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EDITORIAL

WHAT IS YOUTH?

Youth is certainly not a time of life, Nobody grows old by merely living a
number of years. No: Youth is a state of mind - a temper of the will, a
quality of the imagination, a vigor of the emotions, a freshness and abun-
dance of the spirit of living.

People stay young by preserving their ideals, Years may wrinkle the face,
but to give up life's dreams and enthusiasms can wrinkle the soul.

Everyone is born with the love of wonder, the undaunted challenge of the
unknown and the job of playing the game of life. And so long as your heart
is tuned to receive messages of beauty, hope, cheer, courage, grandeur - 80
long as it receives power from the earth, from men and the infinite, so long
are you YOUNG.

From the Prudent Investor

THE CHALLENGE OF OUR TIMES

Since the day Adam and Eve were expelled from the Garden of Eden life has
been a challenge. As we progressed through the ages we have never been
quite able to conquer that challenge. Accept it, yes, but when we have met
the immediate problems and solved them, others appear with increasing por-
tentousness. A wise Providence seems to present the challenge in accord-
ance with man's ability to cope with It, and so today we meet the challenge
of tomorrow with increased confidence and ability because of having met and
solved the problems of yesterday.

Forestry and the conservation of our natural resources challenge our best ef-
fort, Our progress in preservation, development and utilization of the
nation's natural wealth has been great, but we still have not eliminated
waste, nor have we determined the best methods of converting this natural
wealth to the best needs of mankind,

We in the Thirty-Year Club and all others of like vintage have witnessed
more than fifty years of diligent striving to find the answer to the many
problems involved, We have seen cherished ideals and ideas discarded for
better ones and we of the older generation are thankful for these things -

for it keeps us YOUNG,
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OUR OBEDIENT CHIEF REPORTS

GREETINGS AND SALUTATIONS TO
MEMBERS OF THE THIRTY-YEAR CLUB

Foster Steele reminds me that it has been a whole year since I had the pleas-
ure of sending you a word of greeting. Foster doesn't exactly invite me to
address you again; what he actually said was, "Drop whatever you are fooling
around with and go to work on this assignment." He acts as if he were still
an active member of the Forest Service. Someday the worm (me) will turn and
rebel against all this ordering about.

This has been a pretty good year for the Forest Service. Because of the mar-
ket slump we didn't cut as much timber as we had hoped for, but even so, we
cut 6.3 billion feet (and we've already cut 5 billion feet in the first half
of the present fiscal year). We had over 60 million recreational visits to
the national forests. More than 500 bills in the last Congress in one way
or another affected the Forest Service. A billion five hundred million trees
were planted (all ownerships). In research -- well, where do I start or stop?
As a matter of fact, how do I describe in a few sentences the size of our cur-
rent workload, the growing conflict in uses of the national forests, our ever-
expanding research program, the breadth and depth of our present S & P work?
If you're really interested, I suggest you see the Annual Report for details.

As for the future, again who knows? Every year we step off into unsurveyed
country. My own guess is that this next year is going to be "interesting" -
and you may read into that whatever you like. The significant thought I would
leave with you is that our responsibilities (our difficulties, too) are in-
creasing very greatly. To redeem these obligations we have a good crew, and
so far as I know, none of us is afraid to face the future,

Our very best good wishes to every one of you.

RICHARD E. McARDLE
Chief
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DIRECTOR CO%tLIN HAS A WORD TO SAY

Greetings from the Station:

I am writing this in a new and commodious office - at least it is new since I
last wrote you. In the middle of the year we moved into new quarters in the
Omark Building - corner of N, E. Oregon and Sixth Streets, a block and a half
from our old location We are all pleased with our new home and welcome your
visits.

In particular I would like to mention our library - plenty of room to browse,
sit, and read. It is light and well appointed with desks and chairs - no over-
stuffed library chairs and T. V., but plenty of good technical reading.
Yesterday I spotted Mel Merritt delving into Alaska history. Others of you
have visited it, I know - Ed Hanzlik, and Alex Jaenicke to name a few.

Changes are still occurring. Since I last wrote you we have lost two of
our good friends and valuable colleagues through death - Martin Baudendistel
and Elmer Matson. Transfers have taken Al McClay and Bob Harris to the Wash-
ington Office. Jim Sowder is headed for the Lake States Experiment Station
where he will be Chief, Division of Station Management; George Garrison
was moved from Wenatchee to LaGrande, replacing Bob Harris. For the Wenatchee
job we are getting Justin Smith from the Boise Research Center of the Inter-
mountain Station. By the time "Timber Lines" goes to press, "Mory" toravets,

well known to the Thirty-Year Club, will have retired. At the same time we
are adding eager young men to the staff.

We expect a busier-than-usual year. Assistant Chief Harper will spend most
of June in the Region. The last week in August we will be hosts to the For-
est Research Advisory Committee of the Department. Oregon's Centennial Year
will be observed forestry-wise by two conferences on forest resources, one at
Oregon State College in February and one at Reed College in June. We shall
also start planning this summer and fall for our part in the World Forestry
Congress which will be held in Seattle in 1960.

Although I am getting long-winded I can't close without a plug for our Annual
Report. Expect it soon after March 1 and don't hesitate to send for it. The
report will bring you up to date on our technical accomplishments and future
plans.

Don't forget the latchstring is out, not only at our new head office but also
at our field branch offices - Greetings to you all.

R. W. COWLIN
Director
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OUR REGI0NL FORESTER KEEPS US POSTED

Greetings to Members of the Thirty-Year Club, from your Region 6 Family:

Your family continues to grow here in Region 6. This year our full-time
family is close to 2,000 people. We have 750 professional foresters on the
rolls in addition to a substantial number of engineers. As a matter of fact,
during 1958 we recruited 143 professional foresters and 17 professional engi-
neers. But we are not growing just in numbers. Our responsibilities and our
workloads are growing also. In timber, for example, during calendar year
1958 we cut 3,1 billion board feet of timber and we sold 4.4 billion board
feet. These figures are all-time highs in both instances. The trend in
lumber markets seems to be upward at the moment, and the last quarter of
calendar year 1958 was the biggest last quarter of a calendar year that we
have ever had. In that period we cut over one billion board feet of timber.

You may have read in the papers some criticisms of our failure in certain
forests to meet our announced timber sale goals. The timber sale plans an-
nounced in February of each year by each forest have never been considered
as firm commitments of sales for the year, but rather goals we would like to
attain. Later, when our appropriations become available for the next fiscal
year we seldom are financed to sell all that we have included on the announced
plans. In most of those instances criticized, our sell, however, has pretty
closely approached the announced sell by the end of the year, but there was
some delay in getting some of the sales up. They were not sold in the quar-
ter for which they were announced to be sold. This has led to an investiga-
tion and report by a representative of Congress, and I believe this investi-
gation will be quite helpful because it does bring out very effectively the
factors that affect the timber sale program on national forest lands,

During the last year we made considerable progress in use of electronic
machines to facilitate our work. Our payrolling and accounting is done with
this equipment. Our road records are on IBM cards. We are testing out the
use of electronic computing in our road design work and in timber inventories,
and we see other possibilities of facilitating our work with this equipment,
particularly the paper processes involved in modern, complex business
procedures.

1958 was one of our more difficult fire seasons. It was extremely dry. On
the Mt. Baker forest it was the driest season of record, and along with it
we had some lightning storms which always started fires in the most diffi-
cult places. Region-wide we made considerable use of aerial equipment. in
keeping our fire losses down to a reasonably low level. We used borate
spread from the air on fires both east side and west side, with consider-
able success on the east side. We also used helicopters to a great extent
in transporting supplies and men to fires in inaccessible places, and of
course our smokejumpers were very useful and very effective in helping us
to get the fires out.
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I should also mention that there has been substantial progress in range reseed-
ing, and many of you old-timers who have seen Logan Valley on the Maiheur should
go back and look again and see the fine stands of grass growing where nothing
grew before.

During 1958 we held in this region a number of meetings with small woodland own-
ers. This was part of a nation-wide program designed to learn from the owners
the problems faced by them and to get their ideas on programs which would be
helpful in bringing better management to these properties. The Timber Resource
Review shows these ownerships to have an important part in meeting the needs of
the future for timber supplies. More than 800 people attended the meetings held
in various places and participated freely in the discussion. We have summarized
their problems as they have represented them and ideas they have presented for
solution to them and sent them to the Chief for consideration with reports from
the other regions.

Now just a look at the year ahead. We are embarking on another survey - a review
of recreational resources on the national forests of the country. This is being
carried on pursuant to a bill passed at the last session of Congress. This sur-
vey will be helpful in the planning of our program to meet the demands in the
recreational field in the future. We look forward in this coming year to pro-
posing the establishment of a new wilderness area in the vicinity of Glacier
Peak. The announcement has been made and hearings will be held on this proposal
next October.

You will no doubt read in the paper from time to time of criticisms from various
groups of the management programs on the national forests. Because our national
forest management touches the personal interest or pocketbook of so many people,
criticism is inevitable, I believe it will be helpful in many instances, although
sometimes it is not voiced in a very constructive manner. We intend to examine
very carefully all of these complaints and to consider their validity and the
action that may be needed. We also want to keep the general public and all of
you informed of the facts as they relate to any of these issues. 1 am sure that
when you are acquainted with the facts, you can help us to keep the general pub-
lic properly informed. We will welcome your counse at any time. Dontt hesitate
to write us for any information on any issue if we don't do our job of keeping
you fully informed,

Sincerely,

J. HERBERT STONE
Regional Forester
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THE BIG HURRAH

Blow the whistles, toot the horns, wave the flags - we have had it, an elec-
tion, that is. The whole thing was conducted so quietly - no ostentation, no
wild promises; just a down-to-earth campaign by earnest candidates giving
all they had to a good cause. Now it is our turn - we the voters - to ex-
press our gratitude and pledge our support to the following officers we have
elected to lead us through the year ahead:

President T H. ltBudtI Burgess
Vice President Lloyd E. Brown *
Secretary-Treasurer Harriet A. Dasch
Executive Committee:

Fred Brundage 1 year
Leo Isaac 2 years

*We would like to explain why LLOYD BROWN is listed as Vice President when
his name was not on the ballot.

According to Sec. IV of our Constitution, which states in part, ttShould an
elective officer, other than committeemen, be retired during his term of
office, or should he move from Portland, he will automatically vacate the
office and the vacancy will be filled by action of the Executive Committee."

FLOYD MORAVETS would have been our new Vice President had he not retired this
spring. We sincerely regret that he could not help guide the organization
this year, but nevertheless we want to thank him for being a willing candi-
date on this and other occasions.

Subsequently, a number of members were contacted who would be willing to
serve the Club as Vice President. This list of candidates was presented to
the Executive Committee who then chose LLOYD BROWN to assume the duties of
that office.

In behalf of all members, we would like to take this opportunity to thank
the retiring officers who have done such a splendid job during the past
year. This we do with all the sincerity at our command.
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THE PIGGY BANK

We are indebted to our charming and efficient Secretary-Treasurer, ROSALEE
COULTER, for the bookkeeping necessary in connection with financial affairs.
We also owe her a big debt of gratitude for the work she has done as Secre-
tary-Treasurer, Her deep interest in every member of the club, her lively
and interesting newsletters, and her willingness to cooperate in any club
undertaking have been an inspiration to all of us. So, letts give Rosalee
three cheers and a big vote of thanks for her services:

Balance in bank
Cash on hand

$ 245.58
3.50

$ 249.08
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THIRTY-YEAR CLUB MEMBERSHIP - MAY 1, 1959

Retired members 167
Active members . . 43

Total membership 210

Members in good standing 152
Members in arrears for 1957 . . . . 9
Members in arrears for 1958 . . . . 23

Members in arrears for 1959 . . . . 58

The Secretary-Treasurer's Report:

- April 8, 1959

$ 217.97

333.10

Financial Statement - Thirty-Year Club

Balance April 30, 1959 . . . , ...............
Receipts - Picnic fees, sale of food

Dues and donations
While Secretary was sleeping

Disbursements - Postage, envelopes, ad-
dresso. plates .

Flowers & gifts to sick
Picnic supplies
Dinner (punch & tips)
Assembling Timber Lines

$ 157.45
173.00
2.65

103.69
14.50

155.80
18.00
10.00

551.07

301.99

$ 249.08



Article IX of our Constitution states: "Dues shall be one dollar per year pay-
able with application for membership and annually thereafter at the beginning
of each calendar year. Failure to pay annual dues two consecutive years, mem-
ber will, upon approval of the Executive Committee, be dropped from the rolls.t

The Executive Committee will meet soon to consider dropping those in arrears
since 1957, as all reminders to them have been ignored. Letts make it a point
to pay our $1.00 dues at the beginning of each calendar year as required in
the Constitution. One of the biggest headaches our secretary has is collecting
dues from delinquents. If you are one of the 58 in arrears won't you please
cooperate?

THE MAVERICKS

Thirty years in the Forest Service is a long time to go unbranded, so it is
time to apply the old branding iron in the form of the Thirty-Year emblem to
those who have qualified for that distinction. They are a frisky bunch, and
the Regional Forester may need some expert bulldogging hands to help him ap-
ply the iron. But, come what may, it will be applied at the proper time and
in the right place. The chute Out of the branding corral leads right into the
Thirty-Year Club, so a hearty welcome to you all:

THE FOLLOWING WILL ANSWER ROLLCALL

Name Assignment 30 years completed
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Bennett, Chester A. Okanogan April 1959
Childs, Thomas W. PNW Experiment Sta. February 1959
McPherson, Lester J. Malheur November 1958
Overbay, Charles H. Deschutes September 1959
Richman, Orville F. Umpqua May 1959
Smith, Marvin L. R. 0. - Operation April 1959



THE GOLDEN AGE

What is this so-called "GOLDEN AGE"? The one who coined the name was prob-
ably thinking of the years of retirement. He was no miner, that is sure, for
under present economic conditions the average retiree from civil service, if
carefully panned, would scarcely show a color. Perhaps he was a philosopher
who measured real values - not in gold, but in contentment, for retirement of-
fers much in contentment if properly used. Thoreau once said, "How can anyone
waste time without damaging eternity?" But he did not define "waste" as ap-
plied to time. Do we waste time in retirement? Not if we read to improve our
minds; not if we travel to broaden our concept of the world; not if we take
needed rest and relaxation, not if we devote our time and energies to the
betterment of mankind and the world about us, even without monetary compensa-
tion; not if we pursue a worthwhile hobby or engage in a useful occupation
or avocation to augment our income. In fact, it is not easy to just waste
time. One can always find something useful and constructive to do. Eternity
is quite safe from damage by Forest Service retirees.

The editors of TIMBER LINES invite those who have retired, no matter how re-
cently or how long ago, to give a brief account of how they met retire-
ment and how it is working out for them. We think this information will be
of interest to all and especially to those who are approaching retirement.

THIS IS THE CLASS OF 1959
(retired since Timber Lines was last published)

With 30 years or
more of service

Berry, Avery E.
Colvill, Leslie L.
George, Mrs. Isabelle
Hankins, Merle R.
Hansen, Mrs. Thelma
Naylor, William E.
Sandvig, Earl D,

With less than 30
years of service

Burns, Lawrence W.
Elliott, Miss Frances
Espinosa, Lawrence M.
Jennings, Shelba E.
Mayfield, Virgil D.
Oswald, Eugene H.
Parsons, Joe H.
Purtle, Mrs. May V.
Samuelsen, Harold F.
Shaw, Mrs. Helen D.
Walker, Roy 0.
White, Harold E.
Zumbrun, Fred A.
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Last
assignment

Uma ti 1 la

Fire Control
Willamette
Maiheur
Operation
Deschutes
Personnel Mgt.

Address

Stanfield, Oreg.
419 NE 139th Ave., Portland 16, Oreg.
1660 E. 17th St., Eugene, Oreg.
Box 271, John Day, Oreg.
1137 SE 34th Ave., Portland 14, Oreg.
122 W, First St., Bend, Oreg.
4287 Kahala Ave., Honolulu 15, Hawaii

Glacier, Washington
709 SW 16th Ave., Portland 5, Oreg.
Route 1, Box 46, Parkdale, Oreg.
Waldport, Oreg.
Box 94, Tygh Valley, Oreg.
1104 - 12th St., LaGrande, Oreg.
401 Hillcrest Dr., John Day, Oreg.
3821 NE 80th Ave., Portland, Oreg.
2220 Ocean Beach Highway, Longview, Wn.
412 SE 50th Ave., Portland 15, Oreg.
2409 E. 10th, Vancouver, Wash.
Star Rte., Box 50B, Shelton, Wash.
3361 Altamont Dr., Klamath Falls, Oreg.

Mt. Baker
PNW Exp. Sta.
Mt. Hood
Sius law

Mt. Hood
Wallowa-Whitmar
Ma lheur

Fiscal Control
Gif ford Pinchot
Rec. & Lands
Operation
Olympic
Rogue River
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WHAT OUR REPORTERS LEARNED

CRET MORSE, retired ARF from R-5 but known to many R-6'ers and Thirty-Year Club
members, is a durable man. Within the past three years Chet has suffered a bad
heart attack and cataracts in both eyes. He recovered completely from the
heart attack, had the cataracts removed, and today he has 20-20 vision. Chet

says he owes most of this to Mrs. Morse. Millie was his guide and chauffeur
during his near-blindness, driving to his many meetings, appointments, and con-

ventions. She nursed him through the critical period of recovery from the heart

attack. He now drives his own car and is physically able to meet a heavy
schedule of activities in connection with his position as Executive Secretary
of the National Forest Recreation Association. A fine example of what proper
treatment and self-determination can do for one who would not be counted out.
Chet and Millie live at 750 Gonzales Drive, San Francisco 27, California.

OUR OWN MARY WAHA is a poetess, no less. Back in 1943 the following poem was
published in the Oregon .Journal. Mary says it was her first and last attempt
at writing poetry. We found it in our file of old clippings and republish it
herewith:

The Week Before Christmas

This is the strangest Christmas,
For I had planned so much

Like shopping early - sending early,
And all like such and such!

But here it is - the week before,
And so much yet to do;

I wonder if it seems that way
To you and you and you?

I wish that just this Christmas
I could be a little girl

And go back to my childhood
And forget this busy whirl -

For then we thought of Christmas
As the birthday of our Christ -

And not of terms of buying
Or how all things are priced!

They say we are progressing;
Well, maybe it is so,

But I like the old-time progress -
And so do you - I know.

--M. S. Waha
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ED and MRS. KAVANAUGH have returned to Laiolla, California to live. They
found the climate at Pacific Grove a bit too damp for their health. Our re-
porter contacted them recently in LaJolla. Ed was not at home - had gone
shopping, golfing or fishin', but in a telephone conversation with Mrs.
Kavanaugh we learned that Ed was fine and full of fight but that she was not
feeling too sprightly. We hope the fine, sunny climate of LaJolla will soon
work its miracle of recovery for her.

RTJDO FROMME sends us a contribution for the Memoirs section of Timber Liües
which will be reserved for another edition. The article is complete with a
very fine photo of Rudo on snowshoes, taken on the Priest River Forest, Idaho
in 1906, Sorry, Rudo, old boy, but the Memoirs section of this edition is
limited to that already prepared before your article was received. It will
be added to our backlog of material for future issues.

TWO COPIES of the CALIFORNIA RANGER, a publication prepared by R-5 for their
alumni, have been received. This publication contains recollections of early -
day experiences of old timers in that region, together with news notes about
retirees and their families. It is interesting, well edited, and serves a
very useful purpose.

THE OLD TIMERS NEWS, published by the OLD TIMERS CLUB of R-4, is also on our
desk. It contains many interesting letters from club members, together with
news items about the membership generally. We are glad to receive these pub-
lications from other regions.

OUR OWN DON CAMERON, State Senator from Grants Pass, is in the news. The fol-
lowing is a clipping from a Salem newspaper:

"Legislative 'Baby' (Now 66) Feted, (Salem, Feb. 11. (AP)). Sen. C. D.
CAMERON (R-Grants Pass) was 66 years old Tuesday and the women employes
of the upper house gave him a cinnamon roll with one lighted candle on it.

"When Senate Pres, Walter J. Pearson said that he couldn't believe
Cameron was that old, Cameron replied: 'You have a record of when I
was born, because my father was serving in the senate at that time.'

"Cameron was given hearty applause by his fellow senators."

Several postcards from ART GLOVER in late March indicated he and MRS. CLOVER
were enjoying another extended annual tour of the Sunny South. They visited
the "BILL" MACDONALDS at Oceanside and spent several days with them South of
the Border. Mac sends his regards to all his friends.

A note from MR. and MRS. EARL D. SANDVIG says: "Aloha I haven't forgotten
Timber Lines but it is tough to write when there are so many new and distrac-
ting influences. Our new address is 4287 KAHALA AVE., HONOLULU 15, HAWAII."
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THORNTON T. HUNGER has received the first annual Citizen Award from the Oregon
chapter, American Institute of Architects. The announcement appeared in the
Oregonian, Sunday, March 8. Sorry we cannot reproduce the picture that ac-
companied the article (it wasn't a good picture nohow - didn't look like
Thornton). We can reproduce the news item, however, and here it is. Congratu-

lations, Thornton:

"A retired forester has been named by the Oregon Chapter, American Insti-
tute of Architects, as recipient of an award for outstanding public serv-
ice. The award was presented at the annual Oregon AlA banquet Friday
night at Columbia Edgewater Country Club.

"First annual 'Citizen Award' was presented to THORNTON T. MUNGER, retired
director of the Pacific Northwest Forest and Range Experiment Station, U. S.
Forest Service. The awards committee cited his service in the fields of
outdoor recreation and forestry, including preservation of natural areas in
the forests, and lauded his work to preserve the natural beauty of the area."

A note just received, April 7, from WM, MACGIBBON, just retired from the U. S.
Engineers and now traveling in Florida, states that a highlight of their trip
was a visit with "SCOTTY" AND MARJORIE WILLIAMSON at their new place at Clear-
water. It is close to marvelous beaches and other attractions. He also says
that Scotty's health is very much improved. -- M. L. Merritt

SCOTTY and MARGE, in a Christmas note to many of their friends ended it thus:

"Now we are here, where 'the mocking birds are singing and the skies are
always blue', and are very happy in our new little home. We wish that all
retired people might find the contentment that is now ours, perhaps ap-
preciated more by us because of our last few unsettled years. So it is

with thanksgiving that we now offer our permanent address - 2419 Gulf-to-
Bay Blvd., Clearwater, Florida.

"May the blessings of this Christmastime be yours, and the New Year of 1959
bring much of Health and the Joy of Living to you all."

Several members have been on the sick list for some time. There may be others
we do not know about. Please inform the Secretary if you know of others.

JOHN KiJHNS has been quite ill for some time and was hospitalized muc1 of the
time.

HERMAN JOHNSON has been in the hospital with pneumonia and probably won't be
home until the middle of May. EMMA writes, "Herman wishes me to thank all of
you for the lovely carnations. This thoughtful gesture certainly helped to
lift his spirits. Thank you sincerely."
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ED HANZLIK has also been laid up for some time and is presently at the Gateway
Convalescent Hospital. He should likewise be home by the middle of May

It was reported at our annual dinner that GILBERT BROWN had been in the hospi-
tal in Wenatchee but is home again.

We wish all of these men a speedy recovery, and let's remember them with a carc
or note now and then.

The following piece of laughing-at-your-image writing, was composed, it is re-
ported, by a Mother Superior who prefers to remain anonymous.

Lord, Thou knowest better than I know myself that I am growing oLder,
and will some day be old.

Keep me from getting talkative, and particularly from the fatal habit
of thinking I must say something on every subject and on every
occasion.

Release me from craving to try to straighten out everybody's affairs.
Make me thoughtful, but not moody; helpful, but not bossy. With my
vast store of wisdom, it seems a pity not to use it all - but Thou
knowest, Lord, that I want a few frtends at the end,.

Keep my mind free from the recital of endless details - give me wings
to get to the point.

Seal my lips on my aches and pains - they are increasing, and my love
of rehearsing them is becoming sweeter as the years go by.

I ask for grace enough to listen to the tales of others' pains. Help
me to endure them with patience.

Teach me the glorious lesson that occasionally it is possible that I
may be mistaken.

Help me to extract all possible fun out of life,, There are so many
funny things around us, and I don't want to miss any of them.
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WE PICNIC AGAIN AT THE WAHA'S

The largest group ever to participate in any of the Club's annual affairs met
at WABA'S lovely estate on Lake Road in Milwaukie Saturday afternoon, August 23,
for our annual picnic.

This was about the 60th consecutive, beautiful, hot, sunshiny day we have had in
Portland and the Pacific Northwest in general, which no doubt accounted for see-
ing so many new faces.

The usual 3 or 4 hours of visitations between old and new members appeared to be
the feature attraction. It was good to have some of our older members with us
for the first time and now we will look forward to their visits in the future.
On the other hand, we observed a number of our regular participants were some-
what conspicuous by their absence. Especially were we sorry that sickness pre-
vented several from attending. We missed all of you and hope you'll make it
next time.

Some movies were taken which probably will be shown at the annual dinner next
spring.

Promptly at 4:30 the traditional ham feast with the usual trimmings was again
served. None should have left hungry as there was a surplus of food to sell.

FRANK FOLSOM, who served as Apprentice Brew Master the past four years, is now
a Master in his own right. Anyone who can get 400 cups of coffee out of five
pounds of coffee, with a half-kettle left, would make a killing at some coffee
bar!

Those present included the following:

Harry White
Mr. and Mrs. Ira Jones
Mr. & Mrs. Ed Sibray
Ray & Renie Merritt
Harry & Jessie Elofson
Roy & Opal Elliott
Miss Sandra Gustine
Melvin & Isabell Merritt
John & Edith Kuhns
John & Meredith Mandeville
Drew Sherrard
Fred & Molly Biiudage
Leonard & Amalia Blodgett

P. Cecil
Mr. & Mrs. P. L Paine

B. Pagter
Luella Thompson
Gertrude L. Merrill
Mr. and Mrs. Clyde Bloom
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Ralph & Thelma Elder
Howard & Lucille Stratford
Arth r & Elma Moses

& Gwladys Macpherson
Ruth Clover

et Dasch
e Compton
F. Griffin
ta Coulter
ee Coulter
ton & Mary Nunger
& Elsie Leavitt
rt & Helen Brown
& Wythie Brown
& Mattie Denham
& Alberta Stone
r & Leonore Lund
& Ruby Ewing
t & Cleo Wieséndanger

F. D.
Art
Harr'

Lou
He 1 e

Hube'

Rosa
Thor
Scot
Gi lb

Lloy.
Avon
Herb
Wait
Carl
Albe



Myrtle Forrest
Scotty & Marjorie Williamson
Olga E. Frankland
Edwin & Leah Fenby
Lorraine Conover
C J. Conover
Lyle & Nell Watts
Mel & Mercedes Lewis
Adolph & Etta Nilsson
John & Alma Clouston
Royal & Ellen Cambers
Mr. & Mrs. Thos. H. Burgess
Mr. & Mrs. E. D. Sandvig

and, of course, our grand hosts, the A. 0. WAHA'S and their fumily, to whom we
again want to express our thanks and appreciation for a wonderful afternoon.

- -FRANK FLACK

ANNUAL DINNER MEETING

Each year attendance at both annual club functions (the spring dinner and swum
picnic) increases. At our annual dinner April 17 this was no exception when t
largest group ever attended, even though a number of our active members partic
pated in a SAF meeting in Eugene the same night.

Vice President T. W. (BUD) BURGESS presided due to the retirement and move to
Honolulu of President E. D. (SANDY) SANDVIG. BUD did a bang-up job arranging a
scrumptious buffet dinner and interesting program. The group was welcomed, and
guests, new members, and several visiting supervisors were introduced, Regional
Forester HERB STONE then brought the old timers up to date with his thumbnail
sketch of Forest Service progress the past year. MEL MERRITT presented our out-
going Secretary, ROSALEE COULTER, with a gift as a token of the Clubts apprecia-
tion for her outstanding service the past two years,, FOSTER STEELE installed
the new officers for 1959 (names listed in front section) and presented each
with a "USE BOOK", a new innovation, which lists the duties of each officer and
contains the Constitution and Bylaws of the Club. LEO ISAAC, the featured at-
traction on the program, showed some very interesting Kodachromes and told a lot
about his two-year sojourn in Turkey as a forestry expert with the FAO. The en-
tire program, including an hour of visiting preceding the dinner, was enjoyed
by every one of the large group listed below:

Rosalee Coulter
Mr. and Mrs. Foster Steele
Mr. and Mrs. Thomas H. Burgess
Huberta Coulter
Amalia and Leonard Blodgett
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Dick & Mary Ada Richards
Mr. & Mrs. Foster Steele
Mont & Hazel Livingston
Homer & Helen LaBarre
Ray & Ellen Walker
H. G. Whitney
Jess & Lois J. Bedwell
Frank B Folsom (Coffee Maker)
Frank (Cook) & Vilda Flack
Billy Brennan (Accordianist)
K, Wolfe
Mrs. Julius Kummel
Mr. & I4rs. Alex Jaenicke

Mr. and Mrs. J. Herbert Stone
Alberta and Leo A. Isaac
V. V. and Lucile Harpham
Les and Beulis Colvill
Mr. and Mrs. Glen Jorgensen

.



Harriet Dasch
Nr. and Mrs. Wm. Steele
R. E. Merritt
Mont V. Livingston
Mr. and Mrs. L. M. Espinosa
Mr. and Mrs. R. F. Grefe
Roy and Lois Smith
Grover Blake
Ralph and Janice Cooke
Adolph and Etta Nilsson
Carl and Ruby Ewing
Karen Arendt
Ashley A. Poust
Mr. and Mrs. T. W. Childs
Mr. and Mrs. M. L. Merritt
Olga Frankland
Pick and Madeline Pickford
Ken and Opal Blair
Fred and Molly Brundage
Mr. and Mrs. Ernest Wright
Mr. and Mrs. Marvin L. Smith
Mr. and Mrs. Lloyd E. Brown
Mr. and Mrs. Art Glover
Mr. and Mrs. Avon Denham
Mrs. Sonja Clark
Edith Y. Kuhns (and John is here in spirit)
Frank and Vilda Flack
Mr. and Mrs. Clyde 0. Bloom
Vic and Eva Flach

Hope to see you all at our picnic this summer.
RANK FLACK
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and Mary Waha
is E. Miller
:nd Mrs. Carl C. Alt
McCullough

lda and Kirk Cecil
and Elsa Lindh

ld and Ella Smith
& Mrs. J. Malcolm Loring
er and Alma McPherson
and Mrs. Me]. Lewis
1 and Ellen Cambers
ld Chriswell
y M. White
se H. Compton
& Mrs. H. P.. Richards
and Nell Watts
and Lois Bedwell
and Lottie Langfield

and Mrs. H. J. Stratford
and Mrs. E. E. Sibray
and Mrs. P. F. W. Prater
and Mrs. Harry M. Wolfe
and Mrs. F. D. Nacpherson

Mrs. Henry C. Hulett
t E. Sherman
rude L. Conroy
and Mrs. Ira E. Jones
and Mrs. C. W. Cowan
Shirley Buck
Plumb



We regret that Mr. Baudendistei; name was not included in
the 1958 edition of Timber Lines. (See obituary, page 24)
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IN MEMOR IAN

I said to him who stood at the gate of eternity:
"Give me a light that I may tread safely into
the unknown," and he replied:

"Go out into the darkness and put your hand in-
to the hand of God. That shall be to thee better
than light and safer than a known way."

M. Haskins

DIED WHILE STILL IN THE SE1WICE

RAYMOND J. PATTERSON, Forestry Aid, Okanogan N. F.

JOHN B. WEIGANT, Procurement Section, Regional Office

EUGENE V. WRIGHT, Gif ford Pinchot N. F.

BINGER W. POWELL, Supply Clerk, Mt. Hood N. F.

NELAND KISSINGER, Personnel Management, Regional Office

ELMER E. MATSON, PNW Forest & Range Experiment Station

ROBERT AUFDERHEIDE, Forest Supervisor, Willamette N. F.

MARTIN E. BAUDENDISTEL, PNW FOREST & RANGE EXPERMENT STA.

DIED IN RETIREMENT

HERBERT M. JOHNSTON, Camp Superintendent, CCC,
Mt. Hood N. F.

ERNEST M. SHANK, Siskiyou N. F.

GUY N. INGRAM, Fremont N. F.



OBITUARIES

John B. Weigant 1904-1958

John B. Weigant was born September 2, 1904 at Leland, Mississippi and died
April 19, 1958 in Portland. He had been a Forest Service employee for 24
years in various capacities - more recently as Chief Clerk on the Siuslaw
National Forest, Corvallis, Oregon, and later in the Administrative Services
Section of Operation in the Regional Office where he was employed at the
time of his death.

Weigant was a member of Bandon, Oregon Masonic Lodge; was Past President
of the Corvallis Lions Club; was District President of Pi Kappa Alpha
fraternity; Council Vice-President of Oregon Trail Area, Boy Scouts of
America; was vestryman in the Church of the Good Samaritan, Corvallis;
and had been Chairman of the Corvallis School Board.

He is survived by a daughter, Joann Weigant, and a son, John Allen Weigant,
of Corvallis.

--M. L. Merritt

Elmer E. Matson 1904-1958

Elmer E. Matson was born October 18, 1904 at Hartford, Washington and died
October 12, 1958 after an illness of several months. He graduated in
forestry from the University of Washington in 1932. After working a short
time for the CCC organization, he entered the Forest Service in Michigan,
working from 1934 to 1942, After service in World War II he came to Port-
land, working first in the Experiment Station's Utilization Research Divi-
sion and later in Forest Management Research. In 1951 he was placed in
charge of the Division of Forest Utilization Research.

Elmer was widely and favorably known in forestry circles, was a member of
the Society of American Foresters and of the Forest Products Society. He
leaves his widow, Bessie, a son, Larry, of Portland (but now on duty with
the Army Engineers at Ft. Belvoir), and a daughter, Mrs. Lenny LaCheck, of
Beaverton, Oregon.

--M. L. Merritt
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Neland Kissinger 1922-1958

Mr. Kissinger was a native of western Colorado and a 1950 Range Management
graduate of Colorado A&M College. Prior to entering college he had served
in the Air Force from 1941 to 1943, After graduation, Kissinger worked on
various assignments relating to range management: for the Rocky Mountain
Forest and Range Experiment Station as project leader on a cooperative sage-
brush control project for the Bureau of Land Management, and on the Bighorn
National Forest, Starting in 1953, he was on range surveys for two years on
the Fremont National Forest, and then assigned as District Ranger on the
Okanogan and Malheur National Forests. In 1956 he was selected by the Depart-
ment of Agriculture to attend the U. S. Civil Service Commission's Senior
Management Intern Program, which extended over five months. His last as-
signment was as Placement Assistant in Personnel Management, Portland
Regional 0ffice He died August 10, 1958,

--M. L. Merritt

* **

Eugene V. Wright 1922-1958

Eugene V. Wright was Scaler on the Willard Ranger District of the Gif ford
Pinchot National Forest, He had been a local resident of the Trout Lake
area, and had worked a couple of seasons as a temporary employee for the
Forest Service before being appointed as a Forestry Aid and assigned to
scaling. He died May 23, 1958.

L. Merritt

** *

Robert Aufderheide 1909-1958

Robert Aufderheide started on his professional career immediately after
graduating in Forestry from Oregon State College in 1935. He was Junior
Forester on the Rogue River, Ranger and Supervisor's Staff Assistant on
the Siuslaw, Supervisor of the Umpqua, and in 1954 was made Supervisor
of the Willamette National Forest. He held this position at the time
of his death on March 28, 1959 following a long illness. At one time he
had been in charge of research at the Corvallis branch of the Pacific
Northwest Forest and Range Experiment Station.

Aufderheide leaves his widow, a daughter, and many friends.

L. Merritt
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Herbert M. Johnston 1880-1959

Herb Johnston died in Baldwin Park, California, March 29, 1959. He will be
remembered by many as Camp Superintendent of the Wyeth CCC camp on the Mt.
Hood Forest, which was later converted to a camp for conscientious objectors
during World War II. Herb was an efficient leader and made a splendid record
under trying conditions.

By profession he was a civil engineer and had worked for a number of years
with the Miami Lumber Company at Crande Ronde, His forestry service was con-
fined to the Mt. Hood Forest where he served as Camp Superintendent from
1935 to 1942.

He was a member of the Masonic Lodge, and while living in Portland was a mem-
ber of Westminster Presbyterian Church. He is survived by his widow, Kathleen,
two sons, Darragh E. and Herbert M, and three grandchildren. Herb was well
liked and highly respected by his friends and associates.

--A. 0. Waha

***

J. Fred McClain 1879-1958

(Note--Last year's Timber Lines announced the death of J. Fred
McClain, but time did not permit obtaining his obituary. (Ed.))

J. Fred McClain - Fred, as he was affectionately known to a host of friends -
died at Enterprise, Oregon on May 10, 1958 following an illness of three weeks.
He was buried in the Prairie Creek cemetery near the site of his birth. Ser-
vices were conducted by the Methodist Church and Joseph Lodge No. 81 AF & AM.

His parents were early settlers in the Valley, once the home of Chief Joseph
and the Nez Perce tribe of Indians. From his father, Fred learned the ways
of sheep and cattle, ranching in this lush grass valley rimmed by the tower-
ing Wallowa Mountains where fish and game were plentiful.

Fred's death marked the passing of another of a rapidly disappearing group
of pioneers of the Forest Service. He was a charter member of that small and
select group who by courage, foresight, and willingness to carry on in spite
of adversity developed the sound foundation upon which the Service stands.
His passing leaves a niche in the hearts of those who knew him that can never
be filled.

On September 11, 1904, he was married to Mary Alice (Mae) Meek, who with
their daughter Marjorie (1rs. L. Wayne Mitchell) survives him.
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One of Fred's first assignments as guard at Cold Springs on the Wallowa Forest
was to prevent the Indians from grazing their horses in trespass. On April 1,
1907, after passing the Ranger examination, he was appointed Assistant Forest
Ranger and was promoted to District Ranger of the Joseph District in 1908 under
Forest Supervisor Harvey Harris.

As a Ranger and a citizen, Fred McClaIn was held in high esteem within and out-
side the Service, His administration of the Joseph District was wise and just,
and was characterized by a firmness and fairness to all concerned. Through
fire, range controversies, road and trail and communication developments,
June 11 examinations, and the many other crises that confronted him, permittees
and local residents alike respected his attitudes and decisions throughout his
more than 30 years as a forester on his district. This is somewhat of a record
for length of service performed in one's native community.

After his optional retirement February 28, 1939, Fred and Mrs. McClain con-
tinued living in the family's pleasant brick home in Joseph. On his father's
farm nearby, the MeClains then began raising purebred Hereford cattle,. a
venture Fred enjoyed and prospered in.

Winter trips were frequently made to southern California, visiting at the home
of their daughter at Vista. Fred's home was always a choice spot for a
pleasant pause, a bit of advice, a glimpse of the past, and a look ahead.

--Wade Hall and K. P. Cecil

** *

Ernest E. Shank 1886-1958

Ernest E. Shank, 72, died Friday, Nov. 7, at Parkview Nursing Home in Grants
Pass, He was born August 13, 1886 in Canby, and came to Grants Pass in 1937
as Administrative Assistant on the Siskiyou National Forest,

After graduation from high school and business college, Mr. Shank took a posi-
tion in 1908 as Forest Clerk at Dillon, Montana with the Beaverhead National
Forest, and later transferred to the Clearwater National Forest at Kooskia,
Idaho, In 1915 he transferred to the Umpqua National Forest, Roseburg, Oregon,
where he remained for three years,

Between 1919 and 1931 he was engaged in private employment with various lumber
concerns. In 1932 he went to Oregon State College at Corvallis as secretary
in the extension division, In June 1933, he accepted a position in the
Regional Office of the Forest Service in Portland, where he remained until
he transferred to the Siskiyou National Forest, He retired February 1, 1953.

He was a member of Newman Methodist Church and the IOOF and Masonic Lodges.
He was Past Master of Grants Pass Lodge No. 84, A, F. and A. N., and served
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for 20 years as its secretary. In February of this year he was honored
by fellow members of the lodge for his years of service, and was pre-
sented with a television set. He was Past Worthy Patron of Josephine Chap-
ter No. 26, 0. E. S., and Past Eminent Commander of Melita Commandary,
Knights Templar.

He is survived by his widow, Allie, Grants Pass; two daughters, Mrs.
Gladys Kelty of Clatskanie and Mrs. Clara McCormick of Redmond; a son,

Donald, of Jennings Lodge; a brother, Earl, of Portland; and six
grandchildren. -- Foster Steele

Guy N. Ingram 1881-1958

Guy 14. Ingram was born August 25, 1881 and a native of Roseburg, Oregon.
He entered the Forest Service as Ranger on February 1, 1905 by transfer
from the Interior Department, at a salary of $60.00 per month. He had an
unusually pleasing personality. He advanced rapidly and became the first
Supervisor of the newly established Fremont National Forest on January 1,
1908, and resigned December 5, 1910, During his term as Supervisor, he
proved himself capable and efficient as an administrator.

After his resignation he lost a leg in a railroad accident. Following
his recuperation he engaged in a successful real estate business in the
San Francisco Bay area with offices in Oakland. He later purchased a farm
near Forestville on the Russian River in Sonotna County, California, where
he lived for the last five years of his life.

He died November 11, 1958, leaving his widow, Mable B., and a brother, Carl
of Bandon, Oregon. Another brother, Pearl Ingram, was for many years a
District Ranger on the Fremont Forest.

-41. L. Merritt

***

Binger W. Powell 1905-1958

"Bing" Powell, as he was known, was a native of the State of Washington.
He was a graduate of Jefferson High School, and of Oregon State College in
1929with a B. S. degree in Commerce. After graduation he worked for vari-
ous commercial companies in this area, entering the Forest Service as a
Purchasing Clerk (for radio equipment) in 1941, when the Forest Service
Radio Laboratory was in Portland. He became Purchasing Agent for the Mt.
Hood Forest in November 1953, and died .July 24, 1958. He was drowned in
the Columbia River that evening while attempting to save the life of a
teen-age boy. He had already helped another boy to safety. He was unmarri,

--M. L, Merritt
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Raymond J. Patterson 1906-1958

Raymond Patterson died March 22, 1958. He was Forestry Aid (to the District
Ranger) on the Pasayten Ranger District. He had been a Forest Guard on the
Okanogan National Forest for 22 years.

--M. L, Merritt

Martin E. Baudendistel 1911-1957

Martin E. Baudendistel, chief of the Division of Forest Economics Research
of the Pacific Northwest Forest & Range Experiment Station, died in Portland,
Oregon, June 15, 1957 after a short illness.

Born in Lockport, New York, in 1911, he was graduated from the New York
State College of Forestry at Syracuse in 1933 and began his career in pub-
lic forestry in 1934, working on flood-control and forest-economics proj-
ects in Texas, Louisiana, Mississippi, Arkansas, and Georgia until 1943.
During the period 1943-46, he served as a technologist at the U. S. Forest
Products Laboratory at Madison, Wisconsin, and for a short time in 1946
he was assigned to the Chief's office in Washington, D, C. From 1946 to
1948 he worked on flood-control survey projects in Utah, and then moved
to the Northern Rocky Mountain Station at Missoula, Mont., where he was
in charge of the flood-control survey division.

Baudy came to the Pacific Northwest Forest & Range Experiment Station in
Portland in 1951 to take charge of flood-control surveys in Oregon,
Washington, California, Idaho, and Montana. He transferred to the
regional office in Portland in 1953 when responsibility for the work was
reassigned, but he returned to the Station in 1954 as assistant to the
Director. He was made chief of forest economics research in 1955 and
served in that capacity until his death.

Baudy was active in public affairs. He served as Forest Service repre-
sentative on the Columbia Basin Inter-Agency Committee from 1948 to 1955,
and in 1954 he became Forest Service representative for Western United
States on the Water Resources Development Committee of the Western Agri-
cultural Economics Resources Council.

Surviving him are his wife, Mangus; two daughters, Mary Ann and Nancy
Jean; a son, Martin; and a brother, Theodore.

Elwyn F Peffer
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MY GET UP AND GO HAS GOT UP MW W1NT

How do I know that my youth is all spent?
Well, my get up and go has got up and went.
But in spite of it all - I'm able to grin
When I think of all where my get up has been.

Old age is golden) so I've heard it said,
But sometimes I wonder as I crawl into bed.
With my ears in a drawer, my teeth in a cup,
My eyes on the table until 1 wake up.

E'er sleep dims my eyes I say to myself--
Is there anything else I should have laid on the shelf?
I'm happy to say upon closing my door,
My friends are the same and with some even more.

When I was young my slippers were red,
I could kick up my heels right over my head.
When I grew older my slippers were blue
But still I could dance the whole night through,

Now that I'm old my slippers are black--
I walk to the store and puU my way back.
The reason I know, my youth is all spent,
My get up and go has got zp and went.

But in truth I don't mind as I think I can grin,
Of all the grand places my get up has teen,
Since I've retired from life's competition,
I busy myself with complete repetition.

I get up each morning, duet off my wits,
Pick up the paper and read the "Obits",
If my name is missing, I know I'm not dead,
So I eat a good breakfast and go back to bed.
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THE MAIL. BAG

REMEMBER, old friends are best - let's keep in touch with them.
Write to that old friend whose letter you read in
TIMBER LINES.

ROSALEE APPRECIATES RECOGNIflON

Dear Members:

Many, many thanks for the beautiful necklace presented to me at our
annual dinner. I was so surprised and delighted that I couldn't get
my tongue untied to thank you properly at the time. I am wearing
it with great pride and bragging abc t it to anyone who will listen.

Thanks also for your kind words and fine cooperation, which made my
term of office very pleasant.

- Rosalee Coulter - Ex-Secretary

TOMMY HERDS AND HUNTS

Once more the wheel has about completed Its circle and rernind: me
of the kiddies' Christmas and the good30- Year Club

I enjoy receiving the news letterd and all other information you
send out. Some of the names you mention I can well remember for
50 years or more.

Mrs. Thompson and I are both enjoying good health and keep busy doing
many things. She has done 14 pieces f needlepoint work since March 1
of this year. I have a few registered Hereford cattle that I spend
considera!le time looking after. I did a lot ofhunting this fall.
Bunted deer 10 days in Okanogan County near Conconully before .1 found
one with horns. Then I went to the Blue Mountains, southwest of
Pomeroy, to hunt elk. No luck, Saw plenty but, same as deer, no
horns. However, I had a good time and plan to try again next season.

Snow fell the last few days which hindered some, and many hunters were
stranded for a short time. We had a 4-wheel drive International 3/4
ton pickup. We were able to get around and out when time came.
Season ended too soon for me as I 1iketo hunt. Anyway, Ithink that
is reason I came home skunked. The last few days we had 18. or 20 inches
of snow. My hunting partner was a man about 60 years-, according to
him, and I think has hunted considerable. However, I think he kills
most of his game in camp and when he meets-other hunters in the- wood9.

Thomas Thompson
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ThE U'S HAVE 0VED

I thought I had written about my change of address but the last Timber
Lines came to my old Seattle addre8s, so please change it to Rt. 8,
Box 384, Olympia, Washington.

Also there is $1.00 enclosed which I likely owe. If there is more that
I owe, please let me know. I am running a Christmas tree farm here
and would be glad to have any and all of the 30-Year Club members drop
in when they are up this way. The name is in the phone book and we are
about 10 miles south and west of Olympia. Best wishes.

Herbert L. Plumb

BERT'S IN OL' VIRGINIE

Just received a copy of the June issue of Timber Lines. Many thanks.
I surely enjoyed reading about some of the old timers I knew so well.

I'm really pleased with the work here. Have had several interesting
meetings with the forests in Virginia and West Virginia. Plan to
travel to New England States in August.

Give my best regards to the gals and the fellows in the office. And
thanks, again, for the copy of Timber Lines. I'll circulate it to the
ex-R-6'ers located here.

Bert Holtby

OW IT'S OFfiCIAL

When you reach the planning stage for the annual picnic you should
know that Mrs. Waha and I will again be glad to have it at our place.

A. 0. Waha

P.S.: Wu said he had no news to write for Timber Lines, so I said,
"All right, I will".

No, we haven't been on a trip. Yes, we are kept busy here at home.
No, we haven't been in the hospital. Yes, we are all pretty well,
thank you. No, we haven't had guests from afar. Yes, we are look-
ing forward to the 30-Year Club picnic at our house

That seems to sum up the news from some of the "Old Timers".

Mrs. A. 0. Waha
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FRED IS STILL PROSPECTIN'

Enclosed find ballot, also a buck for 1959 dues. I regret I will not
be able to attend the banquet in April. FOrthoae who may be inter-
ested, I can add that I am in fair health and hoping for another
decade in which to go rock hunting over in the desert Took our
1958 vacation over at Soda Lake with side trips to Death Valley and
Lake Mead. Found some beautiful specimens of dendrite in vicinity
of SodaLake. We plan a return to the area again this year but will
headquarter at Tecopa Springs. It is located at south end of Death
Valley near the small to.rt of Shoehone. These are natural hot springs
varying intemperature from 105' to 1200. The latter, with a handful
of ashes can remove the scruff from a desert rat. The place Was named
for one of the local chieftans of t'e Shoshone tribe. They tell he
loved his mud bathe, almost as well as the accumulation of white
scalps.

In order to. reduce on work, inkeepthgup the plae, as well as hopes
of tax reductions, I sold our home and a half acre last March. Then
we built a small two-bedroom home. Trying to keep down the expenses,
I did much of the work here and there - insulatinn, painting, grading
and planting. Am busy now on a covered patio.

My oldest son is retiring from U.S Naval Service in March, with rank
of Chief Warrant, after twenty-nine years, some months of enlisted
time. I am hoping on having a,newreàruit on rock hunting expeditions.

Another event that looms large in the life of a garrülóus old-man Was
a grandson, who will bear the family name. To that date my sons all
bad daughters and the daughters had Sons So, ha was given his grand-
father's name, his great grandfather's name and also his great, great
grandfather's name. The latter was responsible fo the family name
as he landed in Philadelphia in 1837 with an extra packet handket-
chief, a life-lông hatred of Prussia and Prussians plus the family
name. Sortly after the end of the Mexican war he resigned his com-
mission in a Pennsylvania regiment and took west to the American
frontier. Northern Indiana rewarded him with a lifetime of hardships
and there he set the family precedent. Each generation has started
with nothing and after seventy or eighty years they are found to be
hanging on to that amount with grim determination.

Linkletter says, "People are funny". Maybe so, but life is a grand
experience. I wish I were a bit closer to the beginning rather than
getting so close to the ending.

Fred Webmeyer
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NOW SHE IS BONA P1DB

Sorry not to have remembered before, but I still owe a dollar for that
picnic last summer, Coming out of the house after visiting with
Barbara Waha, I found the treasurer had gone. Forgot completely un-
til the recent reminder, which I am glad to receive.

The other dollar is for 1959 dues. Not being a bona fide member, I
have not filled out the ballot, Will try to send a conservation quote:

"Theconservation of natural resources is the key to the future.
It is the key to the safety and prosperity of the American
people, and all the people of the world, for all time to come.
The very existence of our Nation and of cli the rest depends on
conservingthe resources which are the foundation of life,
That is why conservation is the greatet material question of
all."

From p. 324, Chapter 58, "The Birth of Conservation", in the book,
"Breaking New Ground", by Gif ford Pinchot, published by Harcourt,
Brace & Co., 1947.

Drew Sherrard
(Mrs. Thomas H. Sherrard)

THE CHAIN SAW KICKED HIM

I am enclosing a check for membership dues for 1959.

About a month agol was cutting wood for the fireplace when the log
pinched on the chain saw. The saw kicked back and the handle hit me
on the leg. I have been on crutches until recently, but I can walk
with a cane now.

The moral La, don't cut wood - don't work,

George R. Wright
Friday Harbor, Wasbingon

LESTER HAS THE 30-YEAR ACHES

In reply to Foster Steele's SOS, I will make the following comments on
my family:

Our son, Donovan, is a senior in the University of Oregon Dental School,
Portland, Oregon. We are looking, forward to his graduation in June as
his schooling has been a strain on the family budget.

Our daughter, Gloria, graduates from high school this year. She plans
to enter Portland State in Secretarial Science this fall.
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Gloria and my wife, Alma, returned houfrotn a, session in the local
hospital during the week Gloria was ill with a seige of the Flu
and Alma with -Pleurisy.

My health has been good, except for the aches and pains that go with
one working '30 yeari with the Forest 'Service.

I was glad to hear about John 'Kuhns. Re was supervisor on the Whitman
when I was assistant ranger at the Blue Mountain Ranger Station

Lester J. McPherson
239 S. Canyon Blvd.
Jehn Day, Oregon

SANE OLD PRtOE, 'CLIFF ' '.

Enclosed is $l.OÔ dues for 1959. Row áome no inflation? Al,l'others
have raised, (Oont't tempt us, Cliff Ed.)

At present I am with my sister in Salem.

Cliff Welty

YOU ARE ALWAYS IN'GOOD STANDING 'EDITH

I am very sure I am one who is behind on their duea although I do
not have a 'membership card.

Enclosed please find check for three'dollars. Hope this takes care
of my 'dues up to -date. ' " ' '

I do enjoy reading the notes, although I find a lot of names that are
not familiar to me. ' ' .'

Edith Buøk
'7720 S. E.'3Oth A$ente
Pàttland 2; Oregon

* '*'* *

THE - ANNUAL DINNER DATE

A dollar bill' is enclosed' for my 1959 dues. ThankS for the reminder,
in your letter of January 20. We are very grateful for t'ie copieS of
the N. W Forest Service News Mrs Langfield and I plan to attend
the annual dinner' axd hope to see all the old timars again. Out
'reservation is enclosed.'

K. C. Langfield
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0. D. (PICK) PICKFORD LIKE HIS BOOK

Thur8day evening . and Mrs. Folsom came to see me and gave me that
wonderful book, "Erpire of the Columbia", written by Dorothy Johansen
and Charles Gates. All my life I have enjoyed history and geography
of. the West, particularly of the area in which Madeline and I happen
to be living. This is one of the finest I have ever seen.

Will you tell the 30-Year Club for ma how much 1 thank them for this
wonderful gift and how much I treasure it? Many, any thanks.

Pick

"THE LIFE OF RILEY"- (AND TEE PHELPS')

Foster Steele asked me to write something for Timber Lines. I find, as
I grow older, that I dislike writing, especially about myself, but I
do enjoy Timber Lines, and since Foster works so bard to make it a
success, I really awe it to him to do as he asks.

Today is Sunday afternoon, and in this benign. "Mediterreanean" climate
of the coastal valleys of California, I'm loafing on the south-facing
patio of my small domain. Thinking of Foster brings to mind the old
days and the forests I loved so well. In memory I see again the majes-
tic back-country of the old Che].an, the desert-scapes of the Fremont,
and the yellow-pine country of the Deschutes. (Ponderosa to you, but
still yellow-pine in memory to me). What a beautiful country the
Region was in those early days and how fortunate I was to have seen so
much of it! In fact,, what a beautiful country the whole of Western
America was, from the Mississippi to the Pacific - the long slope of
the great plains rising slowly to the ramparts of the Rockies; the
great interior basin with its desert topography. and colors, and the well-
watered slopes of the Pacific and the sunset, where I now find myself.

Reading has always been to me a great source of pleasure. Of late
years my favorite reading has been of "Western Americana". I find the
history of the early West,and biographies of the men who lived there,
most absorbing--the American Indiana of the plains and deserts, the
advent of the horse and its effect on Indian culture, the early explora-
tions of the white man, the saga of the "Mountain Men" and the fur
traders and trappers, the great cattle herds supplanting the buffalo,
and the coming of nester and barb-wire--and now the automobile, the
jet plane and the nucleav bomb. What a pageant and what a setting!
Unique in all the history of the earth! In my youth I spent a year on
a cattle ranch in Northern Montana, owned and operated by one of my
father's brothers, and learned to love the colorful life, its people
and the sweep of the buffalo-grass prairies before they knew the plow.
On my1ast birthday my wife gave me a copy of "The CharlesM. Russell
Book", and I spend whole evenings poring over the reproductions of
Russell's paintings and sketches. I saw a number of them in the origi-
nal in Great Falls during my Montana 7ear. Many of his paintings and
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sketches portrayed too muchearthy cowboy humor to be incldèdin a
decorous book such as Bea gave me. My book contains a rèp?odüction
of Russell's historical mural painting "LewiS and ClarkMeeting the
Flathead Indiánsat Ross' Hole'!, and thiáI thinkis my favoiite.
I am told it hangs in the:State House at Helena. Ihaveseétthe
Bitterroot Valley, the picture is beautiful and the detail perfect.

Montana, Washington, Idaho, Oregon, California--these States, their
mountains and valleys and desert3,I have seen in great detail,
afoot, horseback, from the deck of a tin lizzie andfroththeait.
The remainder of the West 1 have seen only in hurried ti'aeling
through, but I love it all. *

.So:now,,as lapproach hollerin' dist.ánce of three score years and
ten, and age has tempered. my zest fornewcountriès and nel experi-
ences, I like to sit in the shade on the patio and watchthe Calif-
ornia hills, green now from the winter rains, but soon ta turn brown
with summer's drought. En summer through fall the setting sun will
turn theirbrown to tawny gold. Iliketheir 8iiterandfaIl có'lor8
bet. the sun is warm, thewind cat-essing, and mysmall do in is
beginning to burgeon under spring's urging. So go the days--the
garden togiveme plea8ant andheaithful work (sometimes Ithnk
too much - it's surprising how much work there is to maintain andme
and a quarter acre), a few friends, an occasional game'of bridge to
sharpen my wits, and much loafing and reading. nd,ob yes, three
fingers of bourbon and branch water before dinner. I also do a little
part-time work about the County, inspecting the batching of concrete
for school construction jobs, to keep the contractors honest. The
best times of all are those when some good friend of Foree Service
days thinks enough of me to come see me (how such visits do flatter
mei) and we can reconstruct the universe overacotch or bourbon and
through tobacco smoke. If I were to live my life over again, I'd want
to spend it in the American West and in the Forest Service, the most
beautiful country and the finest outfit in the world.

Howard T. Phelps
Santa Rosa, California (3/15/59)

GOD'S TEMPLES

It waaear1y morning a day in May, l29, while marking timber in an
Eastern Oregon National Forest sale. I had stepped up oüto a 2 t03
foot diameter old. windfall the better to . see over brush and vieW trèe
in the nearby area. Suddenly, I saw a big yellow Poñderoie.pine tree,
straight as. an arrov, with onla f snial-i limbs for nearly 100 feet,
where two litbs had grown Out a few feet on Opposite ids of the trunk.
10 to'lS feet above the limbs the main bole waS broken off. Afer re-

moval of the top shade, the two limbs had elbowed and since grown
straight up 25 to 30 feet.

Ael Iooked..ac this greattree I visüalizedit as it mayhave been be-
fore the broken hole: tall; straight, sturdy trunk, symmetrically
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beautiful green plumey crown, pointing many feet more than now into
the blue sky; majestically, serenely, waving in the gentle breezes
thrashing defiantly in the raging storms; glistening in the Summer
rains; sparkling with a million snowy diamonds on the winter crown;
whispering sweet lullabies to forest friends in the ebbing zephyrs.
Truly a patriarch pine, a monarch in the forest--and this great tree
just one of uncountable billions of God's Temples at which man, through
the ages, may well have looked up at in wonder and awe, and bowed
humbly, reverently, in silent meditation while thanking his Creator
for His blessings; - Creator of all life and this His mightiest of
living, growing, flowering, fruiting, seeding creations in the plant
kingdom; - vast seas of waving, green, virgin forests, spread as pro-
tecting mantles over His lands; protection against floods, droughts,
deserts, famines; protection against the vicissitudes and inclemencies
of weather; providing food and shelter for man, beast, birds, fishes;
* a home, "in the land which the Lord,, thy God, giveth thee as a
heritage, forever".

Yet, alas, alack, against which man has 'waged relentlesswars of waste
and destructicn; reducing God's Temples to lumber, sawdust and ashes1
smoke and waste; -, the winning of which wars can lead to the destruc-
tion of man himself. Increasing millions of people and ruining the
land's susteiiance has brought, and can bring, only one finale; floods
droughts, deserts, famines, a and added millions to the long, long
lines .ri the human death march1 as for long, end now, on much of the
earth.

Denuded hills support no mills, and barren lands mean
idle bands,

Save our forests, save our streams; save our land is
what this means.

John E. Gribble
Medford,. Oregon

FROM FARMER LINDH

Greetings from Central Oregon to our friends across the land.

The Lindh's have had a busy and interesting year. After almost 34
years with the U. S. Forest Service Otto retired the last day of
February. Our many Atlanta friends had a marvelous retirement party
for us--they gave us a large portable TV set as a gift. It was hard
for us to break away from an active life with the Forest Service after
the many enjoyable years and meeting hundreds of fine people in all
parts of the country. Living and working in the three major areas of
the U.S. is highly recommended, as is the long association with a
grand outfit - the Forest Service.

During March and April we sold our home and a lot of our furniture and
made arrangements to go West. Among other things, we acquired a Ford
pickup and a travel trailer. Irt May we headed West. Ronald drove our
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car aid e drøve the pickup-trailer. A great way to tral 8o easy to

havea éup of cof'feeor stop overnight.

In Albuquerque our many friends had a get-together for us. It was great

to seethe folks in the SOuthwest. Elsa also toured the art centers

and looked up her former art classmates.

We finally arrived in Redmond the middle of May. Why Redmond of alt

places in the U.S.? It is a small, friendly, clean town of nice homes
with a sunny, dry climate (8 in. rainfall belt). We are only 2 hours

from Portland, 3 hour8 from tha beach, and in the center of a very
diversified hunting ard fishing area. It has coercial airline ser-
vice and is tte hub of several hL3hways. Redmon4 has no expressways,
no smelly, crowded traffic or busses, no minority groups and no zoning

fights.
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We looked for acreage near town bit the ranchers were not willing to
sell small tracts in favorable locations. So we acquired a tract of

48 acree Lth no buildings, l miles from the center of the city. It

has a 29 .-;r water right and every acre has a million dollar VLGW of
the Cascade :ange from the Three Sisters to Mt. Hood. The watered

land ié i L3ture and rents for $3.50 per cow per month which takes
care of tazes, water and interest.

During June we built a fence around a building site and red cindered
a 1000 foot road to the center of a 10 acre corner. In .July we started

to construct our 32 z 80 foot house after driving the center stake near
our acre lake and where the larger mountains would be beat framed by

lower hills and nearby ranch headquarters. During the next five -months

we put in 43 yards of concrete, 520 pieces of 2 x 8's, 340 pieces of

2 x 6's, 1224 pieces of 2 x 4's, 8740 square feet of plywood, 4000 sq.
feet of sheetrOck, 4760 èquare feet of thsulation, 196 square feet of
glass, 21 doors and 4000 bricks (fireplace). We use4 560 pounds of
nails, drilled a 56 foot well (the first 48 feet through solid rock)
and instal1e a pressure pumping system and a septic tank syètem We

have had help on electric wiring, plumbing, the well, fireplace construct-
tion, framing and roof (ahead of fall storms) and on the sheetrock job.
Othezwise we have done all, the work. We are now finishing the inside
and should be ready to move in by March or April.

We have been a bit too busy to do much fishing or hunting or visiting
friends but it will be diffetent in 1959. Rowever, we have seen about
one hundred of our Forest Service friends since we arrived and hav'e
had more company than we ever had before in one year

Late in November we drove to Utah to take part in the marriage of
our oldest son, Ronald, to nn Worley of Salt Lake City. So we

finally have a daughter - a very welcome addition to our family.
They expect to live inBend - énly 20 minutes from us. -

Our youngest son, Bob, came up from England Air Force Base in Louis-
iana to be best man at the wedding. He then spent most of December

wLth us. We had ourfamity together for thefirat time'inthree
years.



We will Boon be able to take care of "y-all". Come to see us. Our
present address is P.O. Box 234, Redmond, Oregon - After March 1,. it
vii], be Route 1, Box 201A.

In the meantime the very best wishes for a happy holiday season and
for the coming year.

Elsa and Otto Lindb.

CRUISING THE CA1UBBEN.

We thought it might be nice for once. to spend the Christmas and New
Years' holidays away from Oregon so went from Salemto New Oriean and
there boarded the luxurious yacht-like "Stella Polaris", of the t4almo
Sweden Clipper Line for a sixteen days cruise to the various islands
in the Caribbean. To. the strains of "AUf Widersehn" the Stella Polaris
on Sunday morning before Christmas cast off from the wharf at 9:45 /M.
Music was furnished by the Stella's fine dance band.

New Orleans is built wrong. It'i on the wrong side of the river; the
sun comos up in the morning in the wrong place; the river runs uphill
(north). We found out why when the ship sailed. The mississippi makes
a big horseshoe there--hence the name attached; Crscent City.

Downstream the shore is lined with docks. Ships of many flags were
tied up for receipt or discharge of cargo; we met or passed others--
freighters, barges and tugboats. Below the city is the bayou country,
low and flat. The Stella rides in a channel above the land back of
the levees, and you see the tops of houses rather than the foundations.
It's a woodsy country,. with settlements and farmsteads strung along.

The run down the Mississippi takes about seven hours, and in the delta
region the land fades into marsh; but here, oddly enough there. is a
great activity. Oil derricks rise on bits of land or on anchored
barges. Tank farms are dotted about for the collection of oil and
its storage until it can be taken upstream to the refineries.

A ship is a self-contained community and since you are going to be
living, sleeping, eating for,the next sixteen days on board one of the
first things to do after being shown your cabin is to get out and
get acquainted. A good place we found to start was down in the din-
ing room where passengers were already in line waiting to get choice
table locations in that important part of the ship where they serve
super meals, There is one advantage of a couple going alone and not
taking or going on such a cruise with another couple. ou are allays
welcome it seems in any group, especially the coèktail parties--since
there is always room for two--but not often for four more or six.

After we sailed out of the Mississippi whose waters were turbid with
sediment, into the broad and blue waters of the Gulf of Mexiso you
could already feel the warm breezes coming from the,Gulf and Carib-
bean regions.

35 -



Many people-make- this trip by air at 8peeda up to '300- plus per hour.
-Ci ship cruised on a:steady modest speed of -18 knots. So life on

shipboI..i--jartof the vacation. Just as at a summer hotel, the'-.

managemet plate diversions for. its guesta--motion -pictures, -danc.!vg,
swimming, ia" orchestra, and special deck games..- Dining and dre-
sing for te evning gala affairs becomes an important part of t1v
day's ritual. Attending -the various receptions such as the Capain's
cOcktail party, and many private cocktail parties to Which we re

fottunate enough to be invited, these followcd by dinner, and iat

a picture it was in the dining room - the ladies in their best ozmals,

carefully- selected, and the- men in white dinnerS jackets. -ditmer?

A multicouree collation with steaks, turkey, ham-, fish -and the many
side dishes. Thieves no place to. try to diet. After dinner the
many special' activities made it-- impossible to get off -to bed before
the-midnight hour. - ---- -- - . .

Time Went fast and it was not long before the ship was agog with
talk about -landing -at Havana, Cub-a. . I did miss the morning Oregonian

-. each day but- we were not entirely out
.1

touch with-the world. Daily
we receivcd a radio newscast which kept us Informed -on doings on the
rnaitlancU Pi-o asange who haw made the trip beiore, which er
many, do you quickly learn what is best to purchase when ashore at
the various islands. Uncle Sam cooperates with the shoppers, too, by
allowing them to bring in $500 worth, duty free, if they are out of
the country 12 or more days. So the papas are loosening up on the
traveler's - checks and the--purser is busy cashing them.

-

- -We arrived in flittering Havana, Cuba, -about 9- AM- in the morning and
stayed in port until after-midnight. liere, upon going ashore, you
quickly -)i se the ancient ruins of great old Spanish forts, buildings
where history still lives. Cuba 'is the largest island-of the West
Indies-760- miles long. - It has a fine- -network- of roads that take you

quickly into the back country. It has excellent modern hotels and
- fine-places to: din.- or Once we-were -glad our-time was limited aince

- trouble seemed to be - in the air. -We noticed too. many. armed soldiers

near -the paLate -gates and riding -in trucks up .and down -the street. near

our wharf. We enjoyed our short stay at -Havana -after taking in some
of the wonderful night spots where dancing to the rumba rhythms vie
with American- melodies. The lavish floor shows, gaming, casinos,
rows of one armed bandits, bright lights, soft breezes, beautiful
senoritas, tropical enchantment makes one wish the ship would develop
engine trouble and stay over a day or two longer. Lucky for us we
left when -We did--only a -few days later our- ship radio papr gave- us
an account of trouble in the spots we had visited and iot- long after
-that Castro entered Havana and took over. - - - - - - -

- We visited St. Thomas, -then- the half-Dutch, haif--Prench- Island of' -

St.- Martin. - At Ciudad Trüjillo, the oldest city of the-new world we
were amazed -to find- one of -the: world's- most- beautiful hotels--the.

Embajador Intercontinental. Here in this colorful Dominican Republic
there is lots to see and do. One day was not enough time--but we cUd

-- get over' the--greater part of the city. -It's a- beautiful country of

- mountains and vailey verdant plains and seashdr. You can visit: the
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tomb of Columbus who was responsible for discovering many of the islands
in the Caribbean. Montego Bay in Jamaica British West Indies with
Doctor's Cave Bathing Beach was the final magic that charmed Cleo and
me the moat, and what swimming we enjoyed here in the warm blue waters
with the shoreline of white sand and palm trees

On our entire trip we had perfect weather and without the use of a sun
lamp we developed a fine tan from the warm ocean breezes--wa still have
some of it

I could go on and on but I know you must be getting' enough so 1 will
close to say we arrived safety back in New Orleans after the New Years
Day and were entertained before returning to Salem by Philip Briegleb
and his wife with a wonderful dinner at one of New Orleans choice eating
places "Brennens", located in the French Quarter only a few blocks off
of Canal Street.

The pictures we took on the cruise came out 100% so from time to time we
are going to enjoy our colored slides which will bring back happy memories
of our first Caribbean cruise.

Albert Wiesendanger

NOTES FROM THOSE WHO COULD. NOT ATTEND TUE PICNIC

Someone had a good idea, that of sending an envelope along. It serves
as a "push along" for people like I. (We foresters are thrifty - we'll
write today to save the envelope). I have so appreciated getting the
magazines and the article that Mrs. Shaw contributed made me laugh and
cry. The one and only bad thing about Fred was his handwriting.

I sin living in our home, gardening, and thankful for my memories of fire
holes, pine beds and messy trips into the lakes and hills, and for my
Forest Service friends. I probably will not be at the picnic physically
but bet I will mentally. My love to you all.

Marj Cleator
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I am sorry I have to miss this picnic but someday I'll. be seeing all
of you fellows who have nothing to do. If you could have that picnic
in September, aster the garden has been put away, and the lawn can take
care of itself, I will be able to come--but everytime we take a long
trip, and it's 480 miles to Portland, we swear that we will never go
again. You see, when you are 71 you don't just take off anytime. We
were through Portland in April - visiting our daughter in Ocean Lake,
which we surely enjoyed.

Well, you can say, that when I am not working at home, I am painting
houses and doing odd jobs. I have worked enough ince 1948 to have a



small $ocial Security check, and I em sure I and Mrs.. Burga can gt
by O.K. Looks like w are due for a lO raise, and, we. .re thankful..

My regards to everyone. . We will see some. of you in Pheonix'. this winter.

Look us up.

Had my 82nd birthday June 27 and, while I am not too spry, I am spry
enough if I lived in Portland to attend the picnic. Regards to all.

Albert H. Cousins

We had hoped until now that we would not have to miss a second annual
picnic, but much to our regret1 we can't make' "it. Just too far away
and too busy.' We have several acres of waterfront property here on
Camano.Island,.about.75mi1es northwea.t.o1 Seattle on Puget Soun4.
The island is reached by a tol.l-free.bridge:through Stanwood.. We.are.
now.residing.on the island at Mabano Trajier, Park, about 7 miles from.
our. acreage, until 1 can get., the place, in shape to start a cabin,: may-

be next summer. We may go south again this winter as usual after doing
some brush-burning this fall. .

,
'

Last wInter we spent several months in 'Southern California, at osta
Mesa, then left there in January, with a 9-trailer group, for Mexico
City. and Ac.apuLca, going Into Mexico,through Nogales and returning to
the States. via Laredo... It was, a wonderfully interesting instructive
trip, and we. gained a new and. better understanding of the Mexican people
than we had. previously through short jaunts. through Tiajauna..

Am enclosing my past-due buck which is only token payment for all the
good reading material lisceive.

We welcome visits from our old friends, and will be glad to send de'.
tailed instructions, how to reach us, to anyone interested. It really
isn't hard to find, Mail will reach us as follows

Spencer Goodrich
Rt.l, Box.253-D
Stanwood, Waehngton,

(The partc's..pbone number i Camano.49a)

I willprobablynot be going to any sort of picnjc,.30-Year'CIub or
otherwise, for some time yet. Two weeks ago last Wednesday evening,
while, getting..out of bathtub I slipped andfellon'the (not.at. all.'
soft) edge of the tub real. quick'and hard.. Reult.? As near.as we.
can tell 3 ribs were broken and one cracked. The Doctor put on a
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real wide belt, which Mrs. A insists on calling a "girdle" andwhich I
have called other names, and which I'm still wearing.

I'm beginning to see where the sheep herders' theory, and practice, of
taking not more than 2 baths a year may have some 8oqrld logic and merit
no small consideration. No use taking undue chances of serious injury
when same can be avoided.

To avoid such accidents - just don't take a bath, or, if you do just have
to, be sure to use a bath mat in the bottom of the tub, as I should have.
During my next 71 years I plan to be more careful.

Hope you all, have a real good time at the picnic as I'm sure you will.

3. 0. Anderson

THE WOREf WITH THE FRINGE ON TOP

Ma says I worry too much. But when one so used to driving the family car
on the quiet side roads, with .only now and then a skirmish with city traf-
fic, contemplates the freeways of California it is cause to worry. It is
easy to take the boy out of the country, but you can't take the country out
of the boy--especially an old boy like me. I still wake up in the middle
of the night in a cold sweat, with the din Of tin on tin ringing in my ears,
visions of the pavement gory with blood and ma and me being carted off to
the. morgue.

We left Portland February 5, after a very happy observance of our Golden
Wedding Anniversary. Our two daughters and our sons-ia-law arranged a
fine recepiOn for us here in Portland where we were delighted to greet
so many old friends and relatives, and to receive so many beautiful cards,
flowers, telegrams, ham radio-grams, telephone calls and lovely presents.

We followed Highway 101 south from Reedsport. Took us three days to get
to San Francisco. That hi8hway has been greatly improved since we were
last over it years ago, but I still recommend to those subject to car
sickness taking that route, a goodly supply of "Mother Sills Seasick
Pills". Also don't attempt it with the 1959 version of the American car.
They are too long for the curves.

When we got to Santa Rosa I phoned Howard Phelps and had a short, but good,
visit with him. He wanted us to come out to his house and have cocktails
with Bea and him, but iince I was worried about the San Francisco traffic
and anxious to get through the city before the evening rat race began, we
had to decline their kind invitation. Howard and Bee are really living
there in their Santa Rosa paradise. (See Howard's fine letter in this
issue of Timber Lines).

We spent about two weeks with our daughter, Ann, and her husband in
Hulisborough, which is a suburban village joining Burlingamne, which is a
suburban village joining another suburban village joining San Francisco.
Confusing, ain't it More confusing when you are driving and trying to
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determine the point where you leave one town and enter the next. City
limtt signs help if you are sharp enough to spot 'em. While in the
Bay area we also visited my sister and her family over in Orinda, and
Chat and Millie Morse in San Francisco. Don't ask me how we got
there - we just did.

During all of this period in the San Praneiaco area their vaunted sun-
shine was pure 1iquid. It rained almost every day.. OnWashington's
Birthday we went to Carmel to be at the wedding of our grandson, Bob,
and his beautiful bride, Katie. It was a fine wedding in the church of
the Wayfarer, followed by a reception and dinner at the Hi8hlandInfl,
south of Cannel.

From Cannel we followed the beautiful coast line on Highway No. 1 to
San Luis Obispo and from there to Los Angeles on Highway 101. The rain
stopped at Cannel and the sun shone every day of our stay iü Southern
California.

We visited relatives and friends in Huntington Park and in Long Beach.
We also took a swing south to San Diego, east through La Mesa to the
Salton Sea, returning to L.A. by way of Palm Springs. It was a delight-
ful trip with perfect weather all the way. Passing through Oceanside I
tried to contact the Bill MacDonald's but there was no one home so we
regretfully drove on without seeing them. Also at Laiolla We tried to.
contact the Stanley Walters! but they were also out for the day. I did
see their son, Jack, at hisplace of business and learned that all was
well with the Walters'. While in LaJolla I phoned the Ed Kavanaugh's.
Ed was out playing golf or something, but Mrs. Kavanaugh answered the
phone and I had a short visit with her. She said Ed was fine but that
she was not feeling so well. Since we were with friends and only in
the city for a few hours we did not drive out to their home.

We started home from the LA. area March 11, and returned to Portland
March 18. We stopped at Hulisborough for a few days to rest up. Sun-

shine and good weather continued to favor us until we reached SiSters
on our way home. There we met the showers. We stayed overnight at our
cabin on the Metolius and would have stayed longer but the weather
turned colder and it looked like snow, so we hurried over the Sátiain
Pass in a soft snow storm and down into the warm rain of the west slope.
It was good to be home again. It was also good to know that in 3,200
miles of driving through some of the thickest and fastest traffic in
America we had not dented a fender - ours or anyone elsea.

So, after all, maybe I did worry too much.

Foster Steele

LETTING THE OLD CAT DIE

In response to Foster Steele's SOS I will send in the folloling to; the
mail bag.
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First, the family cat took distemper and died. We never did have a dog
and we do not gossip about our neighbors, so there is not much left to
write about. But will, say that we would enjoy visiting with any of
tbe old gang if they would stop and see us when they are touring this
State. We have an extra bed and Hattie always has a hot pot of coffee;
we átill live at 2629 Granite Way, Sacramento 2, California.

We. have both been enjoying very good health and have been able to get
to Oregon each summer and visit our daughter in LaGrande and son at Helix.

We took a trip last Jantiary and saw the sights in Death Valley National
Monument. including Scotty's Castle. Then on to Las Vegas, Boulder Dam and
to Hattie's brother's place near 29 Palms, While there we drove through
the Joshua Tree National Monument. We then went to Balboa Island and
spent a week with our daughter, Mina, who is in charge of Home Economics
at the Orange Coast College. We then returned homewith nice weather the
entire time,

The Harper's

THE FIGHTtINEST CAT IN TOWN

Rosalee's letter of March 10 brough me face to face with the fact that
time has been slipping by and, once again, spring has sprung, that the
30-Year Club dinner is in the offing and our 1959 issue of Timber Lines
will be following along.

Inquiry is made about me, my kids, my neighbors, the family cat and Old
Shep. Well now, that's quite an order. Old Shep dropped out of the
picture away back about the winter of the blue snow, I reckon it was.
The family cat got so big and cocky and self-centered that he decided
he could lick anything that move4. He first licked all the other cats
in the neighborhood. Then he licked the neighbor's dog. After that they
(he and the dog) became very friendly and at and slept together. Well,
one day this same family cat, with his superiority complex, saw an. auto-
mobile coming his way and remembered that he hadn't licked one of those
animals yet and there would never be a better time than now. That
encounter was too terrible to talk about. Whb won? Well, it wasn't the
cat. All nine lives of that family cat departed together. So much for
the dog and the cat. Now, as for the neighbors, I'm not allowed to talk
about them. My wife has exceptional talent along that line and she does
not want any assistance from me.

As for the kids. Well, they are not kids anymore. Our youngest is 10
years older than I was when I went into the Forest Service back in 1909.
Our son, Billy, lives in Bend with his wife, Edythe. Our daughter,
Genevieve (Jenny to most F.S. people), lives in Lakeview with her hus-
band, Don Al1et, and their 4 boys and girls. Our daughter, Jesaie,and
her husband, Lester Murphy, live in Pasco, Washington, with their 2 boys
and 1 girl. Our son, Allan, lives at Riverton, Oregon with his wife,
Joyce, and 2 boys and 1 girl. Lois Helen, our youngest daughter, lives
at Jennings Lodge with her husband, Roy Smith, and their son and daughter.
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Now, about my wife Want to know what she's oin'? Well, she's
knittin'. She discovered that she could not knit fast enough by hand
to supply 12 grandchildren and, their parents with knitted things so she
bought a knitting machine, which turns out.knitted garments..at high
speed while mom presses buttons and pulls levers. Of course, she does
not knit all the time. She takes time out for frequent trips around the
circle viaiti!lg with each of the 5 families of sons and daughters which
inciude.4 groups of grandchildren. Somehow she has. an idea that grand-
mothers are very essential to. grandchildren and that grandmothers need
.to.check up thoroughly and often.

.

In 1958 I spent nearly all my time at or near home I managed1 between
rest periods to cut and haul several cords of hardwood. for'the fireplace,
built a curb around a portion of our front yard and filled in with loam,
and then seeded part to grass and planted part to shrubs 1 built a
roof over the back porch at our home and over the walk to garge Rest
of my labor consisted of small jobs and watering and mowing, etc.

With phlebitis in my right leg, arthritis in the joints, a stomach that
acts up, a ticker that does not behave properly and other achesand
pains, I am not planning on doing a lot of work in 1959. I think 1111
let old man Harpham do my hunting and fishing. That reminds .me that he
and his wife are spending the winter in their new trailerhouse at Mesa,
Arizona. I rather plan on pulling my rocking chair up to.the fireplace
and just sit back and think of the tough jobs we used to do back in the
good old days when the world (our world) was young.

After struggling quite awhile to produce some reminiscences for publica-
tion in Timber Lines I hadn't thought to write anything else forthe
1959 issue. But the editor's appeal is so touching; and he says, "If
you have taken a trip you must tell us--if you stayed home wegotta.
know". He gets you going or staying.

I stay home most of. the time, but I have been able to travela bit in,
the U. .S. and Canada during the past few years. I've enjoyed seeing
various kinds of scenery and the activities going on in different places,
but moat of all I've enjoyed watching and talking with people. The high-

light of my trip last fall was a.visit.to the South Building in Was1dgton.
So many R-6 folk are there now I had to make a list fro the. directory

to learn where to find them all and not overlook any. The welcome I got
from all of them and from my other friends, not from R-6, warmed my
heart.. One more proof that a rettree. never ceases to be a member. of the
grand old family. ..

I feel sorry for the railroads. They say passenger business i.e in a.. bad
way. Some want to quit hauling the half-empty Pullmans. That's all
right with me, for I ride coach. It's much less expensive, so I can
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afford to go farther. Besides it's lots more fun in a coach. You get
acquainted with your seatmate, if any, and with the people in front of
you, behind you, and across the aisle. You move around and talk with
others--in the louuge or at the dining table, or in the dome, where you
always try to get a seat while travelin8 through wonderful scenery- -the
Columbia River Gorge, the Cascades and the Rockies in Canada and the
States, the Sierras in California.

You meet fine folk, also, in hotel lobbieB end on side trips, such as I
took in Colorado and Utah, to Plymouth to see the Mayflower and the Rock,
and up the "stern and rockbound coast" of New Hampshire and Maine. A man
sat down beside me before a log fire in a Banff hotel lobby. Re was an
Australian, on a trip, with his wife, around the world. I learned a lot
from him. On a trip among the Colorado rocks, our party of five contained
two geologists, one a Frenchman from Algeria. Another member of the group
was a aewpaper woman, who had been a WAC, then in Information Service,
under General MacArthur, and home through the Middle East. Imagine listen-
ing to her conversation with the Frenchman. On a trip to the Garden of
The Gods and up Pike's Peak.oe of our three passengers was a Canadian and
another a member of the Sierra Club. She told us about a wonderful trip
to Alaska by air and sea, and she had recently hiked alone up Mt. Tamalpais
and back in one day, about 25 miles. She appeared to be in her sixties.

It is interesting to watch the people in different cities. Each city
seems to have an atmosphere all its own. In New. York most everybody
goes in high gear, some in Overdrive. They're slower in Boston and
several western cities, and slower still in Washington (so many Govern-
ment employees, you know).

You may even get a few sidelights on the race problem. I changed trains
in the middle of the night at Greensboro, N.C. The coach I entered con-
tained many Negroes. No segregation. t became interested in listening
to the Negroes talking amongst themselves; I noticed no communication
between Negroes and Whites. Ona train east from Seattle, three college
students and a Canadian girl were having an animated conversation in the
lounge. One student was a mulatto. That made no difference to the
others. I sat down beside the mulatto and listened awhile. I asked
her what she thoughtof the Little Rock situation. She said, "It's just
palitics", which may have been a wise answer. Going south from St. Paul,
the mulatto girl sat directly across frOm a lady from Austin, Texas,
and the seat in front of this lady was occupied by a couple of lively
Negro teenagers. She didn't seem to mind much, although shs did say
she would try to find another seat later, as she had to ride all night.

I could recall other interesting experiences from my travel memory, and
try to paint a few pictures of mountains and other landscape, and sea-
scape, and the autumn colors in and around AshvlIe, N.C., and other
locations in the East, but this piece is too long already.

The other day someone asked me if I didn't got loneSome traveling alone.
If you've read this far you know the answer to that, Art Linkletter
goes on demonstrating that "people are funny". I've proved what I sus-
pected for a long time: People everywhere are interesting--and pretty
wonderful.

Harry White
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THEY SAID ThEY COULDN'T

ALLARD SHIPMAN: Am real busy at other activities so cannot spare the
time. Beat wishes to all and have a good time. Will try and be there
next time.

P. L. PAINE: I will probably not attend the Thirty-Year Club annual
dinner on April 17. I hope to be in Arizona

RAY HAMPTON: If I make the annual dinner, I'll have to came "unwept,
unhonored and unsung" cause the way it looks now we likely will not
make it.

A. 3. JAENICKE: Annual meeting of the Columbia River Section of the
Society of American Foresters at Eugene that evening and I am to arrange
and take over the evening.

RUDO L. FROtIME: My date book shows that I've promised to spread some
makeup over the pretty pans of fashion show models on that distant date.
Even have one booking in May. However I would gladly give 'em all the
go-by if I felt prosperous enought to make the Portland trip by air.
Seems I get more pinched every year. Guess my hobby's more fun than
bu3iness.

ft. C. BURQESØ: I would like to be there but "I'm too young to retire"
and have to work for a 1iving

%M. H. VALLAD: Sorry I overlooked this (dues) earlier. All's well with
the Vallada. Best to everyone.

R. N. McGULLOUGH: Here is my $1.00 for dues. Hope to be at the April
17 party. I. am not sure yet but will let you know before the April
deadline. Please change my address to: R. N. McCullough, 1941 Division
Street, Enumclaw, Washington.

THOMAS THOMPSON: 1 will not attend the Thirty Year Club annual dinner
on April 17 and am sorry for two reasons: First - Would like very much
to have a visit with all of you and see some of the old timers that
are no doubt, like myse1f growing older. Hope they are all enjoying
good health. Second - This happens to be my birthday. when it comes
7 O'clock and the big feed is on the table, keep in mind your fi,ure
and health. Kindest regard to all.

RALPH ELDER: Am enclosing
A little too early to make
always seems to turn up to
we hope to be there. Will
nothing goes amiss.

my 1959 dues. Thanks for the reminder.
definite plans on April 17 as something
prevent us from making It, but at present
fill out application for stalls later if

SPENCER GO0DRIC: Hazel and I have beenhoping that we could attend
this year's annual dinner but other commitments, influenced also by
the several hundred miles' distance, make us regretfully give up the
opportunity for this delightful get-together. I am inclosing our buck
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for the best buy of the season, a continuance of membership with all
its privileges.

Since returning from our winter trip a year ago to Southern California
and then to MexicoCity, via trailer, wèhave stuck quitecloselyto
our Camano Island wooded waterfront acres, We have thrown out our
anchor at the only trailer park on the island, from whence a daily
trip of 7 miles is made to the sylvan deli we are parking out by
clearing of down logs, underbrush and all undesirable specie,-'-some of
our friends call it our tree farm. We think we may eventually build
on the property after various obstacles, such as road, drilled well,
etc,, are worked out, Strange to say, such items, even on an affluent
(?)annuity, require consideration. Anyhow,'we are having fun andare
enjoying this beautiful island scenery to the utmost. Think maybe we
will take time off this summer to do more fishing and boating than we
did last season.

Please note our changed address - Rt, 1, Box 253-D, Cainano Island,
Wash. Best regards to everyone.

A visitor at an asylumwas watching one of the
inmates pushing a wheelbarrow upside down. "That's
not the way to push that thing," the visitor
exlaimed, "You've got it upside down."

"Do you think I'm crazy?" answsced the lunatic.
"I used to push it the other way up, and they put
bricks In it".

A man was carrying a grandfather's clock down a
crowded main street to a repair shop. As the clock
limited his vision, he unintentionally collided
with a woman, knocking her down. After collecting
her composure and packages, shestruggled to her
feet and scathingly inquired: "Why don't you wear
a wrist watch like everybody else?"

'1Can you help me select a sift for a wealthy uld
uncle who is awfully weak and can hardly walk?"

'How about some floor wax?"

A wealthy Texan was driving his Rolls Royce along the highway when he
spotted a hitchhiker. As the hitchhiker got into the car, he noticed a
pair of thick glasses lying on the front seat next to the driver. '"Pardon
me, Sir," he said, "but don't you think you should be wearing your glasses
while your're driving?"

The Texan shook his head slowly and drawled, "Don't let a little thing
like that bother you, son. This windshield is ground to my prescription"
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The following letter from George N. (Mike) Palmer to Mr. Stone
accompanied his "Memoirs" reproduced in the laatsection of this issue.
Mr. Stone's reply follows:

Paisley, Oregon
April 14, 1959.

Dear Mr. Stone:

A few years ago you requested me to prepare a record of my career and
accompli8bments in the Forest Service. My effort is enclosed. I have

also attached a copy of about the only press clipping Qf my work. Al-
though my friend, Walt Dutton, was trying to sell better range manage-
ment when his secretary gave the publisher this item, I still like to
think of how we worked out our problems. So keep the magazine ,aa long

as you need it, but I want it when you finish with it.

During my school days at the University of Cincinnati I used to play
football. The newspaper. boys thought I was a lot better than I actually
was, and I used to get some good publicity. I didn't do a very good

job of keeping the clippings. When my boys were growing up and were
playing football, I would reminisce some times. Usually I was inter-
rupted by a chorus, "Yeah, we know, the score was 7 to 6 in favor of
your opponent, 1 minute to go, 3rd down, ball on your 40, and you want
for a touchdown". So I wrote my old coach and asked him to go to the
"Cint" Enquirer and Cincinnati Post and get some old papers. Coach
Wrote that he couldn't get the job done as they bad one copy only and
they guarded it zealously. He also mentioned that in his opinion I was
the toughest player that ever played for U of C. I kept his letter.

I want you to know that if I should die tomorrow I would go to my grave
feeling that I have earned the money paid me by the P.S and that the
people in the Service have stood by me in good times and bad. I wouldn't
change my career if I had the chance to do it again.

Sincerely,

s/ MIKE PAlMER

April 22, 1959

Dear Mike:

Thank you for your letter of April 14 with the attached historical rec-
ord of your experiences in the Forest Service.

The record shows much to be proud of, and as you graduate into the ranks
of elder statesman of the Forest Service on June 30, your diploma should
read summa cum laude. You have earned not only your salary over the
years, but also a debt of gratitude from the people of the country for
a job faithfully, loyally, and intelligently done.
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I was glad to read the article in The County Officer. The Chief sent
us copies some time ago, but I did not see it.. It reflects a type..of
cooperative relationship with our permittees which is wholesome and
healthy. I hope we can continue this relationship which you have helped
so effectively to establish.

I suspect there will be some graduation exercises on the Fremont before
you leave, and if it is at all possible, I hope to join with your
friends in their recognition of your accomplishments.

You indicate that you plan to head for Missouri when you wind up at
Paisley. Best wishes to you and Mrs. Palmer for many happy days
there,. Being on a cross-country highway, you mayhave many foresters
dropping in to spend a little time as they go through. I hope I can
be one of them.

Sincerely,

S/ J. HERBERT STONE

J. HERBERT STONE
Regional Forester

****

"I hear you've been to a school-for stuttering. Did it

cure you?"

"Peter Piper picked a peck of pickled pepers".

"Why, that's wonderful".

"Yes, b-b-but, it's a little d-d-difficuit to work into
an 0-0-ordinary c-c-conversation".

****

Joe: "You look all in today3 Bill. What's the trouble?"

Bill: "Well, I didn't get home until after daylight and I
was just undressing when my wife woke up and said, 'Aren't
you getting up pretty early, Bill?'. lit order to save an

argument I put on my clothes and came to work".

Pa: "It'.s two.o'ciock, about time Mildred's boy friend
went home. .

Ma: "Now, pa, remember how we used to court."

Pa:. "That settles it. Out he goes."

- 47 -



HISTORICALLY SPEAKING

THE S INNS FIRE - A PARDOX IN DIJASTER

The following account of the Simins Fire of 1935, on the Willamette
Forest will bring to mind events and people of that era - events which
helped shape our present fire fighting techniques, and people who con-
tributed so much in conquering that formidable threat to a valuable
forest.

Ed

Memories, like mountains in the distance, stand out in retrospect, some
benign and almost forgotten, others sharp and clear, and ever higher
against the years. The Sftnms Forest Fire of September, 1935 is a
pinnacle in my experience as a forest officer, and though twenty-five
years ago, it stands out clearly in my memory.

It was my first season as fire control staff officer on the Willaiuette
National Forect, and one of the most severe of my experiences. The
forest's organization, including the personnel of the CiviJ.ian Conserva-
tion Corps, was very strong, well trained, and rea''y for moat any
emergency. I doubt if there has been its equal either prior to or after-
ward with respect to well organized and trained personnel. There was,
however, much to be desired in the equipment we had to work with, of
which more shall be said later on in this narrative. The long dry period
preceding the Sinime Fire bad had its effect. The forest was tinder dry.
The reoccurring east winds were thirstily demanding, as it seemed, the
last drop of moisture from the forest fuel. Only the day before a care-
less fisherman at Tinipanogas Lake had started a fire that had burned
twenty acres, and was still heavily patrolled against escape. Conditions
had set the stage for a bad situation, but there was also a general feel-
ing of quiet confidence amongst the personnel which is the counterpart of
careful planning and preparation.

An then the quiet undisturbed voice of Supervisor Pat Thompson was
speaking over the telephone saying that what looked to be a bad fire
was starting near McKenzie Bridge. "It is spreading rapidly", he said,
"and will soon reach the top of Lookout Mountain Ridge. The odds are
against control this afternoon", he continued,"but get the fire fighting
organization in gear and come on out". (He was at McKenzie Bridge on a
field inspection trip). The job at hand is to "calculate the probabili-
ties", obtain manpower and equipment needed, and make arrangements for
getting them on the fire line at daybreak, which as we both knew was
fundamental in effective planning in any fire fighting situation.
Perhaps the thing that stands out most as I recall this experience was
the calm and gentle, yet efficient and forceful, leadership of Supervisor
Pat Thompson. Except for these traits I am sure we would not have had
the degree of success we did on this fire, nor I on countless other.
particulars of the job for which, under his supervision, I was respon-
sible, He was a kindly and impressive leader possessed with a thorough
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knowledge of the work, and a keen analytical mind. He will be remembered
with affection in the hearts of those with whom he worked and trained.

On the chance that there may be those unfamiliar with the term, "calculat-
ing probabilities", it may be well to give a brief explanatic.n. The pro-
cedure, step by step, is as follows:

1. Obtain the best estimate possible of the total, fire line to be built
for control in the first burmng period (prior to 10 a.m. of the follow-
ing day), taking into consideration the additional perimeter due to
spread of the fire.

2, Determine the amount of completed fire line that one man will build
and hold in one hour.

Estimate the time in hours of available working time prior to 10 a.m,
of the following day, deducting travel and meal time, rest periods, and
the fatigue factor.

Divide the gross footage of fire line to be built by the number in
feet that one man can build in an hour, which gives total man hours re-
quired for control.

Divide the quotient found in step 4 by the number of working hours
available (step 3), and the result will be the number of men needed for
control in the first working period.

In the final analysis of "calculating probabilities" and manpower needs
many other things must be taken into consideration, such as use of
machinery, aircraft, etc., but basically the above procedure has been
found to work out quite satisfactory. It need b.e said also that much
more than can be spelled out in formula is needed. Experience, know-
lodge of fire behavior, good judgment and common sense, all products
of on-the-Job training, are most essential, The use of this simple for-
mula has provided the answer in many difficult situations with almost
unbelievable accuracy. Its use on the Simms Fire was no exception.

The Simms Fire was not outstanding in point of acreage burned, nor
damage done, nor yet in rapidity of spread or inaccessibility. Count-
less examples of other large fires could, no doubt, be used that would
provide material better to write about in this regard. It was unique,
however, in three particulars that, in my opinion, should be preserved
for the record.

First of the three is large fire organization. Following the era of
frequent large fires in Southwestern Oregon the Sirnms Fire was oppor-
tune as a proving ground for the testing of new ideas and theory for
improved and more effective methods in large fire control. Noteworthy
of these was the decentralization of bases for the subsistence and
management of the fire-fighting personnel. The control force of 1400
men required on the Simtns Fire was divided into one base camp, and three
side camps of 250 men each, located strategically around the four sides
of the fire. The cooperative attitude and interest displayed by the
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regular military officers of the Civilian Conservation Corps in our
evening strategy meetings was a source of satisfaction. Difficult

side camp asgnments were accepted willingly. It could be theorized
that the plarning of strategy and attack on the fire as a reflection
in memory of their own training in battle formation and logistics.
It should be kept in mind that supervision of the men in camp was
theirs, and therefore that cooperative relations between the two
agencies was highly important for an effective fire fighting force.
It required 90 head of pack stock to equip and supply the side camps,
and consequently an additional transportation side camp to provide
needed facilities for the personnel, pack animals and equipment in-

volved. An instance is recalled in establishing one of the side camps
when the pack string went over the bank resulting in injury to some of
the airnals and detaining the packers until they were unable to reach
the agreed camping site that date. It took the combined ingenuity and
skill of the army officer and forest officer, R. C, (l3ud) Burgess, to

maintain order, and prevent abandonment of the camp by the men before
the food and beds arrived. In fact, the men went on the fire line the
following morning without breakfast and held their sector of the fire

line. The outfitting and supplying of outlying side camps has since
been made comparatively simple and easy with use of aircraft, but it
was a diffcult part of the job then. The theory of early morning
attack, and of getting the men to and from the job with the least pos-
sible loss in energy is as sound today as it was then. It is effective

in proportion to good organization and advance planning. The idea was

proven on the Simins Fire.

The second particular is on-the-job personnel training. This pilot

plant (Sinuns Fire) of new ideas under test attracted regional-wide
attention. Regional office personnel led by AssiStant Regional Forester
Jack Campbell, in charge of Fire Control, and aspiring young foresters
from other forests converged on the area in numbers, and in most part

were immediately put to work. They were a conscientious and elf icient
group of forest officers ready and willing for any assignment. Several

outstanding leaders of subsequent years received on-the-job training
on this fire. Noteworthy among them are: Pat Thompson, later to be-
come Fire Control Chief in Washington, D.C., and then Regional Forester

of Ragion 5; Otto Lindh, Assistant Regional Forester in charge of Fire
Control, Region 6, and thence to Regional Forester of Region 3 and 8;
Kermit Lindstedt to ABF, Fire Control, R-6, and thence to Watershed
Management; Ray Grefe, ABF, Engineering; Bill Parke to "Operation Out-
doors", Washington, D.C.; R. C. (Bud) Burgess to Field Supervisor O&C
Lands,Dept. of the Interior, Lakeview, Oregon; Cleon Clark to Supervisor
of the Ochoco, and many others. On-the-job training in the fire sup-
pression phase of forest work is now universally used by the F.S.. as a
valuable training method. No training has proven more practical than
that of logistics taught in practical application by the military over-
head of the CCC. They contributed much in training Forest Service field
men in managing personnel on large fires.

The third particular is the use of radio in fire suppression work. The

Simme Fire was the first upon which full radio communication control
was used. Some time ago inquiry was made on this point and this article
is intended to answer that inquiry. Should there be those who may
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question this statement, it is hoped the following substantiating chain
of events may dispel such doubts. Region 6 was just awakening to the po-
tentialities of radio communication in fire control activities. Gail

Simpson was appointed first radio technician for the, Region with head-
quarters in the Portland warehouse. There were no technicians on the
forests as there were no radios. So it aroused unusual interest when
Gail moved in to the Simms Fire with radios and equipment and also with
a weather forecasting unit of the U. S. Weather Bureau. Three portable
sets and one large central standby unit were put into operation. A
portable radio was installed in each of the three side camps, and the
large central unit was located at the main base camp at the Belkuap CCC
Camp. They operated on ultra-high frequency channel, and were heard
throughout the Willamette Valley, and at more, distant points in some
cases, It was the first time for almost the entire F. S. overhead force
to talk over a radio. It was a headache for Gail to teach us in so short
a time to operate, and especially to properly communicate over the radio.
Some of the boys unwittingly and as usual used adjectives to emphasize
their points not realizing the distance nor places to which their voices
were carrying, nor the legal restrictions on use of the air channels. The

central Set comnimnicated efficiently with the Portland warehouse, and it
was a great help with the logistics of the job. It served a useful pur-
pose as well in the field of public relations. I shall never forget the
plaintive and eloquent broadcasts by George Griffith sent out daily to an
eager and waiting public ear. Progress in the battle for control of the
fire, the awe-striking effect of the fire on wildlife,the explosive effects
of high winds, extreme fuel hazards, and the difficultterrain with which
the crews were contending were described in glowing language. The acci-

dental death of two men while fighting the fire were high points of inter-
est in the broadcasts. It will never be known the number of people reached,
nor benefits derived, but of this fact I am quite sure, George was at the
peak n his usual colorful efforts in promoting the fire prevention program.
It was his finest hour.

Whatever else may have been said, the important fact is that radio communi-
cation in fire control work received its first unqualified endorsement on
the Sums Fire. It has since snowballed to tremendous proportions--the
Willamette Forest, alone, having an estimated 200 sets muse. They are

part of the equipment of every fire station, and an mndispensable adjunct
to improved methods in the fire control field.

I suppose a good sized book could be written on thea underlying incidents
of the Sinmis Fire. The:e would be pathos, humor, heroism, danger, sacri-
f ice, fear, and all the other attributes, of human behavior laid bare under
stress and strain of the emergency, and there would be the spiritual,
historic, and the educational insights, all for embellishment and to be
woven into the chapters of the book. The purpose of this article, however,
was to describe in some detail the three new methods in - large fire organi-
zation, useof on-the-job training, and radio communication tested and
proven on this fire, and later to be accepted as standard'procedure.

The Simma Fire may be characterized as a paradox in dsaster, out of which
came the fulfillment of ideas into practicalapplication giving strength to
the suppression effort and materially reducing annual loss of a valuable
resource that will go on and on so long as there are forest fires.

ROY A ELLIOTT
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MS OT FOUND IN A BOTTLE

(When Ray Enies retired in 1953, he was asked to say a few words1 This
is what he aid: Ed.)

Today I walked down and back, in reflection, over a trail about 32 miles
in length, each mile reprecenting a year in which I was with the Forest
Service. I was looking for something to talk about this evening and
way down in those early miles I chanced to spot a day I recalled. After
the litter and dust of the years as removed, it became as clear and
vivid as when it occurred and then I knew that this was it. I put it
under my arm and walked back up the long trail. TonigtLt 1 haveit with
me and am prepared to give you an account of the day of all days.

However, before I continue I must ask that you prepare yourselves for
something far from just unusual. I ask that you abide with me and do
not think while I tell you of events that took place that I am ill or
in any way demented. Please just prepare yourselves for one of the most
unreal, most weird and most fantastic accounts ever recorded,

It all happened on a July afternoon when I was a brand-new district
ranger quite a long time ago. I was in the office on this afternoon
when the telephone started ringing repeatedly--the ring being for a little
store several i4les below the station. The ring was not answered and
finally I answered it myself. From the other end of the line came a very
alarmed and incoherent female voice. It seemed that she was trying to
get someone, anyone, to tell them about soie fires burning below the
store and also that there were very strange things going on. This was
all of the information I could get since she hung up or else just
fainted away suddenly.

I was much disturbed by what I did hear, especially regarding the f.res,
although this territory was several miles out of my boundary, Abot't

this time a logging equipment salesman showed up and shortly we bc:h
took off for the scene of the fires and mystery in his car. Just before
we arrived at the store we saw smoke hanging over the road and adining
territory and when we entered the smokey area we saw somethirg partially
blocking the road and were forced to slain on the brakes to avoid a
collision. When we got out of the car we saw something no one i'uld
see. I repeat, at this time, in this place, something no one should
see. Right before our popping eyes was a piece of field artillery be-
longing to the era of a century ago. Beside the piece was a soldier
with the uniform of a Union artillery man of the Civil War period. He
was standing at attention to one side of the gun and I wish I could
tell you what he really looked like, this young soldier. Young? Yes
in years, but oh, so old and almost as if he were not actually there.
Somehow I finally blurted out "Who are you?". ma voice and manner so
eerie that it was at once apparent that it was not of this time, he
answered, "Private Harvey .1. Belden, Sir, 51st Regiment, Illinois
Volunteers. I am guarding this piece. The Battery is down the line
in position and firing on the rebels. You can hear them." And strangely
enough I could hear distant booming. Now you may well believe that at
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this time I was not at myself to a sufficient degree to carry on any
further with this apparition so I just looked at the salesman and he
looked at me.

Wordlessly, we got in the car and drove down the road until we came to
a place where a great many Confederate soldiers were trying to control
severe], small fires close to the road and railroad track. At the same
time a steam locomotive puffed by and what a locomotive -- brass trimmed

and all the look of 1861. The funnel shaped stack was enough to tell
what started the fires. Behind this engine was a long string of flat
cars and stock cars. The flats were loaded with Union soldiers, field
guns and caissorLa. As they passed, they paid no attention to the f ire-
fighting Confederates who, tn turn, paId no attention to them and neither
paid any mind to us.

About this time I lost the salesman. I don't know what became of him.
This was of small moment and besides I was beginning to bear a faint
tinkling of bells and flapping of wings in y head, of course. Well,

I wandered dow. the road apiece in search of further impossibilities and
came upon a large Cadillac touring car. More Union soldiers got out of
and off this car than any car should hold. Later I heard: the numberwas
32. One of them looking terribly excited said, "Where's the fire?" This

man, although another apparition, looked fami.iar but I could not place him.

From here I went back up the road and in front of the little store the
train had stopped and was un1oadng Men were wading waste deep across
the river at tis point and pul].Ing field guns and caissons Now a

things were on this day this might have been all right, but I happened
to know that the water here was 20 to 30 feet deep. Right here the bells

and the wings became a little louder. A Union officer with a beard (there
were lots of beards) was directing operations. I managed for the second

time to put a question to one of these apparitions by asking, "Whatis
going on?" Without even a slight change of expression and in another
voice out of the past he answered "We are moving in on the Rebels'
position." I wandered aimlessly into the store and looked around for
something that I d,d not see. George Potter, the owner said, "I don't
have it. I. need one myselE, but it is not in my stock, I just looked."
I wanted to know how he knew what I wanted and he replied, "Brother, what
you want is a little red wagon. I need one too." He was right.

From the little store I wandered on up the road in a sort of a dream-like
way and met up. with a lot of minor Civil War activities. Finally I spotted

a fire about two miles outside of my boundary and I really got alarmed.
Somehow I got through and made arrangements for a road crew I had to get
down on this fire and I took off in that direction. When I arrived I

found about 50 Union and Confederate soldiers of all ranks madly trying
to control the fire with picks and shovels. There was just about every-
one here but Abraham Lincoln and General Longstreet. I stopped a Confeder-

ate officer, resplendent in sword and sash and for the third time that day
put a question to an apparition, "Who are you?", I asked. In that same
weird voice and manner came the answe; "Ahm an artillery officer on General
Breakenridge's staff, sub, attached to General Vohnston's abmy, sub". At

this, what with the tinkling bells having developed into a Niagara roar and
the wing flapping having grown to eagle size, although I knew they were bat
wings, I muttered, mostly to myself, that I was perhaps "Quintue Anus
Prefect of Rome" and actually checked to see if I really did have on a

- 53 -



Roman toga. Hearing these remarks the officer said, "Au don't seem to
know that name, suh, and tthzn some acquainted in Rome, one of the finest
settlements in the State of Georgia, suh".

The road crew arrived and,together with the àombined forces of the War
of the Rebellion, made the fire safe. I started for home, the time be-
ing about midnight. Upon arriving home on this eve of the 8tratgeat of
all days, it occurred to me that as Robert Burns might have said, "A
fire is a fire for all that" but a century hear or there wai of no
consequence. Just before the oblivion of sleep took over I decided
that on the morrow I would call the supervisor (Carl B Neal) and sug-
gest that the district be done away with since we were sixty years ahead
of time. What else could one do?

When I awoke the next morning the great flood of events returned and I
was sure that this was a dream such as no one had ever had. After break-
fast a faint something or other caused me to call the road crew just to
prove it was a dream. The result? Horror of horrors, it was not a
dream and there were the bells and wings once more in loud accleim,

However, in the next hour or so things straightened themselves out. It
seems that Buster Keaton, his cast, and about six hundred extras had on
this eventful day invaded the valley to make scenes for a Civil War
motion picture called, "The General". The fires caused by the old wood-
burning locomotive created havoc with production and hence the mixed
opposing forces concentrating in part on fire control. Other inexplic-
able things were also made clear. An underwater bridge had been con-
structed to accommodate the wading where the water was over 20 feet
deep. The soldier in the Cadillac who looked familiar was none other
than Buster Keaton whom I had seen previously in motion pictures. Also,
many of the regular cast, being true to their profession, continued to
stay in character in spite of the disruption caused by the fires.

And so ended a day of events that would be difficult to parallel. Did
I say end? Not quite. The sight of all Of those old guns and the smell
of black powder that day left its mark. At this present time I work over
old guns of this period and testing operations at my place may be likened
to the sounds heard on that day. In conclusion, I can only add to that
which has been said:

To really this tale unfold,
T'were better not written, but told.

RAY ENGLES

Wife to husband: "I scratched the front fender a little, dear.
If you want to look at it, it's in the back seat."

A husband is a man who wishes be had as much fun when he is
out as his wife thinks he does.

Then there was the hillbilly who said he didn't use tooth-
paste because none of his teeth were loose.
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THROW ANOTHER LOG ON THE FIRE

As I sit here by the fireplace thinking about events of by-gone days, my
first meeting with C. J. Buck comes to mind:

Forest Assistant R. R. Chaffee, Forest Ranger W. J. Nichols and I were
trying to do a very difficult cruising job in the upper Deschutes country.
We had found board and bding at a farm house some 2 or 3 miles south and
west of LaPine. It was January in the year 1911. The snow averaged about
4 feet and, if I remember correctly, weather was near zero.

One evening we were much surprised when a teem and buggy drove up--this
being something very much out of the ordinary, considering the weather
conditions and the time of year. It was a spic and span outfit, a livery
rig from a Bend livery barn. The horses were white with frost. The

driver was wrapped in a fur coat and heavy lap robe. Out of the small
breathing apace. in the fur collar we could see only his nose, which
resembled, moie than anthing I can think of, a dried prune. He opened
up his coat and introduced himself. Yes, you guessed it, it was C. J.
Buck. He wondered if he could find accommodations for himself and horses.
The owner of the farm said, no, there was no room Chaf fee went with him
to the home of another settler and he was tucked in for the night.

GROVER BLAKE

One caveman to another: "Say what you will, we never had this
crazy weather until they started using those bows and arrows."

The driver of a trans-Sahara bus slowed down as he saw a man in
a bathing suit running lightly across the desert sands. "Hey,.

where do you think you're going?" he called out.

"I'm going for a swim."

"But the sea is 500 miles away!1' shouted the bus driver.

"Yes, I know", said the man jogging on. "Magnificent beach,
isn't it?"

A four-year-old watching television suddenly turned the set off.
When asked why, she explained: "I have to go to the bathroom and
I don't want to miss anything".

Lady Customer: "Can I try that suit on inthe window?"

Lady Clerk: "Well, we rather you would use one of the dressing
rooms."
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If it '.iere not for experiences of the past little progress
would be made in human development0 If it were not for pit-
falls overcome or avoided along the way we have c om; we would
walk with much less confidence into the future0

In the flEifOIRS section of' Timber Lines we endeavor to mirror
the past for whatever benefit it may have for the future, If
history really repeats itself, as has been said, then perhaps
our mirror will reflect what the future holds in forest
conservation and development, We are grateful to those who
have contributed to this valuable record of' what happened in
the past. Our limited space will permit publication of only
a few contributions in each issue,, We are accumulating a
good backlog of material The editor of the memoirs section
is hard put to determine which shall be published in each
issue and which must wait for the next0 Unless the material
is especially pertinent to current events the choice is
usually based on the order in which material is received0
So, if your memoirs have not yet been published, be not dis-
couraged or down hearted - there can be three reasons;
another was deemed more timely, it was not received in time,
or you have not yet written it, Our grateful thanks for
those which have come in and our earn:st request for those
which are yet to be writtenQ

For this issue of Timber Lines the editors have selected
the memoirs of Harry ii. iThite, Ross Bannister and Ira Jones0

Being held for another issue is a fine historical sketch by
C, C, McGuire; interesting accounts of' early day experiences
by Gilbert Brown; Mrs. Esther (Bush) Osborne; additional
memoirs by Rudo Fromme; some interesting reminiscences by
Thomas Thompson and the promise of a story from edith Kuhns,

Henry Haefner and C0 B, McFarland have prepared interesting
accounts of their early days in the service which we hope to
get for publication in Timber Lines.

We ask the indulgence of those who have submitted memoirs or
articles but which have not been published, That we may clean
up the backlog of material now on hand we contemplate a
second issue of Timber Lines later this year, probably in
November, At that time we hope to publish all that has been
received to date of' nublicatiori,

ED,
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REMINISCENCES OF A OSIER

By Harry hi te

in the later years of the nineteenth ôentury there still were fine
stands of oak, hickory, maple, and other hardwood species in the hills
of southern Indiana, where I grew up., Settlers coining doJn the Ohio
River in pioneer days had carved their farms out of the unbroken
forest, felling and burning the trees and planting their crops among
the stumps. The forest was an obstruction to agiiculture and had to
be gotten rid of, with much hard labor0

In my boyhood this clearing process was still going on and we often
put in a crop on anew ground0" e cut many fine hardwood trees into
firewood and even made fence rails out of oak, which split easily0
The best of the trees were disappearing fast, however, being conver-
ted into lumber in small sawmjlls So far as I remember no one in
that part of the country thought of conserving the forests, and
certainly no oie vlsaalized a national forest in the Ohio Valley
Nothing about forest conservation was taught in the public schools,

I lived in the coirtry and worked on farms and in the forests and
sawmills.0 I 1ike' to roam the woods in search of berries and nut,s
and to shoot squirrc'...s from the tops of tall hickories (not the way
Dan'l Boone did it I used a shotgun). I revelled in the fresh green
of the: foliage in spring and the riotous colors of autumn, which no
artist, however gifted, could duplicate on canvas0 it was not until
1907 that I saw the western mountains with their magnificent stands
of conifer timber and matchless scenery, That year I traveled to
California and back, and from then on I was a westerner at heart0
Tio years later I was spending the summer in the heart of the
Colorado Rockies, Up to that time I knew little or nothing about the
Forest Service, although I had heard of the segregation of large
areas of the public domain in forest reserves,

That summer of 1909 a couple of former Hoosier schoolmasters were
batching in the outskirts of Salida, Colorado, and often saw a forest
ranger riding past their cabin0 My buddy remarked that he seemed to
have a nice job--nothing to do but ride around, It seems that sons
of the early employees didn't have a much better idea of what a for-
est ranger was for0 E., T, Allen once said that when he received his
first appointment and appeared before D. B., Sheller, old-time
supervisor of the Washington Forest, and asked about his duties, D, B.,
scratched his head awhile and finally said, "You're a ranger aintcha?
Well, get out and range,!

Living in Washington, D., C.,, during the winter of 1909-10, I was as
homesick for the western mountains as any kid ever was for home and
mother upon his first adventure into the world, I was determined to
return to the West and thought it would be nice to have a job to go
to., That was the only reason I took the forest clerk examination,
along with Otto Ziinnierli,C, H, Thorp, Lee Stratton, and others. And
so it was. that on a day in June, 1910, I got off the train at
Wenatchee, Washington, and took the boat up the Columbia River to
Chelan Falls, forty miles and seven hours away0 From that point a
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four-horse stage coach took me another five miles to the little town of
Chelan, at the foot of the lake0 Little did I suspect that, beginning
the next day, I would be on the Forest Service payroll for nearly
thirty-nine years, The reason for staying was that I liked the Forest
Service ideals, the personnel, and the work; and I have never ceased
to do so,

When I went to work forest boundaries had just been revised and our
forest comprised the Chelan and. Entiat drainage areas, about 800,000
acres, grossG The rest of the orginal Chelan had become the Okanogan,
with headquarters in the town of the same name My supervisor was
George Milhaxa, He had been a homesteader in the upper Methow Valley,
then had become a forest ranger and been promoted, probably because of
native ability above average0 His "book larnin" was limited, but he
knew the work and had good judgment and considerable executive ability.
I liked him and we became good friends,

The headquarters force consisted of the supervisor and clerk, so I was
alone when George had to be in the field0 As soon as he felt that I
could be depended upon he let me know that I should go ahead with the
work in his absence, and not stack up all the mail to await his return.
That put me on the spot; I had to study the books and the files and
learn as fast as possible, George also had the idea that the forest
clerk could do his job better if he got out into the forest whenever
possible and saw conditions and work on the ground, So he arranged
field trips for me whenever he could, even though he had to type some
letters by the Hunt & Peck method, and he took me with him to grazing
meetings and had me in on conferences with forest users I was grate-
ful to him for this, both while on the Chelan and afterward,

The firstdistrict officer I met was Charles H. Flory, Chief of
Operation, who was at Chelan when I arrived I had always liked to
climb hills arid mountains, to see what was on the other side; so the
first Sunday I took off up Chelan Butte, which rose about 2,800 feet
above the town and afforded a grand view of the Big Bend wheat fields
and meadows to the east and a sea of rugged mountains to the west0 To
my surprise I found Flory already on top; he liked to climb up and look
around, too, A couple of years later I met C, J. Buck, Chief of Lands,
who was then spending much time on forest homestead work0 I also met
Howard K, O'Brien, Chief of Grazing, and his successor, -

Thomas P0 MacKenzie3 O'Brien taught me more about filing than anybody
else (these pioneer foresters were versatile; they had to be),
MacKenzie was a fine Scotchman; too bad we lost him to Canada.

In 1913 I was called to Leavenworth, where Albert Cousins, Chief of
Accounts, explained a new accounting system to Emmet Springer, Clerk on
the enatchee9 and me3 At that time the complete forest accounting
system was kept on a few 8" x 10" cards0 How simple compared with what
it later became The next year a handsome young man came along to make
entry surveys; that was Kirk Cecil, In July, 1913, Oliver Ericson was
assigned as forest assistant, just after he had graduated from the
University of Washington. He was the first graduate of a western for-
est school that I met; the others were from eastern and midwestern
schools.
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So, ,radua1ly I got acquainted with several of the district officers
and other foresters, and a little forestry and other knowledge rubbed
off on me0 In the 'winters of 1913 and 191L the chiefs of divisions
and other district office men and two or three supervisors wrote cor-'
respondence courses for the rangers, covering a variety of subject's,
most of which I had never studied or on which I had onl7 a Smattering
of information, I was, therefore, glad to be permitted to work on
these courses, To write the lessons and review the papers must have
taken a lot of the time of these busy men1 It was a fine thing for
them to do.

It must be difficult for men of a later generation to visualize con-'"
ditions as they were in the national forests.during the first two'
decades 'of the current century. In our litle forest they were rde
Indeed during the five years I was there. We had few roadé, "good
trails, telephone lines, and buildings0 The annual allotment for
improvements, including inaintenance, was generally less than .)700,
plus a very small amount from the Ten Per Cent Road Fund. A windfall
appropriation in 1908 had permitted the building of a 0-mile'
telephone line up the lake, but otherwise comntunication was over a
few farmers' lines, Until l9]1 not a sinr1e lookout was establishe&
The few guards rode the trails, or cross country, and looked for
smokes from vantage points along the way0 If a fire was seen at a
distance, they could judge its location only by using a small crude
compass and by their knowledge of the country.' Then it could be
reported only by riding a long distance0 As' I look back over the'
later years, when large fires burned on both sides: of the' lake, 'its Is
a wonder to me that the whole country didn't burn 0\ter in the earlier."
years0

Ir introduction to the Forest Service' came in an exceptionally bad
fire year, yet there were only two fires of any 'size on the Che1an'
about SO0 and 300 acres, as I remember. But that situation 'reefly
put me up against it, for the supervisor and the district ranger,
Jack Blankenship, were on the larger fire and far out of communication
when the smaller one broke out on' a hot Friday afternoon in mid-August,
It was on a steep slope, to Ttenty five mile Creek and' Jack's. wife
called the office in great excitement0 There. I was, a six-weeks-old
employee, alone, inexoerienced and with no. knowledge of the country;
and "Sheridan thirty idles awar" Then occurred one of those
instances--and there must 'have been many such on the various forests--
which gladdened the hearts of the Forest Service pioneers; an instflCe
of hearty cooperation by a man who understood what the Forest Setiice
was trying to do and was all for it4 His name was Gaines0 He lived
on a fruit ranch up the lake and had a telephone on the' Forest Service
line0 He cut in on our conversation and offered to go to the fire
with his boys and two other . men, five in all. So the initial attack
was made early that evening, ' ' ' '

About eleven o'clock that night I persuaded the rancher at' the end of
the farmers' line to take a message to the supervisor. He and Jack
were able to leave their fire and return 'to Chelan the' next afternoon.
It being Saturday evening when Jack left with a crew that had been
hired for him, I had a chance to go along and see what a fire in a'

- 59 -



western forest looked like, to work on it with a shove]., and to learn
something of fire fighting, I didn't know then that it was a good idea
to fight a fire at night when possible, or at least to hit It at the
crack of dawn. Neither did the others, apparently, for soon after we
reached the ranger station, about nine o'clock, everybody, including
Gaines and his crew, went to bed. We did get out fairly early the next
morning. (Elapsed time, initial attack to arrival of first reinforce-
ments, about iO hours). And the fire, on a very dry slope, in the peak
of the fire season, had lain dawn and waited for us3 Shades of 19291

During the years I was on the Chelan the main activities were fire pro-
tection, grazing, small timber sales and free use, special uses,
boundary survey and marking, and examining and reporting on applications
for homesteads under the Act of June II, 1906. A few tourists went up
the lake, but recreation was not an Important activity. We had only one
timber sale larger than ranger's class. Improvement work had to be done
mostly by the rangers, as allotments were insufficient even for
materials4 The rangers had to be carpenters, surveyors, and laborers.
They also bad to know about range plants and how to scale timber and to
judge the quality of soils for farm crops0 There was, of course, no
automotive machinery; there were only horse power and man owe3 The
ranger, or his wife, had to write all his letters and reports by hand,
or on the typewriter if he was lucky enough to have one3

Harry Hale was supervisor of. the Okanogan and Verne Harpham was his
deputy. One spring they caine down to talk over grazing matters, riding
in a bugrwheeled contraption, with engine mounted arddships, to be
cranked from one side. Verne says it was one of the first Internationals.
They spent most of the day working on the thing so it would take them
home in the evening I don't remember having ridden in an automobile
while I was at Chelan. There was none at first4 Finally a dtor got
a Model T, the manager of the power company an EI4F, arid a real estate
man a Cadillac. (There may have been money in real estate, but I
invested in some and lost my shirt).

Last April a friend of mine clipped from the Seattle Times and sent to
me an article entitled "Old-time Signal Device Stirs Memories," by
Charles E0 Kerr. It told how Assistant Ranger Reed Christensen had
found in the attic at Conconully Ranger Station on the Chelan
National Forest an ancient Army heliograph outfit, which proved to be
quite a curiosity to personnel at the forest headquarters. Published
with the article was a picture of Ranger Christensen and a newspaper
man, Harley Heath, with the equipment--tripods, mirror bar, two
mirrors, and shutter--assembled and ready for operation. Heath re-
called that he had used one of these outfits some 1. years ago. He
bad got a job as lookout on Funk Mountain in 1911, where he used a
heliograph constructed by Glen J{itcbell, (}len and Russ. Pierpont were
rangers in the Nethow Valley at the time. The next year Army
heliographa were obtained and Heath went from point to point
instructing other lookout men in their use,

That article aroused pleasant memories. It was about that time that
W. B. (Bush) Osborne, on the Mt. Hood, and others decided that some of
the guards should be stationed on high points where they could discover
the fires, Of course they had to have communication and money for
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telephone wire and insulators were very scaree< There was a telephone
line to one lookout not far from Okanogan and soon Hale. had hello-
graphs operating between that point and several others, In 1913 we
decided to establish a lookOut on the Chelan-Methow Divide at some
point where a. good view of both sides could be had and messages could
be relayed via Hale's lookouts, So we obtained a couple of Army
outfits and Ranger Harry Colter and I learned that code and practiced
during the winter. Came spring and Harry had been assigned to the
land classification project and it was up to me to instruct the
lookout man9 anew employee with no training or experience,

One fine day in June four of us, the supervisor, a guard, the new
employee and I, saddled up and rode up the. ridge0 I then. learned, to

my-surprise, that the supervisor had never been in-.that.part of: the
forest before, Neither had the guard, So we were all exploring vir-
gin territory0. It was great fun, I'm reThinded of. the time'-
Adam Wright, when supervisor of the Columbia, took a doctor friend on
a show-me trip in the Spirit Lake District0 They stopped to rest the
horses at, the top of a grade where they hada magnificent view-over
the mountains and timbered valleys, The doctor looked awhile in
silence, then heaved a sigh and murmured, To think,, you get paid for
this," . . . -.

At that time the Che].an-Nethow Divide had never been used by livestock'
and it was a beautiful sight--a lush. growth of bunch grass and '. -

mountain flowers everywhere, clear streams rising near the top of. the
ridge, and. clumps of lodgepole pine and subalpine species, which had''
not yet been attacked by beetles, intersperced with the open grassy
areas, And ahead-of- us and on either side, as far as we' could see,
the rugged mountains, many of 'them still covered with snow. 'In the
fall of 1911 I had made a trip with the Entiat ranger when he was..
inspecting the range, We rode to the head of the.. Entiat River, thence
to the top of the Chelan-Entiat Divide 'and back along the ridge to
Stormy Mountain, That whole country had been grazed for many years
bef ore the Forest Service took over, because it was. relatively near
the' sheep ranches. in the g Bend country of Washington. Naturally,
without regulation, the sheeprnen had overstocked the' range and had.'
raced each other to get to it, arriving too early' every spring. .Even
my inexperienced eyes could see that the range was badly overgrazed,
and it was impressed on me even more .when .1 saw the untouched divide.
on the other side of the Lake and realized what a sheep range .hou1d
look like, Five years later I was to see similar results of early
unregulated grazing in the Blue Mountains of Oregon and Washington.

We finally arrived at the base of a peak that looked good and climbed
up to see, It was unnamed at the time but I have always remembered
the figures on the benchmark, 7,82. It commanded a good view.into
the Okanogan and across the lake, so we pitched the lookout man's
tent and set up the instruments. Although Hale's lookouts had been.
informed, we couldn't get a flash from' any of them. So I showed the
boy how to work the instruments and the three of us returned to town.
Soon we had a letter from Hale saying his men couldn't raise our'
lookout, so I went there again, This time our flash was answered
from Buck Peak, Lookout Mountain, and North Twenty-mile, and we.were
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able to "talk" back and forth. But the boy never could get the hang of
it. Neither the Okanogan men nor I, setting up on a hillside near
Chelan where I could see the peak, were ever able to get a message from
him1 I left the Clielan the next spring and do not remember when the
first lookouts with telephone lines were established, but am sure it
was not long before there was one on Stormy Mountain, which covered a
lot of territory.

In 1911 I visited the office of the Rshja- National Forest at Tacoma.,
G, F. Allen was supervisor, Phil,Harris deputy supervisor, and
Ed0 Fenby forest examiner0 They were still there when I arrived in the
spring of 191S to fill the clerical vacancy. Later ?iil, went to
Okanogan as supervisor and Ed. succeeded Mr. Allen at Tacoma after the
latter's death in l92L.

There was much more work In the Tacoma office than at Chelan, yet extra
clerical help was available for only three months in the summer. It

was many years later that supervisors' offices were greatly expanded,
In addition to the regular work of protection, timber sales, grazing,
land uses, etc., a special job came to the forests in 191g. Legisla-

tion to provide funds for forest arid post roads was in the offing and
the supervisors were called on for a resources report by counties.
This meant copying county cruises and assembling data on agricultural
as well as timbered areas, making maps with color legend, and writing
a voluminous report, No extra help was provided. On the &1r the

job had to be done by the four of us, No doubt the situation on other
forests was similar.

The personality of G. F. Allen Interested me very much, He was not at
all like Supervisor NiTham in fact I could scarcely- imagine two more
different men. Like his brother, E. T., G. F. had entered the Service
very early arid had become supervisor of the Bue' (I believe) when it
was detached from the original Washington Forest, At first it extended
to the Columbia River. As I remember the old records on the Columbia,
Mr, Allen made the first timber sale to the Wind River Lumber Company
in 1906. At first1 his office was in his home at Orting, and Mrs. Allen
did the clerical work0 Later it was moved to the Post Office Building
in Tacoma, where he worked during the remainder of his service,

I never knew the extent of Mr, Allen's college training, but he struck
me as well educated0 He was an exceptionally good writer and even had
poetic ability. He once wrote a poem about the veteran lookout on
Tower Rock, Enoch Day. It was written after the style of Tennyson's
"Enoch Arden" and was very good0 I wish someone c ould find a copy of
it for publication in "Timberlines01'

G, F, had a fine sense of humor, Once in awhile, when I was very busy,
he would come along and say, "Stop a minute, I want to tell you a
story." One time he produced a drawing, showing four circles in a row,
each one smaller than the one before and connected to it with a series
of very small, circles. He said, "Now here is how it works: The lar-
gest wheel is the Secretary0 He turns around once and his motion is
transmitted through the idlers to the second wheel, the Forester, who
prontly. turns around twice. Again the motion is transmitted through
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idlers to the third wheel, the District Forester, who turns around
sixteen times. Jhen the motion, through the idlers, reaches the
fourth wheel, the supervisor, he turns around 2O tiinesP' He hadn't
represented the district ranger by a wheel, it wonid. have to turn too
Last. He had shown the ranger up a treeL Yes, the Forest Service
machine was relatively simple in those days, and every employee had.
to cover considerable territory, As the years went by it became ever
more complicated--wheels within wheels--with a greatly expanded per-
sonnel and an accounting system fearful and wonderful to behold, Now,

a supervisor's office resembles an old-time district forester's office
and a district ranger's organization is much larger than a
supervisor's was then, I do not mean to criticize this expansion.
It had to come as protection and management became ever more
intensive

G, F, Allen was a man who loved the Forest Service and its ideals.
He took his job very seriously and worked hard at it; and he gave his
life for it in the ends like a soldier on the battlefields for when
he was on the way home from a Lire he ate some bad food in a res-
taurant and never recovered from its effects, though he lived several
years afterward,

Nhen I arrived in Portland in 1916 the entire Forest Service
organization, including the Columbia and Mt, Hood offices, was housed
in the Beck Building, at Broadway and Oak, where it had been
established at the time of The Exodus" from Washington in 1908.
There we.no Divisions of Engineering Personnel Management, Education
and Information, and State arid Private Forestry, Timber Management

handled research and the library. There was a Division of Products,
which later became a part of the Pacific Northwest Forest and Range
Experiment Station, A hydraulic engineer reported directly to the
district forester, while Ten Per Cent Roads was handled by an
engineer detailed from the Bureau of Public Roads, with general
supervision by Operation,

In addition to general supervision and allotment work, Operation
handled fire control, improvements, personnel, what was called
"Geography," including drafting, fire cooperation, both direct and
under the Weeks Law (later superseded by the C1arke-INary Act), and
protection of the 0 & C lands, which had just been revested,
Cooperation and 0 & C protection were looked after by
Norman Jacobson, assisted for temporary periods by Ed, Fenby and
Alex. Jackson, Later these activities were handled by Ray Chapler,
and after he resigned to manage the Oregon Forest Fire Association,
by E, H. MacDaniels,

In 1916, N. L, Merritt came from the Deschutes to handle improvements,
but that chair proved to be a bit too small for him and he kept
slopping over, I've never forgottenthe way he and H. I. Loving worked
with me on activities outside their om fields during World War I, when
Shirley Buck was in the Army and his position was not filled.
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After large appropriations for forest and post roads became available,
a Division of &igineering was established, but improvements and minor
roads and trails continued to be handled in Operation for several
years. Other divisions, also, were established as the various activi-
ties became intensified0 But it was not until the depression of the
thirties, which brought the ERA, WPA, and CCC, that the great expansion
began. Then the quarters in the Post Office Building, where we had
moved in 1919, began bursting at the seams and several offices had to
move to rented quarters. The Experiment Station had already been
established in the U, S Court House Building and the Columbia office
had been moved to Vancouver0

The salary situation in the early years was discouraging. We had what
was called the statutory roll, which meant that positions were listed
by grade and salary in the Appropriation Act. Each district had a
certain number of positions in each salary grade and promotions depended
on vacancies in higher grades, When I entered the Service, Supervisor
Mi].ham and many other supervisors were getting 800, and nearly all
rangers j1,lO0, Forest clerks got '1,l0O and "1,200, with two or three
positions a little higher,. After the United States got into 4or1d War
I the salary situation became almost intolerable0 Albert Cousins got
tiredof handling Fiscal Control for the statutory salary of 2,12O and
'went to Ogden as property clerk at 3,O0O, His successor, H. I. Loving,
got so discouraged that he quit for awhile, With the increased activity
in Portland and other cities, stenographers and clerks began leaving us
£ or private industry or to enter newly-created bureaus, which were not
hampered by the statutory roll, and we couldn't fill their places, be-
cause we couldn't pay more than the entrance salary of i900. When my
successor on the B4nier resigned to enter private industry there was
only one name on the forest clerk register and I had, no hope that the
man would accept appointment, but he did,. His name was George Griffith,
The increased cost of living due to the war soon caused the statutory
system of fixing salaries to be abandoned0

In 1916 Bush Osborne went from the Mt, Hood to Operation to work on
fire control activities. Recognizing that lookouts must have a more
accurate instrument for locating fires than a simple compass, he had
invented the fire finder that bears his name, and he continued to
develop it into a fine precision instrument,. He also designed nested
mesa outfits, which were copied in other parts of the country and
finally were covered by standard specifications, as were the fire
finder and the adz hoe, an excellent digging tool designed by him as a
modification of the hazel hoe. It was about this time, also, that he
put together a light-weight, three-day balanced ration for sniokechasers,
which was the basis for continuing development in that field. A few
years later he got the idea of taking panoramic pictures from lookouts
to aid in spotting fires and borrowed a couple of cameras from the
Geological Survey to experiment with, When these had to be returned he
did an outstanding job of drawing plans and specifications for a
precision instrument which he named a photo-recording transit0 With this
instrument pictures were taken from all lookouts and used not only for
the original purpose but for mapping detection coverage0 In 1918, just
before leaving for an officers' training camp, Bush turned out the copy
for the Fire Fighting and Lookout Manuals. I remember that very well,
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for the proofs came from the rinter after Bush had gone and I had to
read proof on them5, thereby learning much about smoke. chasing pro-

blems and fire fighting technique0

While working with the rubber companies, Bush developed the light-
weight, single-cotton--jacketed, rubber-lined hose that would stand
better than 600 pounds hydrostatic pressure per square inch and
still was very much lighter than the standard mill hose in common use
around logsing camps0 In the later years the engineering laboratory,
under Ted Flynn, played an important part in equipment development,
The laboratory men undoubtedly accelerated the development and
imorovement of chain saws, not so much, perhaps, by their own
ingenuity as by the influence their ideas and work had on the chain

saw manufacturers. Now, it seems that the "briar" is almost obsolete
in the logging areas and on fires0

There was no district office fire plan in those days, no fire
dispatcher on the telephone day and night, and no fire cache. The

district chiefs were listed in priority order to receive night
telegrams and phone calls0 Long distance telephone service was poor.

There were rio buses--and this continued into the thirties--so that
fire fighters, hired through private employment agencies in Portland,
had to be transported by train0 In the war years and for sometime
after the war ended it was almost impossible to hire goOd men0 I

remember signing up 0 men for the Santiam in 1919, of which
Supervisor Hall was able to use only 17, Later, when calls kept coming

for men on the Portland Creek Fire on the Cascade, we hired 0 more of

the hoboes and sent them to Eugene by train in charge of Julius Kummel.
Julius wasn't able to get any of them to the fires the long hike that
had. to be made was too much4 It was on that fire that Chief of
Operation A, 0, Waha and several other men' had to immerse themselves
in the creek to keep from being burned, The labor shortage was still

so bad in 1920 that Supervisor Fred. undage had only about 60 men'

on a 7,000-acre fire on upper Lewis River, because additional men
worth sending to that isolated area were not available,

When the Forest Service started the principal manual.of instructions
and procedure was the Use Book, a. small, permanently-bound volumeQ
In 1912 came the small loose-leaf manual, which was awkward to use
and to revise, District instructions to supervisors and rangers were
issued in mimeographed circular letters, numbered serially in a
single sequence for all divisions. This soon became unwieldy,
something like the early ranger's barrel, in which he was reported to
have filed everything, Shortly after I arrived in Portland a
committee was appointed to do something about this situation. I don't

recall if C, J. Buck was chairman, but he was at least a member and.

very active. The whole file was revised, dead wood eliminated, and
the letters renumbered5, with a separate series for each division..
This was much better, but still unsatisfactory,

In l92 Regional Forester C, M, Granger appointed a committee to make
recommendations on reduction of paper work, improvement of forms, etc.
One of their recommendations was that all more or less permanent
national instructions should be in the national forest loose-leaf
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manual; that similar regional instructions should be in loose-leaf
handbooks; and that new or revised instructions should not be in cir-
cular letters, but in manual and handbook revisions, Gradually this
recommendation was carried out, with the addition of regional inserts
to the new manual, sections of which began to come out in letter-size
binders about 1938. But progress was slow. We did not get around to
the Fire Control handbook until 193, and at the time of my retirement
in 19149 the Fire Control section of the manual had not been written,
Now, I hear that a thorough revision of the manual has just been made,
with many detajiers working on it in Washington for months, I shall
be interested in looking over this monumental work.

In 1920 I was transferred to the Columbia (now the southern part of the
Gifford Pinchot). Up to that time I had been what Shirley Buck used to
say he was, a house cat; though I had been able to escape now and then,
while on the Chelan and in Operation, to see what was going on out in
the mountains, Now I was to be out most of the time during field sea-
son for the next seven years, and to learn about the heaTy forests, the
hazardous old burns and slashings, and the rough topography of the
Douglas-fir Region, The supervisors during that seven-year period were
Fred, Brundage, Adam Wright, Kirk Cecil, and Jack Horton,

The first trip I made was to Oumboot rqountain, where a couple of
rangers and a teenager laborer were building a trail0 The teenager
was Otto Lindh, who recently retired from the position of regional
forester at Atlanta, Georgia. Three other men who worked as guards on
the Columbia and later became assistant reiional foresters were
Axel Lindh, Les. Moncrief, and Larry Nays.

The second hike I made was through the Yacolt Burn of 1902, from Dole
Valley ten miles to the forest boundary- thence on the ridge trail 23
miles to Wind River (riot all in one day5. It was depressing to see the
thousands of snags, which if a fire got started could become flaming
torches and spread fire over large areas, destroying all the young trees
that had sprung up everywhere. As I remember, this burn looked much
like the Tillamook Burn looked when I first went through it in 191414,
eleven years after the original fire. It seemed like a miracle that the
reproduction throughout the Yacolt Burn within the national forest had
escaped destruction, for the most part, over such a long period, when
travel in the burn was unrestricted and there were very few guards.
About ,OOO acres had reburned in 1918, and that area was replanted
beginning in 1922. Then, in a lightning period in 1927 a large part of
the burn was devastated, and the terrible season of 1929 finished it,
including the ,OOO-acre plantation.

I recall Ed, Fenby saying that at a forest examiners' meeting in the
early years he had read a paper on the Cispus Burn, which was the same
age as the Yacolt, and had made the flat prediction that it would
inevitably reburn, for which he was roundly scolded. It did, in 1918.
An old burn, with the snags still standing, is a dangerous place for
baby trees0 But the relief programs in the thirties permitted the
construction of fire breaks and the planting completely of a large part
of these old burns; and with so many of the snags down and much more
intensive protection, the young forests have been able to survive,
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The Columbia was unique in one respect: the experiment station and
nursery for Region 6 were located in the Wind River Valley. As soon
as the flat at the confluence of the river and Trout Creek hadbeen
logged, about 1908 I believe, a large area was cleared for the nur-
sery and experiment station, including an arboretum, and the ranger
station buildings,, It must have been a tremendous job with the
equipment then available0 Julius Kummel took charge of the
reforestation activity in the Division of number Management and
continued to handle it until his retirement, By 1920 the soil where
seedlings were grown had become depleted and for a few years the stock
was poor and the beds were weedy. Then, as a result of soil studies,
fertility was restored by the use of commercial fertilizer, liquid
manure, and the plowing under of soiling crops. Seedlings were lifted
from seed beds, root pruned, and transplanted in rows by hand0 This
procedure, with much weeding, took many workers, Later the
nurseryman, W, F. Will, designed a machine, to be pulled by a tractor,
which passed a long blade under the seed beds, root pruning the
seedlings in place. This eliminated the transplanting and thus
decreased costs. Until the CCC program was started the number of young
trees produced annually was pitifully small considering the very large
acreage in need of planting0

My first impressions of West Side logging was anything but good.
Operations were in progress in the Wind River Valley and at the west
side of the forest, outside and on small sales inside. Early loggers
had come from the Lake States, where they had driven the rivers
Rather than construct an expensive railroad from the Columbia River
some twenty miles to their main camp, the Wind River Lumber Company
had elected to drive the river, even though this meant taking the
logging locomotives and donkey engines apart and hauling them, with
all other equipment, by teams and wagons over a very poor road. It
was not a profitable operation. Much of the cedar was smashed and
numerous fir logs were damaged. I understood that in nearly a quar-
ter century of operation, before it finally quit, the company never
declared a dividend.

In those days, of course, logs were yarded and loaded with wood-
burning donkey engines. The locomotives also burned wood. It seemed
impossible to get spark arresters that would completely prevent the
escape of sparks. Most of the timber stands were defective and, under
prevailing market conditions, close utilization could hardly be
practiced, Many trees were left standing as not worth cutting, and
any logs not deemed one third good. were left in the woods0 Logging
methods knocked down most of the under-sized trees. The result of all
this was an unholy ress,

I uas amazed at the chances the 1ogers took with fire. They were
there to et out logs a Last as ossib1e--to Hhihba1lht Foolin
around with fire ?revention equio;nent and using enough time and ren
to do a rood, job of slash burning were not opu1ar, Sometimes
engines had: 'o be shut down because the fire prevention and
suppression equipment required by timber sale contracts and state law.
was not in place0 It was very difficult to get slash burned at what
was judged to be the proper time, and if an accidental fire started,
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it was almost impossible to keep action going on it until it was out0
Loggers would fight like demons to stop a fire, and even risk their
lives to save equipment, but mopping up was something else4 As a re-
sult there were instances, too numerous to detail here, where large
areas were burned, with heavy losses to the loggers and the Government,
by fires that either should never have occurred or should have been
confined to small areas0

During those years little attention was given to seedlings and saplings
by loggers and the public generally. These baby trees were often
spoken of as brush and, especially in the ponderosa pine region, there
were advocates of light burning to get rid of the brush4" It was
common for newspaper reporters, writing about fires that did not spread
to mature stands of green timber, to say there was no damage. Nany
people seemed not to understand that we couldn't have adults if we
killed the children,

As I review those years on the Columbia, and later in the Division of
Fire Control, the changes for the better in the logging industry
during the past twenty years are hard to believe. The wood-burning
engines have been replaced with tractors and trucks. This has not only
very greatly reduced, if not completely eliminated, the danger from
fuel sparks; it has increased accessibility and made practicable much
better utilization of timber, with consequent decrease in slash,
Douglas-fir logging by staggered settings if, I understand, standard
practice, so that vast areas of continuous slash are not accumulated0
Tremendous increases in the value of timber products and in labor and
equipment costs since the start of World War II have greatly increased
the value of stumpage and logs, and this factor alone has, I think,
caused loggers to use more care in fire prevention and to attack
aggressively any accidental fires that start, hile logging fires still
get away and sometimes cause heavy damage and there is lots of room for
improvement in utilization, the situation at the present time seems to
me to be very encouraging4

The larger owners of private timberlands have mostly rb.2ndoned the "cut
out and get out" policy, Instead they have employed orestcrs and are
managing their holdings on a sustained yield basis4 Although there are
still many thousands of acres in need of planting, artificial reforesta-
tion has been greatly accelerated, with state and private as well as
government nurseries turning out seedlings by the millions, The State
of Oregon is doing a fine job of rehabilitating the Tillamook Burn, and,
at long last, the Yacolt Burn outside the national forest is to be
reforested by the State of Washington0

As a result of the outstanding fire prevention work in the national and
local campaigns, including the efforts of the Keep Green Associations,
working especially among the young people, the public has become
increasingly fire conscious and alive to the need for the protection
and perpetuation of the forest resources. Although some of the old
problems continue to recur and new ones keep coming up, and although
there are battles to fight, in Congress and elsewhere, I believe the
outlook for ever better protection and management of our forest and
range lands is bright
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At Leavenworth, Washington, in 1918, Supervisor Albert Sylvester
showed me some half-letter size mimeographed pamphlets of instructions
to forest guards, which he had prepared. Later the district office
sent copies of these to a].]. forests for use as samples in preparing
their own guard Instructions. But, on the Columbia at least, the
practice of issuing standard written instructions for the various
short-term jobs did not get going until 1921, following the national
fire protection conference at Nather Field, California. That spring
Supervisor Brundae and I wrote some instructions and sent them to
the district rangers f or signature. It was about twelve years later
that a committee, very ably headed by Howard Phelps, did a fine job
of writing a guard handbook, using material in Osborne' a manuals,
samples of forest instructions, suggestions from all forests, and their
own ideas. This was a tremendous help, not only to the short-term
employees on the job but in training these men, many of whom each year
were new.

The first guard training camp on the Columbia was held in 1921. Vlhile

the Service manual had for sometime contained instructions that three
1 training should be given the guards at the beginning of each

field season, I do not think this was done generally until the twen-
ties. Our first camp was held in July, as we did not get around to
it earlier. The fire season was on, so we assembled on the top of
Lookout ?buntain, where a large part of the Yacolt Burn øould be seen.
Even then, some of the men could not attend, because it was too
dangerous to leave their stations. This first school, if such it
could be called, consisted entirely of lecture and discussion,' a poor
method of job training of course. But it was a start, and methods
were improved from year to year until, when I began going to guard
training camps on other forests in 1928, a fairly good job was being
done. Then, with the coming of the relief programs, an expert
vocational trainer, Ray Lindberg, was employed. His job. was much
broader than guard training, but he gave much time and effort to that
part of it from the beginning, and later 'he wrote a guard training
handbook which was so enthusiastically approved in Washington that it
was used as the basis f or a national handbook on this activity.

It was also while I was on the Columbia that automotive equipment
began to come into use. In 1920 we obtained a Moreland truck and a
two-ton Holt crawler tractor, surplus Army equipment, which were a
big help in road construction and maintenance. In 1922 we acquired
a couple of Army five-ton Bolt tractors, from which the armor plate
had been removed, and new graders to go with them. In 1921 we bought
a three-fourths-ton Reo pickup, on which I learned to drive, and later
a Node]. T Ford, with Ruckatell axle, which was handy on the nine-foot,
or narrower, roads that wound among the trees, and with which I
burned up the Columbia 'River Highway at 30 miles per hour. . From then

on improvement in transportation and road-building equipment was
rapid, and when the CCC program got going there were tractors and
trucks and cars all over the place. In some respects cars in those
days were better than they are now for use in the mountains. They
didn't have fourteen lights and I1 fins and three hundred horse
power engines, but they were sturdy and could be used on rut roads.
I understand that men on the forests use jeeps nowadays, and I don't

wonder.
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The first portable fire pumper I heard of was a heavy "onelunrer,"
called by tho manufacturer the Wonder pump, (Now we have Wbndcr
bread, Advertising bally-hoo such as e hear today is not new; it is
only more widespread and dllier), In l9l G F, Alien and his boys
were fighting an early snag fire in the Cowlitz and Charles Fiory
called me from Portland, wanting to Iow if he hon1d send up one of
these Wonders, I relayed the message to G. F, but he turned the
offer down, much to Floryts disgrst, Th].s heavy, low-powered pumper,
however5 was the forerunner of many different types of portable puin-
pers to come--light, medium, and heav-; twc-cycle and fourcycie;
one-cylinder,two-cylinder, and four-cylinder Itwas interesting to
watch arid have some part in the development of water. and other fire
control equipment.

In the fafl of 1927, after the big fires on the Columbia were out, I
returned to the regional office in the Division of Fire Control which
had been created the previous spring and wa headed by Assistant
Regional Forester Fred Brundage, Because of the importance of fire
protection and the volume of work ccnnec ted with it, I think it should
have been handled in a separate thvis:.on from the beginning, An37ay,
in 1927 there was a lot of work to be done in improving facilities and
intensifying protection in all its phases, The forests were woefully
short of fire control equipment and funds for its purchase were àcarce.
Fred tackled that problem by encouraging the supervisors to save on
guard wages whenever weather conditions would permit, and in the next
few years large civantities of equipment were purchased for forests and
to build up a regional fire cache.

Many of the firemen were stationed in the valleys where their view was
limited. Gradually they were moved up on secondary lookout points,
where they could provide detection when not chasing fires, Thus the
position of lookout-fireman was created and soon that title applied to
a majority of' the short-term positions. The employirient of married men
was also encouraged, so that the wife could act. as lookout when her man
was sent to a fire,

Forest and regional fire plans began to be worked out and improved,
though we still had no organized units in the regional office fpr several
years and, in fire emergencies, had to call on other divisions proiniscu-
ously to help hire men and do other things we did not have time to do,
Usually atsuch times I was the only man in the Fire Control office, as
the others were in the field, In 1929, when very large fires burned in
Washington and later in Oregon, the mary fire fighters hired in Portland
and other cities had to be transported by train, Bus transportation,
which was much better, came later, In 1929 end other bad years large
quantities: of, fire equipment had to be purchased after the fires started,
This, of course, was handled by the supply officer in Operation.

hi1e there was stiiJ. much room for improvement in all fire control
activities at the end of a seven-year period when Nr, Brundage moved on
to Associate Regional Foresters I felt he could look at the recor& of
achievement during this period with considerable satisfaction.
Certainly he was the most indefatigable worker I was ever associated
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with, and during those seven years he laid a foundation on which later
Fire Control Chiefs could build and bring fire protection to a high
state of efficiency.

In l931t fire control was returned to Operation, where it remained
about six years9 That may have been a mistake (Reed Professor
Charles McKinley, making an organizational study of the regional
office, was astounded to find it there), but it worked very welL
The fire chief, Jack Campbell, was a good executive and organizer,
with much experience., so the Chief of Operation could give him free
rein0 After he had gone to the New England Salvage Project it was
decided to have a separate division again. The work was increasing
and becoming more intensive all the time and we were always short-
handed. Until l9I we had only three men most of the time. That
year an additional position was approved and Guy Johnson came to take
over fire dispatching and the other work I had been doing, except
those activities having to do with fire control equipment. These
activities were assigned to me and I spent most of my time on them
during the remaining five years of my service0 This was, perhaps,
the most satisfying period of my career in the Forest Service, for I
was able to get around the region more and to see something of other
regions and meet and work with some of the fine fellows in those
regions.

It has been my experience, probably not uncommon, that after retire-
ment one gets a perspective he could not have while working on the
job. It is somewhat like looking at a forest from a high point some
distance away, where one's attention is not dran so much to the
individual trees; or, like viewing a fine oil painting from the proper
distance, where the daubs of the various pigments blend into a
harmonious pattern, revealing the artist's conception. As the years
go by I find that the more unpleasant experiences--the drudgery of
office work, the failures and frustrations, the mistakes I made and
those I thought others made, the worry over problems, especially in
the fire season--all fade into the background somehow. The fore-

ground of memory is crowded with the more pleasant experiences--the
many magnificient views of mountain scenery and the beauty of sunsets
and cloud effects; the long hikes and rides on mountain trails, some
of them in territory I had never seen be, and. the evenings around
the camp fire by a gurgling stream; the getting together and working
with groups of men in the woods and in training or other meetings;
the privilege of sometimes being able to say a word of encouragement
to a promising young guard, who was working his way through a college
forestry course and becoming a bit impatient because of the time it
took; the satisfaction of now and then looking at a piece of work that
I had completed and feeling that it was good; and, most important of
all, the pleasure of associating and working with a group of grand
guys and gals, all different and with varying temperaments and
talents. But all imbued to a greater or less degree with the spirit
of public service which was instilled into the organization by
Gifford Pinchot and other pioneers in the beginning.
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If I could turn the clock back to the time of my late teens arid early
twenties, I can think of no better thing to do than to work my way
through a college course in forestry or engineering and then spend my
working years in the U. S. Forest Service: because such a career, for
those inclined to it, means not only a lifetime of public service in an
interesting, inspiring, and satisfying environment; it means, also,
working with as fine a group of people as can be found in any orgariia-
tion That statement is not just a sentimental fulmination of a man
nearly ten years in retirement0 I support it by quoting something
Richard E0 NcArdle said last May when responding to an award from the
National Civil Service League: "1 think I should remind you that you
are not looking at one man., You actually are looking at more than
ten thousand Forest Service people, one of the most dedicated grops-

career people anywhere in the world0t' (The underlining is mine).

As it happened I had no college training as a forester or an engineer--
in fact,, limited college training of any kind--and I got into the
Forest Service by accident, so to speak. For that reason, perhaps, I
worked on many activities and during much of my service was sort of a
jack-at-all-trades. But I had a lot of fun, received a liberal educa-
tion on the jobs and. made a host of friends9 And. I did find out what
a forest ranger was for0

HM(RY WHITE

ngler: "You've been standing there watching me for two hours.
Why don't you try fishing yourself?"

Looker: "Heaven's no, I haven't the patience".

One day Mrs. Smith stopped with a friend to get weighed. She

gasped as the indicator swung around to her weight.

"A little overweight?" asked the fr±end.

"Oh, no," she answered. "But according to this chart here, for
my weight I should be seven feet tall."
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RECOLLECTIONS

By Ira E. Jones

I first worked for the Forest Service in the spring of.1908.. That summer
Hugh Rankin (later Forest Supervisor of the Unati1la, Siuslaw, and Rogue
River Forests), Ephriam Barnes (later Supervisor of the Miriam), Joe Zipper
and I built a telephone line from the Grende Ronde River to Cable Cove
(at the head of Cracker Creek north of Sumpter). It was a metallic cir-
cuit--on brackets, and all on trees except across Starkey Prairie where
poles were set in cribs. Hugh Rankin had been a telegraph operator so
we strung the wires tight and tied them with solid ties like the railway
telegraph lines. I don1t believe it was ever used, as it would break
even in a slight breeze

We had no climbers--used ladders--made these of small poles, Wtth. a single
nail at each end of the rounds so it would adjust for uneven ground. We

built a mile a day, starting at 6 A.)!. and working till we had completed
our mile.

That year, also,. the Whitman built its first. cabin8,--at Porcupine R.S.
and at Anthony Lake. These were of logs about 12..x 16 feet, shake roof,
no floors, two windows (no glass) and door of 1 x 12 rough lumber. They
were both contracted and cost about $25.00 each.

I had the title of Forest Guard and was paid at the rate of $900 per year,
furnished two horses and boarded myself (no travel expenses on the forest).
You could buy a good uniform for $15.00 and a Stetson hat (stiff brim that
would fall off at the least touch) for $3.00.

BOUNDARY POSTING

In 1909 1 started as Forest Guard (same salary) on the North Powder Ranger
District. For an outfit I had an old B1ueprint put out by some LaGrande
Abstract Company, a "Use Book", and a large single bit marking axe weigh-
ing about two pounds. This had a "U.S." stamp on the end.

The Ranger told me to start running forest boundary. I said, "Where

shall I start?", He said., "Go find a place, and start in". So I took my

saddle horse and pack outfit and started west. In about two days I found

a starting point near Anthony Creek. From there I ran and marked the
boundary north and northwest to the Grande Roüde River where I met Ranger
W. V. Hawley who had been running boundary from the west. We retraced
and reblazed old survey lines and ran new lines where the forest boundary
followed interior land subdivision lines. We posted cloth boundary
notices so that they were inter-visáble, signed by James Wilson, Secretary
of Agriculture.

After completing this stretch, the North Powder Ranger and L checked on
grazing. We traveled together with our pack outfit and saw all, allotments.

After the grazing season I was sent to Beaver Creek country to check on
the work of building a dam and the laying of a pipeline by the City of
LaGrande (for their city water supply). .
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A RANGER EXAMINATION

That fall (1909) I took the Ranger Examination at Sumpter, It required two
days,--one day field work, pacing, compass, packing, and one day written
work. There were 13 who took it. Only three passed. I was laid off in
December.

WE BUILT A DURABLE FENCE

In April of 1910 I reported back for work at the old Boundary Creek R.S.
near Granite. Several Rangers and Guards had assembled there to build
a pasture fence--John Day type. This fence was designed to be snow and
rot resistant. I was back there in 1943 and saw several sections of
that old fence that were still standing and in use. Forest Guard Wesley
Slaughter, who had been there summers for most of the yeats between,
assured me that it had not been rebuilt.

I BECAME A RANGER

While at Boundary, I received a letter from Cy J. Bingbam, Supervisor at
John Day, offering me a job as Ranger. I called Henry Ireland and told
him of the offer4 He said, "You stay right there. You are already Ranger
and you have charge of the Granite District".

After completing the pasture fence, I took the Forest Service team and
went to the Murray R.S, south of Unity to build aroad to the R.S. All I
had for equipment was a plow, the two horses, and a wooden V. After fin-
ishing the road, I was sent to several other jobs aed didn't get back to
my Ranger District until about the first of June. However, I had a Guard,
Lloyd Judy, who ran the District for me.

FIGHTING FIRES

About the 16th or 18th of June I started fighting fires. The first was on
Camp Creek. Ephriaxa Barnes and I took 6 men to the fire. After getting a
trench around it, the men left about 5 P.M., leaving me alone without food
or water, on the understanding they would send the Guard from Boundary
Creek with my horse, The fire kept breaking out and I got very thirsty
and late: that night I crawled up on a log and went to sleep, After some
rest I woke up at daylight and got the fire back under control. The Guard
did not arrive until about 4 P.M By that time my throat was so dry I
could hardly swallow or talk but the fire line held.

After that I was on several smaller fires until early July when word came
from the North Powder Ranger that he had a fire near Howard Meadows,
south of LaGrande. He first saw it from Anthony Lake. He rode to his
ranch (also his headcguarters) on Anthony creek, where he stayed all night.
Next day he rode about 12 miles to Por:upine P.S. and spent the night
there4 iext morning he shed some campers how to catch fish. Then he
borrowed a ho:se from a sheep man and went to LaGrande. At Larande he
went to the Foley Hotel and called for a reporter. Next morning the paper
had a column and a half story about the Howard Meadows fire,--said the
Ranger had come 50 miles for help, riding three relays of horses and that
the city watershed was in great danger.
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Twenty-eight men were hired and dispatched to the fire in two four-horse
teams (there was a road to Howard Meadows), They arrived about 2 P.M.
I had gotten there about an hour earlier. After cooking dinner, we were
ready. The Ranger said, "You go ahead and put them to work". I said,
"It's your fire." But he said, "Go ahead, I will be out later". After
about two hours he came out on horseback, said I was doing O.K. and then
left for his Ranger headquarters, not to return.

Wegt a line around the fire which by that time covered about 50 acres.
Most of the men were transients. I tried to weed out the poor ones to
send back in the wagons. I only wanted to release 8, but the men had
partners and when I got through I only had 12 men left. I got by with

them until the third day when new smoke developed about half a mile
away. It crowned and really took off. Supervisor Ireland and District
Forester Cecil had been by the day before while inspecting the LaGrande
Dam and watershed The Ranger went for them and Ireland and Cec1 went
to LaGrande for a crew and the Ranger to North Powder for another. We

established two camps and Cecil returned to Portland. Henry Ireland
stayed with me two or three days then returned to Sumpter and sent M. L.
Merritt to help me. The North Powder Ranger failed to show up on the
fire line. Needless to say he didn't last long. I stayed on this fire
until fall rains started about September 16th.

On that fire one man was killed by a dead Tamarack tree that he cut down.
It fell straight out fràm a big, white fir tree, The mart ran about 60

feet in the direction of fall, and was crushed. He never knew what hit
him. No relatives could be found, He was buried at LaC-rande. The Whitman

force bought a headstone.

THE RANGER FINDS A WIFE

After leaving the fire I was put to running boundary around the Baker
water supply watershed. While on this work I lived at the Johnston ranch
on Goodrich Creek. Johnston had a sister keeping house for him. After

two years, I persuaded her to change her name to Jones and keep house for
me. This she has continued to do for the last 46 years.

After I was married In 1912, I asked Superintendent Ireland to give me a
Ranger District (both the North Powder and the Suznpter Districts were
vacant). He said, "Yes, how would you like the Sumpter District?". I
really wanted the North Powder District as Sumpter was also the Supervior'
headquarters and I was too handy and was sent out on jobs, but I said O.K.

CONSTRUCTION JOBS INTERFERE WITH RANGER
WORK

After taking the Sumpter District, I didn't see much change in my work.
I was still sent out on odd jobs and much of the Ranger District work was
handled out of the Supervisor's office.

One summer I was so busy with other jObs that I only got out on the graz-
ing once and only saw one band of sheep. 1 had five bands and about 500
head of cattle and horses, so when grazing report time came, it was quite
a job. There were also several timber sales to mining companies.
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The Ibex Mine applied for 400 cords of wood. They were told I would be up
and make the sale, but before I got there they had cut the 400 cords, bee.
fore making a payment. Then the mine went broke and so far as I know, the
400 cords are still there,--unused and unpaid for.

A RUNAWAY TEAM

In 1913, Superintendent Ireland, who had been Master of the Sumpter Masonic
Lodge, was asked to conduct a funeral at Audry,--about 30 miles south. We

had a team of young and partly broken mules. We thought this would be a
good trip for them so we hired a two-seated hack, hitched them up and
started off. The front seat was set high up, and the brake was worked
from it. I drove and Henry Ireland worked the brake, R. 14. Evans and

Harry Wilson (a local jeweler) rode in the back seat.

We made it all right until we reached the top of the Whitney hill and star-
ted down. Henry shoved the brake handle forward, but it jabbed the mule
in his rump and away they went. It was about two miles to the bottom of
the hill. Every attempt to use the brake only made them go faster. The
road was narrow and crooked, but fortunately, it was early morning and we
met no one. We made the bottom and after half a mile got them slowed
down, but we had all lost our bats.

We made the rest of the trip 0.L On the way back we gave a ride to a
man who had been fishing in Camp Creek. When we stopped to let him off
at the Whitney ail1, one of the single trees dropped off. The mule gave
a jump, the tongue droppód down, and away they went again. After a short
distance the tongue ran into the ground and broke. We all jumped out.
I got mixed up with the lines and was dragged 30 or 40 feet before I got
loose. Aside from ruining a suit and losing some skin, I came out all
right. The team broke loose, ran into the slab pile at Whitney and
stopped.

A RUN-IN WITH A CATTLE MN

In the spring of 1917 a sheep bridge, at the Allison tsLine, across the
North Fork of the John Day River washed out. The DO. Jusii sheep
allotment was just across the river, Without a bridge it was necessary
to trail the sheep five or six days to reach the allotment, so 1ecided
to move them across the Desolation Cattle Range. There was some private
land on the range leased by Ben Colvin. He told us not to cross, but
we though we could ke it without getting on the private land. So

Ranger &dy and I wet down to handle it. Calvin had gotten the Road
N Supervisor to refuse permission for the sheep to use the County road.

I called the County Commissioner and got his permission to put the sheep
over the road if we agreed to clean it out afterwards, which we did.
Then I called Colvin, told him the sheep were at Desolation Creek bridge;
that if he wanted to see theta cross, to be there early in the motning.
Next morning at daylight he was there, and said, "Don't cross them sheep".
The herder was told to start them, Colvin got in his car, drove to
Pendleton and got a lawyer to write a letter demanding damages, but no
damages were ever paid, and the sheep reached their allotment vthout
further difficulty. Later, listening in on the party line at the Dale
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R.S., the Ranger's wife heard two women talking about this deal. One

said, "It looks like when the Forest Service starts anything, they
always go through with it, as the Deputy Supervisor and a Ranger did
when they put the sheep across the cattle range."

THE NEW RANGER PROVES TO BE A DUD

In 1919, a new Ranger was transferred to the Dale Ranger District in May
or June, Later a fire broke out on his District near the Allison mine.
It was reported to the Supervisor's office and the new Ranger rounded
up a crew at Ukiah. They got a line around the fire, then about 50
acres. He then laid off all àf the crew, leaving only one inexperienced
man to watch it.

He told me over the phone what he had done. I said it was a little early

to lay off all the men with no mop-up work done, but he assured me that
he had had lots of fire experience and that it was safe. No one at the

office had seen the new man and we knew very little about him. The next

day I got a call from George Drake, then on the Umatilla, saying the fire
was putting up a lot of smoke. I called the Ranger who said the fire had

gotten away. I went to the fire, which now covered 600 acres or more.
We got a crew from Pendleton and Baker. The Pendleton crew were mostly

transients. Most were I.W.W.'sandwe had a great deal of trouble with
them.

After the fire was out, we preferred charges against the Ranger, among
them: (1) He had bought a bunch of horses and paid for them by rental
while packing on the fire. (2) lie had bought supplies for his personal.

use and charged them to the fire. There were also other charges. I

was sent to Spokane to meat the man at the Davenport Hotel. I went over

the charges with him, He denied them but rather than fight, he resigned.

SOME OFFICIAL TITLES

When I first started work on the Whitman there were seven Ranger Districts.
Each Ranger had only one Guard,-on duty only during the summer months.

In the early 1920's you could not get a raise wnithout a change in title
(due to the old statutory roll). One of the peculiar results of this,--
at one time on the Whitman there were four men with the title of Forest
Supervisor,---R. M. Evans, Johnnie Irwin, Otto Zimmerli, and myself.
I have had a great many official titles during my F.S. service, among
them: Laborer, Forest Guard, Deputy Ranger, Ranger, Deputy Supervisor,
Supervisor, National Forest Examiner, Supt. of Construction, Project
Engineer, and Assistant Supervisor. There may have been others.

LOOKOUT HOUSES

The first lookout house was on Dixie Butte. It was about 6 x 8 feet,

built of 1 x 12 rough boards with 3 single sash windows. Later others

were built. Prior to 1934, I personnally built lookout houses on Little
Baldy (renamed Mt. Ireland after Henry Ireland's death), Dixie, Vinegar
Hill, Jump-off Joe, Desolation Butte, and Bald Mountain. These were all
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standard 12 x 12 with cupolas except Desolation Butte which was a 50 ft.
steel tower.

THE LOOKOUT MAN SEES AN ELEPHANT

The lookout man on Bald Mountain got quite a shock one summer. The trail
from Burnt River to John Day valley runs right by the lookout. A traveling
circus moving from Burnt River to John Day decided to follow this trail as
it was several miles shorter than the road. So, unknown to the lookout
man they walked, among other things, a camel and an elephant right past
the lookout. The lookout was reading or napping in the cabin when the
camel and the elephant walked by and he saw them for the first time. It

so startled him that he sure thought he must be dreaming.

RANGER WORIC PROJECTS

During early days the Rangers were bunched at least once a year for a
week or ten days on some construction project,--usually a telephone line.
We always had a penny ante game with a téncent limit with a rule that
lights had to be out at ten, It was hard to hold the men together longer
than about ten days. They began to think of things that needed to be
done on their districts. Strange excuses were offered suoh as that they
had to split wood for the wife. But we got lots of work done, I think
the biggest day's work was on a telephone line from Tipton to Whitney.
We were strLnging a #9 metallic line on the P.T.&T. poles along the
Sumpter Valley Railway. We got a push car from the railroad. On bne
day we strung out and tied 6 miles of metallic #9 wire on 10 pin cross
arms (already on the poles) and walked back to Tipton, then coasted on
the push car to Austin.

WE "TOOK" THE MALHEUR SUPERVISOR

One spring, while on one of these jobs Supervisor Walt Dutton, from the
Maiheur, visited camp and sat in on our penny ante game. He got away
with our money. When he returned in a few days someone had fixed a cold
deck. This time he brought along one of his rangers.. We sure took him
to a cleaning. In one haid he held four queens, but our man had four
aces, so we took his money and later had a treat of candy', nuts, etc..
Supervisor Kuhns was with us that night. He didn't know about the cold
deck. I sat near him and gave him what advice I could, and advised him
to drop out when he rode along on a pair of kings.

ROAD BUILDING EVOLUTION

Road building had quite an evolutiou. We fLrst started with a plow, a
wooden V and a slip scraper. Then we advanced to a Martin ditcher and
a Fresno scraper. Starting around a hillside, we first opened a trail
by hand then for one horse to walk in and shoveled out by hand until we
could get a team over, then used a ditcher until wide enough for a smell
grader. The first bulldozer was two-ton liolt tractor with a floating
blade that was worked on counter balance beam that extended back on both'
sides of the tractor. All rock work was done by hand drillingand using
only caps and fuse for blasting.
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THE WHITMAN'S TIMBER SALES

The first large timber sale on the Whitman was made in 1910 to a newly
organized company called the Baker White Pine Lumber Company for a tract
of timber near Tipton.

.1 scaled the first logs that were ut on this sale during the winter of

1910. My residence was a 12 x 14 wall tent, no floor, a board bunk and
straw mattress. The logging was done b team and sled. Along about

mid-January (of 1911) it got down to30 below zero and the small sibley
stove kept the tent warm for only a few minutes at a time. The floor was

frozen except around the stove. When not at work I stayed in bed most
of the time. I got to thinking about my folks in Texas, asked for some
leave, and took off for a warmer climate.

We were very proud of the Whitman. For several years we led the Nation

in total receipts. The Whitman was also a great training ground for
forest officers, among them, Regional Foresters, Assistant Regional
Foresters, Fiscal Agents. Henry Ireland deserves much credit for develop-

ing these people.

A 1909 RANGER MEETING

The first Ranger meeting attended was held at Mt. Vernon during the fall
of 1909. Henry Ireland, four Rangers and I attended from the Whitman.
We took the narrow gauge Sumpter Valley Railway from Sumpter to Dixie.
Steel had just been laid from Austin to Dixie, and we were the first to
ride over it. At Dixie we took a team and hack for the rest of the way.
Going over on the railroad, we were charged 5 a mile but when we re-

turned they charged us lOj. The road was not a coion carrier and they
had changed rates. Wben we sent in our expense account it came back for
an explanation--why the difference in rates.

HORSE-PLAY SOMETIMES BACKFIRES

A great many people said I'd never live to an old 'age forI used to like
to have fun at other people's, expense. We had a Ranger who was a very

good bread cook and he always bragged about it. So, once when a bunch

of 'us were at the old Blue Mountain R.S. (since torn down), this Ranger
was to make the bread. We emptied the baking powder can and filled it
with flour and got quite a kick out of watching him. He sat by the

oven door and kept watching the bread. Said, "I don't know what's the

matter. I can make better bread, of course." The bread didn't raise

but we ate it. He never again mentioned his bread-making ability.

Another time, Henry Ireland, Frank Mattson, the 'North Powder, Ranger,
and I were at Anthony Lake R.S. and cooking supper. I was making bread,

Mattson was cleaning fish. The Ranger spoke up and said, "I don't like
fish and don't even went to eat from a pan in which fish have been cooked
I reached over to where Mattson was working, picked out a small fish head,
wrapped it in biScuit dough, marked it and saw to it that the Ranger got
this biscuit. He was quite surprised and thoroughly disgusted when he
broke it open.
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I recall also stopping at the Blue Mountain station when some Burnt
River ranchers were there overnight. They wanted to get an early start
so I set the alarm clock. When it went off we got up, cooked and ate
breakfast, and sat around waiting for daylight. Finally someone looked
at his watch. It was just twelve o'clock midnight, so we all went back
to bed. They never knew why this happened.

K. P. Cecil often paid us a visit. He was kind of a Roaming Supervisor,
to coordinate the Umatilla--Wallowa--Maiheur and Whitman Forests. K. P.

was hard to wake up in the morning so one morning at Desolation Creek I
went in and gave him a big dose of sneeze root. He woke up sneezing but
only covered up his head, thinking he was catching cold. The men were
outside standing around the fire laughing so pretty soon it dawned on
him that he was being "jobbed". He had a Model T pickup and when we
went back to Baker my bed roll was tied on top of other things on the
back. I kept watching it. Finally K. P. said, slyou don't need to watch
that. I can see it through the rear view mirror." But when we got to
Sumpter the bed had fallen off and had been drug behind till it was about
worn out. I often wondered if he didn't chuckle just a little over this.

Once my plans backfired on me. We were at Baker. Howard Stratford, the
Chief Clerk,had quite a family and towards the end of the month he was
frequently short of funds. One of these times in early winter when he
was running his car with his last year's license plate, I went across
the Street and phoned him and said, "I am Sheriff McKeaney and you will
have to buy a new license plate or I will have to stop you from running
your car". Soon after I went back to the office, Howard came in and said,
"Say, I.E., the Sheriff has just called me and says I must get a new
license plate. Won't you loan me $5.00 till payday?". I had to come
through,--but he paid it back.

A DETAIL TO THE SIUSLAW AREA

During the depression I was loaned to the Resettlement Administration and
had charge of W.P.A. workerS on the Sius].aw rórest. We had three main
camps in former CCC camp buildings. They were located at Mapleton, Cape
Creek,. and Hebo At one time we had 44 side camps with as high as 1100
men. All foreman positions had to be approved by the Democratic organi-
zation. I remember one foreman sent out who was absolutely no good as
foreman. I fired him and got a call from the Portland Resettlement to
come to Portland and get squared up with the State Democratic Chairman.
I went In. The Chairman was at the Congress Hotel. I had known him
many years at Pendleton, 80 I told him the man he had sent out as fore-
man was no good as a foreman. He said, "I know, but he is my father-in-
law and I have to take care of him". However, he was not sent back to me.

We used to run into Portland twice a week and pick up "Wino's" off of
Third Street. They would stay till the first payday, then back to Portland
and get drunk and back to camp the next week. When we first set up camp
we used porcelain dishes. These were condemned so we bought heavy res-
taurant chinaware. When this work project was abandoned, all camp equip-
ment was surplus and was distributed to forests in R-6. At the final
closing we had a surplus of 900 lbs. of dry beans. The fOrests that got
the dishes had to take a supply of beans.
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RETIR1ENT LETTRS

When I retired in 1942 I received a nicely bound book of some 60 letters
that I prize very highly. In checking through them I find (in 1958)
that at least 14 of these fine men have passed on One of the letters
from Walt Dutton gives the writer's opinion of early-day Roy Headley's
"nine foot roads" as follows:

Winding in and winding out,
It fills my mind with serious doubt
As to whether the man that built this road
Was headed for hell or coming out.

IRA E. JONES

(Editor's Note: Ira Jones, Forester, practical joker, and a baseball
fan, and Johrtnie Irwin never missed an opportunity to attend ball

games near and far.)

A traveling salesman returned home unexpectedly to find
his little son squalling at the top of his voice. "Papa,

there's a bogeyman upstairs in Mama's c1oset"

!Nonsense. You're old enough to know better. You come

with me and I.11 show you."

But when he flung open the closet door, there was his best
friend, Bob.

"So" stormed the irate husband. "It's you I bring you
over from the old country, buy your clothes, lend you
money, get you a job, and how do you repay me? By hiding

ma closet and scaring the daylights out of my little
boy"

A middle-aged matron was being fitted for a new girdle.
"Is Madam quite comfortable?" asked the saleswoman.
She was. "Can Madam breathe deeply with ease?" She

could. "Does Madam feel she could wear this garment all
day without discomfort?" She did.

"In that case," said the fitter, "Madam obviously needs
a smaller size."

- 81 -



THE FOLLOWING INCIDENT IS TOLD OF MILTON J. ANDERSON,
SUPERVISOR OF THE SISKIYOU NATIONAL F'OREST ABOUT 1908 or O9
BY HIS SON, HUGH V. ANDERSON

= = == = = = = = = = = = =

One of the few times, that I recall, that my father ever wore his Forest
Service uniform other than -to Ranger meetings, he ended up shoeing a
horse in it.

My father and I caine out of the woods at the Southern Pacific R.R.
station between. Roseburg and Grants Pass, Oregon, called West Fork. It

was from here that the mail was being carried by pack train through the
mountains to Illahee on Rogue River and from there on down to the town
of Brookthgs at the mouth of the river on the Pacific Coast. Our purpose
was to catch the next train south to Grants Pass which was the Siskiyou
headquarters.

Our uniforms had bean left at the small hotel as we had gone into the
forest so we washed up and dressed up for the return trip. We had about
forty-five minutes to spare before train time so walked over to the
railroad station where the natives usually gathered, On our way over we
noticed a circle of men struggling with a horse which they had securely
tied and wrapped with rope and which they had thrown to the ground. It.

developed that they were trying to put shoes on one of the animals of
the mail, pack train.

My father was known as a practical joker, and so, when he remarked that
if he only had thirty minutes he would show them how to shoe the horse,
there followed some joking in which it was pointed out that he had the
time. In the end several bets were made that he could not accomplish the
job. Dad removed his stiff Stetson hat and his Forest Service coat and
cautiously approached the animal which he had ordered released from the
many entangling ropes. At least ten minutes were spent in getting a hand
on the horse's neck where he petted him gently. The frightened animal
calmed down almost immediately, perhaps due in part to the fact that he
had previously practically exhausted himself. In any event my father
proceeded to pick up thathorse's hoofs, one by one, measure the horse
shoes to the foot, cold spring the shoes, and tack them on as only an
expert could do. He gleefully collected his bets and in his much
bedrabbled condition, with horse hair and dirt clinging to him, we
barely caught the train

The men at West Fork, of course, did not know that my father had served
an early apprenticeship as a fancy carriage ironer at thi Union Iron
Works in San Francisco. Nor did they know he had been a blacksmith in
Eastern Oregon after returning from the Alaska gold fields. He had
become more proficient in the thoeing of horses than in ironing fancy
carriages.

The feat he had performed in shoeing the horse was told far and wide in
the community. It demonstrated his ability of a kind but it gained
their respect of him as a man among them. He and the type of Forest
Service men who served in the early period served it well,
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FOREST SERVICE MbI01RS

By Roas Bannister

I was born in this little town of Paisley, Oregon May 25, 1894, and
have lived here ever since. My mother and father came across the plains
in a covered wagon and endured many hardship.. Encounters with Indians
were frequent. Eventually, however, my folks settled on a homestead in
the upper Chevaucan Valley where they built their cabins of logs. They
lived here for three winters with my oldeet brother and sister. The
only way of obtaining their food supply during the winter months was by
following the old Avery Pass road on snow shoes. My father made all of
hisaow shoes from pine, shaping them with a draw knife, and then set the
ends in. boiling hot water for some time before putting them between two
log. with the aid of weights, to shape them. This was before my time
and a long time before the Forest Service was established.

A. a boy of 10 years I started out to be a cowboy and pretty proud to be
among the men. At that time things were pretty rough, I thought, but
I earned $30.00 a month with board. When vs rounded up cattle from the
range, everyone that owned cattle camped and rode together and everyoe
helped to cook the two meals we had each day. I can still remember the
good old sour dough biscuits baking in the dutch oven over a bed of hot
coals of our cane fire. I remember, too, that cattle and sheep men
roamed the range more or less together which wasn't too good. Most of
the time friction and hard feelings were prevalent. This was overcome
in time after the Fremont Forest was established and took in much of the
range land,which at that time was resented by many.

When the forests were first established apparently all that was required
of a Ranger was that he could read and write and had a knowledge of the
country. I shall never forget the first Ranger we had when the Paisley
District 'was established in 1908. His name was Jasofl Elder, a local
resident that I knew well, and who we all thought was a very rough type
of man. Prior to his appointment in 1908 he appeared shiftless and was
very untidy which the people rather frowned upon, and they gave Jason
somewhat of a bad time.

After his appointment, however, Jason felt he could nou "get even" with
the folks who he thought had given him a "bad time". I recall the River
road as it is now called, went up the river only 4 miles, over which
the stock men were permitted to move their cattle. Some of these men
were Jason's own relatives to whom he also issued permits to use the road
with the understanding that they were all to remove the rocks from the
road after the cattle drives. The ranchers, subsequently removed the
larger rocks but this did not satisfy Jason. He had the permittees use
garden rakes and really clean j the rocks off the road. App8rently
they bad to "take it" or lose their range rights. Jason treated everyone
alike, however. When I was 15 years of age, a brother 13 and I went into
the mountains to cut wood for our folks and some other people. We camped
in a tent under a fir tree at Hanan Springs. Our efforts netted us $3.00
per cord of wood cut from green timber, which at that time was permiss-.
able so long as Jason marked the trees we could Cut. Some of these trees
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were good and some were pretty crude. I remember one of these trees very
well--it was a terrible leaner. Since stumps were not to be left higher
than 16 inches, we started our cut a little under that on the upper side.
However, when the tree fell, the lower side of the stump was 17½ inches.
When Jason saw that he made us "cart wheel''as it was then called, to re-
move that 1%", and whats more, he stayed until we carried out his orders'

Following Jason Elder, who was Ranger from 1908 until 1916, was Scott
McComb whom I only met but never worked for. Re was Ranger from 1916 until
1917, when Jason returned as Ranger until 1921

Carl Ewing then took over the District until 1925, during which time I
worked two short-term periods. I didn't get to know Carl very well but
he was a fine man.

Next was Karl C. Langfield, a very outstanding man, whom I worked under for
several short-term periods. When in the field, ICC had a hankerin' for lot's
of cheese, but personally 1 never liked the stuff too well. He called it
"end gatet' and probably was right.

In 1933, Chét Bennett came to the district. We called him the little man
with a bigvoice, but,nevertheless,he was a good man to work under.

In 1934, Leo Quackenbush took over the Paisley District. He was another
outstanding man and rather stern. The first time I met Leo he appeared
to have somewhat of a mean look and was very outspoken. When he wanted some-

thing done, you were told bow he wanted it done and it bad better be done
that way As time went on and I became better acquainted, he wan a wonder-
ful man to work with. I worked for Leo when the road was constructed
around the top of Summer Lake Rim which was a big job

Next came John Herbert, a small fellow and quite chesty, but could he ever
"shOot the bu1l" I worked two short-term periods under him, but other
than that, no comment----. -

Then in 1941, Jack Groom took over as the boss man. Jack ias an excellent

Ranger in every respect. I worked for him four short-term seaeons and
enjoyed each one very much. He was a man among his men. Everyone liked

him and he really got things dOne. He never bragged of his education,
nor did he ever intimate he was brighter than the next el1ow, He always
took time to speak or give a cheery "hello" when he met you and never had
an unkir'd word for aiyone. We all hated to see hm and his family leave

Homer Oft, a very husky, burly fellow was the next number-one man. He

was anothet tOp-notch Ranger, álwáya, ready, willing and able to lend a
helping hand to his fellow man, and an asset to the community. I worked

for Homer five years and never for a better man in my life. He and his
family were certainly missed when they left th.s part of the country

Late one February night in 1949, Ray Knutson and his family moved into
Paisley to take charge Of the district. Since there were no immediate
accommodations in town for a family, we took them in with us temporarily.
(My door !as always been open for anyone to stay with us and still is.)
Ray was Ranger here until July, 1955, when he was transferred to the
Ochoco Forest in Prineville.
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Replacing Knutson as District Ranger ca, a man named Mike Palmer who
transferred to Paisley from Burns. We all think Mike is a very fine
man, friendly and fair with his men and a man who can and will get
things done.

I enjoy the memories of having known or worked for every Ranger on the
Paisley District an4 of seeing the many changes that have occurred
through the years,

I have been retired for over 2 years but am still interested in what
goes on in the District, if any of you old timers get down this way be
sure and look me up.

ROSS BANNISTER
Pai8ley, Oregon

The meek little man answered the knock on his door and
found himself staring up at a burly giant.

"Got your piano here," said the husky one.

"There must be some mistake," mumbled the little man.
"I didn't order a piano, I ordered a flute."

"Says here a piano," growled the big guy, flapping a
piece of paper.

"Very well," the little man answered, backing away
nervously, "But if your firm makes any more mistakes
like this, I shall have to deal elsewhere."

First drunk: "Shay, you don't open the door wIth that,
it's a cigar butt."

Second drunk: "My golly, I've smoked my key"
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CONTROVERSY RAGES BETWEEN EX-R-6ER' S

Nany of the readers of Timber Lines are perhaps aware of the controversy
that has been ragi,ng between those former R-óer's, Larry Nays and
Jim tier, over the relative merits of the razor vs. the goaduck clam.
Both of tbese hardy men spent some years of their boyhood on the Oregon
Coast, both are impregnated with the salt spray of the Pacific, and both,
I regret to say, are equally unreliable when telling about clams and fish
and other phenomena of the Coast country and of Puget Sound The contro-
versy appears so impossible of compromise that both proponents have agreed
to submit the case to an impartial board of inquiry to which they have
appointed me Judge. Hearings are to be held as soon as we three can
foregather somewhere on the blest Coast, preferably on an Oregon or Puget
Sound beach. Special witnesses who can qualify as authorities on these
bivalves may be subpoenaed, arguments will be offered by the proponents,
and the Judge will assume his most solemn and dead-pan expression. It

is anticipated that a clambake will be necessary, and that a judicious
amount of bourbon whiskey, of good quality and reasonably high proof,
should be available to be imbibed by all participants but particularly
the Judge, in quantities sufficient to stimulate the sense of taste but
not to impair critical judgment. When judgment is rendered, the
hearing will undoubtedly break up in a brawl, since even a Solomon could
not render a verdict acceptable to these salty clam-diggers. The Judge
will act as referee until he too becomes embroiled.

Any R-6er's who feel qualified to serve as expert witnesses, who are
willing to serve without per diem, and who consider themselves salty
enough to participate in a clambake, should communicate with the Judge
of the Board.

May 1959 - Howard T. Phelps

KEEP BUSY

George Bernard Shaw left this remedy for worry: Keep busy! It's the
cheapest kind of medicine there Is on this earth, and one of the best.
Don't allow yourself to become upset by the small things that come your
way; life is too short to be little! Think and act cheerfully, and you
will feel cheerful. Cooperate with the inevitable!1'

SUCCESS

He has achieved success who has lived well, laughed often, loved much;
who has gained the respect of Intelligent men and the love of little
children; who has filled his niche and accomplished his task; who has
left the world better than he found it...and has given the best he had."
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CAREER AND ACCOMPLISHMENT RECORD OF GEORGE M. IKE PALMER

July 1924 - June 1959

I Was working in a gold mIne out of Granite, Oregon in the spring of
1924. I applied for a F.S. job and in July was hired and placed on
Vinegar Hill, a lookout on the Austin District of the Whitman Forest.
Dan W. Fisk was the District Ranger who hired and educated me in the art
of detecting fires, Brick and I were married that fall. Left the look-
out on September 9, married on the 10th, returned to Vinegar on the 12th.
I took the ranger examination that fall and was appointed assistant
ranger n the Austin District of the Whitman Forest in April of 1925.
Dan Fisk was still my boss. We were stationed at Susanville, and Dan
taught me a lot of things. Some of them were: Keep out of local
quarrels, participate in Susanville social life, dodge moonshine stills,
maintain trails and telephone lines, fight fire, sell Forest Service
procedures to the people, brand calves, salt and distribute cattle on
the range, make winter feed lot counts, put on the diamond hitch, and
a lot of other training that I can't think of right now. Dan worked
from early Forest Service days, about 1908, I expect, until 1928 when
he retired. He lives in Prairie City now and we see him over there
once or twice a year. In one way or another Dan gave me a complete
training job in the above activities and some more that 1 haven't men-
tioned. My short-comings, present and past, are due to the stupidity
of the trainee and not to failure of the trainer.

In the fall of 1925 I was assigned to Claude Waterbury, lumberman on
the Whitman, to burn slash. P.A. Thompson and I spent two or three
weeks working together on this job. We kept 20 men with kerosene torches
busy, besides exchanging ideas on Forest Service policies as they were,
and as they should be. (There was some difference). As I look back to
Susanville the following events stand out:

We didn't have a car and the Susanville road was hardly passable
to a car, so the wife rode to Susanville on a saddle horse to get
the mail. She developed into quite a horsewoman. I hauled Betty
Rose, our first born, to Susanville in front of me in the saddle
when we went visiting.

The ranges were overstocked and overgrazed. The range management
job boiled down to voluntary stockman contributions. The season
started May 1 or just as soon as snow went off so the cattle could
eat all of the wild onions before they dried up. Stock water was
no problem, there were plenty of snow drifts. (1 didn't progress
much in changing the system.)

Fred Furst, Claude Waterbury, Paul Gardner and I put in a 1/4 acre
thinned plot, east of the Susanville station, In the fall of 1925.
This plot should be quite a sight now. Wade Hall tells me that it
really looks good.
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Dan and I recorded survival data on the Flat Creek pine plantation

and cut the invading lodgepole pine out. Believethi.s old burn was

planted inthe spring of 1924, maybe 1925.

On the last day of the 1925 deer season, my saddle horse, "Buster"

drug me across Ames Flat, with my left foot hung in the stirrup.

Can1t begin to tell you how good it felt when my boot came off.

I believe Dan Fisk and Claude Waterbury were a good combination of

trainers to learn forestry from,.

In 1926 John Kuhn8 recommended and secured my promotion to Forest Ranger

and I was assigned to the Gordineer Lumber Company on the Whitman. We

marked and ècaled timber, cruised and mapped cutover lands and fought

fire, Our marking guide was Dunning's tree classification. We usually

took out 80% of a pine stand, piled and burned slash 100%.

In 19281 went to Unity as the District Ranger of Burnt River District.

I had a good farmer background and the Forest Service grazing regulations,

technique and policies were really my dish. I spent a lot of time) both

official and personal, studying and applying these techniques) policies

and regulations. Several of the permittees were sure I was wrong and one
fellow remarked, I remember his words real well, that the trouble with

the Government regulations was that some young fellows didn't know any

better than to believe them. John Kuhns ran the Whitman in those days

and John believed in decentralized administration So I fought it out

mostly on my own knowing that I had good backing if my judgment and de-

cisions were up to par. During the early 30's John left for the Snoqual-

tute and Walt Duttôn took over. Walt was a decentralizer too, and it

wasnt much of a shock to go from John's leadership to Walt's. We vent

into the NIRA and the CCC program under Walt's leadership.

In 1934 we moved to Cove, Oregon. The Eagle and Grande Ronde had been

combined. At this time ranger work was all range, fire, recreation,
lands and improvement maintenance. There were no logging operations on

the district except private land operations. These were Bert Shelton

in Union and the Ponderosa Pine Company at Medical Springs. I had 2

mules and 2 saddle horses. If the supervisor hadn't given two reasons
why I should go to the Bear Valley District of the Malheur in 1936, I
would be there yet. You see Fred Furat took Walt's place as supervisor.
Fred told me of all the advantages of moving to the Maiheur I guess

he could see I wasn't completely sold so ha wouud up by saying, "Besides
I want you to gd'. So in 1936 I vent.

On the Maiheur, I was with my old boss, Claude Waterbury, and my Super-
visor was Carl Ewing. With these fellows I was a lot happier than I

anticipated. Besides Bear Valley station is about the best place in
the world, I think, to summer a bunch of youngsters. My wife and I had

accumulated 4 head by this time. While at Bear Valley my old Supervisor,
Walt Dutton and a Mr. Woodhead visited the district on a aLI range in-

spection tour. Mr. Loveridge had visited the district during the summer
before they came. Mr. Loveridge and Mr. Woodhead were both very much
impressed by the things which were not being done in a range management
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way, As I recall Mr. Woodhead said that parts of the F].agtail allotment
were the most overgrazed of any that he knew of in the United States.
They made it quite plain that it was the ranger's responsibility to
make plans and execute range management which would improve things. I

figured out a rotation deferred grazing scheme for the F'lagtail. Ed
Birkmaier and Chet Bennett, who were on the forest then, helped me fin-
ance a fencing program, sell the cattlemen on the deal, and put this
plan into use. So far as I know, we were the pioneers for extensive
rotation, deferred grazing with fenced units on Eastern Oregon National
Forests.

In 1940 I went to Burns, with the advice and consent of Jim her, fig-
uring that I would finish my 30 years there, which.I did. When I left
Burns the cattle range was fairly well crias-crossed with fences, water
developments, and healing erosion scars. (John McDonald says my horse

tracks,) Jim Iler sure backed up about everything I proposed.

Paisley, my last district has been a lot of fun Lots of timber sale
work, lots of range work, in fact just so much work of all kinds that
you can find plenty of things to do anytime you want to work. And the

goose hunting is not too bad! As for major accomplishments, I have a
copy of the "The County Officer", a magazine published in the East,
with an article that Walt Dutton put in it. The article (see footnote)

was published during the peak of the recent Region 2 stockman war,
herein some guy, I won't say who, mentioned something about "Rabble

Rousers". The article was a reprint ofthe minutes of the Burns C&II
Ass'n. annual meeting.

These are some of the highlights. There are lots more, but they are
probably more interesting to me than anyone else. In almost thirty
five years my Forest Supervisor roster was as follows: John Kuhna,
Walt Dutton, Fred Furst, Carl Ewing, Ralph Crawford, Vondis Miller,
Ed Birkmaier, Cleon Clark, Malcolm Loriztg, John McDonald and Clayton
Weaver. They are all alive today, except Ed Birkmaier. Each of them
made a satisfying contribution to my career. They were all good leaders,

Brick and I have enjoyed the life, the people we worked with, both in
and out of the Service, and we feel like we were in the right niche.
I look forward to our retirement, June 30 of this year, as a chance to
watch the Forest Service from the outside. Our farm, in Montgomery
County, Missouri, is 13 miles north of New Florence Junction on Hwy. 40
between St. Louis and Kansas City. A chance to talk P.S. to someone
is going to be a real treat as the years go by.

GEORGE N, (MIKE) PALMER

Note: The article referred to is from The County Officer, Feb. 1953,
published t Englewood, NJ. Written by Dorothy M. Martin.
Title: County Citizens and the Local Livestock Associations.
Describes cooperative relationships between Emigrant Unit of
the Burns C&I1 Ass'n. and F.S. (Mike Palmer).
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1. I will drive in an alert, courteous, and sane
mariner.

1 will always operate my vehicle at
and at no time will I take risks.

I will not drive when my senses and
affected by liquor, drugs,eniotion,
illness, or otherwise.

4. I will be ever-cautious toward pedestrians,
keeping in mind that I too, am often a pedestrian.

5, I will be tolerant toward other drivers.

I recognize that my right to drive a vehicle upon
the streets and highways is a privilege that must
be shared with others and not abused.

I will obey all traffic laws, signs, and signals.

I will never insist on my right-of-way or other
traffic rights when. by extending or granting the
same right to the other driver or pedestrtan, I
may prevent an accident or injury.

1 will keep my vehicle in a safe and proper
working condition at all times.

Above all, inmy driving, I pledge that I will---
Do Unto Others as I Would Have Others do Unto Me.

(From Portland Traffic Safety Commission)

BE YOUR BROTHER'S KEEPER I
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Müude Vacaiio#sS

"Slow me down, Lord! Ease the pounding of my heart
by the quieting of my mind. Steady my hurried pace with
the vision of the eternal reach of time. Give me, amidst
the confusion of my day, the calmness of the everlasting
hills. Break the tensions of my nerves and muscles with
the soothing music of the singing streams that live in my
memory. Help me to know the magical, restoring power
of sleep. Teach me the art of taking minute vacations...
of slowing down to look at a flower, to chat wilh a friend,
to pat a dog, to read afew lines from a good book.

"Remind me each day of the fable of the hare and the
tortoise that I may know that the race is not always to
the swift; that there is more to life than increasing its
speed. Let me look upward into the branches of the tow-
ering oak and know that it grew great and strong be-
cause it grew slowly and well.

"Slow me down, Lord, and inspire me to send my roots
deep into the soil of life's enduring values that I may
grow toward the stars of my greater destiny.

In Jesus name, Amen."


