. Walter Lindauer, longtime Columbi
ployee and Portland Departmental Shop
provided the background on the first Region
dozer. He worked as a part of the crew.

I construction was initially
methods using pick and
and later updated using

ows and slip type scrapers.
Next came the small crawler tractor pulling a

"Fresno" scraper. This combination did the work of two
horse-drawn units thereby reducing manpower by 3 to 1.

Principal drawbacks to this tractor-scraper com-
bination were the inability to back it up and operation
required turning the outfit around each time it was loaded

Flynn was well aware that a "bulldozer powered by a
large team of horses was built (1917) for filling ditches
and spreading dirt after wagons dumped it. It seems
reasonable that he may have used this knowledge in
designing the tractor-dozer which he was destined to

With the help of Joe Meadows, a blacksmith employed
by the Columbia N.F'., Flynn built the counter-balanced,
hand lift bulldozer using a worn Fresno scraper pan and
other scrap metals. The first operator of the machine was
Chet Blodgett in 1925.

Fresno scrapers.
After limited use, Flynn devised and built a guard

around the operator to protect him from the uncontrolled
gyrations of the counter-weights and the balance arms.

Argument as to who built the first tractor-dozer still

each had such a device), I will conclude by acknowledging
that Flynn's invention was timely, it worked effectively
and subsequent improvements and advancements in the

Ken Blair, Forest Supervisor, Wenatchee N.F.,
provided the following details. The process was for-
mulated by Ward W. Gano. The plant was fabricated by
the Portland Departmental Shop.

The chassis was a modified crawler shovel trailer. A
Chevrolet truck 6 CYL. gas engine was used to drive the
hoisting gear and the oil burner which fired the oil heating
system. A flue ran full length along the bottom of the
creosote tank and discharged through a chimney at the

Burner oil was carried in a 500 gal. tank mounted on a
dump truck chassis which was used as a plant prime
mover. Note that a logging trailer was carried along on
which to transport poles to and from the plant site.

During the 1930's, CCC crews were involved in the
building of several me elephone lines through areas
requiring the erection phone poles and cross arms.
Methods used to treat pieces were crude and inef-
fective.

operation, the p1
With the coming
the CCC's were
junked.

y's methods and
Mechanics Joe
Departmental
After several m

Leo asked whether Mildred, my bride of about six
months, would like to go along and help with the cooking.
She thought it would be fun, and agreed. Leo, Ted Coile
(later Professor of Forest Soils at Duke), Mildred and I
packed in and set up a primitive camp on Panther Creek.
Leo, Ted and I ran the boundaries of the proposed forest
and made a light cruise and a type map.

Wanting to name our camp, Mildred took the first two
letters of our given names and came up with TEMILEHA.
She burned the name on a piece of wood and nailed the
sign to a tree. I was told that years later a staff member of

Mr. Harry Wolfe, Whitman N.F., provided details for
this story.

is following.
The train consists of a Holt 2-Ton crawler tractor

Evolution of the First
Region Six Tractor-Dozer

Truck-trai
by manual
wheelbarrows
agricultural p1

a N.F. em-
Foreman,

Six tractor-

accomplished
shovel and

horse drawn

with material.
The tractor-dozer combination was conceived and

designed by Ted Flynn, Division of Engineering, Region
Six. Flynn had been involved in road construction and
maintenance in the region, particularly on the Chelan
N.F.

build. An illustration of that outfit is shown below.

Flynn's revolutionary invention was first used in the
construction of the Carson-Guler Road. It is said to have
moved as much dirt as three teams of horses towing

persists. Flynn was certainly one of the early fabricators.
However, since research has proven that the so-called
bulldozer predates the invention of the wheel (the
Egyptians, the Greeks, the ancient Chinese and the Aztecs

tools and techniques of earth-moving have almost made
an art a science!

Creosote Treatment Plant

rear.

tallic t
of tele
these

When completed, the plant was delivered to the
Wenatchee N.F. and used in the construction of the Lake
Wenatchee Ranger Station telephone line. That the
original poles were still standing and in use in 1970 speaks
modestly for the effectiveness of this treatment method
crude as it was by toda standards.

During the job, Owens and Pete
Borschwa, Portland Shop, supervised
operation of the plant. onths of successful

ant caught fire and was badly damaged.
of World War II line construction ceased,
disbanded and the creosote plant was

THE STRANGE INDIAN WORD
Harry Fowells

In the summer of 1931 Leo Isaac (Mr. Douglas-fir)
wanted to survey the proposed Panther Creek Ex-
perimentàl Forest, Pinchot N.F. (at that time the
Columbia N.F.). The area was too far from the Wind
River Branch Station to use the station as a base. He
planned to set up a camp on the area. At that time I was
Leo's field assistant in Wind River.

the Pinchot found the sign and never could get the
meaning of what seemed to be an Indian word.
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It was in 1933 and I had just received my MS degree at
Oregon State. It was at the height of the depression and
jobs were practically non-existent. My aims had
somewhat changed from a job in the forest industry
following summer experiences in the Hammond-
Tillamook sawmill at Garibaldi to looking for something
in the journalistic line connected to Industry. I had a job
starting fall term with the Alumni Association as editor of

rge Peavy got in touch th me and said a
d become available on t Oakridge district
ette Forest and was I erested. He said

periences on the lookout to write about". I decided I'd
better take the job. I'd never been on a lookout and had
little background, experience or training for the job but
everyone assured me "it was a piece of cake".

I was to report to Oakridge Ranger Station to get my
directions of how to get to Fugi Mountain Lookout and to
come prepared to stay for the season. The man previously
selected for the position had become sick and was unable
to fulfill his commitment. His food and other supplies had
already been packed in and I was to take them over. All I
had to supply was my clothes, some fresh food items and
personal things which I could pack on my back.

engineer would slow up there and I would step of f and be
on my way by trail six miles to my destination. There was
no Willamette Highway then. I crossed the creek above
the falls and hit up the mountain.

This was when I nearly got eaten up by mosquitos
which proved to be my Nemesis for the summer. I had on
a shirt, sweater and coat with a backpack on but they
seemed to find a way to bite clear thru all of them. It was a

eral days even though I
I was about sick when
it sure looked good at

"fought" mosquitos in Alaska, Canada, and the Lake
states but this was by far my worst experience. Although
not quite so bad, I had to endure this "fight" each morning
most of the summer when I went between a quarter and a
half of mile to the spring for water.

On those daily encounters I again wore most of the
clothes I had plus an oldtime widebrim ranger hat that
had a mosquito net that came down to my shoulders. It
was in the house on the lookout. I had a packsack water
bag on my back and another water bag in one hand.
Wearing gloves I would make a swipe with my loose hand
down the other arm from the shoulder, brushing off the
"flying terrorists". Then shift the water bag to the other
hand and make a swipe down the water bag hand. I would
repeat this often as I practially ran both ways on the very
steep grade.

n a cliff to the west.
ause of the resembl
e wind was strong on
the mosquitos and

o other people and the wildlife. I
ants, squirrels and many other
out mail twicewhen the ranger

thought I knew my "stuff" or whether he was pleased with
the apple pie I had for him made from dried apples.

I enjoyed doing the cooking and keeping up the cabin
including washing the many windows. It all kept me busy
and time did not drag. In fact, I never had time to do all I
planned which included keeping a diary, taking pictures,
reading, making the study, cutting wood (I had a wood
stove) and talking to the Ranger Station and my neigh-
boring lookouts. I became well-acquainted with several of
them although we never saw each other-at the time,
before or since. I enjoyed the visit of the sheepherder who
took his band nearby. I always liked mutton and I ap-
preciated the piece he gave me. It was the only fresh meat
I had all summer.

ective Assistant Bowerman was very helpful to
had known each other at college and he sort of
on as a "project" for which I was very thankful.
and Bill Parke were at Gold Lake a few miles

away for some time during the summer where Bill was
locating and planning campsite. We visited often by
telephone and I believe saw each other once. One day it
rained enough that the "station" said I could get off the
L.O. I had been looking at Waldo Lake to my north
everyday and had decided I wanted to go there. I took off
across country that day and enjoyed the freedom and the 6
or 8 mile hike. I understand that when they dedicated the
Waldo Lake Wilderness a few years ago, they had the
ceremony at or near the top of Fugi Mountain.

Summer went quickly and it was both with sadness
and gladness I closed the station about the first of Sep-
tember and came down off my "summer" home. It was
something like the fellow said about one of his ex-

A "Million" Dollar Experience The Mosquitos Were Bad

The mosquitos were bad but otherwise it was really a
Merle Lowden great summer and I enjoyed it. Fugi is at about 6000 feet

elevation at the end of a long ridge which breaks off
abruptly i This supposedly gave it its
name bec ance to its counterpart in
Japan. Th top most of the time which
dispersed they were not a problem
there.

I occupied myself as I supposed most lookouts do, I
had few visitorsthe ranger, assistant ranger each once,
a sheepherder, one or tw
saw deer, grouse, pheas

their monthly magazine but summer prospects had fallen birds. I got mail and sent
thru. and his assistant came.

Dean Geo wi As I recall I reported several smokes but I believe
lookout job ha he only one reportable fire. The train would put up sudden
of the Willam mt puffs at times and I had to be sure that was what I was
"you want to be a writer? You should get a lot of ex- seeing. The Region was conducting a study on sighting

ability in different directions depending on where the sun
was and I took part in that.

Since I had no background in being a lookout I studied
the guard handbook thoroughly and learned much that
would be helpful to me later. I never thought or even
dreamed then that I would later be National Fire Chief for
the Forest Service for 15 years.

When Ranger McFarland visited me he was worried
that an inspector might come through and find out I had
not gone to fireman schoolor guard school as it was
called then. He asked me several lookout type questions
and I seemed to make it fine. I never knew whether he

He Got Me Organized

Harold Bowerman was the Protective Assistant at
Oakridge. He got me organized and prepared with in-
structions on how to get to the lookout. I was to leave my
car at Oakridge and take the train to Salt Creek Falls. The

warm day for June and the trail was covered with snow He Took Me on as a Project
much of the way once I got up on the ridge. The mosquitos
left welts on my arms and back which were there for Prot
sev tried to fight them off. me. We

I got to the lookout just at dark took me
but the end of that climb. Later I Dorothy

periences. "I wouldn't take a million dollars for it but they
couldn't pay me a million to do it again.
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he telephone operator in Mill City, Gladys Mason,
me with a phone call: "Say Tenny, a guy just

ed in here to report what he thought was a fire. When
ossed Sardine Creek he saw a red glow, north, up
ne Creek."

protection area
slope, with large
Sardine Mountai

highway west to
the fire, our peop
orest Service fam

ctivities occurred middle of, and were
by, many thousa acres of old-growth
snags, reminders large North Santiam

SARDINE FIRE 1951*
Spencer Moore

The 1951 fire season has been remembered for a long
time on the Willamette National Forest. Many fire-
causing activities had been going on for years. Such ac-
tivities increasing in impact since 1948 were:

- Construction of a new highway between Gates and
Detroit

- Corps of Engineers construction of Detroit Dam,
and clearing of some 8000 acres of pole-size
Douglas fir for the reservoir.

- Bonneville Power Administration construction of
Maupin-Salem transmission line, which came
down the Breitenbush River and west through the
North Santiam Canyon.

- Construction by Benton-Lincoln Electric Coop of a
feeder transmission line

- Regular National Forest and private logging
activities.

- Four sawmills with burners.
These a in the

surrounded nds of
Douglas fir of the
Canyon fires of the 1915's and 1920's. Snags were very
efficient fire spreaders in 1951.

Personnel on the Detroit District at the time included
Spencer Moore, District Ranger; Fritz Morrison,
Assistant Ranger; Starr Reed, Howard Dean, Chick
Mason, Frank Moore, Carl Ball, Byron Rarey, Al Pierce,
Bud Cline and others. District manpower was spread
pretty thin in handling the increasing load of fire
prevention and suppression duties, along with a heavy
timber management load.

The Fire Season Started Early
The 1951 fire season started early. We had a rash of

construction-caused fires as early as April. The season
was unusually dry from early spring. In early June the
HeeHee Fire on the West Boundary District took off and
turned in to a stubborn project fire that required crews all
summer.

Then on August23 the lid blew off. About 2:30 AM that
day t
woke
stopp
he cr
Sardi

We got every man we could at the Ranger Station,
with fire tanker equipment and headed for Sardine Creek.
The area in question was protected by Clackamas-Marion
Fire Protection District but we knew that National Forest

was only a mile to the east, up an 80%
Douglas fir snags all the way to the top of
n, at 4900 ft. elevation.

We found the fire in the middle of six million board
feet of felled and bucked old-growth timber on steep
ground with Douglas fir snags on three sides. It was about
10 acres in size at that moment.

* 1986 is the 35th anniversary year of the Sardine Fire which
occurred in August-September 1951, in the North Santiam
Canyon. At the time, Spencer Moore was District Ranger, Detroit
District, Wi/lame tte National Forest. These are his comments on
the fire, 35 years after the fact.
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Photo by Jack Smith

Crowd Assembled

There was quite a crowd assembled: representatives
of Clackamas-Marion FP Association, Linn Fire Patrol
Association, and the logger in whose operating area the
fire was burning.

This was a large fire from its inception, and there was
no chance at all of direct attack. The two District Wardens
and one District Ranger quickly agreed that the im-
mediate action to be taken was for each protection
organization to fall back and begin indirect control action
in its own area. The fire was not on National Forest
protection area, but would be in a matter of half an hour.

Organization to control this fire required a major
effort on the part of the Willamette National Forest,
Region Six, and Oregon State Department of Forestry.
Fire headquarters for Forest Service side of the fire was
located at Camp Mongold, a Corps of Engineers con-
struction camp three miles west of the town of Detroit.

All manpower in the upper Canyon helped fight the
fire. Two men were killed in the first two days; both were
employees of Idanha Lumber Co.

Families Were Evacuated
It looked to us locally like the fire could very easily

make a run to the east and burn out the Canyon. In order
to get the Ranger Station families out of the way, with that
worry off our minds, we told our wives to get the kids and
as much else as they could into the family cars and get
out. As the Mill City was by this time
blocked by le had to go east to get out.
When the F ilies, resembling a bunch of
refugees, headed east through the town of Detroit, it
created a panic in the community we had not foreseen,
and which took a while to allay. We had not thought to let
the townspeople know what was going on and the reasons
for the action.

When we got organized we had a fine project fire
control organization, with people from throughout the
Forest and the Region helping us. Forest Supervisor Ray
Bruckart, Fire Staff Jack Smith and Timber Staff Rex
Wakefield were there for the duration, along with Clyde
Quam and Hector Langdon.

We controlled the fire about September 7, at about
10,000 acres, and settled in for a long mop-up job, as it
looked like a long time to the fall rains.

(Continued next page)



We had the mop-up job down to looking for small
individual smokes, when on September 15 an extreme east
wind condition hit the west side of Region Six. This same
weather was responsible for the blowup of the Forks Fire
on the Olympic National Forest. It blew the Sardine Fire

We had to pull up our sox, build up our forces and go at
it again. In subsequent control effort 7 men in one crew
were trapped in Heater Creek by the fire and had to run in
to the hot burned area to escape. They were not missed
until late that night. When a rescue crew found them they
were alive but smoked up and in bad shape, and spent
several days in the hospital. Starr Reed and Ed Stout were
two of the seven. The names of the other five escape me.

At the time of this fire there was, between the town of
Detroit and Detroit Dam. about 2000 acres of red slash
from reservoir clearing operations. We feared a spot fire
here from the main fire to the west. One spot fire that
started one hot afternoon was at a time when Forest
Supervisor Bruckart, Carl Ball, and a tank truck with a
three man crew were in the vicinity. They all jumped on
this spot and by dint of hard firefighting controlled it. We
gave these men credit for doing a crucial job, with no
immediate help available.

The story has an odd sequel. In October 1952, 13
months after the start of the 1951 fire, a fire was reported
on the western slope of Sardine Mountain, within the
previous year's burn. Understandably a fairly large crew
was dispatched. A sleeper fire had burned for over a year
in a large Noble Fir, and had eventually burned the top of
the tree out, which made the smoke visible. The crew

A simple request for assistance in getting a car back
on the road turned out to be a little more than just routine
one day when I was Ranger at Paisley, Or., in 1942.

There was a young man living on a small ranch
between Paisley and Summer Lake and adjacent to the
Fremont National Forest boundary. Some said that he
had been injured while serving in the Army, but most
everyone thought of him as harmless, although very
difficult to understand sometimes. Someone who knew
him well said the man would tolerate no personal
questions and in fact might become violent if he thought
he was being pressured.

There was no way he could make a living on that
small ranch, so he bought trees from the Forest Service
and from these cut wood and posts which he sold and
delivered to people in Paisley and Summer Lake. I had
never had any trouble with him and he always left his
cutting area neat with the brush piled. He never objected
to the trees I marked even though they were full of knots
and often had much rot. Trees that would be valuable for
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So we drove to his ranch. His house was very small
with three windows set fairly high, each covered with a
screen, and only one door. After knocking on his door and
getting no response, we walked out to the barn, but he
wasn't there either. We gave up and went back to our
pickup and then heard someone shouting, "Help melet
me out." Back at the cabin there he was talking to us from
one of his windows. He said he couldn't get his door open,
so we went to the door and after careful examination

I got a hammer out of the pickup and pulled out all of
the nails. The door swung open easily, indicating that
there was nothing basically wrong with it. He offered no
explanation, just wanted to go right out and get the trees
marked for cutting. After marking the trees we told him
his car was back on the road and we would take him down

back of his neck raised right up and he broke out in a
sweat. My feelings were somewhat the same, not knowing
what to expect. Later, in talking this incident over, we felt
sure he could not have gone in through one of his windows
to get into the cabin because they were too high off the
ground. Sheldon thought perhaps he had a tunnel from the
house over to the woodshed nearby. I wondered if he
might have a secret panel in the cabin wall someplace.
Neither of these theories really seemed logical because he
could have used a tunnel or secret panel to get out while
we were at the barn. To us it seemed improbable that
anyone could have or would have nailed his cabin door

his peculiar temperament and the in-
in his eyes, there was absolutely no way
I would have asked the rancher why his
hut. For that reason I still don't have the

Sardine Blows Again

out of control and doubled it in size in about six hours, to
about 20,000 acres.

found a large "clinker" in the tree cavity, weighing about
50 pounds, and carted portions of it to the Ranger Station
as a curiosity. U

LET ME OUT!
Jack Groom

lumber sometime in the future could not be sold to him.
One day he sent me a note which read something like

this, "Ranger Groom, please come and help me. I have
run my car off the road down below my cabin and I also
need a couple more trees marked." So, Sheldon Moss, my
district assistant, and I gathered up all the cable and

blocks we could find and drove up there. His Model-A Ford
was sure enough off the road in a real bad spot, but he
managed to get it back on the road. We couldn t take it to
him because he had removed the key.

Help MeLet Me Out

found that the door was nailed shut from the outside!

there. He didn't thank us, just said he would go down
and get it later.

On our way back to Paisley, Sheldon told me that
when he saw how that door was nailed shut the hair on the

shut while he remained inside.
Considering

timidating glare
either Sheldon or
door was nailed s
answer. Anyone care to offer an easy explanation? U



Gordon Walker
The tremendous responsibilities that control the

thoughts, worries and actions of a Forest Supervisor are
demanding to the point of near exhaustion. Harv Seeley
has spent many a tedious hour behind his desk compiling
data collected by his staff of advisors and the rangers
from four districts. With careful consideration and
review, he made decisions which controlled the
movement of people, money, timber, cattle, or hard
telling what, on his Forest. In his spare time, he attended
meetings, training sessions and met the public, along with
other official duties too numerous to mention. Such a pace
has caused many a good man to lose his natural per-
sonality and become dry and lifeless, like a computer.

During the years of hard work and the tensions of his
daily tasks, Harv never failed to be a warm human being.
I have talked to him many times in his office or in the
hallways of the huge building. He always set an example
commensurate with a Forest Supervisor.

But, many people he worked with never had an op-
portunity to see Harv in his other environmentthe great
out-of-doors. Out there in the wilderness, he fits in as well
as the toughest cowboy or a mule-skinning trail rider. At
the end of two or three days, he even looks like one. A little
dust and dirt or the discomfort of heat, cold, rain or snow
swayed his good humor and optimistic attitude.

To give a clearer understanding about what I'm
talking about, I would like to mention a couple of incidents
that lobserved firsthand:

'1

for that many riders but, look as we might, we could only
turn up 9 saddles. Of course, no one wished to stay behind
or walk so guess who volunteered to ride bareback.

I watched as the group lined out and disappeared
down the trail with Harv in the lead. The only thing bet-

people went on an inspection tour afoot. We hiked in on t
Lucky Camp trail and came out by way of Upper R
Blanket. About halfway out, in mid-afternoon, someo
noticed that Harv wasn't with the group. No one seemed

grazing two horses and a mule too close to Island Lake,
but, after he fed the back-country guard his supper, the
offense didn't seem quite so serious. (Actually, he and I
had just ridden into camp and unpacked. I fed the horses
and mule their oats and was just ready to lead them away
when the guard walked up. Later, I asked the boy if he

knew he had eaten supper with a GS-14. I thought for a
moment there might be a casualty on my hands.)

Harv always roughed out his own saddle horse on the
cold, frosty mornings in the back country. He didn't do it
to prove a point or to show off. He knew a man stood a 50-
50 chance of getting bucked off and (he thrill of being part
of the action was too good to pass up.

I could tell about other interesting things to prove my
point about Harv; but, in the interest of time, there is just
one more true story that I will relate to you from start to
finish because this trip, more than any other, showed me
what our Forest Supervisor was really like.

One year, about Christmas, he and I got together in
his office and picked a date to inspect the Pacific Crest
Trail. The days would be the 22, 23 and 24 of August 1973. I
felt mighty important that day as we sat there making
plans for a trip so far in advance. But one thing for sure,
every activity between then and later would fit around
these three days, not in them.

On Wednesday the 22nd of August, we headed east
from Red Blanket trail head toward the Sky Lakes
country. Harv rode Spook; I rode Patches; and, of course,
Big Red tagged along behind with his big ears flopping,
carrying about 200 lbs. of things we needed.

We covered the first two miles rather quickly. The
stock clattered across two or three narrow bridges and
their shoes caused clanging sounds as we passed over
rocky areas. Pumice dust rose from our horses' feet and
caused us to squint our eyes and breathe with our mouths
closed.

Now and then, the trail passed through a rock cliff, a
perfect place for yellow jackets to build their nests and I
told Harv to watch out.

About three miles up trail, we started across one of
these sites. Spook stopped by a ledge of rock for just a
moment. He had bumped against a loose slab of rock and
riled up a nest of the little yellow bees. I saw them boil up
and shouted at Harv to take off and move out. The nest
was right under Spook's belly. I couldn't get past Harv
and Spook and it was nearly impossible to turn around and
take off down the trail. The bee's nest literally exploded.
The last I saw was a yellow mass about two feet across
and Spook started moving out with Harv riding like a
veteran.

I pushed Big Red out of my way. Patches was
beginning to get the message. The big horse plunged off
the trail down the mountainside with long, high jumps.
Yellow jackets were beginning to make their point. Big
Red caught about 20 or 30 somewhere around his britches
and lower belly. Patches was being stung some place
because his mouth was open and his eyes as big as
saucers. He carried me down the steep hill for about 70
feet and then jumped a down tree about four feet high. He
was kicking and bucking by now and, to say the least, it
was nip and tuck to stay in the saddle. Tuck danged near
got it.

Anyhow, when Patches jumped the log, two yellow
jackets stung me on the back of my neck. Now, I am
allergic to bee stings. The last time I got stung, my body
swelled up about ½ inches deep all over. Immediately, I
took a pill to counteract the poison.

In all the hundreds of miles I've ridden and the dozens

Knowing Harv Seeley

One Saddle Short
One time, a few years back, I was the packer on one of

Harv's back-country trips. here were several men who
planned to ride from Crater Lake National Park south to
Four-mile Lake, a week-long outing. We met the group at
a trail head on the north boundary early in the morning.
After about a half hour of howdy-doing and saddling
horses, we made a sad discovery. There were 10 horses

ween him and his horse was a saddle blanket.
Then there was the time a bunch of Forest Service

he
ed
ne
to

know if he was behind or ahead since the men were
scattered out for some distance along the trail. One man
volunteered to back track and look for something along
the way that might indicate what happened to our leader.
After two or three hours of worried hunting and searching
up and down the trail, he showed up ahead of us. We
inquired as to his whereabouts and his answer was: "Oh,
I was just down along the creek looking for some more
good fishing holes."

I remember the time Harv almost got a ticket for
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Planned For in Advance

Two Yellowjackets Stung Me

of yellow jacket nests my pack string has stirred up, I've
never been stung.

(Continued next page)



I told Harv about what might happen. He really got
concerned and kept close watch on me. He was perfectly
wilting to stop the trip, call in a helicopter and take me
out; and I assured him everything was OK.

The worst thing that happened was that! fell asleep in
the saddle somewhere on the Oregon desert and never
came to for several miles. Harv's voice finally woke me.

That night, we made camp at the west edge of Cliff
Lake in Seven Lakes basin. It was about two hours before
dark. I unpacked Big Red while Harv unsaddled Spook.
We were the only ones at that lake that night so far. It took
me about a half hour to pile the saddles and rigging at the
spot where my bed would be and take the horses and Big
Red up the mountainside to a nice little hidden meadow.
There was a 30-foot stake rope for both horses and a drag
rope for the big red mule.

The smell of the campfire smoke reached my nostrils.
The aroma of fresh boiled coffee filled the evening at-
mosphere. Soon, I was at Harv's side watching as he
moved from one side of the fire to the other, preparing our
evening meal. Harv is the best camp cook I've ever
camped with.

Our beds were a good 100 feet apart. My sleeping bag
felt so good that night. Therewas one big star that seemed
to shine right at me as I closed my eyes.

through my mind.) My bed
mood to get up. However, here was
already up and ready to go. I was
but here was a proving ground. So,
roll out, put on my hat, haul o
with a big fake grin on my fac

Harv greeted rn ty 'Good Morning" and
ends together. I went up
It was sort of dark and I

place or two. Patches nickered
I walked up. Each animal had

spent a good nightthere was evidence of a lot of grass
being grazed. They stood still as I put their halters on
them and coiled up the stake

At the edge of the meado
lake and saw the reflection o

in sight of our camp. Harv was working
the flames preparing breakfast. I stood

ment to watch. The smell of boiling coffee
and frying bacon dominated all other odors. My stomach
felt empty and hunger really began to set in. I sorted out
the different smells coming
fire and one began to stand out
potatoes, eggs and a little onio
Big Red inhaled as though it w
ever sniffed.

A few moments later, the horses and mule were
eating oats nearby and I walked over to the campfire.
Harv had put plates out and poured me a cup of coffee. He
was stirring a frying pan filled with the most wonderful
breakfast I have ever seen! The potatoes and eggs were
approaching a golden brown. Boy, did they smell good!
Harv kept asking if he should call them done and didn't
seem to pay any attention each time I told him yes.

For the next couple of moments the only audible
sounds were the crackle of our fire and the scrape of the
pancake turner across the bottom of the frying pan to
keep the food from sticking. Harv moved the pan toward

the edge of our rock ring fire and instin
handle a little tighter. Suddenly, the
happened right before my eyes. The c
released. The pan tipped forward and s
into the fire. We both stared in unb

5 truth to register. H
with "Oh, God, I thin

nearly empty pan;
)ottom. He grappec

chunks that hac

prepared and brol
That night, it started raining abo

dark and we had to hit the sack to stay
we rode from island Lake to Highway
was waiting for me, and Harv's wife wa

the S.O. there were:
n Fields, Engineer; H
Hogan. Timber; Art
Smith, Clerk.

There were six
time. The Rangers
Engles, Darrington;
Skagit; Ken Walin,
Baker River.

My Bed Felt So Good

The next thing I knew, Harv was starting a morning
fire. (When I first wake up on a cold morning back there
by one of the mountain lakes, many mixed feelings go

felt so good and I was in no
the Forest Supervisor
supposed to be tough,
nothing else to do but

n my pants and meet the day
e.

e with a hear
we set about to start pulling loose
to look over our horses and mule.
had to watch my step in a
and Big Red snorted when

steps put me
busily around
there for a mo

ropes.
w I looked down toward the
f our campfire. A few more

o me from Harv's breakfast
above all the others. It was
n mixed in for flavor. Even
as the sweetest thing he had
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ctively gripped the
most awful thing
ollapsable handle
pilled its contents

eleif and it took a
moment for the sai arv was the first to
break the silence Lk I'll cry." Quickly,
he handed me the nd said, "you take
what stuck to the I I a fork and started
stabbing some of the In't been consumed
by the fire. After the impact of the initial shock wore off,
we had a good laugh, ate what few other things we had

e camp.
Ut an hour before
dry. The next day,
140 where a truck
s there to pick him

up.
I am a non-professional man. To have spent threedays in the saddle with a man as ii portant as Harv

Seeley was truly an outstanding time in my life. He loves
my kind of high country travel and is a real down-to-earth
human being.

It is surely a pleasure knowing my friendHarv
Seeley.

Mt Baker Personneli 948
Al Frisell

The following is a summary of the Forest Service
personnel when I first started work in the spring of 1946. It
may be interesting to some of the "old timers."

In Phil Bradner, Supervisor;
Newto ubert Wilson, Fire Control;
Jack Hall, Administrator; and
Grace

districts on the Mt. Baker at that
were: Ross Files, Glacier; Harold
Vern Hicks, Suiattle; Fritz Moisio,
Monte Cristo; and Hugh Ritter,

The district fire control and trail maintenance people
were: Blackie Burns, Slim Welsh, Clarence McGuire andEarl Robinson.

Many changes have been made since 1946!



National Forest organizations, with little Regional Office
involvement. Standardized logs and sawn timber stringer
bridge plans were available to the forests, as were typical
plans for foot and horse trail suspension spans. The
Bureau of Public Roads collaborated on any design or

or involved permanent construction materials.
There were many innovative solutions of bridge

problems in the early days. One of these was the use of the
proprietary Page Wire Fencing for foot trail suspension
spans. The use of fencing for light bridges is said to have
originated with a Norwegian army engineer for military
applications. Its successes, although one suspects there
were also failures, led to its distribution to many parts of

I would have been the one over the
n at Agness. Its purpose was to
to cross rather than risking their I

Agness in construction of the bridge. To quote the
brochure: "Ranger Helm prepared plans for towers,
anchors, etc., which were inspected, amended and ap-
proved by Gaddis & Dixon (the Medford, Oregon,
distributor). To fell the trees, haul them to the river by

committee with the help of nearly every able-bodied man
in the commnity was equal to it, The result was a set of
towers and anchors unequaled in any bridge of similar
construction." This bridge had spans of 47. 380, and 232
feeta total of 659 feetand was 63 feet above low water

Forest Service as well as Oregon and Washington State
Forestry CampsRegional Engineer Jim Frankland
decided it was time to set up a structural engineering
group in the R.O. Division of Engineering. R.W. Lincoln
was the first section chief and W.D. Smith the principal

detailers, draftsmen and
up. We worked on build
etc., as well as road and

Another early bridge, the writer's first design in his
employment with R6. was the Eagle Creek foot trail
bridge built in 1936 as a part of Albert Wiesendanger's
Eagle Creek picnic area on the Mt. Hood. This is a 133-ft.
span unstiffened suspension bridge with pressure
creosoted timber towers and deck system. No stiffening is
built into this and similar bridges because the pedestrian
live loads are relatively light compared to the dead load
weight of the floor system. The most remarkable thing
about this bridge is that, thanks to diligent maintenance
by the Mt. Hood, it is still standing and doing its job 50
years later.

Yet another early timber bridge still in use after 50
years is the Mott bridge over the North Umpqua River on
the Umpqua National Forest. Major Jordan Laurence

(Continued next page)
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NOTES ON INNOVATIVE EARLY R6 BRIDGES
Ward Gano

Prior to the 1933-1943 CCC program, bridge con-
struction was almost wholly a responsibility of the

construction for which standard plans were not adaptable

the world for expedient light bridge construction. Perhaps
the boldest of these bridges involving Forest Service
personne Rogue River
in Orego allow school
children ives in boats
during high water.

A 1916 brochure by a distributor of the fencing states
that Siskiyou Forest Supervisor N.F. MacDuff authorized
District Ranger R.I. Helm to work with the community of

man and mule power, float them several miles to Agness,
then hew and frame them was no small task, but the

(none too much on this stretch of the Rogue). This bridge
was replaced, probably in the mid-1920s, by a suspension
span for light auto traffic built by the BPR. It was still in
service, although limited to pedestrian use, when

Agness Bridge

replaced at a less challenging site, four miles upstream,
by a concrete bridge built by the BPR in conjunction with
its construction of the Rogue River road for the forest in
the early 1960's.

It Was Time to Set Up a Group

With the road and trail activities of the CCCU.S.

assistant. The writer and 2 or 3 others were taken on in
1935, and later, as inspectors to
flesh out the gro ings, towers,
reservoirs, dams, trail bridges.
Region 6 policy encouraged the prudent use of wood as a
structural material. Both Lincoln and Smith, who left the
Forest Service about 1942, were well regarded as timber
design engineers. It is not surprising, then, that these
notes on the earlier bridges in the Region deal mostly with
timber structures.

Gano's First Design



Mott IV was a nationally known author and sporstman.
The Mott family had established a fishing camp at the site
of the Steamboat Ranger Station. The bridge, a three-
hinged spandrel braced creosoted timber arch, was
designed under the supervision of bridge engineer W.D.
Smith. The arch form adapts beautifully to the site and
the bridge has been determined to be eligible for listing in
the National Register of Historic Places. Again, for its
time, it was a leader in using the latest in timber con-
nector technology in joining the truss members. The arch
has a span of 135-ft., and the bridge an over-all length of
236-ft. Bob Mercer, forest engineer on the Umpqua at the
time, remembers laying out the footings for the bridge,
building the concrete forms, and setting the reinforcing
steel. The bridge was erected in 1936 by highline using
CCC enrollees from the Steamboat Camp. Rudy Krause,
with the Grave Creek bridge experience under his belt,
superintendent. The bridge was originally designed for 15
ton truck loading but was reinforced in 1960 by the ad-
dition of steel gusset and shear plates to the truss joints to
meet 20 ton loading standards. A 1982 contract replaced
floorbeams, stringers, and decking with creosote treated
glue laminated members to meet the heavier loading
standards.

The 1982 work was complicated by the discovery of
movement in the south approach abutment which will
necessitate a continuing monitoring program to detect
and correct for any further potentially damaging
movement that may develop. There appears to be no
movement of the arch abutments themselves. Homer
Chappell, Umpqua forest engineer during the latest work.
points out that particular care has been taken in all
reconstruction to preserve the visual characteristics ofthe original construction.

The Clackamas Was Opened Up
The Clackamas River drainage on the Mt. Hood was

beginning to be opened up with the start of W.W. II. The
opening for truck logging involved conversion to a truck
road of Portland General Electric's railroad grade from
Cazadero to the vicinity of the Three Lynx power plant.
The work was financed by DA-RM (Defense AccessRaw
Materials) funds administered through the BPR. It was
constructed as one of the final efforts of enrollees of the
Zigzag CCC Camp through a spike camp at Whitewater on
the Clackamas. Verne Church was superintendent of this
camp. In staying on the railroad grade the truck road
followed the north bank of the Clackamas until the
vicinity of Whitewater, downstream from the Three Lynx
plant. At this point the road crossed the river to avoid the
plant and then re-crossed upstream near the mouth of
Cripple Creek.

In 1943, in the middle of the war, there were no
priorities from the War Production Board for the pur-
chase of manufactured materials for these two bridges.
The only recourse was to use native materials. Both
bridges were to be single lane and designed for 15 ton
truck loading. The first bridge, at Whitewater, was layed
out for a 170-fot span log-stiffened suspension span using
salvage cables (2¼-in. dia.) that were on hand. Round
timbers were used for the cable towers, floorbeams, deck
stringers, and rock-filled cribs behind the concrete piers
supporting the towers. The Cripple Creek site was wider.
Its layout required two 105-ft. log stringer spans (6
stringers per span), and a five span trestle approach for a
total length of 328-ft. The 105-ft. spans were the longest
by at least 20-ft. of any previously used in Region 6.

The Whitewater suspension bridge was wiped out for
about 3 weeks when a loaded log truck headed down
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stream lost the top log of its load as it rounded the curve
onto the bridge. The log smashed through the south bank
cable tower causing the bridge to slowly collapse behind
the truck as it continued onto the span. The truck did not
quite reach the end of the bridge before it settled into the
river. The driver was not hurt, nor was there a great deal
of damage to the truck or trailer. Following recon-
struction, loaded trucks were required to come to a
complete stop before entering onto the bridge. Except for
this incident the two bridges served well until replaced by
2-lane steel truss bridges about 1950.

Finally, in this recollection of early bridges, we think
of the reinforced concrete arch trail bridge between the
upper and lower Multnomah Falls. The arch span is 45-ft.
with a rise of 7.5-ft. It has an outside width of 7-ft. and an
overall length of 52-ft. It was designed in 1913 by K.P.
Billner for the newly organized Oregon Highway
Department. The bridge weas completed in 1914 under a
contract to the Pacific Bridge Company of Portland, a
contract that included the Wahkeena Falls, Oneonta
Gorge, Latourell Falls and Multnomah Falls highway
bridges. In fact, the bridge is on property that was deeded
to the City of Port:land by Simon Benson, and it was he
who funded its cost. The Forest Service did not enter into
the history of the bridge until November, 1939, when the
City of Portland transferred ownership to the Forest Serv-
ice of the Lodge building and 193 acres of land which in-
cluded both Multnomah and Wahkeena Falls, subject to a
stipulation that the land be used forever fora park.

The city had apparently held off on maintenance of
the bridge for a time; so, the next year Mt. Hood un-
dertook repairs to concrete spalling that was occurring on
the railing and the spandrel columns between the arch
and deck. Considering the perpetual dampness of the
bridge and the many freeze-thaw cycles it goes through in
a winter, it is remarkable how sound the concrete remains
through the years. This little gem of a bridge, with its
backdrop of the Falls. may be the most photographed
bridge in the world, even if incidentally so. It is a nearly
perfect complement to the spectacular beauty of theFalls.

Mott Bridge

The Arch Span 45-Ft.



a canvas packsack I tossed a water-proof match box and a
small bundle of pitch pine kindling. Also a small camp ax.
Then, as a hedge against the possibility of having to lay
out over night, I threw in some odds and ends of
emergency rations and a tomato can of boiling coffee.
Lastly I put in a pair of heavy wool socks. The whole outfit
probably weighed less than eig

I shouldered the pack and
Newberry Crater. Snow, a foo

snow trail, leading in from the northeast. A lone man had
come up from the lake, that day, and then returned by the
same trail. I thought it rather odd and figured it was
Shintaffer's trail, believing him to be the only person in
the basin. I took full advantage of the broken trail, finding
it easier to follow than to break a new one. The trail led

the Antelope Spring Ranger Station. Yes the line was
working and my wife answered the call immediately. I
advised her that I was safely tucked in for the night and
received assurance that she was safely and snugly tucked

Then Fred announced supper and we sat down to a
good substantial meal, during which I inquired about the
freshly broken snow trail around the lake. Fred said it
was his trail and that he had gone up the slope to de-
trigger a bear trap. It seemed rather late in the fall to be
messing with a bear trap. However, knowing that there
was a bear pen in the area, I accepted the story and gave

Millican Valley store for mail and supplies, keeping a
supply of wood on hand and feeding a half dozen horses.
During slack periods I could survey and post Forest
Boundary. Thus the winter passed without incident. As

that he had bought in LaPine the fall before.
Having completed inspection of telephone and other

fire fighting equipment in and around the lake basin, I
headed back for Antelope Spring which was to be my
summer headquarters. As I approached the summit of the
ridge which was the north rim of Newberry Crater, I
observed some ax marks, limbs lopped off the lodgepole

the skull upside down and from the mangled fragments of
the neck joint I recovered a thirty caliber bullet. This I
carefully preserved, noting that it showed a left hand
twist, characteristic of a Marlin rifle. Come to think
about, Shintaffer owned a 30-30 Marlin. So here was the

PINE RIDGE SLAUGHTER
Harold E. Smith

When the Model T Ford began to spin its wheels and
push up gobs of snow before the radiator I considered it
useless to try to push the little car farther up that snow
covered hillside.

I turned the car around, set the brake and drained the
radiator. The water I set inside the car for future use. Into

ht pounds.
headed for the north rim of
t deep, was light and fluffy

and offered only slight resistence to foot travel. My
destination was Shintaffer's fishing resort, then under
construction, at the south end of East Lake. It was early
afternoon. I figured by maintaining a steady, plodding
gait I could easily make the fish camp well before dark.

On the way up the slope I met several small bands of
heart brand cattle. They had spent the summer in
Newberry Crater. Now, with the first appearance of a real
snow, they were pulling out for their winter range in and
around Milian Valley.

I topped the ridge and headed down the slope into the
lake basin. About half way down I intersected a fresh

around the east side of the lake and ended at the Shin-
taffer establishment.

Fred Was Home
I found Fred at home, alone, and arranged to stay all

night. Fred was glad to have a paying guest, as finances
were the weak link in his organization. My first move was
to remove my wet pack and put on dry socks. Then I rang

in for the night. I told her that I would be home early the
next day. Since the telephone line was intact, there wasn't
much to be done at the lake.

it no further thought.
Finding the telephone in working order, there was

little else to do at the lake at that time.
There was no further build-up of snow during the

night, so I left at an early hour, back trailing myself to
where the car was parked.

I reached home by noon and then began the routine of
winter living on the high desert. Issuing free use permits
for wood and fencing material, weekly trips to the
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May rolled around and snow began to disappear from the
higher ridges, it was time to check the telephone lines and
get other fire fighting equipment in shape.

Another Trip to East Lake
Paulina Peak phone, among others, needed attention

so I made another trip to East Lake, following the same
general route that I had used the fall before. Again I
stayed with Fred Shintaffer. I noticed an unusual amount
of activity among the scavenger birds along the lake
shore, I inquired as to the cause. Fred said he had thrown
out some corned beef that had spoiled during the winter.
Asked where the beef came from, Fred said it was some

saplings.
My first thought was that a trapper had been in the

area, but I didn't have long to speculate. I soon came upon
the remains of a white face beef animal, likely one of the
Millican heart brand. The meaty part of the animal had
been removed, leaving only the skull and lower leg bones.
These had been severed at the neck joint and above the
knees and hock joints, using the ax. I peeled the dried skin
back from the forehead, revealing a bullet hole. I turned

answer to my mystery.

The Puzzle Began
To Fall into Place

The various segments of the puzzle began to fall into
place as precisely as though they had been cut by a jig

(Continued next page)



saw. Circumstantial evidence indicated that Shintaffer
was guilty of cattle stealing. The motive was clear. He
needed the meat to tide him over the winter and could ill-
afford to pay cash for it. He had timed his foray to coin-
cide with time the cattle would be leaving the basin. That
would be at the onset of the first heavy snow. It would also
be at a time when no visitors were expected. Feeling that
something should be done, I made it a point to see George
Millican and laid the facts before him, but withholding my
suspicions as to who the guilty party might be.

Millican took the information rather philosophically
and told me that the Oregon Cattlemen's Association had
a standing offer of Five Hundred Dollars to anyone who
could furnish evidence to bring about his conviction in a
case of this kind. Five hundred dollars was a rather neat
sum at that time, when my salary was eleven hundred per
year. It would mean that my wife could have new shoes
and a few other small articles that she needed. Also I
could pay off some small debts, such as a feed bill at the
livery stable. I might be able to finance the purchase of a
better car than the one I owned.

There was no doubt in my mind that I could produce
enough evidence to bring about a conviction but another
deterrent possibility presented itself. Would the Forest
Service allow me to collect the award even if I did get a
conviction. I thought not and I based my reasoning on an
experience I had previously when I tried to collect coyote
bounties from the state. In that case the Forest Service
had blocked my effort to collect the bounty, saying that I
was under obligation to the state, as an ex-officio em-
ployee. I felt sure I would meet with same objection if I
tried to accept an award from the Cattlemen.

So the case was dropped and Shintaffer continued his
building program. Presumably the bones still lie where
the animal was shot, unless they have been consumed by
gnawing rodents, and it is doubtful if they have been seen
by another human being, during the sixty eight years that
they have lain there exposed to the elements. The last
time I saw East Lake Shintaffer had gone, presumably
dead.

Before the Forest Service net of drained and
gravelled roads were developed across the Fliawatha NF,
travel depended on the old logging roads. These roads
provided access to the logging camps and served to haul
logs and pulpwood while frozen from November to late
March. Once the spring breakup started in late March
there was a period when travel became progressively
difficult. The worst conditions occurred where the roads
crossed swamp land or outright bog. Here logger
ingenuity resorted to so-called "corduroy" road which
held up well while the ground was frozen.

It was basically built by placing large brush mats
across the width of the roadway, and in turn laying cull
logs across these mats. Small spaces between the logs
were filled in with smaller poles and chunks. This sup-
portive mass was in turn covered with loose dirt and sod
to provide a solid travel surface. This type of "corduroy"
road made a firm road when frozen and packed with
snow: however, with the spring breakup it was another
matter, As thawing occurred frost boils would cause
chunks of logs from the 'corduroy" to work to the surface
through the mud, making travel very difficult.

An example of travel problems over "corduroy" road
occurred on old U.S. 2. Before U.S. 2 was made into a fully
developed highway it consisted of many stretches of
"corduroy" road between St. Jacjues and Cooks. On one
occasion, during the breakup, we sent a flat bed truck

directly behind the cab in the center of the truck bed.
When the truck got to Manistique there was no pile driver
hammer. A detailed search of U.S. 2 failed to find the
hammer. It must have bounced off in traveling the
"corduroy" road and sank immediately out of sight
through the logs and mud.Try to explain that on an
858!!!

A special experience with the spring roadscan be told
in terms of a Mr. X---. It would not do to use actual names
as there undoubtedly are members of the X-- family
living in Delta County today who would not relish certain
early family history.

I had occasion to be in the Pollack Lake C.C.C. Camp
area one afternoon when the spring breakup was in
progress. I noticed fresh auto tracks going up an old road
that led to X---'s logging camp. Knowing the road had a
bad section of "corduroy" I decided 10 follow the tracks to
see if someone was in trouble. Sure enough, the car was
stuck where there was a bad patch of "corduroy." Mr. X-
- was busy placing more chunks of logs in the roadway so
he could get across to firm ground.

I stopped on firm ground and went to help him. After
an hour or more of dirty, muddy work repairing the
"corduroy" holes, X--- was able to drive across and go on
his way. The old car was fully side-curtained so I did not
get to see the passengers in the back sseat who never got
out of the car to help. As the old car lurched and bounced
its way out of the mud I heard feminine laughter from the
passengers in the back seat. This puzzled me completely.

When I got to Pollack Lake Camp that evening,
muddy from head to foot from the afternoon's work, the
camp superintendent, Orson Livermore, asked me where
in the world I'd been. I told him of helping X--- get his car
out of the mud hole. I mentioned the feminine laughter Fd
heard from the curtained back seat and could not figure
out. Orson, who was wise to the ways of the world, gave a
great hearty laugh and said that X-- was taking his spring
payroll to his logging camp and had some girls
from his Escanaba bordello to accompany the money.
This simplified matters for all concerned. The loggers got
paid and were provided local entertainment. The girls
managed to get a large share of the money and returned
later on with X--- to Escanaba. At the conclusion of the
cycle Mr. X--- had most of the money back again. Regard-
less of the dubious morals and ethics of this practice there
was a certain amount of Yankee ingenuity in the total
arrangement.

As good roads replaced the "corduroy" and the old-
time logging camps disappeared the loggers drove their
own cars to work or road in a "crummy' on a daily basis.
The bachelor logger of the isolated camps was replaced
by a married man with a family, and the hotel-bordello
with mobile side trips became a legend of the past. U

Conviction Seemed Sure

Spring Roads and Travelers
Edward C. DeGraaf
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Where Did the Hammer Go?

from Manistiquë to Escanaba' to pick up a 2,000 lb. pile
driver hammer. The hammer was loaded by crane

The Business Was Profitable
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conversation turned to other topics. Sometime later I
heard someone make a statement about looking down the
business end of a revolver, the barrel seemingly having a
bore the size of a dime. I passed that remark off as
someone's version of a long past incident. Little did I
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Western Style Conflict
Chuck Waidron

Several years ago I promised our granddaughter that
I would come to her high school graduation in Chesterton,
Indiana. In planning for my trip I decided to take Amtrak
through Salt Lake City, Denver and Omaha returning
through Minneapolis-St. Paul, Fargo and Spokane. In
doing so I would travel through areas that I had seen or
worked in up to 55 years ago. As I write we are going up
the Colorado River above Grand Junction, Colorado.

I have never considered myself an oldtimer but then
55 years must about place me in that category. Early in
my career I had assumed that use of a six shooter to settle
arguments was a practice of a scene from early western
history. I was, however, to witness western style
animosities and conflict more than one time. In 1934 a
saloon shoot-out occurred in Gardner, Montana, at the
North Entrance of Yellowstone National Park where I
was stationed as a temporary Ranger. I did not know then
that I would be an eyewitness at a much later date to a
similar but non-lethal event.

In May 1967 I was atten e
Washington Cattlemen's As e
banquet Claude Dillon th e
Washington State Range Specialist and I were seated at a
table with two or three rancher couples. One rancher had

the ar ch
onvers to
operty ed
I said on

light sandy soil could create a soil blowing problem. We
agreed to meet the next morning at 9:00 AM. Dinner

know.

Ready to Shoot
The next morning at the appointed hour Dillon and I

drove up the quarter mile drive to ranch headquarters.
We walked up to a double front door and rapped. In an
instant both doors were flung wide open and our dinner
partner of the night before stood in front of us in the
classic shoot out stance of western movies. Two revolvers
were in a gun belt low on his hips and his hands were
positioned above the grips. His expression was light years
away from that of our dinner partner of the evening
before. Dillon and I froze. After a moment our much
agitated host relaxed his arms and mumbled something
about someone coming to get him.

At that moment a car was coming up the lane to the
ranch. The three of us were still standing in the doorway
when an elderly man came up the walk. The first words
spoken were by the rancher who asked "I wonder where
he has his gun?" I replied "He has it in his belt." From
that instant everything seemed to be in slow motion. No
one moved and nothing was said. Finally the rancher said
"You had better give me that gun." It was handed over
and the rancher opened the cylinder and six cartridges
fell to the floor. The next words were by the rancher who
said "I guess I can take these off." To this day I have no
idea what caused the dispute or its ultimate conclusion.

Indidentally Dillon and I never did get around to
prescribing a sagebrush control program. We concluded
our departure would be an appropriate move. So we
left.
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WAS IT A NEW IDEA?
Marvin Smith

On my last visit to the dentist's office the dental
technician told me her mother worked for BLM in Coos
Bay and wondered what happened to the exchange of F.S.
and BLM lands with particular reference to the 2.2
million acres of 0 & C lands. This triggered fond
memories of a month's detail back to the Washington
office about 30 years ago to work on a study of the savings
that could be made by transferring such lands for ad-
ministration by adjoining National Forests. The study
was suggested by middle management personnel in the
Budget Bureau. By using standard workload allowances
and workload statistics supplied by BLM the study in-
dicated significant savings.

The study was blican
governor and the sident
(Eisenhower). Ru that
received 75% of receipts at that time were disturbed by
the prospects of a reduction to the 25% F.S. formula so
the word got through to Maurice Stans, Director of the
Budget, and that was the end of that project.

It was somewhat reassuring to find the same idea
emerging again. Except this time the proposal and en-
dorsement came from the top instead of the middle,
further augmented by suggested funding to support it.

It makes me wonder if any of the data from the study
of the mid-fifties was salvaged or that someone came up
with what he thought was a new idea.

Having spent a full month on the project you can
imagine my interest in the revival and coverage in the
F.S. Green Sheet and THE OREGONIAN. U



was dry and windy.
higher elevations gay
feeling of a rough fire

Every ranger on the forest, as well as the staff, were
on edge mentally and physically. District Rangers were
told a secret that was not to be divulged. They had been
alerted to the fact that the United States was being
bombed with incendiary and anti-personnel bombs.
Forest Service administrators weren't given much in-
formation by the army but it was later learned that by
April 10, 1945 more than 200 Japanese balloon-type bombs
had been found in the United States and Canada scattered

States and Texas, Nebraska, Iowa, Kansas, Michigan,
several Canadian provinces and Alaska.

These balloons with their attached anti-personnel
and/or incendiary bombs were being sent from Japan on
the wings of the jet stream, and, having no means of
guidance, were dropping all over western United States
with the enemy's objective of setting forest fires or doing
much damage in populated and industrial areas.

The balloons were made of three to four layers of
tissue paper cemented together. They were about 33 feet
in diameter, inflated with hydrogen to a capacity of 19,000
cubic feet and had a lifting capacity at sea level of 1,000
pounds and at jet stream level of 30,000 feet about 300
pounds. They had an altitude-control mechanism
operated by means of aneroids and batteries which
released small sandbags whenever the balloon reached a
preset minimum altitude of around 30,000 feet. It would
then rise again to approximately 38,000 feet to be on its
way crossing the Pacific Ocean in from 30 to 100 hours.

On April 10, 1945 Bald Mtn. lookout Groth called his
headquarters at Silver Lake Ranger Station to report his
observance of something which appeared white and
changing configuration as the wind gusted in a group of
lodgepole pines on the south slope of Bald Mtn. Much of
that high elevation area was still covered by snow, and
with that type of background and the object several miles
distant lookout Groth could not positively determine what
was attracting his attention. Security demands were so
tight that Ranger instructions had been to instruct em-
ployees to be on the watch and report anything and
everything unusual.

proached the object of concern. We found the balloon
partially hanging in small lodgepole pines with four 5-Kg.
potentially dangerous incendiary bombs all unexploded.
Not knowing anything about the device at that time both
forest officers observed the setup with binoculors from a
safe distance while lying flat on the ground.

I then returned to Silver Lake Ranger Station and
reported the incident to Supervisor Larry Mays by one
word' 'Papers." Approximate location was also given.

Within a few hours, to the surprise of Ranger Station
employees, several army personnel arrived. We were told
that they had flown from their base at Ft. Lewis,
Washington to the Redmond P-38 fighter base and then
driven on to Silver Lake.

The group consisted of an Army Major. Captain, Master
Sgt. and four corporals and privates. They were escorted
to the balloon site and after the Captain, a demolition
expert, had determined that the balloon was armed only
with incendiary bombs, dismantled them, and all the
material was taken on to Silver Lake Ranger Station and
subsequently to Fort Lewis for further study.

Upon return to the ranger station there was the
problem of getting a warm evening meal. There was no
restaurant in Silver Lake; consequently, I and wife 011ie
had foreseen the need and had food prepared and the table
all set. She had given the word for the men to come and
eat, but only the Major and the Captain sat down. She
noticed the non-corns had stepped outside so for a second

exists an "Esprit de Corps" that separates no Supervisor
from the lowest man on the totem pole at meal time and
that she would appreciate all of them eating at one set-
ting. The Major apologized for not realizing there was no
commercial food service available and then called his
men in to share supper with us. That ended a hectic da
the lives of Silver Lake Ranger District personnel.

It was later determined that approximately 9
balloons were launched from Japan. Of this number

THE CODE WORD WAS PAPER
Donald Peters

The spring of 1945 on the Fremont National Forest
The early melting of snow at the
e fire prevention personnel an eerie
season ahead.

District Rangers were opening and manning lookouts
much earlier than usual. One of these was Bald Mtn. on
the Silver Lake District. A man and wife teamGene and
Ruth Grothhad gone on duty on April 8th and were
getting acquainted with their various topographical
landmarks.

in various locations across most of the eleven Western

Feedback Needed from U.S.
The Japanese had to depend on feedback from U.S. or

other news media accounts as to the success of their
venture. However, U.S. military intelligence together
with news media cooperation prevented such publicity
being dispersed.

time went out and told them the food was on the table.
Finally, getting no response she again went outside,
confronted the Sargeant and wanted to know the reason
for their delay at her table. She was then told that non-
corns did not eat at the same table with officers.

She immediately returned to the dining room and told
the commissioned officers that in the Forest Service there

We Cautiously Approached the Object y in

Protective Assistant Guy Martin and I made a hasty ,300trip to the area and by use of compass cautiously ap- two
30



The only known fatalities from the balloon attack on
the United States mainland occurred near Bly, Oregon, in
the Gearhart Mountain area on May 5, 1945. At that time
a minister's wife and five children who were on an outing
evidently found a deadly device and one of them must
have in some way triggered the mechanism by tugging or
pulling on it, thus causing the detonation.

The early protection and management of the western
forests called for access to large areas of rugged moun-
tainous country. This access was by way of trails for
travel by pack and saddle stock. The use of pack stock
called for a special type of employee who could handle
pack animals under any circumstances. These packers
were a colorful type of mountain man with special skills in
handling animals. They had to be able to drive a truck
loaded with stock over "impossible" mountain roads.
Apparently the same skills were required in other parts of
the world where packing is a way of life. The animals used
elsewhere included horses, mules, burros, camels, yakes,
llamas, oxen, reindeer etc. This is evident in articles in
the National Geographic Magazine describing travel in
Australia, China, Mongolia, Pakistan, the steppes of
Russia, the Andes etc. In India the elephant is a pack
animal with a mahout in charge. These same illustrated
articles often showed the deeply rutted trails resulting
from centuries of travel; in some cases the heads of the

Arizona to Reserve, New Mexico, where a brother-in-law,
Allred, operated a saloon throughout prohibition. The
pack train consisted of several small Spanish mules, each
one packing two medium sized oak kegs of moonshine.
The charred oak kegs also served to cure the moonshine
enroute. The lead mule was a rusty red color with an all
white head by name of "Hereford". Often when coming
down the trail, Dick Hudson might be riding ahead and
singing some popular song while brother Jerd brought up
the end of the string, without singing.

For normal packing it was quite common to use large
panniers made from stretched cowhide that held all kinds

had grown up herding Indian ponies on the bunch grass
ridges of the Okanogan country. Roy Beeman had a great
reputation as a packer of the north Cascades having
handled large strings of horses and packed all kinds of
difficult cargo, timbers, dynamite, etc. Roy always wore
deerskin gloves in packing and handling ropes. He was an

m worked as many as
He had no prejudice
s that were a cross between a jack and

uld be very "spooky". How
In the fall he often nacked

On the occasion on the Mission Ridge fire out of
Cashmere, Fremont McComb, Lloyd Olson and I started
out of fire camp at 2:00 am. scrambling up the steep
canyon slopes. Slim was loading up with cans of water and
prepared food expecting to climb out after daylight.
Olson, McComb and I made it straight to the top and when
we stopped to rest at the fireline, Slim was right behind us
with his pack animals loaded with water cans and food.

1-lopper was a converted packer. He had grown up as a
bronc rider and packer in northern Arizona where it was a
way of life. On the Olympic he had packed over all the
trails crossing the forest and parts of the park. When the
forest road system developed the need for road and
drainage repair and maintenance Hopper left packing
and took up tractor, grader, and truck work. However his
first love was packing and he enjoyed riding the forest
trails.

Id pack mule lingers
Wenatchee used pack
were raised on local

checked on the mule's age and it was nearly 30. So I
suggested to the ranger they dispose of Playboy since they
no longer used him. The ranger agreed and "dry gulched"
old Playboy. As time went on I realized I had urged the
disposal of an old Entiat district pet who was popular with
the locals, ranchers and school kids. It took time to regain
the local goodwill.

As travel gives way to progress a lot of the glamour of
packing is replaced by helicopter services. Supplies and
materials are delivered into the back country by air. The
packer loading out a truck load of pack animals from the

were found in Mexico, one in Hawaii, 30 in Alaska, 78 in was a very able fire fighter in his own right.
Canada and 75 in the United States. Another packer on the Wenatchee who was considered

one of the best in the northwest was Slim Hollingsworth
who had the Icicle horse ranch outside of Leavenworth,
Wa. Sli 30 or more horses with a few
mules. regarding mules except for
animal a "hot
blood" mare, they co ever he
could handle them all hunting
parties in the Cascades. On one occasion I saw him pack
out a large black bear. He choose a spooky little mule
named "Blam". Slim took a gunny sack and smeared it
with bear blood and hair. He then rubbed this over Blam's
head and neck while he held him up short. The mule shook
with fright as Slim tied a blindfold on. The bear was then
loaded on and securely lashed in place. The mule was then
led successfully down the trail, shaking as they went. Slim
could make a trail camp in short time and when he made
coffee, he measured by the handful.

PACKERS:

MASTERS OF THE TRAILS
Edward C. DeGraaf

animals and the top of the packs are all that are visible.
On the Apache Forest that straddled the state line

between Arizona and New Mexico there was some unusual
pack train travel by local ranchers. The Hudson Brothers
had relatives in the Tonto Basin who made moonshine in
quantity. They brought the moonshine by pack train from

of camp gear very well. The bedrolls were thrown over the
top and lashed down.

He Was An Aristocrat

In the northwest I got to know an old packer who was
a regular aristocrat. He was a Nes Perce Indian who was
very fond of horses but who refused to handle mules. He
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How he worked his way up the canyon wall with those
horses in the dark I'll never know.

They Contract to Pack
A pair of good packers in the Cloe Elum country of the

Wenatchee were Dave and Alfred McDonald. Dave was
district assistant for the Forest Service while Alfred was a
freelance packer. On one occasion they contracted to pack
a large water control valve to a stream outlet at a lake
back in the mountains for irrigation control. They hit on a
travois arrangement with the valve lashed to the poles
that were in turn secured to the pack saddle. In this
manner they dragged the travois up the trailIndian
style to its destination.

On the Olympic Forest the road foreman, Wallace

One experience with an o wth
me. The Entiat district on the and
saddle stock several of which ran-
ches. The district had an old pack mule named "Playboy"
that loafed in the corral all summer as a free boarder. I

range station at daylight is a thing of the past as well as
expert in making up cargo of fire tools and supplies and the vocabulary that went with it.



of Yakima, Washington, took
rangers at the close of a recen
George Griffith. government f
in and turned them over to

ne when foresters
actually located, designed and staked timber-haul roads.
On just such an occasion Bill Augustine and I found
ourselves locating a P-line across Antelope Flat, Silver
Lake District, Fremont Forest.

It was one of those early spring days when we were
glad to be out in the woods after a long winter in the office.
There was a "bite" in the air, but we looked for easy going
across the Flat and into the open, old growth pine timber.
I was compassman and rear chainman and Bill was rod
and head Chainman.

As head chainman Bill had to go in first, chaining and
driving submarine stakes as he wentever try to drive a
stake under water; our second mistake. Before wading
out, Bill removed his pants, placed them in his stake bag
and headed into the water in his skivvies. The water was

V.

About 190 Scouts
as deputy forest

)reservation rally.
ief. swore the lads
d rangers as his
district. The oath

A couple of summers' later I would've gladly changed
places with an engineer. It was one of those yellow jacket
years when the pesky bees were everywhere. I had a P-
line crew of two civil engineering students locating a haul
road in the Strawberry-Barnes Valley country on Drews
Valley District. We were stung by jackets as a daily
routine; seemed like we were always stirring up a nest of
them.

But on this particular day no jackets bothered us, that
is until late in the afternoon when I came to a new station,
jammed the jacob staff into the ground beside the last
stake, settled the compass in place on the staff, and
peered through the sight.

gone up my pant
middle of their ne
woods with the sw
to get his pants off

Meanwhile, my assistants
scathed weren't helping the situa
Next, how to retrieve the staff &
the jackets were sw
footed chainmen

2'2 chain trailer t
how to do it left h
being righthander:
righthanded, but
southpaw method a

Now for a lo
numerous bets since
hander cannot throw
and vice versa. I've
throwers in the FS
double throw a chainwhic
OK you right handers, find
out. If you haven't thrown a
a bicycle, you never forget h

it 40 years ago. A right
left hander has taken up,
d some of the best chain

Philip Heaton

While perusing some
family memorabilia I
came across the following
piece in the July 2, 1922
Summit County Journal of
Breckenridge, Colorado:

"TAKE PLEDGE AS RANGERS
a pledgi
t forest
orest ch
the loc

deputies for saving the forest of the
included promises to be careful with camp fires, to report
dangerous blazes and to put out smouldering fires left by
careless persons." I

GEORGE GRIFFITH

More Dedicated Than Engineers?
Bob Bjornsen

Believe it or not, there was a tir,

Off we sent sighting and driving stakes with "gusto."
"Gusto" that is until we hit a shallow lake that would dry
up by summer. Do we offset around it, or keep going on a
straight tangent? We opted to go straightwhich was our

Scouts
Become
Deputy
Rangers

ice cold and crotch deepneed I say more.
Bill became madder and colder by the minute as I

fussed with the compass, trying to line him up. The pond
was about 5 chains wide and with a two chain tape there
was no way I could avoid a .et up mid-pond. So off come
my britches and into the water goes Bobshivering so
hard I could hardly run the compass. There we were two
knobby kneed foresters turning blue in the middle of a
lake, when the laughter came. If only a smart engineer
had been there to take our photo.

EDITOR'S NOTE: George Griffith was a staff member in the
A. 0. / & E (Information and Education) section for many years in
the 7.920s and SOs. He broke your editor in as a worker on the old-
time "showboat"
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Yellow Jackets Had Gone Up
My Pants Leg

In those few seconds a swarm of yellow jackets had
legs from the jake staff jammed in the
st, and there goes Bob off through the
arm following him, all the while trying
and get rid of those stinging bees.

who had escaped un-
tion with their laughter.
compass around which

arming like banshees. One of the fleet
iolunteered to make a dash, grabbing

the staff as he zoomed by. It worked fine until he tripped
spread eagled on a root about ten feet past the nest and
became the next victim of their wrath. However, he did
manage to scramble to his feet and although severely
stung, eventually outran the bees with equipment in hand.

Epilogue. I taught the young engineers how to throw a
ape. No big deal, except they learned
anded, me being a southpaw and they

. I even showed them how to throw it
they had become accustomed to the
nd stayed with it.
ng kept secret, which has won me

I learned
a chain a
confounde

with this one, even the ones who could
h is probably a lost art today.
a south paw friend and try it
chain in years, it's like riding
ow..

I

Photo by Bob Bjornsen
Bob Bjornsen running line, Drews Valley District,
Fremont NF August 1954.



There have been many stories of early experiences in
air operations on forest fires such as the detection flights
by the U.S. Army in the late teens and early twenties, and
free dropping cargo from planes and helicopters in the
twenties. On the Siskiyou Forest in 1937 and '38 we had
several experiences in what I would term the beginning of
the second phase or wave of experiments and applied
operational use of dropping cargo from planes.

The regional office had developed the use of large
wool sacks as 'chutes for cargo drops and were anxious to
get field tests. This was before surplus parachutes were
available from the military. Forest personnel had been
trained in the rigging procedure and were awaiting the
first chance to use it on a fire. On the Gasquet District of
the Siskiyou where I was ranger we had a lightning fire in
the south end near Summit Valley in early July that ap-
peared to be an excellent place to use the new procedure.
It was 10-15 miles by trail from the best road end to get
supplies to the fire fighters.

Pass, and outlined the situation to him. He said to try a
load with wool sacks and the arrangements were made.
We had a successful drop of about 15 cargo units as I
recall and the only thing never found was a sack of sugar.
We often recalled on the district what a feed some bear

Later we had a very successful period of dropping
cargo on the Chetco and other large fires on the forest in
July and August 1938 flying from the new airstrip at
Gasquet built by the CCC Camp force during the
preceding winter. Probably our biggest problem was
being able to locate the fire camps and places to drop
when the general area became badly 'smoked in." We
were able to get off and land at Gasquet most all the time
but several of the fire camps were smoked in for a day or
more ata time.

Larry Mays used to like to tell a story on me, as I was
supervising the air supply from our Gasquet station. He
was at one of the camps on the large Chetco fire at a time
when the camp was almost completely out of food and
were expecting an order. A plane kept circling the camp
area, as the pilot knew he was close, hoping the smoke
would clear enough that they could make drops. Finally it
was clear enough to drop and he made several passes and
dropped his load.

The excited ground crew rushed to get the cargo only
to find it was a load of fire pumps, hazel hoes and other
fire tools. You can imagine the consternation and the
expletives directed at me and everyone connected with
the air operation when these loads were brought into
camp. The load had been directed to a camp that ordered
tools. The pilot had nearly exhausted his fuel supply and
either believed he had found the right camp or believed
this camp could use the tools as he had just about "fuel
time" to return to his base. I don't remember which but
that didn't keep the story from being embellished in each
telling. However, no one starved and we did get food to the
camp fairly soon thereafter.

Later we had the Siskiyou Forks fire on our district
and did much dropping on it as it was a long way from a
road end. I recall one ham that broke loose from the wool
sack and landed near campthe meat went into the
ground several inches and was of the consistency of
"mush."

The droppers were pushing out bundles of three
sleeping bags tied in a bundle without a 'chute. One bundle
landed in camp on top of a SPF radio which ended its
usefulness. Someone commented, 'Why didn't you grab
the set and move it out of the way?". I'm sure that person
never had a large bundle coming out of the sky toward
them at such speed or they would not have made that
remark. U

"Tenny" Moore's new job has jogged my memory. I
use the quotation marks because I once worked for him
and know that "Spencer T." is the correct appelation.

At any rate, I was Tenny's TM assistant at Detroit in
1947-48. This was before the clam was built, and when the

Davies, was to train a couple of summer employees and
get them started mapping an area in the Lost Creek
Blowout Creek area for a post-war timber sale.

This was a backpacking camp. Our gear was moved
by packstring to a jumping off place on the old Coffin

which was gradually disappearing. I had thought I was
over it, but the signs of it were coming back. Un-
fortunately. my medicine was still in my bag at the
ranger station. I decided to gamble on one more day on
the job to be sure the trainees were ready, then to leave
early the next morning. Promptly at 4 am. on the ap-
pointed morning I left.

ookout station was symbol
Wrapped in a sleeping hag
on. Fortunately, Carl Bal

trailer at the station, knew
brought them up. I recovered,

The mapping crew did
problems, and, as for me. the

FOOD FROM THE SKY
Merle Lowden

Colvill OK'd the Drop

I called Les Colvill, the forest fire staff man at Grants

must have had if he found that sack.

The Crew Rushed to Get the Cargo
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THE "SHAKES" ON TOP
Al Wiener

ranger station was in a spot now 90 feet below the water
surface.

One of my first jobs, after replacing the late Albert

Mtn. Trail. From here, assisted by a local fire crew, we
backpacked our gear down the ridge several miles to
Lost Creek. Trout were available for the taking, with only
safety pins for hooks. In three days the crew was trained,
and we ran several "4 strips to the 40" lines through the
old growth timber.

A Twinge of Guilt

On the evening of the 4th day I felt a twinge of chill,
and an even greater twinge of guilt. Returning from
World War II in the South Pacific, I had a case of malaria

It turned out this was two hours too late. The chills hit
me as I arrived at the Coffin Mtn. Trail. I had to climb to
the lookout station to phone for help, but ran out of steam.
It was a series of walk (stagger) 100 yards, lie down in the
trail, get up and repeat the sequence.

After what seemed an eternity, in which the name of
the 1 ic, I finally made it to the
top. for warmth, I phoned the
stati I, with whom I shared a

where my pills were and
as this letter proves.
its job with no untoward
adventure must have worn

out the malaria bugs, for that was the last attack I ever
had.

Tenny Moore, with great forbearance, I thought,
never mentioned my poor judgment in not taking along
the medicine.



century. As we approach
burn on this summer day
of firefighting at its worst

helicopters; loss of over 19,000 acres
it is the humorous episodes we rem
mostly because time tends to soften

a new supply. So ever resourceful Herb
line boss) commandeered a Greyhound
lips. I can see him now tooling down a one
a lone passenger on a vital mission.

Russ McRory loves to tell the story (with increasing
embellishments) about the two young female GHQ
secretaries who asked if they could sleep in our trailer
because they were afraid, with all those winos in camp, to
stay alone in their trailer. He usually fails to mention that
they slept in one end of our trailer, while we slept on
couches at the other end.

Unbeknownst to us some enterprising prostitutes
moved their trailer into Anthony Lakes campground not
in GHQ camp at Tucker Flat!), and proceeded to ac-
commodate the firefighters in the Anthony zone. Needless
to say they were chased out as soon as they were
discovered several days later. A month after the fire Herb

some claims from firefighters who said they had con-
tracted gonorrhea from said prostitutes and wanted
treatment at FS expense.

When that bus of retirees reached the vista point. I
was asked what was our control strategy in the early
stages of that fire 26 years ago. My answer, 'Pray for
rain". Which it did some 12 days later.

Merle Lowden

The re-dedication of a brass plaque to Thomas
Sherrard was held at the top of Larch Mountain (Sherrard
Point) in the Columbia Gorge Ranger District of the Mt.
Hood National Forest, Sunday, September 21, 1986.
Sherrard Point is named for Thomas Sherrard who was
supervisor of the forest from 1907 to 1934. He was the key
leader in the development of the highway which now
serves Larch Mountain.

Members of the Sherrard family funded the casting of
the new plaque and several were present at the
dedication. The original plaque was dedicated in 1947 but
was stolen in the early 1950s. Doug Gochnour. of the
Columbia Gorge district, assisted with the ceremony as
did Albert Weisendanger who was on the Columbia Gorge
district when Sherrard was Supervsor and assisted with
the original dedication.

Sherrard died in Portland at age 66 on January 22,
1941 as the oldest officer in point of service in the U.S.
Forest Service at that time. During a period of 42 years he
served at Washington D.C. national headquarters, Pikes
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the Mt. Flood Fore
Representing the
mas Drew Sherra

nue approximately five
f on the right, It is then
The Sherrard Point tra

Without a Special Use Permit
Bob Bjornsen

We were in the back of a bus, remnants of the
overhead who fought one of the W-W's worst fires in this

ed a vista of the Anthony Lakes
1986, the talk turned to vignettes

The Anthony fire, as it became known, had its
tragedies in loss of 3 lives; loss of an air tanker and two

of prime timber. Yet
ember more vividly,
the sadness over the

years.
At GHQ we had run out of fire time slips to sign up the

bus loads of Burnside winos who were rolling in to
augment the 3,000 men on the line. We'd also run out of
vehicles to fetch
Hadley (honcho
bus to get more s
lane forest road,

Peak National Forest in Cob., Cascade National Forest
and st in Oregon.

family at the re-dedication were
Hunt, W-W Administrative Officer, called me that he had Tho rd (son), T.H. Sherrard II (grand-

son), Connie Sherrard (daughter-in-law), Peter Lynch
(grandson), Margaret Lynch, and Kathy Walsh and
David Deupree.

Larch Mountain is reached by taking Corbett exit 122
from Hwy. 84. After climbing Corbett Hill turn left on
Scenic Highway and conti miles to
Larch Mount Road turnof 14 miles
to Larch Mtn. picnic area. ii leaves

S herrard Po the north edge of the parking lot and it is approximately '/
mile to Sherrard Point.

Sherrard family with Al Weisendanger (lower R) at
Sherrard PT dedication.



mountainand inspect Special Use Permit. It had
recently been issued to Hood River Craig Rats for
their occupancy and use. answer to my casual remark
was a very unexpected, "Let's go."

By mid afternoon we had our gearsnowshoes, back-
packs, sleeping bags, personal equipment and evening
lunch and were headed for Cooper Spur Ski Area. We

started up the old FS trail leading from Cooper Spur to
Cloud Capa trail neither of us had ever been on. Shortly
before sundown we stopped and had our evening meal of
canned smoked oysters, cheese and cracker that Milt had
brought from home. The snow was good with 4" to 6" of
light snow over the pack. We were fortunate to have some
moonlight and were able to follow the trail without a
great deal of trouble. I was assured by Milt that if we were
unable to continue up the mountain that we would have no
difficulty in spending the night in a snow bank as he had
slept in the snow before, I was glad that we weren't put to

were greeted by several Craig Rats who had
trip up the mountain by snow cat. We stayed
th them and Milt made whatever observations
n regards to the Special Use compliance and

and then to the ranger station to complete the report.
Although this excursion worked out satisfactorily I

learned to be careful about my suggestions to Milt if I
wasn't ready to meet his challenge. I much appreciated
and respected Milt as an individual and as a ranger. He
had a great deal of physical stamina, would eat his share
of the smoke on escaped slash fires and could hold his own
verbafly as several of you old timers will attest.

of more than 16 years as a district
vilege to become acquainted with
ers, trappers, loggers, and miners,
beautiful Stillaguamish and Sauk

was only after I had moved
e somewhat unique character
in which some became involve

e time covered a period of more than 30 years
beginning about 1895. At that time, the Sauk Va
the town of Darrington was being settled. Altho

people were interested in
Some made substantial
ed permanent homes. The
built to serve the Uncle C

boy. He was to play a prominent part in this story. Sam
Strom is the principal character. Sam, a young Scan-
dinavian, had a homestead about 15 miles east of
Darrington and about a mile west of the Bedel place. He
was a hard rock miner and worked part time at the Monte
Cristo mine when not being busy on his homestead. Sam
built a good sized two-story house on his claim from native
split cedar boards. Although a bachelor, he built the build-
ing large enough to house a large family. Actually, the
house was intended as a stopping place for travelers going

party to whom Brown (purportedly) willed his homestead
completed the necessary steps to have the claim patented.
When the non-existent will was probated, witnessess
claimed they had seen the will but it was lost and not
available to be submitted for probate. The court accepted
the witnesses' testimony that there had been a will wit-
nessed by two or more persons, and Brown's property
passed to one of two brothers who were among those who
claimed to have seen the lost will.

that! am given a Christian burial."
Strom proceeded to carry out

alleged will. He asked me to wit
Browns' body from the grave on his

CLOUD CAP REMEMBERED
Evan Jones

It was in the early afternoon on a bright and sunny
April day in 1954 and I was working on timber records in
the old ranger office at Parkdale-Hood River District of
the Mt. Hood. I casually mentiqned to District Ranger
Milt Andrews that we should go to Cloud Cap Inna large
log structure built years ago by the Union Pacific
Railroad at timberline on the northeast side of the

the
the
His

arrived there in late afternoon and spent an hour or so
turning the FS rig around as the road was deeply rutted
and icy. We then got our snowshoes and packs on and

the test that night.
We arrived at Cloud Cap after a climb of a good many

vertical feet about 11 PM. We announced our unexpected
arrival and
made their
the night wi
he needed i
then we snowshoed down the mountain to the waiting rig

Was It Retribution?
John Ray Bruckart

During the period
ranger, it was my pri
many of the early settl
who first settled the
Valleys. It that I became
aware of th of the area and
high drama d.

One such an epic, and there were others hardly less
dramatic, that I have decided I might evaluate at this
time as all of the principals have long since passed from
the scene.

Th and
had its hey
east of ugh
this was a heavily timbered country, most of the 15 or so
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residents were homestead claimants. Thus, the majority
of these the land and not the
timber. improvements and
establish original wagon road,
that was uster and Goat Basin
mines at the headwaters of the tributaries of the Sauk,
had fallen into disuse with the closing of the mines, and all
but a few settlers gave up and left their homesteads but
not before obtaining patent to the land.

One of the settlers remained on his homestead claim
until his death about 1930. Jim Bedel had married an
Indian woman and raised a family of two girls and one

to the mine in Monte Cristo.

Sam Decided to Seek His Fortune
During the Klondike gold rush, (1897-1898) Sam Strom

decided to seek his fortune in the northern gold fields. He
did not want to abandon his homestead on the Sauk,
however. He arranged with a close friend of his, John
Brown, another homesteader, to look after his place.
Brown was an older man and had a 160 acre homestead a
few miles west of the Strom claim.

During Sam Stroms absence in the north, John Brown
lived in the Strom house at least part of the time. While
living in the Strom house he became sick and died. As I
recall from Forest Service records in the district files, the

When Sam Strom returned from the Klondike, he
learned that his friend, Brown, had died in his house and
was buried in his front yard.

Strom continued to maintain his house on the Sauk
River although in the meantime he married, raised a
family, and had a year-long residence in Darrington. He
visited his homestead on the Sauk several times each year
at which time he made needed repair on the house and
generally kept the house and grounds in good condition.

He Found a Sheet of Paper
On one of these trips while making repairs in one of

the rooms of the house, he noticed a loose board and upon
investigation, later stated he found a sheet of paper on
which was written a statement about as follows: "I, John
Brown, am alone, sick and dying, and hereby will to my
friend, Sam Strom, my gun and homestead, providing

the provisions of the
ness the removal of
Sauk River property.

(Continued next page)



Later, his attorney arranged for a date when the will
he found would be presented to the Snohomish County
Court in Everett. On the appointed day, necessary wit-
nesses, of which I was one, were assembled in the court
room where the attorney attempted to have the will ac-
cepted for probate. Unfortunately for Strom, the judge
refused to have the will recognized because there were no
witnesses.

There were four individuals involved in the successful
effort to circumvent John Brown's wish for the disposition
of his property on the Sauk River. There were two
brothers. One was killed in a saloon brawl in Granite
Falls. The other was involved in a shooting incident in
which his adversary lost his arm. For his part in the
shooting affair, he was hauled into court, convicted, and
served five years in the penitentiary. The third person, a
packer, was killed in a snow slide at Monte Cristo. The
fourth, Jim Bedal, suffered a stroke and was a helpless
invalid until he died about 15 years later.

Thus it appears retribution was visited upon the four
persons involved in the alleged plot that later resulted in a
tragedy for all of them.

Anyone who is familiar with the Lake Chelan area will
no doubt recognize the name of Gordon Stuart, operator of
the Domke Lake Resort for most of his lifetime. I met
Gordon Stuart during the summer of 1942 when I was a
summer student employee as a Forest Guard at Lucerne
on upper Lake Chelan, on what was then the Stehekin
District of the Chelan National Forest.

World War II was in full swing, all visitors to the
Forest had to be registered, and the Holden Mine was in
full production, mining copper for the war effort. The
Aircraft Warning Service was in operation with Domke
Mountain being one of the stations designated to provide a
24-hour-a-day watch for Japanese aircraft.

One of my duties, with the aid of two pack horses (no
saddle horse), was to pack in the lookout personnel and to
make a weekly trip with water and groceries up the 4½
miles to the lookout.

The lookouts were a young couple recently married,
whose names unfortunately escape me. I do vividly recall
their having a cake to celebrate my 21st birthday, and
toasting the occasion with my first legally purchased
bottle of beer, carefully transported to the lookout in-
sulated in a length of stovepipe in a load of gear on one of
my trusty packhorses! Anyhow, in mid-season this couple
had a disagreement with District Ranger Bill Sham-
baugh, and decided to quit.

Well, back to Gordon Stuart, the principal in this little
story. There had been a small fire near his resort and I
was instructed to go investigate and complete the fire
report. When I arrived at the Domke Lake Resort Gordon
said, "Well, first we better go out and see if we can catch a
fish". After a short trip trolling up the Lake and back we
returned with two trout about a pound each which he gave
to me (and gratefully accepted). Then after a period of
visiting, and a drink or two, insisted upon the by the host
as I recall, we completed the fire report. Eventually the
conversation got around to the lookout situation and the
Aircraft Warning Service. Gordon had a cleft palate or
'harelip' and had a very distinctive way of speaking. I
don't think I will ever forget his final, irreverent com-
ment, which was; "You tell ol'Bill that if he will get a
patriotic whore from Seattle, I'll take that lookout for
him!"

Well, unfortunately or fortunately as y
view it, Bill didn't choose to follow Gordo
Harry Tuttle and his wife were hired and
up to the lookout where they spent the fal
'42-43.

Gr..n

The local packer provided the transportation to
Darrington where the remains were shipped to a funeral
home in Arlington.

Strom then arranged for a funeral and burial in the
Arlington, Wa., cemetery.

My Memory of Gordon Stuart
Don Allen
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1 and winter of



ting season was
xperience I had i
Ranger District

or of some of the hunters, I
ing this particular hunting
stormy as it often is in the
Wash. Late one night some

they were unable to
They explained

west of Oregon But

them at ca
ir camp sup
camp all set
they started

the day before. Near Oregon Butte
hunters were camped several miles
I took the north branch of the trail

found a man lying in the middle of the trail, obviously
dead. Some of the members of the hunting party had
agreed to meet me at Oregon Butte, ut they never
showed up. I went back to Oregon Butte and telephone the
sheriff in Dayton to report the hunter's death and ask for
advice on what to do next. The sheriff asked me if I could
bring the body back to the road's end where he would
meet me. I agreed to try, but I definitely was not sure how
I would accomplish this task.

Back at the place where I had found the hunter, I tied
my horse to a tree nearby and while I was trying to make
up my mind how I was going to handle this situation I took
numerous pictures of the scene as I had found it. These
were to be used in a report the sheriff had asked me to
make. The man was good-sized, certainly larger than I
was, but I thought that if I could get him up across the
saddle I could tie him there with the rope I had on the
saddle. However, I looked over at my horse, Tommy, and
realized that I might have one heck of a time convincing
him to do the pack-horse job. Tommy was a real good
saddle horse, but he was set in his ways when it came to
unusual situations, and obviously he did not like being
near this dead man. In fact, he was looking at me in a way
that seemed to say, 'Let's get out of here!" My exact
thoughts at that instant.

I had just about reached the conclusion that I would
have to go back to the road's end and see if I could get
some help. Then to my total disbelief, I heard someone
coming up the trail from the north. It turned out to be the
answer to my prayer. Here was the camp tender from a
sheep camp with a saddle horse and a pack horse. This
pack horse made no fuss about the load we put on his back
and we went on to the road's end where the sheriff and the
coroner were waiting for us. Some of the members of the
hunting party were there to answer numerous questions
about what had happened. (Later, the coroner ruled that
the man's death was from natural causeswhatever that

the sheriff to notify the dead man's
of his death, the members of the hunting
on with their hunting never allowing an
death of a hunting partner to interfere

Honoring A Century Member*
MM. "Red" Nelson

Harold Smith's 100th birthday was January 28, 1986.
He started his career as a ranger on the Deschutes in 1911
after passing the Ranger examination. Most of his career
was in R-10. He has been a frequent contributor to Tim-
ber-lineswith two stories by him in the last issue.

Bob Carlson, and Joe Elliott (who represented the
club in giving him a Gold pin and letter, report he has a
bit of trouble getting about (uses a walker) but his mind
was most alert. He has lived since leaving Oregon in 1981
in Berkeley, CA, with his daughter Lorene (Mrs. William
Harsh). She considers herself a kind of Forest Service
"brat" having been born in Bend but lived most of her life
in Alaska traveling and living with her dad.

Harold Smith with daughter Lorene Harsh

*I4arold Smith passed away December 19, 1986 at Berkeley, CA about
five weeks before his 101stbirthday.

No Reason to Stop Hunting
Jack Groom

Hun never my favorite time of year
and an e n 1940 when I was a ranger on the
Touchet of the Umatilla National Forest
left me puzzled by the behavi
have never forgotten it. Dur
season the weather was very
high country of southeastern
hunters knocked on my door at Godman Ranger Station
and told me that one of their party had become lost and

find him.
that their party had left the road's end
te, and that one hunter was unable to

keep up with the rest of them so he asked them to go ahead
and he would catch up with mp. All of them
were walking and had the plies on a pack
horse. When they got their up and this one
hunter still had not arrived, back to see what
had become of him, but after looking until dark they
decided they needed help.

Early the next morning I brought my horse by trailer
to the road's end where the hunters had started walking

the trail forks and the
south of that point. So
thinking that perhaps

he had missed that turnoff. I had gone about a mile when I
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It Was a Problem

means.)
After asking

family in Dayton
party went right
incident like the
with a long-planned hunting expedition!



Around Labor Day of 1955 Northern California and
Southern Oregon experienced a series of the most severe
lightning storms ever recorded in that area. Many major
fires were started, including the Haystack Fire on the
OakKnolI Ranger District of the Klamath National Forest

the Rogue River Valley
only were the airports

Forest Service lookouts

fires but because of the smoke no one really knew how
many, how big or where they all were. All of us were
pretty busy for more than a week on a minimum sleep and
maximum effort basis. I remember getting home for the
first time in a week after it all started. It was for the first

night's sleep J'm had for
about 4a.m. to take a lo
k to take over one of their

One of the crew hiked out to their crew wagon and
picked up an old end hook rope. Then, much to my con-
sternation, they lassoed the bear and tied him between a
couple of small hemlocks. After using all the burn oint-
ment in our first aid kits the next problem was to let him
loose. Well, we got the rope off of him but I'm quite sure
the bear had fewer cuts, scratches and bruises than most
of us. The last we saw of him he was just getting into high
gear. His hind legs were reaching up about his ears and
his front paws were just visible under his rump.

I was always real partial to young bears after that for
this one kept a logging crew working on a fire they didn't
like by providing an hour or so's diversion. U

I had dug all of the outdoor privy holes in
twelve USFS. campgrounds. After
receiving my blasting card I effortlessly blew
up all the old privy houses so designated for
disposal by my boss John Poppino. Pieces of
one of them at Hambone Springs went into
orbit, creating the first outdoor privy in
space. Later on used by John Glenn!

ur arrival at the sales
watershed, Dick said,
check utilization on the

unit." After a rugged 45-minute trip clear to the bottom of
the unit, Dick said, "Hell, LeRoy, how come they left all
these merch logs on this unit?" My weak reply was:
"Hell, Dick, they ain't logged it yet." If you ever un-
derstood Dick's G.M.R. grading system (I never did), I
got a ZERO on that one.

on a report. I worked
honest deal. The dead
were in on time and I
date was June 10, 1978.
30, 1979!

No wonder I was at the airport when my ship c
My regards to all wonderful Forest Service

The Ernie Price at Lakeview"Is that a Gys
Gieser you can see from your front yard?"U

BEAR HELPS
KEEP FIREFIGHTERS

Dick Worthington

which was eventually to exceed 150 thousand acres. With
the normal air flow in the area
quickly filled with smoke. Not
closed, most of the State and
could not see.

On the Rogue River National Forest we had a lot of

full the period, only to be rousted
out gging crew into Crater Lake
Par fires.

The fire about a mile from the highway was
smouldering in very heavy duff. No water was anywhere
near so it was a dry mop-up showjust the kind of
operation a logging crew au solutely hates! I remember
about 10 or 10:30 a.m. as we were eating lunch a yearling
bear showed up. We threw him some sandwiches, and he
thought we were great. Then we noticed that his paws
were burnt and he was obviously in pain because he'd lick
them frequently.

RECORDS
LeRoy W. Layton

I may hold a record in the U.S. Forest Service but I
am not sure. Maybe even more than one. Here is a brief
summary of my feats as a Forestry Tech on the Mt. Hood
NF from 1957 to 1985:

I set up the first standards for our district
safety program: CORK BOOTS AND HARD
HATS REQUIRED WHEN EMPTYING THE
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OFFICE WASTEPAPER BASKETS... A
BOTTLE OF WINE AND A RAZOR BLADE
AS STANDARD 1ST AID KIT EQUIP-
MENT... "WET YOUR PANTS INSTEAD
OF THE WATERSHED" WAS THE
MOTTO. . . and NO SMOKING SIGNS TO BE
POSTED ON ALL FIRE LINES CON-
STRUCTED ON ALL MAJOR FIRES. These
standards are still in force on the Estacada
R.D.

I was a Sale Administrator (Certified) for more than
thirteen years. I was admonished by Ranger John
Ncllhenny for permitting a logger to yard logs with a D-9
Cat on a skyline show within 100 feet of Fish Creek. "I
don't get no respect" was my motto, and I wonder why?

Supervisor Dick PfHf wanted to do a G.M.R. on one of
the sales I administered. Upon o
area located in the South Fork
"LeRoy, let's go over the hill and

One time I worked day and night to meet a dead line
an honest day and expected an

line date was met, all the papers
was mighty proud. The dead line
Somebody moved it to September

ame in.
friends.
er or a



In the spring of 1909, 1 wrote to the forest supervisor of
the Snoqualmie Forest in Seattle inquiring about the
opportunity of employment with the Forest Service. A
short time later I received an application form from the
supervisor's office which I completed and returned.

On July 6, 1 was instructed by the district ranger to
report to his headquarters at Index, Wash., for duty.
Index is and was a small town on the Great Northern

west of Skykomish.
first duty would be t
right-of-way from S

telegraph station
Wellington which
Northern two and

Wellington was the scene of a disastrous snow
avalanche during March 1910 that resulted in the death of
one hundred passengers, railroad crewmen and railway
mail clerks. The victims on the siding at Wellington were
on the Spokane local and fast mail train waiting for the
snow blockade on both sides of the tunnel to be removed.

the depot.
The summer of 1909 was not particularly difficult

from the standpoint of fires starting along the railroad
right-of-way. Several small fires were started by the coal
burning locomotives taking the trains up the mountain
east of Scenic but these were extinguished by the railroad
track walkers. The railroad had several miles of wood

es. However, a
short distance
people because

I sent a telegram to the district ranger at Index
asking for help. At about noon that day, two guards who
were at Index working with the district ranger got off the
passenger train. I took them down the track where the fire
was smoldering in the roots of a large hollow cedar and a
couple of hemlocks. The two guards sized up the situation
with me and one turned to me and said that in his opinion I

The following day was Sunday and before we went to
bed that night, Rudie. being quite religious, wondered if it
would be all right to work on the fire on Sunday. I
suggested that I thought in this situation it would be
necessary. Rudie agreed and we spent most of Sunday

the ranger examine squatters' homestead claims
North Fork of the Skykomish River. We measured
ared area on each claim, wrote up a description and

The purpose of the examination was to determine if
the Forest Service would be justified in contesting the
claim for non-compliance with the homestead law. this
law provided for residence on the land, livability of the
dwelling and minimum acreage under cultivation. In
those cases where there was lack of evidence that the
squatter was not really acting in good faith by reason of
lack of improvements, the Forest Service would protest
the issuance of a patent to the land at a hearing before
representatives of the General Land Office, a branch of
the Department of the Interior.

volume tables furnished by the District. We made our
headquarters in an abandoned miner's cabin on Miller
River. The forest guard assigned with me to compile the
cruise data was the same individual who refused to help

compiling cruise data than he was to fight fire. As a
result, I did most of the work while he took off Saturday
and would not show up until the following Tuesday.

Most of the housekeeping chores were left to me so our
"friend" lived the life of "Riley". Or so he thought
because the supervisor finally decided that he would not
make a desirable forest officer. Although he passed the
Forest Ranger examination that was given in November
1909, the supervisor took steps to have him stricken from

Being the first ranger on the newly created Manisti-
que Ranger District of undeveloped Hiawatha country
was interesting and challenging. In addition to the protec-
tion and development of the resources of the area it was
important to cultivate the firendship of the scattered
residents who lived in the occasional hunting lodge, resort

never knew him by any other name than Klondike
ey. To reach his isolated cabin one had to take a
w winding road from the Steuben community to a
farm back in the hardwoods where Phi] Hermann

kept a few cows, raised some hay and pota
a few chickens and a fat pig. (Incidentall
Hermann went to Michigan State College
nationally known dairy authority.) Altho
farm appeared to be the end of the road,
far end of the clearing a barely passable

with one remaining logging camp
Charley lived. At the far end of this

stique and Lake Superior Railroad

WORK "PAID OFF"
FOR NEW EMPLOYEE

John Ray Bruckart**

Railroad about twelve miles Ranger
Jackson advised me that my o patrol
the Great Northern Railroad cenic, a

and resort at Scenic Hot Springs, to
was at the west portal of the Great

one-half mile railroad tunnel.

The Ranger furnished me with a notebook for a diary
but had no fire tools or camp equipment available. I, extinguish the small fire near Scenic that previous
therefore, rustled my own and proceeded to Scenic and set summer. It turned out he was no more eager to work
up my camp back of the telegraph station which served as

snow sheds east of Scenic and these track walkers were
employed for protection of these structur the civil service eligible list.
small fire that started along the track a
west of Scenic did not interest the railroad
no railroad property was immediately threatened. I
worked to control this small fire for a couple of days with
only marginal success and decided I needed some help.

Two Guards Came to Help

did not need help and furthermore the district ranger was
quite unhappy with me for asking for help. So he took
the first train back to Index.

Fortunately the other guard whose name as I
remember was Mack Rudie, a YMCA secretary working
during his summer vacation, stayed and helped.

extinguishing the fire.
In late August of 1909 the district ranger directed me

to move to Miller River about two miles west of
Skykomish to assist with a timber cruising project for a

39

few weeks after which time I was transferred to Index to
assist
on the
the cle
size of cabin.

Detailed to Compile Cruises
After we finished the examination of claims on the

North Fork of the Skykomish River, another forest guard
and I were detailed to compile the cruise sheets that was
the result of the timber cruise on Miller River using

The Food Was Local
The Tale of Kiondike Charley

Edward C. DeGraaf

or isolated cabin. Each of these isolated back-country
residents often were highly individual characters. One
such individual was Klondike Charley.

I
Charl
narro
little

toes, as well as
y a son of Phil
and became a

ugh the Hermann
if one went to the
single track road

continued on through the woods.
After a mile or two of this road one came to an old

clearing cabin where
Klondike clearing the
old Mani had a rusty

(Continued next page)



set of railroad tracks where occasionally carloads of
pulpwood were hauled to market. In addition a weekly
mail car, consisting of an old automobile on a nosy hand-
car chassis provided postal service to pulpwood camps
and kept up its franchise.

Klondike Charley lived in his cabin in almost com-
plete harmony with nature. He himself had a neat per-
sonal appearance and this standard prevailed in his
housekeeping and in the clearing. Besides his garden of
potatoes, strawberries, radishes, carrots and onions he
had a flower bed of nasturtiums and zinnias.

One of Charley's special qualities was his communion
with the wild animals of the area. The deer, grouse,
rabbits, bear and other creatures accepted him as one of
them. Next to his cabin door was a bedded down spot
where a large whitetailed buck slept each night like a
watch dog. This was in spite of the fact that Charley had a
salt lick about 150 yards away from his cabin where he
would shoot a deer from his doorway when he needed a
supply of meat. Grouse hung around his cabin clearing
like farmyard chickens while local birds were
everywhere.

A short walk from his clearing was a beaver dam and
pond where Charley liked to watch the beavers. Here
Charley showed me something I'd never seen before or
since. On a small stream he pointed out a little dam made
of smailsized aspen limbs which he said was a practice
dam built by young beavers. The adult beavers trained
the young ones to cut sticks and secure them with mud so
as to dam the small stream.

tory
One special relationship of Charley's was with a big

black bear. This bear's territory included Charley and his
clearing with the surrounding woods, trails and wild berry
patches. Charley told me about this bear and how they got
along. They passed each other on the trails and at times
the bear would move aside to let Charley pass. The bear
came to Charley's clearing periodically to give it a
curious inspection. It appeared the bear had accepted
Charley as one who shared his territory. However on one
of his berry picking ventures Charley encountered the
bear who acted very surly and would not give way to
Charley.

The bear was very threatening so Charley retreated
down the trail with the bear shuffling a few steps behind.
Charley got to his cabin door without the bear rushing
him. Once inside, the bear left. Charley in the meantime
had gotton his loaded rifle. He went outside and returned
to the trail they had just come down. The bear was hiding
beside the trail waiting for Charley. He raised up to make
a lunge at Charley who made a quick shot, killing the bear
as it reared on its hind legs. I happened to call at the old
man's cabin shortly after the shooting occurred and
Charley was still shaking. He took me to the trail and
showed me the dead bear. He could not understand what
had changed the bear unless it was a variation of the old
Indian remark that "any bear is jealous in a berry patch"
since it was in berry season. It ended with Charley
skinning out the bear and having bear meat to eat for a
while.

One thing that needed to be con
on Charley was that he cooked and
creatures. This would include mud
woodchucks, rabbits, etc., as well

bear. If you arrived near meal time you were expected to
eat hearty of whatever was in the pot. I once ate mud
turtle stew from a kettle that included head, feet and
shell. Muskrat in turn tasted as good as snowshoe rabbit.
Trout were available in the creek and Charley caught fish
on occasion when he wanted a mess.

In thinking back on Kiondike Charley's way of life, I
marvel at his primative way that was in close harmony
with nature. The creatures of the woods had accepted
him, his cabin and the clearing as part of their en-
vironment. Charley lived out his days on this basis.

sumate District Ranger who possesse
being able to perform the hands-on chor
while providing the technical knowhow
multiple resources.

I was Lee's assistant back in the days when we were
the only year-long employees on the 500,000 acre Silver
Lake District, Fremont Forest. If you've been to Silver
Lake, you know it's a long way from nowhere; 80 miles SE
of Bend, and 100 miles NW of Lakeview. Really out in the
boon ies.

Of necessity we had to be carpenters, mechanics,
plumbers and electricians. There was no way of getting
such help within a reasonable time; within a limited
district budget; without commercial telephone service.
But that was no problem because Lee could do all those

I was his willing apprentice, go for, and general
laborer. A learning experience that was to serve me in
good stead later on in my career. I marveled at his skill by
comparison with my bumbling efforts. He was probably
the best jury rigger the FS has seen; taking scraps of iron,
rusty bolts and assorted odds and ends to fashion

Until we were erecting a power distribution line for
the Ranger Station electrical service from our newly
installed Witte, one lung diesel light plant. Once again Bob
was the laborer, climbing the poles with spurs to place
insulators and thread the line.

One windy day, as the project neared completion, a
splice was required in the heavy line laying on the ground
between two poles. The job called for a lot of soldering and
insulation wrapping. Lee decided to get out of the wind
and instructed me to feed one end of the line into the cab of

through the opposite door. Whereupon he proceeded to do
a beautiful job of splicing the linegot the picture?

I knew what was going to happen, but mine wasn't to
reason why, only to do or die. The result was a securely
spliced line running from one pole through the pickup to
the next pole. I thought I had a pretty good ex-marine
vocabulary, but I learned some new ones that day.

Epilogue. I've been saving this story for Lee's
retirement party, which never came off. For, after 52
years as a dedicated FS employee, he managed to leave
the outfit with only a modest coffee hour to mark his
departure. U

In Almost Complete Harmony

The Bear's Tern Included Charley

sidered when calling
ate any of the local
turtles, porcupines,

as grouse, deer and
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When Discretion Was the
Better Part of Valor

Bob Bjornsen
Those who have worked with Lee Corbin, know him as

an intensely practical man, one who can do everything
from shoe a horse to fix a balky engine. He was the con-

d the lost art of
es on his District,
of managing the

jobs with one hand tied behind him.

something that worked well. I never saw him make a
mistake, that is--.

his pickup, where he could roll the window up and cut out
wind flow. He then instructed me to feed the other end



Bugs Help Smokechasers
Donald Peters

It was late June or early July of 1939. The dayt
temperatures had been very hot for several consecu
days, and the buildup of thunderheads indicated an
coming lightning storm.

elements combined and
two or three-day period
ed approximately forty
mount of rain had fallen

over the district but it was just enough to moisten the flash
fuels and to raise the humidity sufficiently to keep the
fires from spreading rapidly. Most of the strikes hit
ponderosa pine snags of which there were many in those
days as this was during an era before timber sale con-
tracts required the felling of snags in a sale area. It was
also before the practice of salvage logging.

I was stationed at the time at Ellis Guard Station and
was sent to several of the fires whose smoke could only be
seen from Arbuckle Mtn. L.O. After getting those that
could readily be found, we had a problem with others
which were only emitting intermittent puffs of smoke. In
those days radio communication was not available to a
smokechaser and one had mainly to rely on his
and the lookout's azimuth, verical angle and land

Occasionally an intermittent puff of smoke w
forth and thus enable the smokechaser to find

felling the tree its rotten trunk would burst mt
as it hit the ground, and unless flames or smok
larger according to the lookout's judgment n
r aid would be sent the initial attack fireman. H

Other tree fires which were not receiving sufficient
oxygen or where the rotted wood was too damp to permit
the fire to burst into flame presented problems; however,
upon close scrutinyespecially shortly after daybreak or
late evening at times when the temperature had cooled
offthe smokechaser would observe swarms of gnats
hovering around the area where the fire existed. Having
this clue to go on, further observance of the tree would

I wonder whether or not other retirees or presen
smokechasers have used or still use this technique. I
chased smoke on quite a few eastside forestsnone
of the Cascade summitbut never encountered
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Here is an item taken from Edna's scrap book,
received by Ranger Cooper at Galice 50 years ago. I hope
that some of the old timers will enjoy it. It accompanied a
job application from a young dreamer on the East coast.

"I always wanted to become a forest ranger. The first
reason for wanting to be a forest ranger is that a ranger is
an adventurer, bronzed with the sun, his body is muscular
and healthy from the constant outdoor life. His green
uniform blends with the green of the trees, a forest ranger
presents a striking picture. He is a symbol of that
dynamic work that is forestry."

"Then to who wouldn't like a job in which the whole
outdoors is his office, where the air is as sweet as a fresh

PS to his post on horseback. At other times he
his trusty legs. This modern guard of the
have wings also, that he may fly to an
He can drive a tractor or a ten wheel truck.

Finally, all the contributing
all "hell" broke loose. Within a
the Heppner district experienc
lightning-caused fires. A small a

compass
marks.
ould give
his fire.

Upon o
flame e
grew o
furthe e
stayed with his fire until it was out! And woe to those who
didn't!

ofttimes yield a puff of smoke, and the source of the fire
could be determined.

t day
have
west
this

phenomenon elsewhere. Has any of our other readers? U

ime
tive
on-

MIRACLE MAN
George Morey

cut apple, and where the lakes are glittering at his feet
and with a roof of branches over his head? Sometimes the
ranger gallo
depends on
forest may
emergency.
His is no rocking chair job, it's a job for rugged hemen."

I hope that this young man realized his dream. U



National
stationed
Sherrard
Forester.

The P.A. would rev up the big, old War I water tanker,
with solid rubber tires, haul me aboard and away we
would go. Albert was always there to help us; he worked
with gusto and had some pretty graphic descriptions of
the "ignoramus" who caused the fire. Albert started his

When my grandparents moved to San Jose, Calif.,
from Vermont, they purchased Col. Greeley's family
home and apricot orchard. When Col. Greeley stopped at
the Ranger Station one summer my dad showed him a
magnificent panoramic view of the orchard in full bloom.
Needless to say, my father honored Greeley's request for
copies of the picture. U

In the early spring of 1939 I
reported to Ditch Creek Guard St
station of several, to be occupied
Heppner District of the Umatilla For

right hand man in fire matters to Chris Chriswell,
ssistant Ranger.

Days were long and weary from riding many mil
ompany with sheep allotment camp tenders and c
ssociation riders or cowhands.

Upon being hired for the season by Supervisor Carl
Ewing we were informed that we would be occupying the
Ditch Creek Guard Station, but somewhere along the line
Ranger Weymeyer hadn't been in on the planning or
otherwise informed.

Upon arrival at our duty station we were informed
that the station was occupied. The only possible structure
having a roof was a small woodshed without floor, stove,
sink, bed or cupboards. An extra small woodstove was
found around the compound and by use of some sheets of
asbestos the roof and walls were protected against fire. A
few rough boards were nailed against two sides of the
shed and supporting parts to support a bed frame and
mattress. Some discarded apple boxes were nailed to the
walls for cupboards and other storage.

That took care of cooking and sleeping facilities but
you might askwhat about the dirt floors? This problem
was resolved by several buckets of water carried daily,
applied to the earth floor and then vigorously swept with a
broom. Within a few days the dirt hardened and presented

no great dust problem. For myself, having been used to
eating in logging camps, sheep and cow camps, this was
not a new experience. However for a city girl of nineteen
without similar experience, I surely admired, and still do,
the intestinal fortitude it took to accept such a rugged
change in lifestyle to make a marriage work. We lived in
that set-up approximately six weeks before being trans-
ferred to Ellis Guard Station which was to be the center of

WITH GUSTO IN '20s
Wally Wheeler

Today I reminisced about the early 1920s when my
father, Eugene Wheeler, was district ranger of the
Herman Creek Ranger District on the Mount Hood

Forest. Albert Wiesendanger, with family, was
at the Big Eagle Creek campground. Tom
was supervisor and Col. Greeley was Chief

During this period many fires were started by
discarded cigarettes along what is now the old Columbia
River Road.

now famous Fire Prevention programs, one of his first
being at the Cascade Locks High School where the whole
school looked forward to his annual visit and his har-
monica concert afterwards.

WOODSHED HOUSEKEEPING
Don Peters

and my wife, 011ie,
ation, my first duty
that summer on the
est.

My official title was "Administrative Guard"a
glorified assistant to Ranger Fred Wehmeyer as per-
tained to grazing allotment administration and otherwise our activity for another part of the summer.
a then
a

es in
c attle
a
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RESEARCH AT PNW THEN AND NOW

'1
/

PNW mycologist Dr. Jim Trappe studies Mycorrhizal Judy McKeKowski of PNW makes increment boring for
fungi which are beneficial to tree growth. Corvallis Lab research in Timber Inventory Methods.
(about 1980).

Pringle Falls Experimental Forest on the Deschutes NF south of Bend has been the center for many years of much
valuable research on the management of ponderosapine. (Photo early 1930s).



for the dedication of the Wheel
oR) Regional Forester Theodore
f John McGuire; PNW Director R

er Valley. Wind River E
thwest and is still produ
by forest managers.

Research on producing superior grown stock will increase Dr. Hank Thompson's research has produced a natural
productivity on conifer forests. spray to control the highly destructive Tussoch Moth.

Spacing Studies at Wind River Experimental Forest have
attracted foresters from throughout the world. Dick
Miller of the Olympic laboratory explains studies to
Silvicultural Tree Tour.

A distinguished group gathered
National Forest, May 3, 1973. (L t
Secretary J. Phil Campbell; Chie
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Wind River Experiment Station near Carson, WA about
1914. Note snags from Yacolt Burn that ran from Van-
couver to the Wind Riv xp. Forest
was the first in the Nor cing much
valuable research used

er Creek Research National Area on the Siskiyou
Schlapfer; Forest Supervisor Bill Romayne; Under-
obert Buckman; and District Ranger Russ Kahre.



Fremonters Gather for a Picnic-1952
Front L-R: John McDonald, Helen Bjornson, Betty Arm-
strong, Melva Bach. Rear L-R: Ray Knudson, Spike
Armstrong, Jim Thompson, Lillian McDonald, Herb
Hadley, Bonnie Knudson, Will Carey, June Carey and
Mary Offspring. (Photo by Bob Bjornsen)

PACIFIC NORTHWEST REGION

A Lockto the Past

All in uniform at the Naches Ranger Station, Snoqualmie NF August 6, 1956. (L to R) Bob Torheim, DR; Larry
FS; Herb Stone, RF; Richard McArdle, Chief.
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The Ranger CrewSiskiyou National Forest 1938 on steps
of Post Office, Supervisor Office, Grants Pass, OR. Front
Row (L to R) Kermit Lindstedt, Red Nelson, Boyd
Rasmussen. Back Row (L to R) Ed Marshall, Merle
Lowden, Whitey Norgorden.

Locating a fire on Rustler Peak LO, Butte Falls RD,
Rogue River NF. (L to R) Fire Control Officer Luke A Trip to the South 1962
Cernick; LO Bob Greer; Forest Supervisor Carroll R-6 encounters R-1 in R-8
Brown. Gail Baker and Ed Peltier on right



R-6 Forest Supervisors and Inspectors look over the Mt.
Baker, Snoqualmie NF, Sept. 1974(L to R) Glen
Jorgensen, John Rogers, Bill McLoughlin, Bob Tokarczyk
and Wright Mallery.

Packing up for delivery on the Nome Fire in 1938
(Siskiyou NF). This camp on the Illinois River also served
one camp on the Chetco Fire. (Photo by Red Nelson)

Ski enthusiasts survey sites in Willamette NF 1938. (Photo
by Bill Parke)

Plane and crew used to supply several fires on the Siskiyou NF in 1938. (Picture
at Gasquet airport near Crescent City, CA)
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Aircraft Warning Service Station, Columbia Gorge
Ranger District, Mt. Hood NF, 1942. (Photo by Gail
Baker)

Callahan LO on the Umpqua NF
in 1933 was still up a tree by
ladder. (Photo by Jack Smith)



Clarence Edgington,
Olympic NF.

Stevens Pass Winter Sports Administrators Training

Assistant, Quinault RD, Meeting. (L to R): D. Allen; D. McDonald; R. Torheim;
F. Fate; R. Liles.

Ranger Training Group at Wind River Training School-1937. Top, L to R: H. Gustafson, H. Mansfield, R. Anderson, E.
Peltier. Bottom, L to R: H. Hixon, B. Rasmussen, L. Stewart, M. Nelson.

The Regional Foresters and Directors met with the Chief and WO Staff in Portland in July 1979. This picture was taken
at Timberline Lodge on a field trip of the group at that time.
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n the Colville NF. He was Assistant Superv
e Umpqua NF, 1930-1934, Supervisor of the

1935-1937, Supervisor of the Deschutes, 1

a

He served on the Umpqua
ford Pinchot NF at Vancou
before moving to Juneau

Ralph married Alice 1. Seilon of Eugene, Or.,
4 August 23, 1936. In addition to his wife, Alice of

Eugene, he is survived by two sons, James C. Bailey
of Texas; Gerald L. Bailey of Santee, Ca.; and a
daughter. Janis K. Larson, Medford, Or., and three

4

4

a
4

a

4

4
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CARL A. ALBRECHT 1902-1986
Carl A. Albrecht, 83, died in Bend, Ore., April 20,

1986. "Slim" as he was known by his many friends,
spent his entire Forest Service career of 29 years on
the Mt. Hood NF. He was first a lookout and
telephone and radio repairman on the Columbia
Gorge RD, and then on the Barlow RD where he was
also a log scaler. He purchased a home in Dufur,
Ore. in 1947 and resided there until his death.

His wife, Ann, preceeded him in death about
1984. He is survived by a daughter, Joan Carison,
Portland; three sons, Hank of Mt. Angel, Bill of
Dufur, and Jim of Bend, Ore., and six grandchildren.

RALPH EUGENE BAILEY 1911-1987
Ralph E. Bailey, 75, died January 23, 1987 near

San Diego, Ca.
Bailey was born in Roseburg, Or., November 19,

1911. He attended schools in Roseburg and studied
accounting at a Portland business college prior to
joining the F.S. in 1935.

NF at Roseburg, the
ver and at Portland,
Alaska, in R-10 from

Gif
RO
where he retired in 1969.

Altogether he served 38 years in the federal
service.

grandchildren.

ALICE E. BROWN 1915-1986
Alice E. Brown, 71, died August 29, 1986, in a

Portland nursing home.
Alice retired in 1972 as administrative assistant

in the RO Division of Timber Management. She had
worked 32 years for the Forest Service.

Born in Iliamna, AK, she was reared in The
Dalles and Portland and was a graduate of Grant
High School. She was a member of St. Mary's
Catholic Cathedral, the National Association of
Retired Federal Employees and the Forest Service
30-Year Club.

Survivors include two sisters, Ethel F. Brown
and Jane L. Brown, both of Portland.

THOMAS H. BURGESS 1899-1986
Thomas H. "Bud" Burgess, 87, died at his Port-

land home on February 13, 1986, of natural causes.
He retired in 1963 after nearly 40 years with the

Forest Service, all in R-6. From 1939 until
retirement, he was Division Chief of State and
Private Forestry for R-6.

Born in Buffalo, New York, he was a veteran of
'NW I. After the war, he attended Syracuse
University and received a degree in forestry there in
1924.

He began his Forest Service career that same

Jn i+trnwrtum
yearo isor
on the Mt.
Baker 937-
1939, and then came to the R.O. in Portland. He spent
some time on Wenatchee NF.

Survivors include his wife, Anna, Portland; a
daughter, Laura Kingsley, Lebanon, Ore.; two sons,
Thomas H. Jr., Portland, and Alan R., Portland;
nine grandchildren and five great grandchildren.

CLEON S. CLARK 1905-1986
Cleon S. Clark, 81, died December 11, 1986, at his

home near Redmond, Ore.
Cleon was born August 25, 1905, in Laidlaw, Ore.

(now called Tumalo) a small settlement on the
Deschutes River between Bend and Redmond. He
died in the home he had built after retirement, close
to where he was born.

He attended schools in Central Oregon and
earned a Bachelor of Science degree in forestry from
the School of Forestry at Oregon State University in
1932.

Cleon worked his way up the ranks in the Forest
Service beginning in 1928 as a summer employee on
the Deschutes NF. He had a short stint as a flying
cadet in the U.S. Army Air Corps. He returned to the
Deschutes in June of 1933. From the Deschutes he
transferred to the Umpqua NF at Roseburg in 1935
where he served as assistant supervisor. From 1938
to 1941, he was assistant supervisor on the
Deschutes. After working in the Division of Fire
Control in the R.O. in Portland, he was made
Supervisor of the Malheur NF in John Day in 1943.
He transferred from there in 1954 to Supervisor of
the Ochoco at Prineville, where he retired in 1965.

He was a member of the historical societies in
Deschutes and Crook counties, the Canyon City
Masonic Lodge, the Society of American Foresters,
and the Society for Range Management.

Survivors include his wife, Wanda, whom he
married in 1939; two sons, Stanley, Remond, and
David, Rock Springs, Wyo.; a daughter, Karen
Clark, Seattle; two sisters, Freda McDaniels,
Redmond, and Lois Haines, Bend; a brother, Darwin
Clark, Redmond, and two grandchildren.

JOHN G. CLOUSTON 1897-1986
John G. Clouston, 89, died March 5, 1986, in a

Portland hospital.
He was born February 19, 1897, in Rhinelander,

Wis. He spent his early years at his parent's
homestead in Maiheur County, Ore., and at
Clearlake, Wa., where his father was a millwright
for a sawmill.

A 1923 graduate in Range Management from
Washington State University, he started working for
the Forest Service in 1924 on the Umatilla NF where
he was DR of the Heppner RD. While there, he met
and married his wife, Alma, who survives him.

John worked some 33 years for the Forest
Service. He served for several years as Staff Officer
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arrington during W
Norma received

ovidence School of

e couple had lived at Omak where
oyed as a nurse at the Mid Valley
retired in 1975. Many of those with
rked helped care for her in her last

later worked at Spirit lake and then moved to North
Bend on the Snoqualmie NF in 1958. From there he
went to the Siskiyou NF where he was DR at Powers
from 1961 to 1968. He moved to the supervisor's office
at Grants Pass in 1968 and less than a year later to
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on both the Umatilla and Fremont NF. He also had a
short assignment as timber sales officer, Mt. Emily
Lumber Company, out of La Grande, Ore. For a
period during WW II, he was liasion officer between
the Forest Service and the Army at Camp Abbott
(now Sun River) on the Deschutes NF.

John retired in 1957 to become the first
Executive Secretary of the Society for Range
Management, a position he held until 1968.

John was widely known in Range Management
circles and received many awards. He was a Fellow
in SRM and was given a "Special Award" for Out-
standing Service to SRM. In 1982 he received the
Milton M. Mosher "Outstanding Alumnus Award"
from the Department of Forestry and Range
Management, WSU.

Survivors, beside his wife, Alma, of Portland,
are two daughters, Jean Cahill of Hermiston, Ore.,
and Louise Volger of Boulder, Cob.; seven grand-
children and 4 great grandchildren.

NORMA EDNA COOK 1923-1985
Norma Cook, 62, wife of Robert A. "Bob" Cook,

died September 27, 1985, in Omak, Wa. Services were
held in Sedro Wooley, where she was born.

Norma was the daughter of long-time Forest
Service employee, Lawerence W. "Blackie" and
Edna Burns and was rasied in Sauk and Glacier, Wa.
Husband, Bob, whom she married in 1947, was a
long-time Forest Service employee who held a
number of fire management jobs in Washington,
Idaho and Montana. Norma worked for the Forest
Service at D orld War II.

In 1947, a degree in nursing
from the Pr Nursing. She worked
as a registered nurse at several of the locations to
which Bob's career took him.

Since 1968, th
Norma was empl
Hospital until she
whom she had wo
days.

In addition to her husband, survivors include
daughter, Sheryl McKinney, Tonasket, Wa.; son,
Robert H., of Okanogan; sister, Neva Swanson;
mother, Edna Burns, of Sedro Wooley, and six
grandchildren.

ROBERT LYLE COOPER 19 12-1985
Robert L. Cooper, 73, died October 17, 1985, in

Juneau, AK from heart disease and diabetes.
He was born in January 6, 1912, in Elgine, Ii.

Bob, as a youth, was active in the Boy Scouts of
America and at one time was one of only five Eagle
Scouts in the United States. He maintained his in-
terest in the organization throughout his life.

Bob graduated from the School of Forestry at
Oregon State University.

While at OSU he met his future wife, Barbara
Sims, and they were married in 1938 in Washington,
D.C.

He began his career in the Forest Service as a
member of the photographic survey crew under the
direction of Albert Arnst. From that position he
moved to administration work at Baker, Ore., on the

Whitman NF in 1938. After that he spent time at
Tonasket, Okanogan NF: Skykomish, Snoqualmie
NF; and then as DR at Lake of the Woods, Rogue
River NF. (Later part of the Winema).

In 1958 he transferred to R-10 in Juneau, AK,
where he served as Staff Officer in State and Private
Forestry. He retired in 1968 after more than 36 years
with the Forest Service.

Survivors include his wife, Barbara, Juneau; a
son, Kent, Albany, Ore.; daughter, Susan Wilson,
Kailua, HI; four grandchildren, Forest and Lane
Cooper and Andrea and Alyssa Wilson; and a sister,
Vera Gene Berbriski, Titusville, Fla.

BERNICE A. DeGRAAF 1914-1986
Bernice A. "Bea" DeGraaf, 72, died September

25, 1986 in a Portland nursing home. She was the wife
of Forest Service retiree Edward DeGraaf who
worked in the R.O. Division of Operations before
retiring.

Mrs DeGraaf was born in Grand Rapids, Mich.,
and attended schools there. She was a classmate of
former President Gerald Ford in the Grand Rapids
high school class of 1931.

She attended nursing school at St. Luke Hospital
in Chicago and served as a nurse during WW II in
station hospitals in North Africa and Italy. She was a
member of the Women's Overseas League, St. Luke
Hospital Alumni Group, and the St. Andrews
Presbyterian Church. She lived in Portland 29 years.

Surviving are her husband of 40 years, Edward;
sons, Edward C. Jr., of Houston, Tex., and Andrew
A., of Portland; a daughter, Gretchen Wishart, of
Portland, and three grandchildren.

ROBERT M. DUNLAP 1918-1985
Robert M. Dunlap, 67, died November 27, 1985, at

his home in Monroe, Wa.
Born in Niagara Falls, N.Y., August 8, 1918, he

moved with his family to Ca. at the age of five. He
attended schools in the San Francisco Bay area and
then attended Washington State University,
graduating with a forestry degree in 1949.

His first work was with the Department of
Natural Resources in Wa. After five years with the
State, he began his career with the Forest Service on
the Randle RD of the Gifford Pinchot in 1954. He

the Division of Lands in the R.O. His final move was
to the Rogue River NF where he worked in Lands
from 1974 until his retirement in 1978. Bob received
two awards for his work with the Forest Service. One
in 1963 from Regional Forester J. Herbert Stone anl
the other from Regional Forester T.A. Schlapfer.

Survivors include his wife, Helen, Monroe, Wa.;
daughter, Eliabeth; son, Al, and five grandchildren.
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Mr. Dyson retired from the position of Super-
visory Civil Engineer on the Siskiyou NF in 1972.

He held Forest Service engineering positions in
his native Montana and in Idaho of R-1 until moving
to R-6 in 1959.

"A.B." as he was known by
was born June 29, 1900, in Battle
a 1926 forestry graduate of the
nesota.

where he served as fire equipment engineer. In 1957
he transferred to the Pacific Southwest Experiment
Station in Berkeley where he retired in 1960.

After retirement, he worked for several years as
fire control manager on highway construction
projects that required much clearing and burning.

"A.B." served in the Navy in WW I. He held two
patents on specialized fire fighting equipment.

He is survived by a daughter, Midge Wilson,
West Linn, Ore. His wife, Maxine, preceeded him in
death in 1971.

Ira G. Fratnz, 80, died February 20, 1986, in a
Medford, Ore., hospital.

Ira was born December 25, 1906, in The Dalles,
Ore., the oldest of 9 children. When he was 20 years
old, his parents both passed away and he was left to
raise the other 8 children. He started work for the

In 1936 he was promoted to head mechanic and
moved to the North Bend Regional Equipment Pool.
In that position he worked on heavy equipment on
many different forests. He was transferred to
Medford on the Rogue River NF
there to the Siskiyou NF shops in G
he remained until his retirement in

Survivors include his
Ore.; son, William, Seatti
Hawkins, Santa Rosa, Ca.

Laboratory in Madison, Wis., at the
retirement in 1959. He preceded her des

Helen was born in Indianapolis, md
ed Earlham College in Richmond, md.

where Helen spent
Raleigh Hills area.

She was a mem
Church, United Chu

st years of her life in the

the Bethel Congregational
Christ and the Multnomah

folks to Leavenworth, Wa., where they owned a
bakery shop. She helped manage the bakery until
she met and married Jack Handy on Sept. 22, 1936.
She traveled with Jack on his various assignments in
the Forest Service, first with a CCC camp at Camp
Lyman on the Skagit River in 1940; then as DR at
Twisp on the Okanogan NF, 1941-1943; then as DR at

you NF. From there they went to a
charge of fire control on the
they went to the same position on
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EUGENE L. DYSON 1912-1987
Eugene L. Dyson, 75, died January 4, 1987, in

Spokane, Wa.

He was Forest Engineer on the Gifford Pinchot
NF until 1968 when he moved to the R.O. Division of
Engineering and from there to the Siskiyou NF until
retirement.

Altogether he worked for nearly 30 years with
the Forest Service.

Survivors include two sons, Eugene, Kalispell,
Mont. and Jack, Albuquerque, NM.

AMBROSE B. EVERTS 1900-1986
Ambrose B. "A.B." Everts, 86, died September

21, 1986, at Paradise, Ca.
all who knew him,

Lake, Mich. He was
University of Mm-

He started his Forest Service career in April
1927 on the Stanislaus NF in R-5. He also worked on
the Cleveland and Plumas NF in the California
Region. He was detailed to the New England
hurricane project in 1938.

He came to R-6 in 1940, first as Assistant
Supervisor on the Willamette NF and then in the
same position on the Snoqualmie NF. In 1950 he
moved to the Division of Fire Control in the R-6 R.O.

IRA G. FRANTZ 1906-1986

Forest Service in the CCC program in 1932 at
Yakima, Wa.

in 1947 and from
rants Pass where
1966.

After retirement he worked for Josephine
County, and then taught small engine repair and

driver education at the Rogue Community College.
He fully retired in 1980.

wife, Ester, Medford,
e, and daughter, Coleen

HELEN ELLIS HALL 1900-1986
Helen Hall, 86, died May 6, 1986, in a Portland

hospital.
Helen was the widow of J. Alfred Hall who was

Director of the Forest Service Forest Products
time of his

thin 1984.
and attend-

She married
J. Alfred Hall in 1924 and traveled with him on his
many assignments in the U.S. during his
distinguished career in the Forest Service. He was
Director of the Pacific Northwest Experiment
Station in Portland from 1945 to 1951.

They returned to Portland after retirement
the la

ber of
rch of

Athletic Club.
Survivors include a son, Richard, of Seattle and

two grandsons.

MARIE HANDY 1910-1986
Marie Handy, 76, died November 29, 1986, in a

Portland area hospital.
Marie was the wife of retiree Jack Handy who

retired from the Division of Operation in the R.O. in
1974.

Born in Everett, Wa. in 1910, she attended
schools in the Everett area and then moved with her

Agness on the Sisk
staff position in
Okanogan. In 1950
the Wenatchee NF

They moved to the Regional Office in Portland in
1956 where Jack was in charge of Regional building
construction- and the Job Corps program atthe time
of his retirement in 1974.

Surviving Marie is her husbanó, Jack, of Port-
land.
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Survivors include his wife,
Hayes, Friday Harbor; three sons,
Mont.; Allyn, Ketchikan, AK, and
Harbor; a brother, Kirk, Joseph,
children.

Born in Leadville, Cob., he received his early
education in Breckenridge, Cob., and graduated
from Colorado State University with a master's
degree in forestry. He married Margaret Disharoon
while attending college.

Service at age 16. After graduating from college, he
worked as a nurseryman br live years in Halsey,
Neb. He served as a forester in Creed and Yampa,
Cob., and as a staff assistant in the supervisor's
office in Colorado Springs.

He went to Korea in 1947 and served for two

survived by a son, Jo
.; a daughter, Jil Cob
grandson, Allen CoIb

He began his career as a temporary employee
on the Big Horn NF in Wyo. In 1923 he graduated
from Ohio State University with a degree in forest
ecology and botany. He started his permanent
career with the Forest Service in 1927. During WW II
he was deatiled to the Wenatchee and Snoqualmie

at Denison Universit
ional pianist. She was
State Chapter, PEO

a
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x was born in Joseph, Ore.
ranch. After serving in

egan his career on the Wa
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MILFORD W. HARBISON 1900-1987
Milford "Bill" Harbison, 87, died February 1,

1987 in Bend, Or. "Bill" as he was known by his
friends and co-workers, spent his entire F.S. career
of 25 years, except for military service in the South
Pacific in World War II, on the Fremont, NF.

Born in Vincennes, Indiana, January 29, 1900, he
grew up in Indiana. He served in World War I, before
joining the F.S. in 1935, as a Civilian Conservation
Corps foreman at Bly, Or. He worked on various
construction and fire jobs on the Fremont NF until
he retired in 1960. After retirement he first moved to
Indiana and then to his retirement home in Bend, Or.
His first wife proceeded him in death in 1948 and his
second wife in 1981.

Survivors are two sons, John, Bend, and David,
Las Vegas, NV; two daughters, Mary Harbison,
Sacramento, CA, and Marjorie Haynes, Vancouver,
WA; a sister, Lenore Wolf, Albuquerque, NM, and a
brother, Lloyd Harbison, Riverside, CA, and 15
grandchildren, 22 great-grandchildren and 2 great,
great-grandchildren.

MAX W. HAYES 1922-1986
Max W. Hayes, 64, died April 10, 1986, at Friday

Harbor, Wa. He retired in 1976 after a 32-year career
in the Forest Service.

Ma and grew up on the
family the Army in WW
II, he b Ilowa NF. Later he
moved to R-10, and then to R-1 at Missoula, Mont. in
the late 1960's. He returned to R-10 and completed
his career at Juneau, AK, in 1976.

After retirement he moved to Friday Harbor
and resided there until his death.

Vervian Gritton
Tim, Great Falls,
Kenneth, Friday
and five grand-

PHILIP S. HEATON 1911-1986
Philip S. Heaton, 75, died December 18, 1986, in a

Portland hospital.
He retired in 1972 as Assistant Regional Forester

in charge of Recreation with the Forest Service R.O.
in Portland.

He started doing summer jobs with the Forest

years as a forestry adviser to the South Korean
government. After returning to the Forest Service,
he served in Sheridan, Wyo., Denver, and
Washington, D.C.

In 1961 he moved to the R-6 R.O.
Besides his wife, he is hn P.

Heaton, Fort Collins, Cob bath,
St. Lucia, Australia, and a ath.

JOHN F. HENSHAW 1907-1986
John F. Henshaw, 79, died March 23, 1986, in

Butte Falls, Ore.
Mr. Henshaw was born February 3, 1907, in

Bonners Ferry, Ida. The family later moved to
Jackson County, Ore., and he was a member of the
1927 Eagle Point High School class. It was the first
class for the high school.

In 1923 he started working for what was then the
Crater NF of the Forest Service as a seasonal
worker and remained with the Forest Service until
retiring in 1951 as Butte Falls DR. Later Crater
became the Rogue River NF. During his career he
worked on the Siskiyou NF and at the supervisor's
office of the Rogue River NF in Medford.

On July 5, 1930, he married Ernestine Dahack,
who survives him. They lived in Butte Falls for more
than 55 years. Ernestine Dahack Henshaw worked
for the Forest Service for 28 years and retired
January 6, 1986, from the Butte Falls RD.

Henshaw served as Butte Falls mayor and city
councilman. He was a member of the Society of
American Foresters, National Wildlife Federation,
Butte Falls Gun Club, and Butte Falls Lions Club, of
which he was a charter member.

Survivors, in addition to his wife, include one
son, Donald Henshaw, Butte Falls; one brother, L.L.
"Bud" Henshaw, Butte Falls; three grandchildren,
and four great-grandchildren.

FRED %V. JOHNSON 1896-1986
Fred W. Johnson, 90, died June 22, 1986, In

Vancouver, Wa.
He retired as Branch Chief of Wildlife for R-1 at

Missoula, Mont.

NFs to organize fire crews to combat possible in-
cendiary bombs. He served as Supervisor of the
Kaibab NF in Ariz.

He was in the Royal Canadian Air Force in WW
I.

Survivors include his wife, Marie, of Vancouver;
son, John, Lands and Planning Staff Officer for the
Gifford NF; daughter, Ann O'Keefe, of Portland,
and six grandchildren.

ROSE LEA LINDBERG 1900-1986
Rose L. Lindberg, 86, died July 21, 1986, in a

Portland hospital. She was the widow of Raymond C. -
Lindberg who died in 1955 after serving for 20 years
as Regional Training Officer for R-6.

Mrs. Lindberg was born in Waynetown, md. She
attended schools in Ferndale, Wa., and studied
music y in Ohio. She was a
profess a past president of the
Oregon and a member, elder,
and deacon of Westminster Presbyterian Church in
Portland. She was a Portland resident since 1935.
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Survivors include a daughter, Joanne L. Parker,
Albuquerque, NM; a son, Edward C. Lindberg,
Tacoma, Wa.; a brother, J. Harold Brown,
Marysville, Wa.; six grandchildren, and one great..
grandson.

a
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Lindh's wife, Elsa, died July 1,
vived by one son, Ronald, a Forest
and a granddaughter, Christine, an
the Deschutes NF. Both live in Bend,

a

agencies in South Dakota and Oregon before joining
the Forest Service in 1957. During her 20 years with
the F.S. in the R.O., she was editor and associate

a editor of the F.S. information publication, The
Greensheet.

a

Survivors includ
McKichnie, Portland;
Council Grove, Kan.;
great-grandchild.

ology graduate of Washing
a started working seasonally

1934 on the St. Joe NF in I

a
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C. OTTO LINDH 1903-1985
C. Otto Lindh, 82, died September 3, 1985, in a

Bend hospital.
Otto Lindh retired in 1958 as Regional Forester

of R-8 in Atlanta, Ga. after nearly 35 years of service
in the Forest Service. He was a Redmond, Ore.
resident since retirement.

He received his degree in forestry from Oregon
State University and began his Forest Service
career building trails on the Wind River RD of the
old Columbia (Now Gifford Pinchot) NF. He later
worked on the Umatilla, Willamette, Olympic,
Rainier, and Snoqualmie NF. In 1939 he was named
Chief of Fire Control in R-6. In 1946 he transferred to
R-3 and was named R-3 Regional Forester in 1949. In
1955 he was transferred to R-8 as Regional Forester.

1985. He is sur-
Service retiree,
archeologist on
Ore.

GARNET E. LOVE 1908-1986
Garnet E. Love, 78, died June 9, 1986, in a Port-

land nursing home.
Garnet retired from the R-6 Division of In-

formation and Education in December 1977 after 29
years of government service. She worked for other

After retirement, Garnet was secretary-
treasurer of the F.S. 30-Year Club from 1980 to 1985.

She was a member of the Trinity Episcopal
Church.

ed her daughter, Daisy
a sister, Marian Dolquest,
two grandchildren, and a

H. DONALD MILLER 1915-1985
Herbert Donald "Don" Miller, 70, died Sep-

tember 25, 1985 in a Portland, Ore., hospital of
cancer and emphysema.

A 1938 wildlife bi ton
State University, Don for
the Forest Service in da.
He also spent time with the Soil Conservation Serv-
ice and the Pacific Northwest Experiment Station.

He received a permanent appointment as a
range examiner on the Malheur NF in 1946. From
there he transferred to the Barlow RD on the Mt.
Hood as DR in 1949. Later he was DR on the
Chesnimnus RD of the Wallowa-Whitman. He moved
to the position of assistant in charge of wildlife at the

Regional Office of R-8 in Atlanta, Ga., but returned
to R-6 to the position of Staff Officer in charge of
recreation, wildlife, range and watershed on the
Ochoco NF.

In 1958 he was assigned as DR on the Joseph RD
of the Wallowa-Whitman NF where he served until
he retired in 1974.

Survivors include his wife, Fran, Joseph, Ore.; a
stepson in Renton, Wa.; a brother, Harold, of
Joseph, and two granddaughters.

GRACE PAINE MORRIS 1911-1986
Grace Morris, 75, widow of Pacific Northwest

Station fire researcher, William G. Morris, died of
heart failure February 2, 1986 in a Portland hospital.

Grace grew up on a small farm in Woodinville,
Wa., near Bothel. During her early teens, a teacher
from Seattle boarded with her family during the
week. The teacher, Mrs. Morris, was the mother of
William Morris, whom Grace married in 1931 after
he had obtained his master's degree in forestry from
the University of California.

After their marriage, William joined the Pacific
Northwest Experiment Station where they spent the
next 38 years.

Grace accompanied Bill on many of his projects
with the Station at Wind River on the Gifford Pinchot
NF, at Pringle Falls on the Deschutes and at other
locations throughout R-6.

Grace was an active member of the First
Presbyterian Church of Portland, where she served
as Youth Director. She was active with the Camp
Fire Girls and later served as Secretary for the Ore-
gon Chapter of the United Nations Association.
Grace and Bill were outdoor folks and were mem-
bers of the Mazamas.

Survivors include a daughter, Anne (Mrs.
Charles Jacobs), of Portland, and a son, William
Dean Morris, of Castroville, Ca.

THOMAS C. NELSON 1924-1986
Thomas C. Nelson, 62, died October 30, 1985, at

Georgetown University Hospital, Washington, D.C.
of cancer.

Dr. Nelson worked 30 years for the Forest Serv-
ice, retiring from the position of Deputy Chief for the
National Forest System in 1980. He had held that
position since 1973. Previous to that he had been
Deputy Chief of two other branches of the Service,
including State and Private Forestry. During his
career he was also stationed in NC, Mich., and La.

A resident of Annandale, Va., he was born in
Wautoma, Wis., graduated from the University of
Wisconsin, and earned a doctorate in forest ecology
at Michigan State University.

After retiring from the FS he worked as special
assistant to the president of the American Mining
Congress as an advisor on public land issues.

Survivors include his wife, Jessie, Annandale,
Va.; a son, Thomas Jr., Takoma Park, Md. and a
daughter, Kathy.
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Hugh A. Ritter, 90, died April 26, 1986, in a rest

home near the place of his birth at Wonder, Ore.
Hugh did logging in his early years. He began

seasonal work on the Umpqua NF while still in his
teens. He served in WW I and when discharged
returned to short-term work on the Umpqua. He
passed the Ranger Examination in 1921 and was DR
at Wolf Creek, Tiller, and Diamond Lake RD on the
Umpqua. He moved to the Lake of Woods RD on the

After retirement, Hugh and his wife, Gladys,
whom he married in 1950, moved to Anacortes, Wa.,
where Hugh worked as a foreman of clearing and
burning the Baker Lake project. They returned to
Grants Pass in 1971.

He started working for the federal government
he Postal Service in 1946. He moved from there to
Army Engineers in 1948.
His first work with the Forest Service was as an

"Chuck" as he was known by all his friends and
co-workers, was born in Speedwell, Tenn., on Sep-
tember 20, 1903. He graduated with a Bachelor of
Science degree in forestry from the University of
Washington in 1929.

a Brooks-Scanlon Lumber Comp
on the Deschutes NF. On August
he was assigned to the Crescent

Newman Methodist Church. For some years she was
secretary of the local chapter of the National
Association of the Retired Federal Employees. She
was a longtime member of the Forest Service 30-

to the supervisor's office
He was made Supervisor
nd promoted to Fire Chief

Outdoor School Program for 6th
land School District before movi
home at Federal Way.
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S.

Alfred E. Spaulding, 80, died January 11, 1987
his home in Federal Way, Wa., after a long ilin
with heart disease. He retired as Deputy Regio

4 Forester for R-6 of the Forest Service in 1969.

a

DANIEL F. O'LEARY 1914-1985
Daniel F. O'Leary, 71, died June 24, 1985, in Port-

land.
He was born in Cariston (near Boston), Mass.,

on May 24, 1914, and attended schools in the Boston
area. He was a veteran of WW II. While in the
military service he met his wife, Joy, who was an
Army nurse.

in t
the

accountant on the Rogue River NF in 1957. He trans-
ferred to the R.O. in Portland in 1959 and sub-
sequently served in the Washington office and in R-4
at Ogden, Ut., where he was Branch Chief in the
Division of Fiscal Management. He retired at Ogden
in 1973.

Survivors include his wife, Joy, Aloha, Ore.;
son, Robert, Cornelius, Ore., and one grandchild.

CHARLES H. OVERBAY 1903-1986
Charles Homer Overbay, 83, died unexpectedly

of a massive stroke at St. Charles Medical Center in
Bend, Ore., on December 9, 1986.

He started working for the Forest Service on
May 30, 1930, on any
sale out of Bend 1 of
that same year RD
as DR. He returned to the Supervisor's headquarters
in Bend in 1933 and then went to the Wallowa NF in
1936. From there he transferred to the Pisgah NF in
the Southern Region in 1937.

He returned to R-6 on the Umatilla NF and from
there to the Deschutes in 1942 as Staff Officer in
charge of timber management and exchanges. He
remained there until his retirement in 1965.

Survivors include his wife, Marguerite of Bend,
who he married in 1927; twin sons, John, Bend, and
Jim, Regional Forester of R-1 in Missoula, Mont.;
nine grandchildren and seven great grandchildren;
a brother, Joe Overbay, of Manson, Wa., and a
sister, Nellie Greer, Redding, Ca.

He was a member of the Bend First
Presbyterian Church, the Society of American
Foresters, and the National Association of Retired
Federal Employees.

HUGH A. RITTER 1896-1986

He returned to Southern Oregon in 1950 and was
DR on the Galice RD of the Siskiyou NF until he
retired on June 30, 1956.

Hugh was an avid rock hound and an excellent
flower photographer.

Besides his wife, Gladys, Grants Pass, he is
survived by two sons, one in California and one in
Washington.

ALLIE McDONALD SHANK 1892-1986
Allie Shank, 94, died January 31, 1985, in a

Grants Pass nursing home. She was less than two
months short of her 95th birthday. She was the
widow of Ernie Shank who was Administrative
Officer of the Siskyou NF before his death in 1958.

Allie was born in Skamania, Wa. Her grand-
parents raised her at Jewell, Ore., on the Nehalem
River. She attended Oregon Agriculture College
where she graduated as a teacher in 1915. She taught
school in Marshfield, Newberg, and several other
Oregon communities. She married Ernie Shank in
the early 1930's. She has one son, Harold, who
resides in Gladstone, Ore.

Allie continued to live in Grants Pass after
Ernie's death and was an active member of the
Grants Pass Women's Club, the AAUW and the

Year Club.

ALFRED E. SPAULDING 1906-1987
at

ess
nal

Born June 29, 1906, in Missoula, Mont., he grew
up in Bonner, Mont., and received his early
schooling there. He graduated with honors from the
Forestry school of the University of Montana in 1932.

While attending school he worked part-time for
the Forest Service in R-1 on the old Missoula NF and
later on the Kaniksu NF. He worked on a blister rust
crew in the Priest Lake country.

He received his first permanent assignment
with the Forest Service as DR at Beaver Creek in
1935. He later served as DR on the Falls RD of the
Kaniksu NF. He moved at
Sandpoint, Ida., in 1940. of
the Colville NF in 1945 a of
R-1 in Missoula in 1950.

Al transferred to R-6 as Fire Chief in 1957 and
later was promoted to Deputy Regional Forester.

After retirement, he worked for a time in the
graders in the Port-
ng to his retirement

Rogue River NF in 1930 and to the Sauk RD on the Survivors include his wife, Helen, Federal Way,
Mt. Baker in 1938.



Wa.; two daughters,
Schoenborn; five gra
Hensolt, of San Bruno,

graduate of the University of Washington. After
graduation he started his government career as a
junior forester for the Indian Service at Toppenish,
Wa. He began his Forest Service career in 1937 as a

or forester in Michigan.
He moved to R-6 in
gnments on several NFs.
es and Clackamas RDs

rivate position in the R.O. in 1958.
Survivors include his wife, Margaret, Port

son, Robert of Albany, Ore.; a daughter,
allemon. in Tx.; a sister in Ca.; a broth

sales on the Rogue River,
Malheur, and Ochoco NFs
retired in 1970 from the
Management staff officer on
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juni

Marjorie de Mers and Carol
ndsons, and a sister, Esther
Ca.

MARSHALL R. STENERSON 1912-1 986
Marshall R. Stenerson, 74, died of cancer Sep-

tember 21, 1986, in a Portland hospital. He retired
from the Division of State and Private Forestry in
the Portland R.O. in 1972, where he worked with the
States of Oregon and Washington on fire control
matters.

Born in Wisconsin, Stenerson was a 1934 forestry

1938, where he held
assi He served as DR on the
Lak on the Mt. Hood; the
Crescent on the Deschutes; the Galice on the
Siskiyou, and from 1950 to 1958, as Spirit lake DR on
the Gifford Pinchot. He moved to the State and
P

land;
a Sally
H er in
Bremerton, Wa., and three grandsons.

JAMES W. THOMPSON 1913-1986
James W. Thompson, 73, died August 20, 1986, in

a Bend, Ore., hospital.
A 1936 graduate of the School of Forestry at Ore-

gon State University. Jim started his Forest Service
career soon after graduation. He worked on timber

Fremont, Deschutes,
for many years. He
position of Timber

he Ochoco, NF.
He continued to make his home in Prineville

after retirement.
Survivors include his wife, Eunice, Prineville;

and two sons, Douglas G., Tumalo, and Gary S.,
Prineville.

GEORGIA E. TODD 1911-1986
Georgia E. Todd, 75, wife of Forest Service

retiree Glen Todd, died of cancer May 15, 1986, in a
Reno, Nev., hospital after a long illness.

Mrs. Todd was born February 2, 1911, at
Moscow, Ida. She attended schools in Moscow,
graduating with a master's degree in education
from the University of Idaho in 1933.

Following her graduation, she worked for the
College of Agriculture Extension Service until May
1936 when she married Glen Todd.

She accompanied Glen on his various assign-
ments in the Forest Service, first on the Helena and
then on Gallatin, and St. Joe NFs, all in Region 1.

After the war, they transferred to the Nezperce
NF and then to the Region 1 R.O. at Missoula, Mont.

In 1952 they came to R-6 in Portland, to the W.O.
in 1954, to the R.O. at Milwakee as Regional Fiscal
Agent, and then back to the W.O. in 1960. Glen
retired there in 1972.

Survivors besides her husband, Glen, are
daughter, Martha Parks, Davis, Ca.; son, G.
Thomas, Alexandria, Va.; a sister, Hilda Kuizer,
Valley, Wa., and 4 grandchildren.

MERLE R. WESCOATT 1897-1986
Merle R. "Jack" Wescoatt, 89, died May 8, 1986,

in Bend, Ore.
Jack retired from the Deschutes NF as an

automotive mechanic leader in 1961 after a 28-year
career with the Forest Service. He worked first on
the Fremont NF in the late 30's and transferred to
the Deschutes NF in the early 40's to be in charge of
the automotive repair shop at Bend which served
several forests.

After retirement, he worked for a private plant
nursery in Bend almost until the time of his death.

He is survived by his wife, Nellie May, of Bend,
and a son, Merle Jr., in Ca.

FRANCIS E. WILLIAMSON 1899-1985
Francis E. "Scotty" Williamson, 86, died

November 10, 1985 in Clearwater, Fla. "Scotty" as
he was known by his co-workers and all others who
knew him, retired from the R-6 Division of In-
formation and Education, in 1952.

He was in charge of womens activities and youth
groups at the time of retirement. He was very active
with the Boy Scouts of America and the Campfire
Girls. He joined the Boy Scouts in 1911 and remained
a member of that organization until the time of his
death, receiving all the honors and awards made by
the Scouts.

"Scotty" was a veteran of both World War I and
H and a member of American Legion Post No. 94 of
Portland and the Disabled American Veterans.

His 28 years with the Forest Service began in
1921. He served in California and Montana before
coming to R-6 where he was assigned to the
Snoqualmie and Mt. Hood NF's. While on the Mt.
Hood he organized the first ski patrol that served
skiers on Mt. Hood.

After retirement, "Scotty" conducted a large
Boy Scout camp at Camp Philmont, NM. Following
that, he moved to his retirement home in Florida.

VIVIAN B. YERGEN 1906-1986
Vivian B. Yergen, 79, died February 8, 1986, in

McMinnville, Ore.
She was born in Cambridge, Ida., into a Forest

Service family. Her father was W.W. Blakeslee,
onetime Regional Engineer in R-4. She began her FS
career in the RO at Ogden. During WW II, she
worked on the guayule rubber project in R-5 and
later was assigned to the Pacific Northwest Ex-
periment Station as an administrative secretary,
from where she retired in the late 1960s with more
than 30 years of service.

She is survived by a daughter, Lueen Miller,
Lacey, Wa.; a son, Dale Heigh, of Ashland, Ore.
(also career FS and a 30 Year Club member); seven
grandchildren, and four great-grandchildren.


