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FOREWORD

In writing a foreword I understand that it is proper to eulogise
the author or the book, or both.
I have known Mr. Morgan for nearly seventy years, and during
that time we have kept in touch with each other. We have hunted
together, fished together, worked together, and we are still friends.
I have fell out with quite a few, with a much shorter acquaintance.
I understand that the author wrote his book from notes that he kept

over the years, just to pass the time. His friends and myself have
urged him to put it in print and at last we have it.
It is a careful and accurate history of a large part of the timber
transactions that have taken place in Lincoln County, Oregon, in the
past fifty years Lincoln County's principal industry is lumber, therefore it is a history of Lincoln County. Under the sustained yield, and
as long as timber is needed this industry of the county is assured.

Jay W. Dunn

JAY W. DUNN
The picture of Jay Dunn was taken at Corvallis, Oregon, in 1892.

He may look a little older than the picture, but not much older. He
is away in California now and I could not let this book go to press
without his picture, as he encouraged me to write it in the first place
and it would not be published now if he had not thought it was good,
and persistently insisted that it be published. So I feel that he is some-

thing like a father to it.
You will note in the foreword that he says, "We worked together, hunted together and fished together." We also went through
some hard times and some good times together; and never an unkind
word between us. Thinking back over our long association and friendship, I wondered if I would change him if I had the power to change
him or make him over.
I cannot think of one thing about him that I would change, not
one thing, unless it would be to put his hair back on top of his head.
And I do not believe this would be the wise thing to do as he would
have to have his hair trimmed oftener and that would be expensive
the way the barbers are raising their price.
No, I would leave him just as he is; the good, faithful old friend
that he has ever been.

vi

JAY W. DUNN

FOREWORD

My first introduction to the author of "50 Years in the Siletz
Timber" was in November, 1951, when Mrs. J. D. Steere (secretarytreasurer of the North Lincoln Pioneer and Historical Association),
handed me a letter from a Mr. A. W. Morgan. She said I would find
it of much interest because of his allusions to local history. When I
read the letter I was very much impressed with what he had to say
about pioneers and I quote:

There was also Mr. Wisniewski, who remained my friend as
long as he lived, arid Bert Morrison, Joe Stevens and many others
most of them gone now. I can still visualize them as they were then,
a rugged set of individuals, honest, industrious, and with the courage
and determination that never gives up. Their courage and perseverance made possible homes in the wilderness and opened the way for
the great development that followed and made the country what it

is nowa pleasant community with all the modern improvements,
to make life easier and pleasanter, with such a contrast from what
they had to endure in the early days, that no one could believe it
who had not seen it as we have. They have always had my admiration, as all pioneers have, as they were what some call the salt of the
earth, and this great country with all its prosperity now, owes everything to the trail blazers who found the way to the front and stayed
and made good."

The man who wrote those lines would have been exceptionally
qualified to contribute a story to our "Pioneer History of North Lincoln County, Oregon" but it was too late; we had just gone to press.

Almost seven years passed. Then one day early last summer a
tall, elderly gentleman, carrying under his arm what appeared to be
a typewritten manuscript, introduced himself as A. W. Morgan. I
was delighted for I hadn't forgotten his name or his letter. He handed
me the manuscript and said he had written a story about logging and
sawmilling on the Siletz and that he would appreciate it if I would
give him my opinion of it.
Later at my leisure as I got farther into the reading of the neatly
typed and stapled manuscript, I became more and more aware of
Mr. Morgan's keen remembrance of places and events, his fine sense
of humor and his warmth of feeling; and all of it put down in a refreshing vernacular. Too often our pioneers take too much for granted
of what they have seen and done. They remember how it was but
vn

they forget to describe it fully so that we latecomers can have the
pleasure of experiencing it vicariously. Mr. Morgan isn't guilty of
this oversight. He not only gives firsthand accounts of surveying,
logging and sawmilling but he also tells unforgettable stories of his
neighbors, the Indians and the homesteaders. You aren't likely to
forget the little Indian fellow, crippled from having been mauled by
a bear, who always went about with a smile and comforting words
for the downhearted. Nor will you soon forget the hilarious accounts
of how the homesteaders got rid of some squatters. Here is Americana
to be savored and treasured.

From Mr. Morgan's grandson, Al, who lives in Wecoma Beach,
I learned that pioneering on the Siletz was not the first of his grandfather's ventures. Five years of placer mining in Alaska preceded the
much longer Lincoln County interlude. And now he has embarked

upon a third "pioneering" phase: he celebrated his 90th birthday
last year by writing this book.
As Mrs. Steere and other pioneers I have talked to can attest, Mr.

Morgan was a wonderful neighbor to have around in those early
days. Well, fortunately for us, he's going to be around for a long
time to comein the pages of this book. It's a privilege and a very
great pleasure to introduce you to Mr. Morgan and his adventures in
the Siletz wilderness of the early 1900's.
Earl M. Nelson
Nelscott, Oregon

February 23, 1959

FOREWORD

It was early in 1946 when I had the first opportunity of meeting
Jack Morgan. However, prior to this time, he had aided my father
in acquiring timber lands in Lincoln County. Since Jack had pioneered
and homesteaded in Lincoln County his knowledge of that area was

invaluable. My father not only had the highest regard for his integrity, but also his excellent ability to appraise stumpage values.
Jack's cruises on Oregon-Mesabi lands proved to be thoroughly reliable, and the best we had.
I will never forget my first trip in the woods with Jack. He all
but walked my legs off. One of the most amazing things was Jack's
uncanny ability to remember all the corners, even though he had
not been back to some of them in many years.
Fortunately Lincoln County was blessed with ocean fog which
helped to minimize fire loss. The few times that fire did pose problems Jack was the calmest one around. He always seemed to know
just about how far the fire would run, while the others would work
themselves into a dither at the nearest coffee spot.
Jack's ability as a woodsman stemmed from the days of homesteading His excellent eye for cruising made him invaluable in counseling and advising. I know how much my father appreciated all the
help that he gave, and I know also that many others owed their homesteads and livelihoods to Jack's helping hand.
In the early 50's my visits with Jack were less frequent because

of other activities. Prior to the sale of Oregon-Mesabi to Blyth &
Company, Jack's son, Joe Morgan, helped watch over Oregon-Mesabi
lands, and I might add that under Jack's teaching his son did a good
job.

In conclusion, I will always have the fondest memories of meeting with Jack Morgan, and cannot help but be amazed by his stamina

and abilityhe is truly a real woodsman.

William E. Boeing, Jr.

WILLIAM E. BOEING, JR.

Oregon Pulp and Paper Company and Columbia River
Paper Mills are proud to be a contributing factor for this biography of timber cruising in the Siletz Basin.
Mr. A. W. Morgan has, as an independent cruiser, cruised
timber for our concerns for many, many years. As a matter
of fact, the paper on which this book is printed, which is our
Basis 70 Timberline Offset, is probably made from fibres taken
from trees cruised by Mr. Morgan.
We sincerely feel that his life and experiences in the forest has substantially aided the growth of this industry in the
Pacific Northwest.

N. G. Teren

INTRODUCTION

I think it was my old friend, Jay W. Dunn during the summer of
1955, suggested that we should have a kind of a history of our homesteading in the Siletz timber, as it was fifty years ago then since we
went onto our homesteads.
I started in on it and had kept a diary while in there and was able
to get the correct dates from it, except when I wanted dates that the
Johnson's bought and sold things in there, and Mrs. Glenna Hipler,
who was secretary to C. D., and Dean Johnson in their Portland office
gave me these dates for which I am greatly obliged to her. I told her
what I wanted them for and she said she wanted to read the manuscript when it was finished. I took it to her to read and told her that

I wanted to get several copies made, so that my family could have
one to keep, and one for Mr. Dunn and a feW other friends.
She said she would like to copy it, but it would take some time,
as she had to hold her job and would have to work nights and Sundays

copying it. I told her there was no hurry and forgot all about it for
almost a year, when she called up and said she had it done. I went
over to her office and found she had done a wonderfully good 1oh
copying and had bound each copy in good shape. She would not take
any pay for the work, just wanted one cops- to keep which she got.

When I left the manuscript with her, I told her that I would like

to have her correct atiy mistakes in spelling and punctuation that she

would find, so that if my future grandchildren read it. they aught
not know that I had little education and a very limited vocabulary;
but when she gave me the copies. she said that she read it before
copying it, and she thought it was such a true picture of my life in
the timber and in my office that she could not change anything m it.
I never had a thought it would be made into a hook, or I might not
have had the courage to write it if I had.
When Jay Dunn read the copy, he said he thought it was good,
that it covered the best part of Lincoln County that put the county
on its feet. The taxes from the timber were the main source of income
for many years, and he thought it should be published for its historical
value. I passed the copies around among other friends who had been

interested in the homesteading and buying and selling timber, and
they too said they liked it and that it should be published, as there

had been no history written about what happened in there since it was
opened for homesteads, and they did not believe there was any one
iiow living that knew as much about it as I do.

They gave me so much cheerful encouragement and help that
I decided to have it published, so here it is with all its faults. If you
read it and like it, you can thank these ten good friends that I have
dedicated it to, as if they had not encouraged me in every way, it
would not have been written or published.
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FIFTY YEARS IN SILETZ TIMBER

Fifty Years In Siletz Timber
By
A. W. MORGAN

CHAPTER I

PIONEER HOMESTEADING IN THE SILETZ RIVER BASIN

I am turning back the leaves of fancy fifty years, and the pictures they present to me now are not in shadowy design, as James
Whitcomb Riley saw the smiling features of his old sweetheart.
I had been logging in Pacific County, Washington, and we finished cuffing our timber in the fall of 1904, dumped the logs in
'Willapa River and the winter freshets took them down to the boom
at old Willapa where we rafted them out the spring of 1905. and had
them towed to Raymond and sold them to the Suer Mill Company.
We had five yoke of oxen (I think the last ox team that hauled
logs in the state of Washington). and when we started looking around

for timber to log we found that all the timber along the Willapa
River. in hauling distance with a team, had been cut off, so we in-

yes ligated North River and found a section of Weyerhaeuser timber
that was suitable, but when we contacted George Long about buying
it, he said the price was $2.00 per thousand, which was too high to
log at a profit as the logs were selling at $4.00 per thousand at Raymond and South Bend at that time. So it occun-ed to me that the best
thing to do would be to get some timber and let someone else do the
logging. I had heard there was some good timber on the Siletz Indian

reservation, which had been opened for homesteads in 1895. The
townships along the river had been surveyed and the Indians had
each selected 80 acres and been allotted that much. and had received
a price for the rest of the land from the Government. Congress passed
a law allowing the rest of the land to be taken up as homesteads, and
by homesteads only. The requirement was to file on 160 acres and
1

have a livable house on it within six months after filing; to maintain
a residence there for three years to make final proof, or to commute,
by paying $1.50 per acre if you had built your house on it within the
six months, making eighteen months after your filing, and make as
good improvements on it as you reasonably could during that time.
I knew that all of this land that was heavily timbered had been
filed on by that time; however, Theodore Roosevelt was President

then and he had started investigating the timber frauds that were

current along the coast at that time, and the papers were full of it, as
it had reached this Siletz country by then as a number of old soldiers
bad filed rni 160 acres each, thinking that the service they had given
in the army served as their residence on the land. I really think that
was the law, but \\Tillard Tones, who had sold a lot of timber land to
some eastern friends and made a lot of money in commissions, had

loaned some of these old soldiers a few hundred dollars and took
mortgages on their claims (as homesteads were called claims then),
and Willard and Ira Wade. who was county clerk at that time, had
been indicted for fraud. I know that Ira was not complicated in it in
any way, and so far as I could see, Willard had only loaned to help
the old fellows Out until they got title and could sell. They had made
proof and got what they called a final certificate, which acknow-

ledged the proof and stated that patent would follow in the usual
procedure, and nearly all the buyers were buying on this evidence
of pending title. However, there was a terrible mix-nip about it and
some of these old soldiers got scared and relinquished their claims
after mortgaging or selling on the certificate.
Up to that time the practice had been to get a cabin on the homestead within six months and not be away from it for more than six
nionths any time, and make a little clearing if you could, and there
was no objection to this procedure up to then, but I felt sure this was
over and that one would have to live there and comply with the law
strictly in order 10 get the land, and that no doubt many had filed
who could not do this and realized by this time that the honeymoon
was over and would want to sell their relinquishments.
I knew that Hurly Lutz had been coi.mty clerk when most of
these had filed and that they would keep in touch with him, so I
went to Toledo and found him still in the courthouse, though he was
assessor then and Ira Wade was clerk. I had guessed right, as I told
Lutz what I had in mind and he said that he had a relinquishment
then on a claim that was supposed to he very heavily timbered and
the price was only S250.00. I told him that I would like to look it
over and he sent Fred Stanton out with me the next morning to show
it to me. Fred had a claim just a quarter of a mile north of this claim
and had a cabin on it with two bunks in it and a wooden fireplace
lined with rocks and dirt so it would not catch fire.
Here is where this picture starts in my memory and, as stated,
it's not a shadowy design, but a clear, distinct picture of us as we
walked from Toledo to the NEI,4 of Sec. 36, Twp. 8 5., R. 10,
which was supposed to be about 25 miles then, and I think it was, the
2

way the road and trail wound round at that time. I am writing this
at the request of some of our old neighbors on the homestead, and
our three children, as they want my memories of my experiences
on the claim and what I have done and seen in there since, as I have
been in touch with it all these fifty years.
I wish I could tell you how thrilled I was when Fred and I
entered that belt of lovely timber that somehow had been spared by
the fires that burned over the Yaquina and Alsea area south of it
and the Tillamook area north. about 80 years before this time when
I went in. Fred Stanton was a good woodsman and an all-round good
fellow; he was born in Salem and lived in Toledo then; had a wife
and two daughters; was fond of hunting and fishing and had worked
in the logging camps when there was any operating in there and had
carried chain for Andy Porter, who was a surveyor. I think lie was
the best woodsman I have ever known - and you had to he good to
carry chain for him. Fred knew all the corners on the quarter he
showed me and we went over it and I saw it was my dream home.
A heavy stand of fine quality fir timber, with some spruce along the
creek and some cedar and hemlock in the gulches. Euchre Creek ran
through one forty and there were a couple of acres of bottom land
with a few alder trees and some salmon berry bushes - easy to
clear. This was what I wanted, as I had filed on a claim in Dou1as
County iii 1890 and, in working in a logging camp on Coos Bay that
fall, stuck an axe in my knee and was so lame for several months
that I could not walk to the land I had filed on, as it was about forty
miles down the Umpqua River below Roseburg. Thinking someone
else might want it. I relinquished it and vent back to Corvallis and
on to the Willapa c.ounti'y later. I felt badly about losing my right to
a homestead, but it was really a lucky break for me, as later on Congress passed a law allowing anyone who had lost their right (by
filing on a homestead and had not made proof) a right to another one
if they had not sold their relinquishment hut they had to live on the
new filing the full time to make proof and could not commute in 18
months. So I had to live three years in there then m order to make
proof. and this bottom land would make me a garden and raise hay
enough to keep a cow and a pony, and there was a nice knoll to build
on near the creek. As we went back to Toledo, Fred asked me if I
liked the layout and I told him I did and was oing to get it if it was
possible. I saw his face light up, and lie said, 'That is fine as I want
you for a neighbor and we will have lots of fun hunting and fishuig
together out there."
When I got back to Toledo and got the relinquishment from
Lutz, I had to go to the land office at Roseburg to get the description
of the land Iliad filed on in 1890, and went to Oregon City to that
land office to make this filing. When I told the clerk what I wanted,
lie gave me the papers to make out but told me I had better get an
attorney to make them out. Thomas Cowing. an attorney, had an
office across the hall from the land office and I went in and he
started filling out the papers. He looked at his calendar to get the
date, threw up his hands and said, "Oh, my God! It's Friday, the 13th!
3

We had better wait until tomorrow." I said, "No, I am not superstitious, o ahead and make them out." He said, "I am, and I would not
file today if I never got a homestead." However, he went ahead and
macic out the papers, but said it was against his better judgment. He
went back in the land office with me and saw the clerk file the papers
and give me a receipt for the filing. I found later that Cowing was a
fine old scout arid his son Torn got a homestead a year later over on
Cedar Creek, two miles from mine.
I went back to Willapa and told Tom Stratton, my brother-inlaw and my logging partner, that he and Marshall could have my
interest in the team and logging outfit, as I was through logging and
had found a homestead I wanted and was going back and start improving the trail into it, and build a cabin. He wanted to know all
about it, and what the prospect would be to log or sell if I got title to
it. I told him that it was almost out of the world as it was more than
twenty-five miles from a railroad and four miles from the river, and
that Siletz River had a bar too shallow for commercial shipping, but
I wanted it anyway. Made arrangements for my wife and baby to
stay with her folks on the farm near Willapa and went back to Toledo
aria got some things I would need to work with on the house and trail,
and got Stony Wells to take me and them out to Canoe Landing with
his wagon and team. There was a kind of a road that far and a team

could haul about 500 pounds over the road. Canoe Landing was a
flat bottom lying between Euchre Creek and the Siletz River and
there were three allotments there. An old Indian woman, named
Jennie Rooney, had the first one at the end of the road, with a large
house and barn on it. John Savage, a white man, was living there
taking care of her. He was friendly and talkative, and said I could
put my stuff in the barn and it would be airight there, and I could
take it away as I would need it. He had been on the reservation so
long that he thought he belonged there. He knew all the lines and
corners near there and I had him show me some when I looked up
the timber there. 1-le was a fairly good compassnian and got some
work with cruisers who came in there. The only trouble was that lie
wanted to talk all the time, and you had to shut him off, as no one
can keep track of his pacing when talking, and I could not keep track
of my tree count and listen to the conversation of a compassman. He
could talk the Chinook jargon better than the natives could. He married a Miss Scott in 1906 and filed a homestead on a vacant forty up

in the forks of Euchre Creek about three miles from the landing
There was a fail in Little Euchre Creek, right by where he built his

house, and the steelhead congregated in the eddy below the fall, and
he could go out arid spear one any time they needed it. They took old
Jennie with them and kept her as long as she lived. He sold his forty
for $2,000 when he got his patent, which was a nice stake for him
then. He helped Crawford on his farm and worked some for the fire
patrol summers, and they had a number of children before he died.
Some of them live in Toledo now.
I took a pack load of my stuff up to Fred's cabin the day Stony
and I got down there and came back next day and worked some on
4

the trail as I packed the load in. Did this until I got it all up to the
cabin and then went to work on my cabin.
Th two weeks I went up to Sietz to get my mail and found a
letter from Hurly Lutz saying he had more relinquishments that
were for sale aid wanted me to get some one to take them. I went on
to Toledo to see where the claims were, and found Tom Stratton at
the hotel. He had decided to come over and see what I had, and he
went out with me and when he saw the timber he decided he wanted
a homestead too. We went back to Toledo and he got a filing on the
SW',4 of Sec. 36 which cornered mine, and I got my old friend Jay

Dunn to take the SE!,4 which joined me, and he built his house across
the line about 200 feet from our house. He had a wife and two chil-

dren. Tom built his cabin about a quarter of a mile from ours, and
I.em Stratton, another brother of my wife, came in and we got hun
a claim joining me on the north, and he built just half a mile from
us, so you see we were not lonely there even if it was back out of
the world.
Jay Dunn had been living on his mother's farm near Toledo.
milking cows, but after he got his filing on the homestead he rented
the farm and caine out and helped on the trail and built his house.
He had a good team and hauled our supplies out to Canoe Landing
and I boujht a pony from old Jennie Rooney, and Tom and I took
her and Jay's horses and packed our stuff in. It took several days, as
we got enough heavy stuff in to last us all the way through. We would

load up and go down to the Reed place, where he had an old barn
and there was some cleared land with grass on it so the horses could
graze nights, and we camped in the barn.
It was while there that Charley Osborne came to us. He brought

in a special Government Agent to inspect those old soldier homesteads
and I showed them the lines and corners and where the trails turned
off to go to their cabins. Osborne was one of the best compassmen in

the country and I think he compassed for every cruiser that worked
out of Portland. He never ran out of stories to tell of his experiences
on his trips. I remember one that he told us of a trip he made with
George Bruett to cruise a claim for someone down in the south end
of the state, well back in the hills, but they ran onto a fann not far
from the quarter they wanted to find, late in the afternoon, and they
stayed there that night. After dinner Bruett asked the oldest boy if
he knew where a certain section corner was and the boy said he did,
and Bruett told him he would give him a dollar to show it to them
tile next morning. 'When they came to breakfast they did not see this
boy, but soon lie came into the yard and threw a corner post down

and yelled to Bruett, "Here's your corner!" Then he came in and
George's face was red, but he gave the boy a dollar and says, "Now,
after we eat, I will give you another dollar to carry it back with us

and put it in the hole where you got it."

5

CHAPTER II

HARDSHIPS OF HOMESTEADERS

A prosecutor named F. J. Heney came to Portland to prosecute

the land fraud cases, and he did not spare expenses to try to get
evidence to convict, and later on Charley Osborne came in again with

a photographer to take pictures of most of the cabins on the homesteads and they came to our place and stayed there nights as it was
cold and raining then, and got me to go with them days as I knew

all the claims by that time. This photographer got a kick out of

Charley, as he told me about when they were buying stuff to bring
with them he had Charley go to the store with him to order it, and
he would say so much bacon and so many beans and sc> much rice,
and so on, and then a quart of whiskey, and when he would ask him
what else, well, so much smoking tobacco and matches, and another
quart of whiskey. He kept it up until they got three quarts.
The morning they left, they had us get out on the porch to take
our picturesmy wife, and me holding Joe, our baby who was nine
months old then, and our dog. Charley said they had this enlarged
and Heney tried to put it in as evidence at the first trial, and waved
it before the jury and said there was a picture of one honest homesteader in there who was living on his place with his little family
They mailed us one of the pictures and we have it yet, though I never
felt very good about it as I did not think I was any better than those
who lost their land, as most of them thought they were complying
with the law at the time and many of them just could not, when it
got so they had to go there and stay full time. Anyway they kept
dropping out.

Fred Stanton came to me and said be just could not take his
family out there to live eight months and asked me to get someone
to take his place. My old friend, Fayett Wilson, at Willapa sent his
son, John, in to see if I could get a claim for him, arid he got Fred's
claim. Lutz kept getting relinquishments and I would write to some

good friend that I had worked with until I got 22 altogethernot
ll right round that vicinity, but not far away. They were a good

bunch and most of them got together when their patents came and
said I had got them in there, as they never would have heard of the
Siletz country if I had not got in there and found it, so they turned
their timber over to me to sell for them, as they thought it would
sell better by being in a good sized solid block. They did not all get
their patents at once as Roosevelt enlarged the Siuslaw reserve after
the boys got filed on their claims and threw it over Jesse Shay, D. W.
McGill, Chris Burn, Albert Bush, Lem Stratton, and Doctor Hoy's
claims. The forestry people then contested the claims and tried to take
the land away from them. They bad a hearing here in Portland, as the
land office had been moved here from Oregon City. I was a witness
7

and as I remember I was on the stand three days. The boys had all
lived on their claims steady and did as much improvement on them
as they could. The Register and Receiver did not pass on the hearing.
but sent everything on to Washington to the Commissioner of the
land office, who rendered a decision in favor of the settlers, as they
had filed before the land was in the reserve and had complied with
the law in good faith. As I remember now, the Forest Reserve attorney
appealed to the Secretary of the Interior, and later on he decided that

the homesteaders had complied with the law, and in time they too
got their patents.
When all the boys got settled in there, there was quite a colony
of us, and we got along nicelyall helped on the trails as we kept
improving the main trail, and each man had his day to go to Siletz
for the mail, and we had a daily mail.
There was not much chance to get good meat in there, and bacon
got old, so we had lots of venison, as deer were plentiful when we
went iu there, but not so when we came out. And there were fish in
Euchre and Cedar Creeks, and it was only a few miles east to the
Siletz River at the mouth of Sunshine and Buck Creeks, and the big
cutthroat trout were so thick there that you could get one every cast
with a fly until you got all you wanted. So we had plenty to eat.
The township line ran along the east side of my claim, and after
we got settled and had time I went up into 8-9 and found cabins on all

the quarter sections and trails all over from one cabin to another.
These settlers had come in from Dallas arid Fall City, made trails
down the South Fork to the main Siletz River, and had a foot bridge

across the river. Some of them had made a trail down Sunshine Creek
to the river and had a hanging foot bridge there. Nearly all of these
had served their time on their claims and had made proof, but most

of them had been held up and had not got their patents and had
trouble getting them later on, which I will tell you about later on.

as I want to tell you as much as I think might interest you about our
gang now. Len Mowery was still on his claim in Sec. 28, 8-9, and
heard us working arid came down and got acquainted and found out
it was much nearer to Siletz over our trail than to Fall City over his,
and he joined our bunch. Harry and Ada Fouch bought relinquishments from some of the discouraged homesteaders at Fall City, and
when Harry came in to build new cabins he too discovered us and
had only a half mile of trail to build from our trail at Larnbert Nel-

son's cabin, and they became part of our colony. Ada was about

twenty-four then and her father and mother moved in and lived with
her until she made proof. In visiting back and forth at our place, she
and Lem Stratton met and this meeting started a courtship that developed into their wedding a few years later, and they are still living
happy together at Longview, Washington. They have one daughter
who is married and has two fine grandchildren for them.
Ab Townsend came over from Centralia, Washington, and I got
a claim for him in Sec. 18, 9-9, and the people there had a trail from

the upper Farm to their claims and he went in that way. After he

got settled there, Maley of Newport got his daughter, Laura, a claim
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in Sec. 6, 9-9, and she had to go by Ab's cabin to get to her claim.
and their acquaintance there developed into a romance, and they got
married after they made proof, aid got out and lived at Centralia together and raised a nice family. She died a few years ago. Ab is still
living at their home in Centralia. Must be nearing his 90th mile post
now; worked in the logging camps bucking logs up to a few years
ago. There was a write-up in the Sunday Post Intelligencer, with his
picture, giving his history of long service logging, and called him the

Grand Old Man of the Woodswhich he is. He and I exchanged

letters occasionally, but I have not met him for around 20 years.
There were a few tragedies in there too, as well as those happy
romances. I think it was the spring of 1908 that Mrs. Bemis, a young
widow, secured a relinquishment on a quarter section in 14, 9-10,
and filed on it and moved onto it. I don't remember who built her
cabin, but there was a dead hemlock tree standing near it that should
have been felled before the cabin was built, but was not, and after
she moved in it fell on her house one night and crushed her to death.
William Olin, who had a homestead about a mile from hers was there
clearing land for a garden for her, and was sleeping in the other end
of the cabin when the tree fell. He got out and could not get the tree
off; he ran barefooted over to Bob Phillips claim and they hurried
hack and got the tree off and found that she was killed instantly. Lem

Stratton was going out to Siletz that morning and had to go by

Phillips' place, and he and Phillips carried her out to Canoe Landing
where she could be taken out in a wagon from there. She had a little
girl in school, around seven or eight years old, and her uncle, John
Veason, was appointed administrator for her and made proof on the
claim and got a patent for it, and sold it for $7,000 to Baldy Gildner.
and put the money in trust for the girl. John died soon after this, and
I never heard anything more about the girl.
There was another bad accident happened later on. A young man
named Oscar Mays had secured a claim in 9-9 on the west side of the
Siletz River near the mouth of Sunshine Creek, and he was going on
the Sunshine trail from Falls City and started across that swinging
bridge at the mouth of Sunshine when there was a big freshet in the

river, and the cable broke and he fell in the raging stream. Henry
Hostetler, who had a homestead at the mouth of Sunshine on the
east side of the river, was watching him, and as I remember tried to

persuade him not to go across; saw him go down and he saw his pack
sack come to the surface just once. His remains were never found,
though Hostetler and some of the neighbors searched both banks of
the river all the way down after the freshet subsided. Henry was a
good scout. He and I have kept in touch ever since we left our homesteads. He sold his homestead and bought land around the outlet of
Devil's Lake and developed it, and was called the Father of DeLake.
He passed away there two months ago.

I do not remember now whether the land fraud cases came to
trial the fall and winter of 1905 or early in 1906. They were the
principal talk for a long while. Senator Mitchell died before his case
was called. I don't know what they thought he had done, as he never
9

was in the Siletz country. They tried Ira Wade and Willard', Jones
together, and Ira was acquitted, but Willard was convicted. He got
a prison sentence and a heavy fine. He appealed and carried it up,
and after William Taft was elected President, he pardoned Willard
so he did not go to prison, but they kept after him and he paid some
on the fine. I did not know either him or Ira at the time, but fell in
with them later, and I never knew two better men. I woula have
trusted either of them with my life or purse. There were some others

convicted for fraudone named Puter, as I remember he wrote

a

book while serving his time in jail; and I think a man named Gardner
was convicted.
I somelimes feel thankful that they did riot get us homesteaders
indicted for fraud or something of the kind, as people were apparently
stampeded for awhile. There was some skullduggery going on in the

way of someone who had money and wanted to get timber cheap.
would have a locater pick up idle men around towns and get them to
file timber claims on vacant land, and furnish them money to pay
the $2.50 per acre, which was the price then, and give them a few
hundred dollars to deed the land to them. This may have been what
ther got Puter for, as he was a good woodsman and did lots of locatmg, which was legal, if he found a claim and located a man on
it, who took it for himself. There was so much agitation about timber
frauds at that time that I think some people thought it was a crime
to get any timber from the Government whether it was legal or not.
I heard a number of people say the Siletz should never have been
open for homesteads, hut I think this was mostly from those who
were sore because they did not get in on it. In other places, where
it was open for timber claims and script, it was soon gobbled up and
sold to big corporations, usually for a small price. My observation
was that the homesteaders here were mostly good, honest people
who took care of their money when they sold their claims and as a
rule used it wisely. There was not a drunkard or gambler among the
boys. I got in there. I have known lots of people in my time, and I do
not believe I have known one who would not have taken one of those
quarter sections of timber as a homestead if he had the opportunity.

There was no law against selling your homestead. People move
around, and most of the homesteads in the prairie coruitries were sold
b'

the entrymen as they grew old and wanted to get away from

farming. I remember that there were three preachers came out to the
homestead while we were there the last year to see if I could find
them a homestead in that fine timber. I had found so many people

claims in there that some thought I was a kind of timber genius.

There was a special agent came out and stayed several days with us
and wanted to see the cabins on a number of the claims that had been
proved up on, and I knew all of them and took him right to them in
the easiest way to get them. That is how I met Judge Evans. This
tgent was a friend of his, and Evans was practicing law then and had
some land office cases and got the timber fever and thought he might
find a timber claim, which was still being done where one could find
a vacant piece of timber. He looked over the land office books and

found a number of quarter sections that had been filed on and the
time limit had run out to make proof on them, and they were at least
in the fringe of a timber country in Tillamook County. He asked this
agent how would be the best way to find them and see if they had
timber enough on them to pay to take for a timber claim. This agent
told him to get Morgan, as he can find anything anywhere and will
know whether they are valuable or not. Evans wrote me that he would
like to have me come out and go with him for a week or two to find
these claims. I could get away, as either of my wife's brothers would
stay with her nights when I was gone, and she and Mrs. Dunn could
talk to each other from their doors any time. So I came out and went
with him and we looked over a number of the claims that were no

good, but struck pay dirt on the Nehalem not far from the river

where we found four forties in a row where it had been logged the
full length along the east side of them. We had no trouble finding the
section corner post at the north end and the quarter post on the east
side in the middle. There was a good stand of big yellow fir on it
besides some piling mixed in with it. I told him to look no further,
and when he went back to Portland he found the old fellow who had
filed a homestead on it seven years before and decided it was not
worth living on. He gave the old fellow $5.00 to relinquish and got it
as a timber claim and after his patent came, sold it to a logger for
enough money to build him a good house in IrvingLon. We got along
so good on the trip that he thought he would like to go out to our
homestead and spend their vacation with us the last year we were
there. He brought his wife and two little girls and stayed a week, and
I taught him to cast a fly there on Euchre Creek. Later on, when they
came out and camped with us on the river, I got him a chance to kill
a big buck deer. I-Ic liked it so well over there that they came over
and we fished and hunted together during most of his vacations. He
progressed in his law profession and was elected prosecuting attorney

here for many years, and then Circuit Judge. After serving on the

bench here for many years, Hoover appointed him as Judge on one of
the U. S. Courts where he served until he retired several years ago.

During all these prosperous years, he stifi liked to get out and fish
and hunt with a roughneck, and we still are as good friends as ever
now both in our eighties. Before we came out to Toledo, there were
so many people timber-minded that there was no ihmg left in there
for them. Some of them thought that most of those claims that were
held up would be cancelled, and if they squatted on them they would
have the preference in filing on them when they were cancelled.

CHAPTER III

SQUATTERS AND MORE TROUBLE

A bunch of these squatters went into 8-9 and built cabins and
stayed there and had attorneys urging the land office to cancel the
old homestead claims and let them file. John McCourt was U. S. Attorney here then and the thing got so hot that it seemed the land
office people did not know what to do about it. There was a special
agent here, named Glavis, who had lots of experience running things
down, and the Secretary of the Interior, or somebody back there,
appointed McCourt and Glavis to hold a hearing and decide who
should get the claims, the old settlers or the squatters. Prior to this,

a special agent (have forgotten his name) came to our house in
Toledo, and he had a map of 8-9 and 7-9, and had most of those

quarters marked where the squatters were and said he had orders to
visit all of these and see what the improvements amounted to, and
that every one there had told him that I was the only one they knew
that could take him to them. I told him that it would be an awfully
hard trip and that the wages the Government paid were so small that
I did not feel like going. He said that he had arranged to pay me
cruisers wages if I would go. He wanted to know if we could ride, as
he had arranged to get two saddle horses if I would go, and I told him
we could ride as far as my place on Euchre Creek and there was lots

of grass for the horses and a gate to hold them there until we got
back when we got through. So we went. It happened to he nice
weather and we made good time and had no trouble going to all the
old cabins. I would tell him whose they were and he would take out
his hook and write everything down and he seemed to want to be
fair. I signed the book with him after writing that this looks like a
correct description of everything there.
McCourt called me up at Toledo and told me what had happened
and that they were holding a hearing in the court house and had the
report of this agent that I went with, and that they would like for me
to go down and testify as to what I saw, and also they would like to
know what I thought about it as it was all familiar to me, having lived

in there three years and knowing the country like a book, as this

agent had written in his report, etc. So I went and put in a day on the
witness stand and answered lots of questions. It seems that this agent
reported on my place, that I had a good, warm house with three rooms
and stoves and dry wood in the woodshed, and had about two acres
that had been cultivated and was mostly in grass then, and had bedcling and some groceries there yet. They asked me if I could do this,
why the others could not do the same. I told them that I had to stay
there three years and had a nice little bottom land along Euchre Creek

where it was easy clearing, and that I was tough and used to hard
work and liked it, while lots of those old homesteaders were- inside
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men and could not stand much of that kind of work, and I had seen
at least two of them in there who were getting old and I was surprised that they had made as good a showing in the way of improve-

ment as they had, and that I was satisfied that they bad all done

their best to comply with the law.
He asked me to stay until they got through, and the next day
McCourt got up and said they had heard a fair report on everything,

and it was made by men he knew to be truthful and above being
influenced either way, and they had decided that the old settlers had
complied with the law in good faith and were entitled to their claims
and that they were recommending that patents should be issued to

them immediately_and that settled it.
In selecting our neighbors, Jay Dunn wrote to our oH friend,

J. H. Reid, who had cut wood withi s in Cow Creek canyon the winter
of '93 and '94. during the Cleveland hard times. Reid was a carpenter

and was working in Los Angeles at the time and he came up and
brought a carpenter friend of his with him. named Gus Friherg. Reid
assured us that Gus was a good guy. and he was a fine fellow and
fitted in good with our bunch. Lut7 had relinquishments on two quar-

ters right among us and they file I on them. Reid wrote to another
friend of his in Los Angeles to co me up, as in running out the lines,
I found that there was a fringe dong the north side of sections 24,
25 and 26 in 8-10 that had about 80 acres of good old growth fir on
each quarter and good young fir on the other 80. Albert Bush, this
friend of Reid, filed on one of these, and he liked it so well up there
that he wanted his brother-in-law, Dr. by, to come up an get a
claim. I found a claim about like B ush's in 24, and Hoy came up and
I took him over it and he filed oi i it and Bush went to building a
cabin for him, and Hoy went back and brought his wife up with him
nd moved in the fall of 1907.
Dunn, Reid, Nelson and Friberg had made commutation proof
by this time and had moved out, but McGill had come in and I got

him, a claim in 26, and. Jesse Shay from the VVillapa country came in
and I found a vacant quarter for him. Chris Burn and Peter Dewson,
also from the Willapa country, came and I found them vacant claims

iii that vicinity. It was a lucky break for us that Dr. Hoy came iii, as
his wife was a nurse and they came down to our place often to visit
and get vegetables, and I killed a big elk near their place that fall and
all those who were in there then packed in all the meat they could
use, and Hoy salted a lot of it and had meat all winter, and often said
he did not know how they could have lived if it had not been for the
big elk and my garden.
Bush had proved up and gone back to Los Angeles after he got
the Doctor and his wife moved into their new home, and they proposed to come down and stay with us a while as we were expecting a
baby in November, and that would save her, my wife, going to a
hospital. They came down and stayed a couple of weeks or more and

our little daughter was born there in our h o m e s t e a d cabin.
The Doctor and his wife would not take any pay for their service, as
they said it was good to he there with us, as our house was more corn14

fortable than theirs and they got lonely there alone in their cabin, but
had to stay there most of the time to comply with the law. I did not
charge them anything for locating hem and did not take my commission when I sold their claim for them after they got title to it.
Lem Stratton was still on his claim while the Hoys were there,
as as McGill, Shay and Burn, a:tid they were all glad to neighbor
with the Hoys. as the Doctor was along in years then and could not
walk out to Siletz to get such little supplies as they needed, and all of

us were glad to bring in any thin.g they needed, as there was still

enough of us to go out for the mai 1 every day of the week.
About this time there was so much interest in the Siletz timber
that the squatter business was going strong, as about everything was
taken where relinquishments could be had. Jim Brown was bridge
foreman on the railroad and he and Pruett, who was section foreman
of the railroad at Yaquina, had filed homesteads in Section 12, 9-10,
and I suppose made some effort toward living there and had made
proof, but had been held up like others, as they had held onto their
jobs on the road. There was some question as to their residence and
they were getting disturbed then as there was so much tearing around
by squatters. One had built a cabir i on Brown's claim and was living
there. Brown and Pruett were fin e fellows. They had to hold their
jobs on the road to make a living, a s they were getting along in years,
too late to start in at something el e. They asked me what I thought
about it, and I told them there was pressure from the Forestry Departinent to take all the timber away Irorn settlers, l)ut I felt sure that if
they would move their famiiles out on the claims and go out Saturday
nights and back to their jobs Mon day mornings, they would finally
wm out, as I had never heard of a claim being cancelled when the
claimant was living on it. They did this, as they had good cabins, and
Brown had two boys up in their teens, and two girls, the youngest
six. Pnietts had one small boy, as I remember now, but their cabins
were close together. which made it nice for them. Mrs. Brown was a
nice red headed woman with a very l)OSitlVe disposition. When she

said anything she meant it, and went through with anything she

started. They had a double-barrel shotgun for protection, and when
they got settled she had the boys look over the place and locate the
squatter's cabin. It was a crime to burn a standing house, but she took
the shotgun and the boys each took an axe and went to the squatter's
cabin and they called the squatter out and she told him that if he
wanted anything in the house to g t it out and take it off their land,
as they were going to knock the F iouse down and burn the rubbish.
He tried to argue with her, but sh sat down and cocked the shotgun
and told him to get going, and tob I the boys to cut the house down,
which they proceeded to do. I think this squatter's name was Bland,
and he told me afterward that when she looked him in the eye he
knew he had better gei out of there in a hurry, but he asked her for a
half minute to rush in and grab few of his things and rushed back
out, and did not stop to say good by, but high tailed it down his trail
until he got round a bend out of sight before he put down his things
to roll

them up so he could carry them. Said he looked back and saw a
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big smoke boiling up and knew that his squatting days were over. I

think the Browns and Mrs. Pruett stayed there around two years

before the Department loosened up and sent them their patents.
I remember a man had a claim, I think in Section 4, 9-10, and had
a house on the soutI end of a row of forties that ran back and was
heavily timbered. His house was near the river and it was easy to get
to. He taught school at town and had a home there while teaching,
but lived on the homestead during the summer vacation, and possibly
went out there week ends while teaching. He had made proof but in
the general excitement was held up along with the others. He had
heard that a man had built a cabin back on one of his forties and was
living there. He went out and found the fellow living in the cabin and
told him that was his place. and if he, the squatter, wanted to live
much longer, he would have to get off pronto. He saw the fellow going
by next morning on his way out somewhere and he took his rifle and
went up to this cabin, and said he saw it burning soon after he got
there and he went back out of sightthat is, where the fellow could

not see him in the brushand watched the fire eat up everything,
and stayed until he saw it would not spread into the timber. When

this squatter got back he walked up near the ashes of his cabin and
was standing there when a shot was fired out in the brush and a bullet
whizzed by him on the side next to the hill, and he jumped away and
began to look around when another shot rang out and a bullet sang
by him real close. Then he made a jump down the road and started
in a swift walk when another shot rang out in the brush, and this
time he started running, but not fast enough to suit the man with the
gun, and another shot rang out and a bullet just missed the man. That
time he got going in earnest and was going strong with his coattail
sticking straight out behind and before he got out of sight another
shot rang out behind him and a bullet sang over his head just far
enough to know it would miss him He was going round a bend in
the trail and was out of sight when the man with the gun ran after

him to see that he did not stop. He never got in sight of him but

followed his tracks down to the trail on the river and saw that he was
still running as he went up toward the Agency. I suppose he took the
hint that he was not wanted there, as he never went back.
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CHAPTER IV

TIMBER CRUISING ON RUGGED EUCHRE MOUNTAIN

We made proof soon after our three years were up, which was

the 13th of May, 1908, and it was not Tong until our patent came, and

my wife wanted to get out of there, though I was sorry to leave the
place as it was a real home to me then, and I have never seen a place
that seems so much like home to me as does that grand bunch of
bmber round Euchre Mountain. There are still five sections of it
standing as green and grand as ever, and when I go up into it I feel
like falling on my knees. It kinda seems like they bend over toward
me and wave their boughs to welcome me back among them. The loggers are crowding in on it now and it will soon be moved to mills and
plywood plants to do its part in making lumber for houses, etc. Maybe
I may go first. Any way it will stay the same in my memory as long
as I last, and I have been in there a part of every year since, helping
to guard the timber against fires and doing some business in buying,
selling and exchanging among owners, and I do some fishing every
year in the lovely old Siletz River. I have known most of the Indians
there too. They hung out at the stores and gossiped the same as we do.
There were a number of old fellows who sat around the store, or out
on the steps when the weather was pleasant, and the first year I was
there, when I came to the store, they would ask me if I was not afraid
to go out there alone when I went in to build my cabin. I says, "No,

there is nothing to be afraid of out there." They said some Inj ens
went out there in early days and saw a lot of little men and a great

big black bear, as big as a house, and would never go back. They said,
"Yoi no see lots of little men and a great big bear?" And I said "No,
the only thing I could see was the big, tall trees." They would shake
their heads and groan and look at each other like they did not believe
me. There was an open burn on the head of Cedar Creek a mile north
of us, where the deer congregated, and it was good picking for hunters.

and Major Ludson and Tom Jackson used to go there hunting. I
wondered if they had not sprung this story on the other Indians so
they would not go in there hunting.
We moved out to Toledo the fa1l of 1908. before the rains set in,
an(l I was fairly busy, as lots of the homesteaders wanted their timber
cruised. There were some claims sold in 8-9 and 9-9 by that time, as
Man & Montgomery had offices here in Portland and had sold a lot
of timber down the Columbia and Nehalem rivers and made a lot of
money in commissions. They had some eastern people who were
timber-minded then and bought several claims in 8-9 and 9-9 for the
Oregon Yellow Fir Co. I think they took an interest in the company
for their commission. One of the banks here loaned some money to
the company and took over most of the stock in this company.
A number of people from Grays Harbor got homesteads in there,
and I presume they told Walt Peebles (a cruiser at Hoquiam) about
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me being in there, and he came to Toledo and told me that Bob Lytle,
who had a big mill at Hoquiam, knew some people in San Francisco
who wanted to buy a good tract of timber, and he wanted to look at

our tract. I went out with him and when he looked at it, said they

would never find anything better. He went back and told Lytle about
ii. and came back and said Lyile wanted him to cruise it, and we went

out to my cabin and worked all winter on it. I compassed for him

and got over most of it that was near enough to work from my place.
1-le said it was the best big tract of timber that he had ever seen and
he felt sure that Ly tie's people would buy it. This was the summer of
1909, and Peebles wrote me some time after he went back that Lytle's
bunch would not put up the money to buy, but he was going to contact some others who had money for timber. It dragged along until
the boys were getting anxious for some action, when a man named
Finn Rilea came to Toledo and said he had bought a few claims in

8-9 for Rufus Smith and C. K. Henry in Seattle. He had brought
Henry Whittier, a cruiser from Seattle down with him and they ran
into our tract and wanted to know if it could be had. I told him that

it was under consideration by some Harbor people, hut the boys were
anxious to sell and would take the first reasonable cash offer. He said
that he knew Frank Peridleton, an operator at Everett, Washington,
had some friends in the east who had instructed him to buy a good,

sized tract of good timber for them, and that he had a man named
Armstrong who was looking round over in the Cascades for a tract,
and he would go over and bring him in and show him the tract. He
did, and I went out with them and we found Whittier at my cabin
cruising the timber. Armstrong put in a day there with us, and he
knew Whittier, who told him it was as good a bunch of timber as he
had been in, and Annstrong said. "Yes, it could not be beat anywhere
hut was away back and some of it rough ground," which was true.
He said he would rather get something closer to transportation.
Fred Whitteri had hung out at Newport and located lots of his
friends from Klatskani on claims north of Newport and south of the
Siletz River and, like my friends, now they had their patents, had
turned it over to Whitten to sell, and Rilea knew all about it and took
Armstrong over it and he recommended it, and Pendleton bought
most of the tract that ran heavy to fir and spruce. It was a fine bunch
of timber, but ran more to red and bastard fir an not as good quality
as our Euchre Mountain tract. Rilea said he knew a man in Seattle
who had money and was timber-minded, and he thought he could sell
him our tract, and he did. I got the deeds together and Charles H.
Frye of the Frye Packing Company bought what was patented in our
bunch. The boys over in the reserve had not got their patents yet.
Frye proved to he a fine old fellow and he had me pick up a few more

claims adjoining this tract, as the owners would take Ins price. He
was a big rough individual, and a natural optimist He made money

fast during the Alaska gold rush, and had all the bank credit he

wanted, and borrowed money and bought a lot of land in Montana
and stocked it up with horses and cattle. and when the depression
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came his meat business slumped and money was not coming in like
it had, and the bank started crowding him and made him sell off his
stock and farm for a fraction of what it would have brought a few
years later. I had looked after his timber for him and kept taxes down
and represented him on the Fire Patrol Association, and bought a few
allotments for him along the river., where they soon got in the way
of some of the small loggers and he sold them at a good big profit.
When he found the bank was going to insist on. liquidating everything.
he phoned me to go up to Seattle and he took me out to his house arid

had me stay there a couple of days and told me what he was up

against and took me over to the bank and I told their man about his
timberthat it was in a solid block and was really the cream of the
whole bunch of timber in there, and that it would be a crime to sell
it at that time, as it would surely bring a big price some time. Maybe
they were hard up too, as they sold it some time later, but I never
knew what they got for it but I imagine that they really sacrificed it
as lumber, and timber too, was right at the bottom then. But no one
could know then that we would be in war in a few years and pnces
would skyrocket on lumber and naturally timber would follow. I
think it was in 1938 when the bank sold the timber. They let Frye
live in his big home and run the businessthat is the slaugter house

and packing plantas long as he lived (as I remember now). The
good old fellow passed away in 1940, the same year that C. fl. Johnson

and Ira Wade had to go. It seemed like just one sad thing after another that year. And in 1941 the Japs bombed Pearl Harbor.
Prices began climbing, though we knew the war caused it, but it
brought profits to most business. The lumber business was really lead-

ing as they needed lumber everywhere. If Mr. Johnson could only
have hung on a few more years he would have seen his dream come
true. And if the bank could have held Frye's timber only a few more
years it would have more than paid up all his obligations, but may be
they had obligations to meet so that they had to sacrifice the timber.
Mr. Johnson and Mr. Frye passed away early that year, and Ira m
September. 'When I came back from Ira's funeral I thought it might
seem like the house was falling in on a fellow, losing so many old
friends the same year, but I realized that we all have to go when we
wear out. They were all very strong characters, and I had not only
enjoyed the association with them, but knew it was an honor to have
them for close friends so many years that we had be calling each
other by our first names. 'While they had all started at the bottom and
worked up, I knew that they had enjoyed the game, and really they
were all successful in their line.
After Mr. Frye bought his tract of timber, it was rather slow for
a while in th Siletz. The next business of any consequence that I did
was with W. I. Ewart of Seattle, as he started buying some timber for
Louis Werner of St. Louis, and came to me and I showed him the
Siletz timber, and he said to go to setting it together and they would
take a few claims along as Mr. 'Werner had money coming in each
month and would, in time, buy quite a tract. After we picked up a
few claims he got Mr. Werner to come out to Toledo and we took

him out in the timber and he was pleased with what he saw, and said
o keep on the way we had been doing. We stayed all night at Siletz
for a couple of nights. Grant King was running the hotel there then,
and he got up a special dinner for us. Mr. Werner was interested in
the Indians, as he said they were different from any he had ever seen.
He was very polite and bowed and raised his hat to the ladies, which
they were not used to and they thought he was grand. He really was
a grand old man in every wayso kind and considerate to every one
--that you could not help liking him. He had his own ideas about the
timber and said not to try to block it as he never intended to operate
n and would prefer to have it scattered so that if a fire ran into any of
it it would not get all of it, and we did scatter it, and Williams ran
up against this when he started logging. Ewart was a fine man too,
hut unfortunately he passed away before we got as much timber
bought as Mr. Werner wanted. Mr. Werner came out again several

times after Ewart died and we went out in the timber again, as he
seemed to admire it as much as I did. He told me some of his history

said he left his home in Hungary when a young man and settled
in St. Louis, and I think started building there and had trouble getting the kind of lumber he wanted, and went out among the small
sawmills and bought, and as I remember, he started a lumber yard

of his own there in St. Louis and prospered, and went down in

Louisiana and bought some timber and built a sawmill and operatedl
it and later built a couple of stave mills and shipped staves to Europe

until the first World War put the stave business on the rocks. He
sold his interests in the south, as he was getting along in years then.

but retained his office in St. Louis as he had been buying stocks thai
had advanced in price and were bringing good dividends, and I think
it was this money he put into the Siletz timber. He told me that he
did not get married until he was fifty, and that his wife died when
their son, Joe, was born, and the priest got a governess to come in
and take care of Joe, and she stayed until the old man passed away.
Mr. Ewart worked for Mr. Werner when he was operating his
mills and stave plants in the South, and he told me of a number of
amusing incidents that occurred down there. He said that Mr. Werner

was a very interesting character and the more you see of him the
better you will like him, and if I ever went back east, to be sure and
stop off at St. Louis and visit with him a day at his office. When I
went back on a visit to my old home. I wrote to Mr. Werner that I
would be in St. Louis such and such a date, and when I got to the
depot Mr. Werner was there and took me out to his home and I
stayed all night there and went with him to his office next day. He
gave me a lot of good advice about handling timber deals. There was
a small boy in his office, named Roll 'Williams. and he was crippled

with poliohad one leg shorter than the other and was rather small
for his age. Ewart had told me about himsaid he was a wizard with

figures, so I paid particular attention to him and noted that he watched
our conversation very closely. Mr. Werner had a fine home here in St.
Louis, built it himself and selected the lumber from his mills He had
pictures of his wife and son Joe in his room and told me about them. He
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was wrapped up in Joe, and I think fairly worshipped him. I don't
remember whether Joe was in college or in the Navy then. I know
that he enlisted in the Navy when we got into World War I and
served through the war, and came home when it was over and finished his college course. and worked in the St. Louis office with his
father and Roll Williams. The first time I saw Joe was when his
father came out here to look around and was staying at the Benson
Hotel, and went out for a walk and got hit with a car. He was laid up
for more than a week. Joe saw an account of it in the papers and
rushed out here to be with his father. He was badly worried over the
accident, but Mr. Werner finally recovered from it, which made Joe
very happy. Mr. Werner told me that Joe was engaged to a wonderfully fme girl, and they were married soon after Mr. Werner went
l)ack home. He was very happy over the marriage and should have
been, for Joe brought his wife out here later on and she was a wonderful girl. Later they presented Mr. Werner with three fine grandchildrentwo boys and a girl. I will never forget how happy and
contented he looked when he would be telling me about them and the
cute things they did and said. I saw him on a big place near Riverside.

California, as he brought all of the family out there for the winter.
I was down that way and went in and visited with them one day. Mr.
Werner came out here again and stayed for awhile.
W. E. Boeing, who had acquired quite a block of timber in the
same territory as Mr. Werner's timber, was down and I got them
together and they had a long visit. Their ideas about timber coincided and they both thought it was a good investment, and they
proved to be right, as it advanced hi price far higher than either of
them anticipated at that time. Mr. Werner told us he was 86 years
old then, and Mr. Boeing and I both thought that he had a wonderfully clear and active mind for a man of that age and Mr. Boeing always asked about him when I saw him afterward. We both thought

it too bad that men like Mr. 'Werner could not live many years
longer. I do not remember what year he passed away, but he was
content to go as he considered he had lived a good, successful life and
was happy that Joe could take over and carry on. He had deeded all

his timberland to Joe, hut I think he was more thankful for Joe and
his little family more than for his financial success. Of course he was
missed from the office, and this is another place where there was rio
substitute for experience, as Joe and Williams could neither inherit
the good old man's experience.
The lumber business was over and done and no one was making
anything in it, which I suppose discouraged Joe Werner, and later on
he sent Williams out to liquidate his timber by logging it. As stated.
no one was making much at logging then, and Williams, knowing
nothing about logging, naturally went in the red until the Second
World \Var came on and lumber and logs went up out of sight. When
they began making a profit Joe gave Williams part of the profits. I
might say here that Williams came to me for help in getting timber
mixed in with the Werner timber. I worked out an exchange with
Dean Johnson and got a couple of quarter sections of timber that ran
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high to peelers for other timber in Dean's territory, and Boeing had
timber that they had to get to keep going. But Williams had got in
bad with Boeing and they would have nothing to do with him, but I
got Boemg to let him have the timber he needed at a fair price. The
Russeltown timber company had five quarters in there that were
right in the way of Williams' operation and he could not do anything
with them and got me to go to Seattle where I worked out a good deal
for himgot the timber much cheaper than I expected.
Williams was handicapped in two ways, as he could not get
around in the woods to see what was going on, because of his lame
leg, and he did not have the patience to work out a deal with timber
owners. I do not know just what happened, but Williams came to inc
in 1947 and said he was tired of fighting everybody and asked me if

I could sell the outfitlock, stock and barrelthat would be roads,
cutover land, equipment and all timber that was left. I told him I
could if he would give me a free hand and not interfere. He said he

would, and he did, and I made a good deal with my old friend, F.
Leadbetter. Of course it involved lots of value, but Mr. Leadhetter
paid cash for a large amount, and the balance to be paid as cut over
a number of years. It was a good deal for both sides, as Mr. Leadbetter's company has made a fair profit logging and Joe Werner's
stumpage about doubled from what he was getting while Williams
was logging. Now comes the sad part of it, as Mr. Leadbetter passed
away December 22, 1948. It seemed very sad to me, as so far as I
could see his mind was just as clear and active as it ever was, though
lie had passed his 80th mile post and was planning to go on a trip
next day. The end was sudden, and that is what they call quitting in
the harness. And Williams too passed away in April, 1954. His death
was sudden also. He was only past fifty and anticipated a long pleasant
life, as lie had accumulated a nice nest egg out of the profits of the
Werner timber he logged.
Joe Werner came out after Williams passed on, and brought his
two fine boys with him. The oldest one is named Louis, after his
grandfather. and he is tall and has something about his appearance
that reminds me some of his fine old grandfather. The second son,
Joe Jr., is a tall fine-looking fellow that any grandfather would be
justly proud of. When I saw them since they are grown, I thought it
was a pity that the grand old man, Louis, could not have lived to see
them now.
Joe Werner said that he realized that it was a big mistake to have
his timber logged when he did, as it would have brought in a great
deal more if he had kept it until price came up, but he was not worrying about it, as he stayed in the St. Louis office and houht stocks
when they were low and they advanced so that he gets a big profit
on them. So what went over one shoulder came back over the other.
And he says that at present prices, by the time the rest of his timber
is logged and sold he will still realize a good profit on his father's
investment in this fine bunch of timber. I am truly glad of this, as
all the men I bought timber for have made a good profit on their
investments.

Bill Moon put in a little sawmill at Millport near Kernville during the war. I don't know what year Moon built the little mill down
there, or why he selected that place to start in, as he had never had
much, if any, experience in a sawmill, and it was not in the cards for
even a good mill man to make anything then in that vicinity, as there
were no roads to truck timber out then and the bar on the Siletz River
was so shallow that very light draft boats had trouble getting in and
out. I think it must have been about the start of the First World War
that he got in there, as clear spruce was bringing a big price for airplane wings. He bought some spruce timber along the river and kept
going several years, until he used up his capital. I remember that this
mill was still cutting a little lumber when I was down there the spring
of 1922 to cruise an 80 on the other side of the River. Moon apparently had more energy than judgment. The last I heard of him, he was
nmning a gold dredge up in Eastern Oregon and was domg fairly well
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CHAPTER V

HARDSHIPS OF EARLY LOGGING OPERATIONS

The next fiasco in the spruce game was early in the First World
War when Colonel Disquo was sent out to the coast to get out spruce
lumber. I don't know what crackpot hatched the idea that the Army
could get out spruce timber for airplanes cheaper than experienced
loggers and sawmill men could, as the lumbermen here were anxious

todrop every thing else and furnish the Government all the clear

spruce it would needsomebody who had influence enough to get the
Army into it and get a lot of green soldiers out here who had never
seen a tree and tried riving out lumber where the timber was too far
from a mill
It was a "halleluyer" time for Newport as it was filled up with
Army officers and soldiers. It took them quite a while to decide what
to do and they finally got a few good timber men like Howard Holland, Amos Benson and Red McDonald to scout around and locate
the best spruce timber in Lincoln County, and there was not enough

spruce in these two tracts to keep the mill they started to build at
Toledo, going two years. The Government bought a nice tract of
spruce that John Blodget had bought down around the mouth of the

Yachats, and built docks and a railroad down to it or almost to it, and
another tract up the coast from Newport several milesnot as much

timber as at Yachats, at least not so much spruce. They felled and
bucked some in each tract, but as I remember did not haul any out
on either of the railroads built to each tract before the war was over.
The big mill at Toledo was fl()t nearly finished either, but there
had been rnil]ions spent and nothi ng worthwhile accomplished, as is
usually the case when our Goverriment tries to do something with
green men who do not know how to do it, when private enterprise,
that is in the business, could do it ve1l with much less cost. The Government had organized a corporation known as The United States
Spruce Production Corporation to handle this business, and after the
war was over C. D. Johnson, that grand old patriarch of the lumber
business, organized the Pacific Spnice Corporation and put in what
capital he had made by that time and got enough other capital put
up by successful lumbermen like R. H. Downman, H. B. Hewes,
George B. Lyon, Nathan Paine, F'rank Stevens and James Manary,
-to take over all the Government pr operty with a cash payment and a
contract with United States Spruce Producion Corporation, on the
17th day of November, 1920, and took over by starting in to make a
paying proposition out of a poorly constructed railroad, and finishing
the big mill at Toledo to get it in operation.
I did not know C. Ii Johnson so well then as I did later, but knew
that he had bitten off a load that was going to tax his energy' and
ability to the limit. The railroad would settle and have to be filled
25

when they started hauling heavy loads over it, trestles would give way,

and the mill had to be almost built anew, and there was not water
enough on the Yaquina bar to accommodate 1are lumber schooners,
and tey had to get Congress to build and rebuild the jetties to deepen
the channel, and the people in the south end started iii to try to make
a common carrier out of that logging road. The price of spruce luni-.
her wont dowii and down as they quit using it for airplane wings, and
there were so many things to watch and repair it certainly must have
been discouraging for many years. He soon saw that he had to have
more timber to keep a mill that size going. Anderson & Middleton and
Vim. Abel of Gray's Harbor had bought that old mill on the east side
of Depot Slough and a short logging road up Depot Creek to the timber there from Story and Miller, and I had bought a few claims on
the Siletz side for them and they were planning to buy more and enlarge the old mill and start manufacturing lumber there. So Johnson

organized the Pacific Spruce Railroad Company and bought this
property and started logging the timber they had bought, and soon

got over on the Siletz side where I had bought six or seven claims for
W. P. Porter a few years before this. I bought it for a little less than
a dollar per thousand for Porter, but when Johnson got to it he had to

pay Porter $3.00 per thousand, as every where they wanted to go
there was one of Porter's claims staring them in the face.
Johnson asked me afterwards who bought this timber for Porter
and I told him that I did, and he said, "You did a good job for him."
They made a deal with Pendelton to cut his timber by paying
for a forty as they entered it. I think the price was $3 per thousand,
which was high for stumpage in there then, but Pendleton did not

care to sell as he could look far enough ahead to see that timber would
bring a big price in the not too distant future, but lie had a heart and
sympathized with the Pacific Spruce Corporation, as they had to pay

the Government so much each year and could not do it if they shut
down. Pendleton got me to go over at the end of each month arid
check up on their cutting, as the contract was that if they cut into a
forty they had to pay for it. I had got better acquainted with Johnson
by this time and knew what he was up against, but had to report the
cuting as it was, though I knew how hard it was for Johnson to meet
his payments, but he carried on until he could not meet every thing
that became due, and turned it over to Ralph Burnside, as receiver,
for a year or so, and he kept it running. I suppose some of the richer
stockholders dug up some money to keep it going during that time,
while Johnson worked out a reorganization and took the property
back with a new corporation known as the C. D. Johnson Lumber
Company. Some of the old stockholders put in some more money to
get going again and C. D. was at the wheel until May 2, 1940, when
his stout old heart that had carried him through the lean years was
worn out and quit just as the lumber business began coming back in
good shape. The war came on and lumber began going up and kept
gomg.

Dean Johnson, who had a good grasp on everything by that time,
took over and showed that he was a chip off the old block, and carried
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on until he and his brother, Ernest, were killed in a plane crash in
California on August 24, 1951.

I felt that it was just too bad that C. D. could not have lived to
see the money rolling_mto the operation as it did a few years after
he was cone, and for Dean and Ernest to have to quit when they had
helped the company lick the many obstacles that the organization had

nm up agamst, and when they were on easy street financially and
planning to retire and enjoy the earning they had made over the

hard years. It was a real tragedy and all who knew them were grieved
and shocked. They had gone to Chicago to work out a sale with the
Georgia-Pacific Plywood Company of their stock, And this deal went
through a few months later on.
Georgia-Pacific has bought a large tract of fine timber, joining
'the operation, which will give them a long nn'i. They have put in a

plywood plant at Toledo, and I think their holdings and different.
operatrng plants put them up next to the Weyerhaeuser Timber
Company.

Now, in looking back over the years, I do not believe there is

another man except C. D. Johnson. who could have nursed this opera-

tion along and held it together as he did. After he reorganized the
Company, Ira Wade and I were discussing his hard row that he had

hoed, and Ira said, "He don't look so much like old Grover Cleveland
for nothing. The brains are there,"
There were other operations in the Siletz timber too at that time.
C. H. (I-larry) Davis had bought a tract of timber down on the river
in 9-10 and 8-10 and started logging in 1925, and started towing his
logs in the ocean to Portland. It was all new to him and it was pitiful,
as he got hi with some fellow who had a patent on ocean rafts. His

method was by boring a hole with a large auger in each end of the
logs that made up the raft and string a chain or cable through it and
tighten it up so as to make the raft as rigid as possible. It looked
feasible, but the swell of the ocean proved too much for it, as it either
broke the cable or tore the end out of the logs, especially when it was
a little rough.. Harry built him a nice house a quarter of a mile from
where we were camping there on the Siletz River, so as to he near the
logging operations, and would come down every day and tell me his
problems, and would always ask, "What would you do?" He lost raft
after raft that went to pieces and the logs drifted onto the beaches
along the coast between there and the Columbia River. Harry came
down one morning arid said they had just lost another raft. I said
"Don't you think you had better drop that method of rafting before
you get all your timber scattered, along the beaches?" He said, "Yes,
but what can I do?" I told him that I knew a man named Davis who
patented a deep water raft that was a success up in the straits of B. C.,

and on Puget Sound, and he had recently moved from Tacoma to
Portland. He asked me if I would go down and see him and bring him

down there if he would come. I found Davis at home and he went
down with me next day, and he and Harry discussed the matter and
he stayed there some time and showed them how to build his rafts,
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and they worked, and they did not lose any more logs towing, but the
log market was so low then that no one made much money logging

when everything was handy and short hauls to mills, and Harry's
company, known as the Lincoln County Logging Company, had a
few stockholders (friends of his) who had put in money to buy equipment, etc., to get going, and had begun to worn about running in the
red all this time. And A. S. Kerry of Seattle, who had taken considerable stock in the company, came down and told Harry there had to
be a change, and wanted his brother. Almon Kerry, to take charge,
and Harry was glad to turn it over to him. This was in 1927, and
Almon ran the outfit until 1940, when they finished cutting their
timber.

Jim Manary had a little logging operation in there before Davis
started. I don't remember what year he started. Pacific Spruce Corporation had bought some timber along the river, in tide water, and
Jim brought in a big scow with a house on it, something like a hotel.
There was room for the kitchen. dining room and rooms for about a
crew of forty to sleep in, and they had shower baths and everything
up to date. He would anchor the S( :ow near the work and it was very
comfortable all round. I think the r towed their logs to Toledo, and I
don't believe they lost any. Howe ver, they cut out the timber they
could reach from the river, and sold the scow. known as "The Ark,"
to the Lincoln County Logging C ompany, and they kept it at the
mouth of Roots Creek, where they dumped their logs into the river as
they hauled them in on a short rail road they had built into the timber
a few miles to reach all their tim her. They rafteci the logs down to
Kernville where they had a boom to store them and put them in the
ocean-going rafts as they needed them. Harry slill lived there and
cooperated with Kerry and helped all he could. I had bought some of
Harry's timber for him, and after he quit buying, bought 400 acres
adjoining him, for Louis Werner. This Werner timber got right in
the way of their logging and it was good timber, and they wanted fl.
Mr. Werner did not want to sell then, on a low market, but did not
want to be cut around, so I work d out an exchange with them, as
Harry had a couple of claims up in 8-9 near Werner's timber up
there, and the exchange was agreeable to both. They both left it to
me to settle, and I felt I had been fair when both sides were satisfied.
1 had scaled some logs between buyers and sellers, and when both sides

kicked about the scale, I always Ielt that I had done a good job. If
only one side kicked, I would wonder if I had made a mistake. However, I found that there were som chronic kickers in the business
for instance, Louis Montgomery vvas interested in that little mill at
Toledo, when I lived there, and h would often call on me to go out
and cnuse some timber that they wanted, and when I turned in my
report he would always say, "Now Morgan, there can't be that much
timber there." And I would say, "Tvlaybe not, but that is what I think
is there, and if you don't think I kr ow, why don't you get someone
else to do your cruising." C. R. Hoev ?t rented the miii for awhile, and
he had me do his cruising, and would always say, "My, but your
cruises are high!"
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After I lived there awhile, I was called in to arbitrate a cruise

that was on timber that Hoevet was interested in, and he was satisfied
to have me settle it, and told me afterward that he was glad that they
got me, that he knew my cruising was just about right. I asked him
why he always told me that my cruises were high, when we were at
Toledo, and he said. "Oh. we just have to kick about something in this
game."

Kerry was able to keep in the black after he took overthat is,

he made expenses for the logging and paid for some timber they had
me buy for them from the Oregon Mesabi Corporationbut could not
make up for the loss before he got in. The stockholders lost their investment and Harry lost his timber, which was awful, as it was a nice
hunch of timber, bordering on the river and none of it more than two
miles from the river. I think it broke his heart, as he went away from
there and never caine back. He was a wonderfully nice man, kind
and friendly to everyone, and had a great sense of humor. His father
had made a fortune in the lumber business in Michigan, and Harry
was, I suppose, what they called a rich man's spoiled son. Of course
the odds were against him, as he started in logging at the wrong time.

If he had waited until the year after they quit, the business would
have run itself and made him a fortune as they began trucking logs
to Toledo by this time.
Tom Hutchinson. another fine fellow, had bought some timber
on the river on the opposite side from the Davis timber, and I think
he started logging a year or so before Harry started. He had oniy
donkeys, as his timber was near enough to the river so that two donkeys could pull it into the river on pole roads. I think he rafted his

logs to the Toledo mil1 and I don't believe he lost any. He was careful

and was a man of good judgmentthat is, he knew how to do things
and made a little money all the time. He had a small crew and was
on the job every day himself.
I am going to break in here and bring Fred Douty into the picture, as he was running the Multnomah Box & Lumber Company

here in Portland and they made a nice profit each year, and he

thought he could raft spruce logs from Yaquina Bay cheaper than he
could buy them on the river here. I believe I stated that Pacific Spruce
Corporation bought everything that the Government corporation had
in Lincoln County. This was an error, as they did not get that road

that ran north from the bay up into the spruce timber in the lower
end of the Siletz reservation, and Douty bought or leased the road and

bought quite a tract of timber near the end of this road that had

considerable spruce timber on it, and started logging it, and took the
logs up a few miles above Yaquina City and put them in ocean-going
rafts and towed them to Portland with a little tug named "The Douty."
I suppose he found it was too expensive to operate and tow so car,
anyway he quit in a few years and Tom Hutchinson took over that

road and the timber Douty had left when he finished logging his
timber on the Siletz River. I don't remember how long he operated,
but it was a nightmare to him, as the old railroad began going to
pieces and there was some long, high trestles built on hemlock piles
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that were ready to fall down. Torn kept his feet on the ground and had

sense enough to quit when he could not make a little profit, and he
junked the old railroad and trucked his logs to Toledo for awhile.
There was something wrong with the back of his head and the doctors
here sent him to San Francisco to a brain specialist who operated on

hun and removed a tumor from his brain, which relieved him for a
time, but the trouble came back in a year or so and he went back and
had another operation. Then he got the idea that he would not get
well, and sold his outfit and timber to some logger, whom I did not
know. Made some money in all his operations, but the big doctor and
hospital bills took a lot of it, and he died soon after the last operation.
He left some property to his family. They had been living at Newport
for some time. That is another good man who is gone now. He had

me buy some timber for him, and we bought some together cheap and
sold it for a good profit while he was still logging on the Siletz. He
was always agreeable and his word was as good as gold. And I thought.
when he passed on, that men like him should live at least a hundred
years.
John Yasek and a man named Ross started logging for the Toledo
null m 1929, and Rex Clemmens started logging for the Johnson mill
in 1934, and Charley Parker in 1936. Ross logged for several years,
and Rex Clemmens put in about three years there. Parker logged two
or three years and put in a little shingle mill just below the mouth of
Cedar Creek, but that did not last long. He then bought some cut-over
land along the river just above the Bull bend in the river, and struck

pay dirt there, as he sold a few acres off of the upper end of it for

more than he paid for all of it, and as the logs came up, he logged off

a lot of spruce that was thought to be too rough for logs when the
company logged it off earlier. He milked cows for awhile, hut got
enough land cleared now to keep a lot of beef cattlehas built a fine
home and a big barn and is on easy street now.
Rex Clemmens had a small mill at Phiomath and went back
there and kept it going and had a logging camp over on the Alsea side
and kept buying cheap timber around there and holding on to it, and
woke up and fond that he was a millionaire several years ago, when
timber came up so high that it scared him. He built a large up-to-date
mill there at Philomath several years ago and has it cutting his timber

into lumber so that he gets all there is in it. But the sad part of it is
that his health has failed and he has had to spend a lot of his time in
a hospital the last few years. This is just too bad, as he was wonderfully good tc the men who worked for him and I feel sure that they
and every one who has known him are praying that he may regain his
health and live to a good old age and enjoy the fruits of his success.
John Yasek is still logging for the Toledo Mill, and he too has
accumulated a tidy sum by hard work, may be not a million, but I
think nearly half of it, which is something. He came to Toledo when
we lived there. His uncle, Joe Kosydar, sent money to Poland to pay
his way out. I think he was around thirteen or fourteen when he

arrived there. The only English words that he knew then were
"Toledo, Oregon." He had a ticket to Toledo when he left Poland, and
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they sewed a card on him with his destination on it, and when anyone asked him a question he would answer. "Toledo, Oregon." Hv
was diligent in learning our language and liked to work and soon went
to work for an old fellow there that every one called "Old Gus," who
had some teams that did hauling around town and Gus lilced Jobny
and helped him along and when Gus started failing, Johny was around
to look after him until Gus passed away. By that time I think John

had a team and wagon of his own and later got a job getting out

pllmg with his team and a few men and worked on up into the logging
game. He was lucky enough to marry a fine girl, Margaret Freeman,

who was a big help to him in carrying on. However, I think his

success was mainly by his own hard work, as he always had his thumb
on the pulse of his operations and some times worked until nine o'clock
nights fixing up a donkey or getting things ready for the next clay.

It's been good to know him and watch his progress as I have been
'round dowii there most of the time and could see what was going on.

He is really a very remarkable characterone you cannot forget.

There have been many gippos in there since lumber and timber

came up and some, in fact all of them, made money, but none to
compare to Johny. I do not know many of them. They came to me
for timber, but I had none left. There is only one that I knowJim
Lakenwho has been in there several years and no doubt made good
money. I was able to help him get some timber, and he n a very
pleasant, likeable fellow and it's been good to know hun.

CHAPTER VI

BUYING AND SELLING SILETZ TIMBER

I will get back now to buying timber and the people I bought
from and some that I sold their timber. I remember that I sold a few
claims to C. L. Starr, who was a tax attorney then. These were light
claims on the head of Depot Creek, and he soon turned them to Fred

Douty at a good profit, which gave him the timber fever, and he
bought more timber in Polk and Benton Counties, with Walter V.

Fuller, who was another good, likeable man. Starr later took over the
operation of the Cobbs-Mitchell mill, logging camp and railroad at
Valsetz. He ran it successfully iintil he sold it for them a few years
ago. I helped him get some timl er from the Rufus Smith estate, that

they needed in their operation and one quarter from the Oregon

Mesabi Corporation. And I did sorne cruising for him. He is another
man that I have enjoyed knowing all these years. We are still good
friends. He cleaned up enough out of the sale of the Valsetz outfit so
as not to worry about the wolf hanging round his door, and we get
together sometimes and talk over the long time we have known each

other, and the changes that have taken place in that time, and the

many good fellows we have known who are gone now.
One of the pleasantest lines of business that came my way was
buying and selling timber for W. F Boeing of Seattle. It was in May,
1923, when Robert Durney of Ho Iuiam, Washington, came down to
Toledo and bought a few quarter sections for Mr. Boeing. He was
getting too old to get out in the firnber, and in nosing round learned
that I had been buying for Mr. 1? rerner. I was down at Toledo and
he happened to be at the hotel wh en I was there and learned who I
was, and introduced himself and sa id he had learned that I had bought
a good sized tract of timber for Werner, and he did not want to get in
my way, and if I would show him on the map any claims I wanted

for Werner, he would steer clear of them. I thought that was very
decent of him and I showed him two claims I had made offers on for
Werner and told him that Mr. Werner had about all he wanted then,

and that he could have a clear field so far as I was concerned. He

wanted to know f I knew most of the owners of the individual claims

left, and I did and told him to come to my office when he was in
Portland and I would give him their names and addresses.
Mr. Durney came in to see me on his way back home and I got

out the map of the Siletz country and showed him where the best
timber was and he was very much interested in seeing what I knew

about timber all over the state. He asked me if I had even been in the
timber on the Callapooia River, and when I told him that I worked in
a logging camp there the fall and winter of 1888, he laughed and said

he was just ten years ahead of me, as he had worked there falling
timber for Mike Berigan the winter of 1878. In comparing notes we
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found that where I worked was joining the land Berigan had cut over

ten years earlier and the same Mike Berigan was working in the

camp where I was and was still going strong. Our visit together proved
interesting to both of us and developed in a long session, as he wanted
to know about the timber all over Oregon, and I had worked in camps
on the McKenzie, Willamette, and Coos Bay, and had been over most
all the timber localities in Oregon and Southern Washington on short

trips cruising for different people. And I told him that I had seen an
occasional section in the Cascades and on the Columbia and Nehalem
rivers, and also in the Willapa country in Washington, that was a
little older and bigger timber than the Siletz timber and deeper clears,
but as a whole, I thought that 8-9 was the best township of good
timber that I had even been in. Iii, )ing over the owners of the Siletz
timber, he saw that they were bad ly scattered and said that it would

be a long job to hunt them all u p, and that he was not strong in
writing letters to owners, and asked if I would help him in getting a

price from them by writing them, which I was glad to do. He came in
often after this and would get prices that thi se owners wanted, and
bought a few of them. Later on I went up to Albany with him to see
J. K. Weatherford, who owned several quarter sections of timber in
the Siletz country that he had bought cheap and was hanging on to

and had been deviled so much with brokers that he did not like to
talk to anyone about sellingin ftict he did not want to sell, but his
wife and boys wanted him to sell, as he was well along in years and
his law practice was not as lucrative as it was when he was younger
and the taxes on the timber were getting higher all the time, and they
had urged me to try to sell his timber, and he had also told me that
if I got a good substantial buyer, to contact him, but he did not want
to he bothered with brokers who just wanted to peddle his timber. I
knew that Mr. Boeing was substantial, and when Durney and I went
up to see Weatherford I did the talking and when I got him to make
a price on his tract Mr. Durney wrote him a check as first payment
on it, as he had Mr. Boeing's cruiser go over it rior to this time and
had a cruise on it. This was a good addition to Mr. Boemg's holdmgs
and Mr. Durney told me that he thought that I could handle Mr.
Boeing's business down there better than he could, as he was getting
old and tired and would like to retire, and that he was going to
recommend to Mr. Boeing that he turn his buying over to me, and
Mr. Boeing came in some time later and introduced himself and told
me that he had investigated my timber buying and that he wanted
me to take over for him, as Mr. Durney wanted to quit. I found him
to be a nice, quiet, pleasant man-not very talkative, but when he
said anything he meant it, which nLade him a good man to do business
with. The bank there that had mos t of the stock of the Oregon Yellow

Fir Company wanted to sell their holdings in the Siletz, and I got

Mr. Boeing's cruiser, McDonald, to cruise their timber and Mr. Boeing
bought all of it but two quarter sect ions that joined Mr. Werner's tract,
kind I got Mr. Werner to buy thes and get the bank out of it. In the

meantime, Fred Whitten had got Mr. VanDuzer, who was running
the Inman-Poulson mill here in P )rtlafld, to buy some timber in 8-9,
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and he had optioned most of the remaining timber in first hands and
started paying a little more per thousand than Mr. Werner and Mr.
Boeing had been paying and bought about all that was left in first
hands. The Winters boys from Hoquiam, Washington, Herman, John
and William, came here to Portland and bought several claims in
Siletz before Mr. Boeing started buying. They had a store in Hoquiam
and had taken over several timber claims from their customers when
timber was cheap there, and as loggers cut up to it, sold it for a big
price and had a lot of money to invest, arid as their timber had made
big money for them they bought some timber in different places in
Oregon. John had some adjoining Boeing's tract and he had me sell
it to Mr. Boeing. He had bought it cheap and made some profit on it.
Herman had bought several claims in 8-9 and 9-9, around the mouth
of Sunshine and Buck Creeks, and asked a bigger price for it than
others were getting and did not sell until the Southern Pacific Com-

pany bought a tract in there to hold for the Johnson Company at
Toledo. Dean Johnson bought it from the Southern Pacific a few
years later. I found all the 'Winters boys to be nice fellows to deal
with arid good neighbors. I believe I bought one claim that Herman

had over on Cedar Creek for the 'Werner Timber Company after
Herman passed away. Later on Dean Johnson had me buy a claim
that William Winters had farther down Cedar Creek. Herman and
John are both gone now, but William is still here but getting along in
years with the rest of us. He is looking after his and Herman's property here in Portland.
Herman made good investments and I think was a millionaire
when he passed away. He and John had no children, and William and
a sister inherited their property. My business and association with all
of them has been very pleasant, and I think they felt the same way
about it, as William told me the last time I saw him on the street, that
they were all glad to have me handle their sales in there.
As the Johnson Company kept logging on the south side of the
Siletz River, they came to some of the timber I had bought for both
Boeing and Werner, and three 80-acre allotments that I had bought
from Indian heirs. that were well timbered. We decided that it would
be better to sell and let them log the timber than to hold and have it
cut around and left exposed to fire and wind. Of course we all made
some profit on our investments, hut nothing like what it would have
been if we had held on to it a few years ago. After Wffliams started
logging for Werner he cut up to and was going to cut round some of
Mr. Boeing's timber, and Mr. Boeing had me sell them such tracts
that would be exposed to fire and wind if they cut around it.
Bob Wilson came down from Seattle some time in the 1920's to
buy some hemlock and spruce timber along the Lincoln County coast,
for pulp timber, for K. 0. Foss of Seattle, who was interested with the

Zellerbach Company of Seattle. Wilson borrowed Archy Mackiln
from the Crown Willamette Company to cruise the timber for him,
as Archy was familiar with that country, and when they went down
and looked it over there was still a nice bunch of that kind of timber
in the hands of the homesteaders who had acquired it by homestead35

ing, and there had been practically no demand for that kind of timber
up to this time, as hemlock was manufactured at a loss if cut at that
time, and most of the hemlock was left in the woods where they were
logging up to this time. Mackiln told Wilson that I had been buying
and selling timber in there for many years and that I would know all
these owners and could no doubt buy it cheaper than he could, and
Bob caine to me and told me that he wanted me to take hold and see
what could be had and at what price. I told him that Ira Wade, a good

fnend of mine at Toledo, had been trying to sell this timber for the
owners for years and possibly had options on most of it by that time,
and thai I wanted him to help handle it, as he could round it up fast.
(what he had not got optioned at that time) and he said go ahead. I
went down and saw Ira and told him the situation and he was anxious
to handle it that way and he and I split the commission. Archy cruised
it and Ira got prices on it and Foss would take it over, if the price was
right. We got a nice bunch for Foss in there, in fact practically all of
it but a few claims that were in litigation, and got these later on. Ira
and I got a few thousand dollars each in commissions on it, which put
Ira on his feet financially, as he had spent some money rounding up

and optioning timber that he was not able to sell. There was a big
tract of young timber south of Toledo. in the South Drift Creek area,
that had been taken up mostly as timber claims, and Ira and his
brother Lee, and they conceived the idea of taking the timber down
Drift Creek to Alsea 'River and down over the bar to Waldport. or by
Waldport, and spent some money having a survey made that way,
but buyers they submitted it to, found that the entrance to that river
was too shallow for boats of any size, and turned it down. Lee Wade
had a stroke and passed on in the meantime, hut Ira hung on and
tried to sell the timber at some price, but had no success. After we
finished buying the Foss timber, Ira came down to my office and said
he had worked for years trying to sell that young timber on Drift
Creek and could not, and he thought I might find a buyer for it and
he was going to turn it over to me to try. And if I could find a buyer,
he would assemble it, as he knew all the owners and knew that some
of them, in fact most of them, had paid taxes on it as long as they
could and were ready to quit and would sell it at a very low price.
And if I could find a buyer we would handle it together as we did
the Foss timber, and split the commission. I told him I would submit
it to Werner, which I did, hut he had got lukewarm about timber by
this time and mentioned such a low price that he thought it would be

worth to him that I knew there was no use going any further
with him.

About this time I went up to Seattle to see Mr. Boeing about
something and he brought up an offer the Indian commissioner had
an ad in the paper offering a section of Indian timber at a price Mr.
Boeing thought was all right, and he wondered if Mr. Werner would
join him in buying it. I told him that I did not believe he would, as
we never paid that much per thousand for any of the timber I had
bought for him, and that I had just submitted a fine tract of young

timber to him at a price much lower than the price on the Indian
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limber and that he turned it down. Mr. Boeing then asked me where
tins young timber was, and what it was like. I told him, and he said
lie thought he would like to get it. When I told him that it was in a

solid bodyyoung and healthyand near the coast in the fog belt

where the fire hazard was very low, he studied awhile and said that
he thought it would be a good buy for him and that I could start in
on it, and wanted to know if I would cruise it. I told him I would
rather not, as I had cruised some timber that I had bought for dif!erent buyers, and it later occurred to me that this was not a good
idea, as if it developed later that the cruise was not exactly right,
there might come a question that I had been too anxious to make a
deal, and I thought it would be better to send his old cruiser, A. A.
McDonald of Everett. Washington, to cruise it. I told him about Ira
Wade and that I would want him to assist and help assemble the deeds.

as it was cruised, and as he could get them at the price he had suggested. This suited Mr. Boeing, as he said he had understood that Ira
had been helpful in the fire patrol and he would be glad for him to
be in on it. We got busy on it and Ira got the first deeds ready for
the first quarters that were taken over in February, 1930, and kept
assembling them as McDonald cruised them. He found a few with
whom he could not deal as they thought the price too low and turned
them over to me. I believe that most of those offered to exchange

their quarters for a similar quarter out in Lane, Linn or Marion
Counties, and there were several quarters there that were for sale
cheap, and I bought some of these and exchanged and they were
happy.
Tn time we got something over 16,000 acres of this young timber

[or Mr. Boeing. Ira had kicked some about the low price and said he
could have paid more, but later on he said that it was a lucky break

for the owners that Mr. Boeing got it at this price, as all of them would
have had to let it go for taxes if they had not sold, for no one else but

Boeing had ever offered to buy it at any price. It turned out to be a

lucky break for Mr. Boeing too, as lie would be able to hold it and pay
the taxes, and its growth has possibly more than doubled the volume
by this time, as the price of timber advanced, so that he sold the stock
in his corporation recently for a price that made him a good profit on
this and his other timber in Lincoln County. which pleases me, as it's

a big satisfaction to know that the investments that I have made for
those I bought for have returned a good profit to the buyers, and I am
sure that Ira Wade would he happy to know that this transaction that
he helped in turned out good for the buyer, if he could have lived
until now. This last purchase was not in the Siletz Reservation, but
tied in with it, as Mr. Boeing would have known nothing about it if
lie had not bought the timber he did in the Reservation.
I think this about covers my timber buying and selling in Lincoln
County, except that I bought a few quarter sections for Mr. I1eadbetter

after he bought tie Werner timber I think I have made it plain that
I have enjoyed doing business with Mr. Boeing, and his help in the
office, as they have all been kind and pleasant and very helpful in
closing up the deals in both buying and selling, and now I am going
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CHAPTER VII

REMINISCING IN A LETTER TO GRANT KING
Now I would like to convey to you my feelings as to that. lovely

Siletz Valley and its timber and its people, during this fifty years.
In going through my letter files to try to get dates as to when things
happened down there, I found the copy of a letter I wrote to my old
friend, Grant King, and I am going to copy it here, as it paints the
picture better than I can now, as it was written fifteen years ago, and
I see that I could think straighter and write better than I can now.
but my feelings are the same now as they were then.
I think I had better tell you something about Grant King, so you
will understand why I wrote him this letter. In the late fall of 1893.
Jay Dunn, J. H. Reid and myself were boarding at the same place in
Corvallis when that depression hit the coast country. They called it
the Cleveland hard times then, and it was hard times. I was working
in the sawmill there and Reid was a carpenter helping build houses.

and Jay was employed in a hardware store. The sawmill closed down,
and the carpenter work stopped, and the hardware business slowed
up so that Jay's job vanished. There was nothing to do anywhere, so
Reid proposed that the three of us go down to Southern Oregon, as
there was some placer mining for gold still going on down there. But

when we looked around down there we could find nothing that we
could do, as none of us knew anything about mining then.
We learned that Milt Reynolds of Merlin had a contract cutting
wood for the locomotives on the Southern Pacific Railroad, in Cow
Creek canyon and we saw him and he said we could go out there and
go to work, if we could cut wood. As I remember, they went back a
hundred feet from the track and he had fallers falling the trees on
that hundred foot strip, and there were a number of broke, down-and
out men cutting the wood. Each man, or set of men, was given a
station at a time, which was the area between the telephone poles. It
was raining and snowing down there off and on, and it was a miser
able layout, but we thought we could at least make enough to pay
board. There were two places to board, and we tried both of them,
and I don't know yet which was the worst. We had been there only
a short while when Grant King came, and he looked around and
though, he would like to join us and the four of us worked together.
He was a tall, well built young fellow, and was congenial, with
a streak of humor that was appealingalways had a humorous answer
for everything that came up. We were glad to have him with us, and
in talking about the food in the boarding places, he suggested that we
get a tent and small stove and live in the tent and batch, which we
did. Grant made the best sourdough biscuits that I ever ate. Groceries
were very cheap, and the deer was so plentiful there then, that we

coi.dd go out and pick out a nice young piump one and bring it in
in an hour or so. So we lived good do not remember how much we
got for cutting and splitting this 2-foot wood and piling it in ricks
along the track, but it was not rn Lich, but when the boys decided to
quit in March. after paying for ev erything, we had $50 or $60 each,

which was not bad for those times, as a dollar looked as big as a

wagon wheel then.
Jay told Grant about his mo ther's farm near Toledo, and they
thought it would be a good idea I o rent it and batch there and im-

prove the place and raise cattle in time, and they went down and
went on the place and worked toge ther there until they both got marned along about 1897, and Jay tayed there until he went on the
homestead in 1905.
Grant moved on to his father-in-law's place on Depot Creek after
he got married. Reid's folks lived in Texas then and he went back
there when they left me down then? in the canyon, and I worked some
on the railroad section and cut sor ae more wood, until Jay wrote me

that the government was starting to improve one of the jetties at
Newport and had opened up a roc k quarry on the river a couple of
miles above Toledo, and that he and Grant were working in the
quarry, and that the boss told therr he would give me a job if I would
go down, and I went and worked few months while the appropriation lasted, and that was how I kne w Hurly Lutz and heard about the
Siletz timber. I tried to get Grant t D go with us and take a homestead,
but he would not do it. I suppose he, like many others, thought that
the timber would never be worth iiauch. He bought the hotel at Siletz
later on and ran it until it burned down. His wife left, and his two
daughters married and left him ilone. I don't believe he had any
insurance on the hotel, but he maneiged to build a two-room shack on
the hotel site and continued to batch there. He was there when I wrote
him this letter, April 1sf 1940. He was not well then and I wrote him

this letter, hoping to cheer him up and to let him know that I still
remembered all his kindness during the time and since we cut the
wood in the canyon.
101 Porter Bldg.
Portland, Oregon
April 1, 1940

Mr. Grant King,
Siletz, Oregon.

Dear Grant:
I returned from the land of sunshine a week ago, and in looking
over the papers that accumulated while I was away, saw that you
had a birthday and that your good neighbors there at Siletz gave you
a nice birthday party, which you deserved, and I note that it is your
30th year in Siletz. My, how time does slide by!
It somehow carried me back in thought to '94' when I first met
you down in Cow Creek canyon, and our pleasant association there
during the Cleveland hard times, and I thought I would like to write
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you and tell you how much I have enjoyed your kindness, friendship
and association during and since our stay there in the canyon. Your
kind disposition and the streak of humor in your association with
everyone, that was bubbling out in your conversations helped to make
our stay there more pleasant. I know that Jay and Reid too enjoyed
having you with us, as Jay took you back to Lincoln County with
him, ana Reid often expressed his appreciation of your kindness, good
nature, and your genial disposition there when we were cutting wood
and camping in the little tent and taking our meat from the woods
Sundays when we were resting I have thought that all three of you
must be very good men to be good friends with me through the days

spent down there and through all the years that have slipped by

since then.
I went down to see Reid a few days before he passed away. He
told his cousin how we worked together, and later on how Jay and I

got him a homestead in the Siletz and sold it for him when he got
title to it, for enough money to give him a start in his real estate
business in Los Angeles, where he accumulated a little fortune. And
how Jay helped him build his cabin on the homestead, and how I
would stay with him on the trail when the others would go on and
leave him, and that I would take his load and put it on top of mine,
when he played out. We spoke of your happy mood and how it
cheered us all up during the long evenings in our little tent. I did not
realize when we were cutting wood that it taxed his strength trying
to do his part splitting the wood there, but did when he got out on the

homestead, though he got along all right there, as he did only the
work he could stand. He had a little bottom land on the creek that
was easy clearing and did just what he could without much effort,

and Jay and I had him up to dinner with us when we could arrange it.
I often think of you and Jay getting me the job in the rock quarry
there at Mill Creek that fall of '94, and getting acquainted with that
country, and 1-lurly Lutz, was the cause of getting me hack over there
in 1905 and getting a homestead in that fine bunch of timber in the
Euchre Mountain country. So you can see how little things influence
our lives.
I believe it's 35 years ago that I went in there and found my
homestead and moved in there. It was rather hard to get in there then
for most people, but I was a good walker and it did not bother me. I
shall always remember my first sight of the river. I fell in love with
it at once, as it seemed to me to be the loveliest river I had ever seen.
I had known the famous McKenzie River before this and had helped
put logs in it during winters and helped driving them down to Cor-

vallis in the spring and summerhad caught big redsides from its

riffles with a long cane pole with a long line and short, heavy leader
and fly. When one would take the fly, just horse him out on the bar
and cast again and get another one. I don't believe I had ever seen a
reel then, though there was no doubt some in use by that timei 892.

The McKenzie is a lovely river, but the Siletz appealed to me as
being lovelier. I guess the riffles were a little gentler and sang a
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sweeter song. Anyway it seemed so to me then, and after these years

that I have been on or near it, it's still my choice for a place to go
and rest and fish.
The timber was all there when I first saw it and was beautiful

beyond description, and now that lots of it has been cut and removed
along the river, the alders and young spruce have grown up so rapidly
that they have covered the scars along the shore and it's still beautiful
and still sings its sweet, sweet song to me as it winds its lovely way
to the sea.
I have been thinking about the Indians who were there when I
first saw them, and most of the older ones have departed to the Happy
Hunting Ground, and my memory of all of them is pleasant. Maybe
some of them had their faults, but who has not. The worst that I can
remember any of them doing was to get filled up with fire water and
make fools of themselves occasionally. Now it seems to me that they
were mostly kind hearted and helpful when they had the opportunity
to be, and that they did the very best they could under the circumstances. I really got some inspiration from some of them. The first
sunimer I was in there I came out from my homestead to Toledo the
Fourth of July to attend to some little matter, and on my way back
the morning after the Fourth I saw a funny looking track in the road,
and it was fresh and I pepped up to see what made t, as it was raining
and rather cold, I overtook a small man who was bare headed and
bare footed too, and he had a big toe missing from one foot and wore
only a hickory shirt and overalls. He had been over to celebrate the
Fourth and was walking hack, smiling and happy. He was talkative
and told me some of his history. He told me he was past 80 then but

could skip along like a boy. When we got to the river at Audrey

Smith's place, where Camp Twelve is now, we crossed the river there
a canoe as there was no foot-bridge there then, and the canoe was
on the other side of the river, and the little man said, "Canoe gone."
And I said, "What will we do?" and he says, "I swim." And he pulled

off his shirt and overalls and dived in like a muskrat and was half
across the river when he came up for air. He was standing up in the
canoe in a jiffy and came paddling back dressed in a fine smile. I
thought then that this was certainly a good country to have a little

man like thisstill a boy at 80.

And I remember one time I was coming in from my homestead
one morning to Siletz to get the mail and a few groceries, as I always
had to pack in something when I came in. We crossed the river in a
boat then at Ojallas, and walked across the hill and crossed again at
Loua Fuller's place. As I crossed over this hill it was snowing. mixed

with rain, which is very uncomfortable weather to be out in, and I
had begun to feel sorry for myself when I met a small man that they
called Dr. Johnson. He had one arm that hung down by his side, and
one short leg that was crooked and that foot stuck straight out sideways. He had one sack of flour and some other things on his back
coming along barefooted in the snow and mud arid wore a smile like
the rising sun, and greeted me with their salutation "Kotamika" and
kept talking jargon that I did not understand, but said "Closa" as I
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had heard them say when one said Kotamika, and he went smiling
on apparently happy. Someone told me that this old fellow crawled
mto a tree and killed a hibernating bear when he was a young man,
and the bear chewed him up so that it crippled him this way. The
story was that he got out of the hollow tree and crawled home with
one hand and one leg, and finally recovered but was badly crippled.
I never knew whether this was true, or how he got crippled so badly.
After I met the old fellow I thought that if he could be happy and
smile while wading along in that wet snow and mud, with the big
load on his back, I certainly had nothing to grouch about.
I remember now that the old fellow with the missing toe told
me that his name was Citizen John. I got some inspiration from each
of these little men, for they had someway learned patience, kindness
and appreciation. I always admired Ne Evans, Coquill Thompson,
and many others of these older men, and I liked Scott Lane and FToxy
Simmons, and Bob Tronson was a gQod old scout that I regarded
highly. He and I worked together in a logging camp on Coos Bay the

summer of 1890. I hope that he lives until every hair of his head
turns to a candle to light him up to glory.
If my memory is correct, it's 46 years ago that you, Jay and
Reid left me dovcm there in the canyon. This is a long time, and we
have had varying and no doubt interesting experiences along our
different roads that we have traveled during these years, and it's

rather remarkable that three of us are still here and still good friends,
so far as I know. I do not remember that either you or Jay ever gave
me a harsh word, and I hope that I never gave either of you an unkind word. If I did, I did not mean to. I wish that Reid could have
hung on with us, but his frail body was worn out and he had to go,
as we will soon. Reid was a kindly soul and always did his best to be
helpful to his friends.

Well, Grant, this has developed into quite a long rambling,

ieminiscent letter, as I just started to write congratulations on your
rounding out 76 years. but it seems that as the shadows grow longer
and we are getting nearer the end of the trail, we think more about
the past than the present, and I got started going over the past and
just kept going. I hope that it will not tire you too much, and I do
hope that you may see many years in that little town in the lovely
valley.

Sincerely, your old friend, Jack.
A. W. Morgan
Grant is gone now. One of his daughters took him out to Lebanon

to a rest home and he passed away there a few years ago. Jay and I
did not know about it until we saw it in the weekly paper some time
after his funeral, and did not get to go and wave hun a last good-bye,
hut he will not be forgotten while we are here.
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CHAPTER VIII

FOREST FIRES AND FIRE PATROLS
On May 9, 1913, F. A. Elliot, State Forester, came to Toledo to
organize the Lincoln County Fire Patrol Association. He brought
Walter V. Fuller with him, who was a big help all the way, as he
attended the annual meetings as long as he was able to attend. They
brought proxies from Louis Jones and J. W. Dernback and gathered
up as many timber owners as we could find there in Toledo, consistrng of the following names:
W. B. Hall, W. E. Ball, Lewis Montgomery, B. N.
Warnock, A. W. Morgan, F. L. Buker, George C.
Mitty. C. S. Davis, and Ira Wade.
This was something new, but as Mr. Elliot explained it, it looked
feasible to me, and with Mr. Elliot's experience the organization was

completed that day. I knew Elliot casuallyknew he was a timber

cruiser and that his experience and knowledge of timber was valuable
to us. I had a long conversation with him, arid he said that we would
naturally have to go slow and not make any big assessments and try
to get the help of the farmers as much as possible. We assessed the

timber that was represented that day at a half cent an acre, which
did not raise much money. W. E. Ball was elected secretary and I
think lie got only $200 a year as salary, which was not much. I told
Elliot that I had been watching the Siletz timber every year, as there
was little hazard then, and not much land clearing, and no logging in
there then; but a few who had come in and bought Indian allotments
had cooperated fairly well, as they learned that they would be responsible for any damage a fire would do that started on their land,
and that I would continue to look after that territory until there was
need for more help, and would make no charge, as I was doing some
cruising in there at the same time. This pleased him and he said we
could get alon cheap for some time. The Forest Service had a few
men scattered round at that time and they worked with the Association and had someone at the meetings. There was pressure about
raising the assessment, but I knew that there was no danger of a fire
as long as we watched the little slashings and the campers along the
river, and I realized that it was going to be a long hold of the timber
and the longer we could keep down expenses the better, and by this
time I had bought some timber for Louis Werner and represented
him and Frye, and I had met Frank Pendleton. whom I learned to
know as a good honest man and who thought I was right in holding
the assessment down, as he said that if we raised more money someone would find a way to spend it. So he told me that he would back
me up if it came to a showdown, and I took a lot of scowls from a
number that attended the meetings, but stood pat and we carried on
cheaply for many years.
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The second year there was enough money to hire a patrolman,
as I do not believe they then thought of a county warden, which
came later on. This worked out all right as there were some of the
people there who really needed a job and it was shaping up the or-

ganization. I believe Ball was appointed warden for a few years, but
he was not very rugged and did not get out much and was not needed
out, as Iwas on the job watching the Siletz timber and there was little

danger in the south end of the county. Ball did all he could to be
helpful. As the county built roads down the river there was more
travel, and Lee Wade had the job of warden for a few years and he
was a good woodsman and put in most of his time scouting round the

timber during the dry season and we raised the assessment a little
along as there was more travel and more slashings. There was considerable pressure about building trails into the timber, but I resisted
this for a time, as we had no lightning fires in there and trails would
oper it up to hunters and fishermen who had not got educated then
to taking care of their fires, and some of the small timber owners
thought that I was being real stingy, hut I knew that I knew what

ought to be done and stuck to my plans. The first year I was watching

the timber there was a Finlander who bought an allotment above
Thompson Creek about a half mile and lie had a nice slashing and

burned it when it was real dry. I saw his smoke and got there as early
as I could, and his fire was running in the brush toward some timber
I had bought for Werner. I found the farmer and he was not the least
bit concerned, but when I told him that the law was that he would be
responsible for any damage his fire would do and that if it got into that
young timber his farm would not bring enough to pay the damage,
he began to grab tools and sent his wife to get a neighbor to help. I
got in with them, and his wife got in and worked like a man. I had a
sharp axe and cut a trail in the brush and they followed up with hoes
and rakes and we got the fire trailed about twelve o'clock that night.

I told them to get to bed and I would watch it until morning. They
were out early next morning with a pot of coffee for me. I stayed that
day and we watered out the smoking chunks and he said he would
take care of it then, and he did. I helped several others burn their
little slashings and insisted that they wait until the wind went down,
and showed them and helped them trail round the slashmg before
setting the fire.
It was in 1910 when the Cobbs-Mitchell Company had their had
fire on the head of the Lukimute. There was a strong east wind that
clay. I do not know how their fire got started, but it ran until the wind
went down that evening and burned a fine bunch of timber for them.
We were camping in A. C. Crawford's homestead house, just below
the mouth of Euchre Creek, watching the wind. The east wind subsided in the afternoon and the northwest wind came up the river and
it was loaded with smoke. It came along the ground and up as high
as you could see, but was not very strong. Naturally I thought this
was it. So I went down to the Reed place where our trail turned to
Euchre Mountain. and realized there was no heat in the smoke and
knew the fire was not near, and I went up the trail to the top of Little
Euchreand never went so fast before or since. When T got up on
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top I was above most of the smoke and could see no fire down the
river, but could see the smoke still blowing in from the ocean, and I
reahzed then that the fire was east and the smoke had blown out over
the ocean and met the northwest wind which brought it hack. and the
Siletz valley was the chimney for it. I got hack as fast as I could to
assure the folks that there was no fire coming our way. The next

morning there was a man came up from Scott's place and he was
excited and said the fire was over on Cedar and Boots Creeks and that
all that timber was burned up. He said he could see the blaze the
mght before. I was sure he was mistaken, but went up onto Euchre
agam and could see that the timber to the west was all there yet, with
no smoke commg out of it. But it had cleared up to the east so I could
see some smoke coming out of the Cobbs-Mitchell tract. It had got up
to the summit and stopped when the wind went down. I knew there
was a road from Fall City clear on down Rock Creek where it connected with the Rock Creek road, and knew a ground fire would not
cross this road, so felt safe for the timber west of there. I often wondered how far out over the ocean this volume of smoke went before

the wind changed and brought it back. It apparently went almost
straight in a rather narrow streak until it got out over the ocean. The
winds near the coast are freakv. for I always carried a compass with
me and watched the course of the winds in different places and saw
that they were controlled by the shape of the ridges and creeks be-

tween the ridges. There are places where the west wind comes up the
river afternoons and whips round a point and blows almost west for
a ways. It eddied and blew south for a ways at other places. I somelimes doubted my compass until I got familiar with these freaks.
I don't remember the year that Mr. Elliot deserted us and passed
over the river to his last rest. He was a good man and we missed him.
but we carried on. Ira Wade was a big help, as he served as secretary
of the association for several years without any pay, and he backed
me up in keeping expenses down. Mr. Cronemiller, Elliot's assistant.
took his place for one yearmaybe two, but politics entered in here.
Governor Martin had a man he wanted a job for and Cronemiller.
who was a good man. went back as assistant in the Forester's office.
This new man did not last long for some reason, and as I remember.
a Mr. Rogers took his place. He wanted to ebmmate our association
and let Polk County Asociation take us over, but we had grorn strong
then and had $30,000 or $40,000 surplus, while Polk was m debt, and

we had made a good recordno fires of any consequenceso he let
us go along. hut was grouchy about it. He passed away rather suddenly and I do not remember who took his place, but he cooperated.
Leo Max-tin was county warden for a few years and I still kept
on the river, as there were several logging operations going and there
were roads down along the river, and they decided to have a patrolman along the river, and I got one of my boys on the job and bought

them a car to make the nms and went with them and taught them

what I could about stopping small fires. We carried water and watered
out a lot of fires that campers left smoking along the roads and helped
many farmers burn their slashings. I heard a story when I was a boy,

about one Irishman asking another about antidotes for poison, and the
reply was that there were many different kinds of poisons and many
different antidotes for themperhaps all good, but the best antidote
that he knew for all of them was not to take the dumb stuff. And I
had seen enough fires by that time and helped subdue some of them,
and was thoroughly convinced that the best way to subdue a forest
fre was not to let it get started.
e had very good cooperation with most of the farmers, except
one, who did not believe there was any danger of the timber burning.
He was a good, honest, hard working man and cleared up a couple of
farms and raised a big family of wonderful children. The two oldest
boys still own and live on the two farms and the other children are
settled down and doing well, are a credit to him and their mother.
But he persisted that there was no danger of burning the timber and

had to learn the hard way. as he burned a slashing right in some

spruce t]mber when he should have waited until late in the afternoon,
and the wmd came up and the fire got in the spruce timber and ran

until the wind went down that night and killed 400 acres of good
timber. He paid for fighting the fire and some damage to the timber,
but got off very cheap, as the owners of the timber did not want to
break him, and let him off with a small paymentin fact almost
nothingwith a promise that he would not do it again. I am not sure
about the year this happened, hut it was in the late twenties. He
learned the hard way that you cannot trust the wind or a fire either.
There was another fire later onthink it was late in the fall of 1936.
Ehno Davis had a farm in Section 21, 9-10, and was burning a stump

in his field, maybe a half mile from any timber and it had burned
down until there was no smoke that Sunday morning, when an east
wind was blowing. My son, Jim, was patrolman then and I was

staying clown there at our landing, going with him on his patrols and
helping burn slashings. We went up by the Davis place and could
not see any smoke, and went on up to Siletz and could see a big smoke
boiling up on Rock Creek. There was no old growth timber then on
Rock Creek, but we thought we should run on up and see what it was

like, and when we got up there told the folks where it was running.
to watch it and try to stop it when the wind went down. It was going
against the wind, and I think some of the boys set the fern afire to
burn it off so they could hunt over during the winter. Anyway when

we got out where we could see down the river, there was a hi

smoke boiling up and by the time we got down there Davis' fire ha
sprung up and ran across his field in the grass and across another

field and had blowii across the river into the slashing where the
Johnson Company was logging. It was going good and strong then
and had crossed the logging road and was in a thick slashing. Carl
J acoby was soon there with his logging crew and they had a pump in
a creek near the edge of the slashing and his man soon changed the

pipe and attached a hose to it and started the pump, which threw a
magnificent stream of water that one would think would drown any
fire, but it was in a heavy slash then and that east wind had dried it
down so it was burning so hot that the stream of water went up in
steam and had no effect on the fire. I told Carl to change the pipe
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and try to save his trestles and donkeys, and lie did, and the wind

had died down by this time and the fire was slowing down, but it had

already burned one donkey. They had another pump that threw

water on a couple of trestles and wet down around them so that they
were safe and there was a donkey farther on that was across the road
from where the fire was ruiming then, but there was a spar tree on
the fire side and they left a boy to watch it. Next morning when the
crew got back the spar tree had burned off at the ground and the boy
was sitting there. I-us brother said "Didn't I tell you to watch that

spar tree?" and the boy says, "I have been watching it all night

never took my eyes off of it." What the brother said will have to be
left out as it would not look good in print. The fire had burned over
most of the slash by that time and we were a couple of days mopping
up round the edges. I think the company lost some logs that were
bucked but they were no doubt insured and I suppose the donkey was
msured too. If it had not been for that smoke on Rock Creek the fire
would not have got across the river, as Jim and I could have stopped
ii in good shape before it got across the field. So far as T could learn
no one tried to stop it.

Andy Porter was county warden then. I think he was on the
job two years, h-ut he did not like the job as they paid low wages
then and, like me, he did not drive a car and had to get one of his
grandsons to drive him around. As I remember he served the next
year. rrlleIl we were lucky enough to get George Melum. and he
proved to be the right man for the job and is still there. It's been a
man's job since then, as the many logging operations created more
hazards and roads had to be kept open an slashes burned. I stayed
down at our landing a couple of years with Jim after George came
and saw enough of George to know that he did not need watching.
Before going any farther I want to pay tribute to Andy Porter,
as I think he was the best woodsman I ever knew. Andy lived at
Newport and I saw him occasionally on the road jobs, as they had
him as foreman on some of the fills and he was engineer for the city
of Newport and was busy during those years. In 1945 I saw a man
who had been one of Andy's chainmen for several years on his surveys, and he said that Andy had been sick and had given up and he
wished that I would go ana see him and try to cheer him up. I told
this man that I had no way of getting around except by the bus and
was not any too well myself, but would write Andy and try to cheer
him up, which I did. In going over my old files recently, trying to
find dates that things occurred, I found a copy of that letter, which
I am going to copy in here now.
1015 Porter Bldg.
Portland, Oregon
Feb. 6th, 1945.

Mr. Andrew Porter,
Nrewport, Oregon.

Dear Andy:
Joe told me that you were not very well when he was in to see

you recently. I am very sorry to know that you are suffering, and
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sincerely hope that you will soon recover. Have not been very well
myself, as last fall my arms played out on me and the doctor said
he thought that infection from my teeth was the cause of the trouble

and I had them extracted, but still my arms hmt nights and are

very lame when I try to lift something. I can still punch the keys of
the typewriter without much discomfort, but carniot lift anvthmg.
Well, maybe we have no kick cm fling as we have been busy many
years, and I always hoped to kee1 busy right up to the end of the
trail and make the exit snappy, b ut of course we will have to take
what comes to us.

Was thinking about you last night, and it occurred to me that

you should get a lot of satisfaction in looking back over the long trail

you have traveled. I feel very grateful for having been busy all the
way, and when I think of my ex perience in the timber and in the
camps I worked in when younger. I realize that it's been a wonderful

game.

Your experience has been longer and richer than mine, as you
have been on some serviceable job all the time and made good on all
of them. After I got to selling timber I had to be in the office a great
deal of the time and lost a lot of good times in the woods.
You have known three generations of people in Lincoln, Benton,
Polk and Linn Counties; the people who were about the age of your

parents, then those who were about your agemost of them gone
nowand you have seen their children grow grey, and their children

grow to manhood and womanhood. They all know you and call you
Andy, and frankly, Andy, I have never heard any of them say anything but a good word for you. That is really something to achieve
during a long, useful life.
I often think of the good old I ellows like Clark Copeland and his
brother Si, and Charley Crosno, 2 urn Ross, Frank Stanton, Bill and
Mike Mackey, and many others of the same kind, who are gone now,
but somehow I often feel like the are still round. We knew some of
the higher-ups, like McFadden o Corvallis, Weatherford of Albany,
Hamilton of Rosehurglegal lig bits. While their professions were
such that, in defending a client, tiiey made some enemies on the opposition side, and while that was not so pleasant, they got lots of
satufactjon out of their successes and no doubt would not have traded
their careers for ours, but I know they had great admiration for our
kind and were glad that we were their friends.
I think we have considerable in common, as there are not many
sections of timber west of the Cascades in Oregon that we do not know

the stand and kind of timber on most of them. Of course you pioneered in most of it as you surveyed many rugged, isolated townships
and did a wonderfully good job of it under cimcumstances that would
look impossible to the present day surveyors. I have run onto your
cruiser's mark on witness trees in all of the coast counties and away
up in the high elevations of the Cascades where I have been. No
matter how tired I was, it always warmed my heart to see your mark
on the trees. When we finished our day's work in the timber, we
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could go straight home or to camp without looking at our compass,
and if it was too late to get to camp, we could lie down under a tree
and sleep soundly all night long, knowing that there was some kind
bear, cougar or wildcat watching over us, guarding our slumbers so
that no harm would come to us! Sometimes I have regretted that I
did not go to college and get a better, polished education, but still I
had my choice of getting a book education, or getting it from Nature's
big book, which is open to all of us, and I chose the latter by working
ii logging and minmg camps and in sawmills, and later in the big
wide spaces where the big fine tr ees grow thick and tall.
Now that the shadows are getting longer and the trail dimmer,
iii looking back over it all, I think I would make the same decision
again, if the opportunity was offered. Selling timber has not been as
pleasant as the work in the woods, but it paid better. I have run up
against some little men who would try to horn in on a deal, and when
r liad to iguore them, appare ntly made enemies of some of them, who
did some hanniess knocking. I car ned on in my own way and have
done some business right along a nd learned to not let little things
upset me. Have done business wit h a few millionaires, who are big,
rugged individuals like you and m e, but apparently had more brains
than us, or were luckier. Anyway I found them pleasant and agreeable and have been able to keep if eir respect and their confidence in
my ability and integrity, which is lot of satisfaction.
As stated, you have more than I have to be grateful for, as your
work still stands as a monument to your integrity and ability. In all
my experience I have never met a man who would not accept a line
you would rim between land owners.
Just thought I would like to write you how the picture looked to
me as it unfolded as I looked back over it last night, and I think you

will agree that it's been a wonderful experience. We were lucky
enough to live in the best country on earth, and at a time when opportunities were open to all, with no interference by law or by mandate, if we carried on honestly. I sometimes wish that I might have
checked out earlier and not have lived to see the mess our country

is in now, but there has been nothing we could do about it, and I
have tried not to worry, as I may not live to see the worst of t.
I would like to go down and have a visit with you, Andy, but
don't know whether I will get around to it or not. Anyway I want
you to know that you have my sympathy in your illness, and my
kind regards and best wishes.
Sincerely, your old friend, (Jack)
A. W. Morgan

Andy had a mark that looked like a lizard climbing up a tree,
and was known as "Andy's Lizard." I was down in Siskiyou County.
California, several years ago, looking up some timber for someone,
and ran onto his mark on a witness tree at a corner. When I saw him

again, told him it surprised me, and he said that he surveyed that
township for the Government. He said he saw a deer kill a rattlesnake
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uii that survey. Said he saw the deer jumping high and coming down
with all four feet, and spring high in the air again and light away
from the object it was striking, and it looked so strange that they went
over to see what it was doing, and saw that it had cut a big rattlesnake to pieces with its sharp hoofs.
I got to see Andy once after I wrote him that letter. W. E. Boeing.
Jr., and I were going to Newport and I asked him if he would like
to meet the best woodsman I ever knew, and he said he would, and
we went m and Mrs. Porter came out and met us and said that Andy
was around the house working in his flowers and she would call him,
but wanted to thank me for the nice letter I wrote him, said it cheered
him up and did him a lot of good. When Andy came round the house
T saw that he was bent over and had failed a lot, as he stood as straight
a a bean pole when I saw him last before that. He lived a year or so
after that and is sleeping up in the Newport Cemetery now where Ira

Wade and a number of my good old friends are sleeping away
eternity.
hi thinking back over the years when there were few roads and

no automobiles in the Siletz country, when I put in the summers
watching out for fires, I stayed at the hotel at Siletz part of the time.
A. C. Crawford lived on a farm in Section 20, 9-10, and they kept
people who wanted to stop, and Len Mowery had bought a couple of
allotments down in Section 1, 9-1 1, and hal a good sized house and
kept travelers, and Gus Ketola, Bill Scott. John Lloyd and L. D. WTood

were living on the river below that, all making farms on the bottom
land along the river. They all seemed a part of the country then, and
I stopped with them when night overtook me down there, and they
were all helpful in guarding against fires, as they realized that they
really had an interest in that timber as the timber owners were paying the big end of taxes by that time to help build roads, schoolhouses,
and general county expenses. When they burned their little slashmgs
they waited until the wind went down and watched to see that fire
did not start from smouldering logs and debris.
I remember one hard day I had in Section 30. 9-9. Hoover had

a claim there and had burned a stump early and it went out, hut

later the fire flared up and ran over a few acres of fern land and mto
timber and killed a few trees, but had run out when I got there. But
there were a number of chunks still burning arid I went in the woodshed and found a bucket and watered out every smoke by night, and
had no more trouble there. However, there was a Mr. Werner had a

claim adjoining this one on the eastmostly m the old burn

covered with ferns. I think he had a house on it then, but was not
at home that day. Later on a man named Brown acquired that claim
where the fire was and lie shot and killed Werner and buned him in
a little draw. When Werner did not show up, Sheriff Bert Geer went
over to investigate and took Ike Washington, an Indian, with him,
and Ike was a tracker and he found where Werner was buned, and
Brown pleaded guilty and got a short sentence in the pen.
Another day I had been watering out a fire that was on Matt
Ojala's place on Camas Prairie where he was making a farm and he
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had burned some brush and the fire had run out in the brush and
was smoking in some old logs. I suppose he thought there was no
danger, and as it developed there was not, but I could not stand to
see a smoke near the timber, and this was right at the edge of that
south tract of timber. I tried to chop it out of the rotten logs and douse

it with dirt, but it had too good a hold, so I went down to Ojala's
woodshed and got a bucket and, Martin, their boy, came out and got

a bucket and went with me and helped carry water and drown the
fire entirely out.
At four p.m., I says to Martin, "That is it."and a cloud had
boiled up from the southwest and it started to rain, and did it rain!
We were soaked through before wc got to the house, and I went on to
the hotel at Siletz where I had a :hange of clothes. I really enjoyed
that soaking, as it was late in the fall and no rain up to that time. I
remember that I took off my hat and looked up into the clouds and
said, "Rain, rain, the blessed rain!' Martin did not enjoy it so much.
and he scooted for shelter. I think that if he had asked his mother she
might have told him that this rain was coming. 'When we were on the
1

homestead, Ojalas lived on the rive: r just below where the Ojala bridge
is now. Mrs. Ojala made good butte r and we got our butter from them.

Matt was a jolly good fellow and liked to visit with us as we went
back and forth to Siletz, and he w lked out to the river with me and
said, "It's going to rain soon." It was a fine, clear August day, and I
said, "No, there is no rain in sight yet." He said, "Yes. Lena (that was
his wife) don't feel good, and she always feels that way just before
a good rain." I thought it must be something else besides rain that was
bothering her, and went on home. Next day Judge Evans, who was
visiting with us on the homestead then, and Gus Fribert and John Olin
decided to go down to the mouth )f Cedar Creek, as there were lots
of deer hung out there and the blu ebacks were in, and we took along
a few cooking utensils and some fo )d and blankets to sleep in. I think
we got down there in time to get a nice mess of bluebacks for our
supper. We camped on a sand bar so as to make no danger of starting
u fire, and we spread our blankets on the sand after telling stories
until late, and I looked up at the bright stars and thought we would
he up early for a good long day. But some time before morning the
rain came pouring down on us and it was so dark we could not see
where to go to get out of itin fa t there was no shelter near there.
We just had to take it until dayligh t and it was still pouring down all
ihat day. We rolled up our heddir ig and trekked back to the homestead. I don't remember that I sai'I anything about the "blessed rain"
but I did tell the boys what Matt said about Lena, and they said she
surely knew her onions. Matt passed over the river several years
ago, and Martin still lives on the farm and his mother is still living
there with him and his little family.

I think it was 1940 that Harvey Hill took about twenty high

school boys and moved into some of the old cabins at my place to train

them how to fight fires and kept them busy cleaning out trails and
brush along the roads. This was under our Warden's instructions, but

I don't remember who paid the expenses of this training. However,
Mdllurn was down every few days, and my son, Joe, had bought an
old phone and the Fire Patrol had a line down that far and we had
been hooked onto it several years. When George wanted to give Hill
mstructions I would call him over. Hill had a bunch of boys there for
two years, and after that George had a patrolman down that way
every day, and I could listen in every morning for the lookout's report
from the Euchre Mountain lookout.
I was at the Landing all these summers and had a good garden
in and did some clearing on the place, and had two grandsons big
enough to hold the pole trolling when we wanted fish, and time went
by. George would always drop in when down that way and discuss
the situation with me. I think that Hill's boys helped subdue a few
small fires, but there were no had fires started after Mellum came in
as Warden up to the time I had to give up and quit the place, as my
arms played out so that I could not take care of things, and Zenas
Copeland came down the fall of 1914 and wanted to buy the place and

I let him have it, as I knew he would take good care of it and be as
careful and watchful about fires as I had been. He had a broken home
and wanted a place to live quiet and restaway from everything. He
was Si Copeland's youngest son and had been a wandererseen lots
of the world, and I knew he was of good stock and would be dependable. He told me that I could come down and visit with him whenever

I felt like it. And after I had my teeth extracted my arms got well,
and I went back down the fall of 1945, and we would talk till midnight lots of nights, as we knew the same people, and lie would fish
with me at times, and later on he was lucky enough to marry a fine
woman and they are getting along good. His wife, Mary, has been as
nice to me as he has been, and I have been down there fishing quite
a lot. Of course I always take along enough groceries to know that I
am not sponging on them, still I think I would be just as welcome if
I did not. There is no other place that I like to fish as well as I do in
the Siletz River. I have been there so long that I know where to find
them, and I do not believe there is another river where the steelhead
fight so hard. When I was living on the place I had a big float on the
river and a couple of boats to troll with and I let people fish on the
float.

There were two good fellows who fished from the float when
they caine down, Ernest Leonetti and Mike Amatto. They were quiet
and always wanted to be helpful. I had lots of garden and they would
bring potatoes and vegetables here to the home when they came back
Sunday nights. After I sold the place to Copeland, they were down
looking for a place to put their boat in and saw Copeland out in the
road and told him that they were looking for a place to put a boat in,
as they wanted to fish there below his float, and that I had always
let them fish from the float. Copeland told them if I had let them fish

from the float he knew they were all right, and that they could go

ahead and fish there. It was lucky for me that he did, as they asked inc
to go with them, and like the Copelands, they looked out for me like

I was their father, though I think I can get round as good as any of
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them yet, still it's good to know that they want to help me. I insisted
'n buymg the gas one way, but would he just as welcome if I did not.
We usually catch a few steelheads and a few silversides each year and
lots of Jack salmon. Jimmy Bollinger has a couple of floats at Cedar
Creek with stoves on them where we can keep warm and dry on
ramy days, and it's a good place for steelhead. I heard Leonetti and
Mike try to lease one of the floats for the season, but lie said he could
not do that, "but if you come here with Morgan you can alwa s get
the float, as I have known him for more than forty years and never

heard anyone say a word against him, and when I rent the float I

tell them if Morgan conies they will have to get off for that day." This
pleased the boys and it pleased me too, as it was good to know he felt
that way, but I thought that he had not been at the right place at the
right time, as he might have heard some ver uncomplimentary re-

marks if he had.
We had an epidemic of pitch borers several years ago, and I had

to stop it, as I knew it was very injurious to the trees. Pitch is a

substance that the fir and spruce trees can manufacture in some way
to fill lesions or cracks in the side of the trees that are made by the
wind swaying the trees back and forth. I guess the right name of the
substance is turpentine, but it's been called pitch in the logging camps
and I think always will be. There seemed to be quite a demand for

it that year and the price went up so that the boys that were not

working at Siletz could make a few dollars gathering the pitch. They
bored the trees with an inch auger in four places round the tree, nearly
to the center of it and that let in the air to start decay in the tree, and
the bad part of it was, they said they found pitch in only one tree out
of twelve they bored. With C. D. Johnson's help I got them stopped
as lie too knew how it injured the trees. And naturally some of the
boys were sore. I felt bad about having to stop them from making a
few dollars, but could not see the trees mutilated in that way.
Everything went along all right as to fires until late in September, 1946. Western Logging Company and Oregon Pulp Company
decided to burn some slashing in 8-9 and the east wind sprang up and
the fire ran over the ground that had been burned over the year before and ran through some of the Oregon Pulp timber and into their
slashing and burned their camp and one donkey for them and groundkilled some timber, which they logged right away and did not have

much if any loss on it. The camp was built right at the head of a
gulch that had been logged and the timber had been filled into the

gulch and tops and debris piled up very deep, so that it was a raging
inferno when the fire got to it on the east wind. The fire ran over to
the edge of the slashing and went up against the young growth and
died down, though it looked bad. Mellum had got up there with his
equipment the first day and they did everything possible to stop it. I
happened to be down at Copeland's fishing and Mellum stopped there
on his way home and said that he would like to have me go up to the

fire with him next morning. When we got up there the wmd had

eased up some arid they had the fire trailed, but a big bunch of them
had been up all night and were worn out and scared too. They were

taking all the machinery out, but I told them that the worst was over
and there was no more danger. Of course I knew the situation better

than they did and had a hard time to stop them. Next morning it

siarted raining about the time we got up there, and you never saw a
happier bunch than they all were. They had George call his lookout
man up on the top of Euchre and tell him to get out of there and go
out south on the old trail. Since then there have been no fires of any
consequence. Melluni has kept on the job and has had everything
ready to subdue a fire if one got started. This is June 13th, 1955.
I heard over the radio June 11th that George Mellum, our County
Warden for the Association, had a head-on collision with a logging
truck the day before, near Eddyvile. and that his assistant was killed
instantly, and that he was badly injured. This was very disturbing
as it was the first accident of the kind that had occurred during the
life of the Association. I went down and saw George in the hospital a
couple of weeks later and he was much improved but badly bruised
up yet. He had recovered some from the shock but was badly worried
over it and said he did not know how it happened as he could remember nothing about it. Said they were going to Springfield to a forestry
meeting and were late getting started. 1-le must have been driving very
fast, but he could remember nothing about it. It appeared to me that

he had gone to sleep or blacked out. He continued to improve and
will no doubt fully recover. I am wondering if this will make him

lose confidence in his driving. I have ridden around considerably with

him and thought he was a very careful., competent driver. Anyway
it will not incapacitate him from controlling fires, and I hope that he
will be able to continue on the job and take care of the timber as he
has in the past.
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CHAPTER IX

FRIENDSHIP IN ABUNDANCE

This will not be complete without telling about some of the
cruisers who came into our homestead while we were there. As I
remember, the first one was Billy Price of Vancouver, Washington.
He said they told him at Toledo that I could show him lines and
corners and might compass for him. He had a blueprint and had the

claims marked that he wanted to cruise, and they were all in walking
distance from our place and I told him I would go with him and that
we would stay at our place and not have to camp out. I went to get a
bucket of water, and he says to my wife," I know your husband now,
he bought the fur that McFIhaney and he got over on Keriia Lake in
Alaska when they got back to Sunrise the spring of 1900." And she

says, "Yes, we were there." He came up there after everything 'as

taken, and Cook Inlet was not a rich country like the Kiondike, though
several creeks that paid better wages. I had an interest in a claim on

Lynx Creek and worked it out in five years. While living on the
claim most of the winter of '99, caught a few martin and mink and
when McElhaney and Price came in from their winter trapping, the
spring of 1900, they wanted to sell their fur arid I bought it and
shipped it out with mine. I think I saw Price oniy once, as he came

back out. He lived at Vancouver and cruised for most of the operators
around there.
Of course we had pleasant evenings reminiscing of our experiences in Alaska. I think he came to see me in the office a few times
after that, when we had moved to Portland. He passed away many
years ago.
The next I remember was John Marrs, who lived near Lebanon.
He was cruising for Mann & Montgomery. He and his compassman
just stayed one night with us, and I showed him a number of corners
next day. He was in there a few times after this, and he was not an

old manwould say around fiftybut he died a year or so later.
The next was George McBride. He too was cruising for Mann

& Montgomery. He was a fine fellow. He was Judge McBride's only
son, and had been admitted to the bar and practiced law at Astoria
for awhile, but lie did not take to law practice, and liked to he out. I
think that Ford & Stokes of Astoria sent him to Toledo to look after
their business there, as they bought that old mill at Toledo and George,

with other work, did their cruising around Toledo, and when they
sold the mill to Louis Montgomery, George stayed with him and did
a lot of cruising for them for awhile. His mark is on the witness trees
of nearly every corner and quarter post out in that country. I think
lie picked up some purchases for Mann & Montgomery, as they bought

several claims out there for the Oregon Yellow Fir Company. Later
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on a young redheaded man named Frank Gatrell came in there with
a man named Stonedall, who had some money to buy timber with,
and he and George McBride worked together, George doing the
cruismg and using the cmises he had from working for others. Later
on I think that Stonedall put his timber in the Yellow Fir Company
and took stock in the company for it. While George and Gatrall were

scouting round they stayed at the Sietz Hotel one night and next
morning, when they got up, Gatrell missed his purse which had a

one hundred dollar bill in it. They looked round everywhere and went
back over the road they came in on. Gatrell offered a reward for the
return of the purse and had a nuni ber of people looking for it. About
a week later they were at the hotel again one night when George felt
something in the bottom of his sho e in the heel, and found the purse
where it fitted in his shoe which, 1 y the way, was a big shoe.
George finally got a homestead over in Section 32, 9-10, and took
his family out there and lived on it until he cormnuted and got his

patent, and sold it to Harry Davi s. He came back to Portland and
opened a law office again, and I think he had a number of clients
that he took care of, but this lasted only a few years and he gave up
the office and went to cruising aga in. I saw him often, as we liked to
visit together when not too busy. Eie had a lot of talent in drawing
and painting, and had a school I iere for awhile, where he taught
drawmg and painting. He too pas sed away a few years ago, which
was regrettable as he was not an old man yet.
Archy Mackim had a homestead over on Jay Bird Creek, and I
got acquainted with him in there and he did considerable cruising in
there while on his homestead, and after he sold his claim went back

to Michigan and got married and came back here and bought a house
and went to cruising permanently. The Crown-Zellerbach Company
had him employed by the year and several years ago he came in and
was iii their office making out his report on his last trip and he told
Mr. Stamm that he was getting sick and would have to go home. He
got home and lay down on the couch and his wife asked him if he

would like a cup of tea, and he aid, "Yes." And she went to the
kitchen and made the tea and brou{ ht in a cup to him and found that

he was dead before she got back. Th at was something like dying in the

harness, but it was too had that he had to go so young.
While discussing the boys that were at Toledo and Siietz, will

tell you about Gatrell. This was after we had been in Toledo for

awhile and I had gone out to the claim to look up something and was

ready to come home. Had my breakfast and started out and heard
someone yell at me and looked up the creek and saw Gatreli coming
and waited for him, and when he got to the house he said, "Have you

got anything to eat?" And I said, "Sure," and went in and cooked him
a good breakfast. He said he had been up the creek a few miles, as
there was a claim up there that was held up and that a lot of people
thought that if he would squat on it he could get the preference if and
when it could be cancelled. He had gone up the trail on the main ridge
and found the claim and started down the creek to come out and the
trails had grown up and it was farther than he anticipated it was and
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he had to build a fire and stayed 1 here all night. He had nothing to
eat since breakfast the day before and was getting very- hungry. In
sleeping round his fire he had got Ius face blacked up and smoked up
so it looked awful with his red hair but I did not say anything about
it and he did not wash his facet )O hungry I suppose, and we went
in to Siletz. It was not quite lunch time so we went in the store for
awhile and then over to the hotel w here there was a big wooden basin
with bowls in it to wash in and thE re was a big mirror in front so he
could see his face. He threw up hi hands and says, "My God! Why
didn't you make me wash my fac e this morning?" I said I did not
care whether he washed his face o r not, as it was rather amusing to
look at. He says, "I see now what those Indians were laughing about
over at the store."
As stated, I knew most of the cruisers here in Portland, and I
think that Jack Cusack was the mo st prominent one, as Puter had his
picture in his book, with a packsack on his back ready to start in the
woods. This really gave him notoriety and he was busy all the time,
nd was a good woodsman He too passed over the river several years
ago. I went out with him one Sunday not long before he passed away.
He sent word to me to go up and see him at one of those cheap hotels
on the west side, and I saw that he was a sick man. He said that he
had a cancer in his mouth and the doctor came every morning and
gave him a shot that killed the pain for that day. Said he knew of a
claim over across the Clackamas River that he thought was a good
buy and would go out with me and show me the corner, as a doctor
friend of his had a summer home there on the creek, ar a road that
was passable in the summer. I to Id him that 1 would go with him
Sunday as my son, Jim, could get o ff Sundays to drive us out. We had
to wait awhile at the hotel as his doctor was late getting there to give
him his shot. He knew the road out to the place and the section corner
was right by the road. Jim started to look for a shade to leave the car
in for him, but he said he wanted it in the sun as he was cold all the
time. He stayed in the car while 'e double run the claim. There was
only about a million feet of scattering timber big enough to mill on
it, which was not enough to make it worth anything then, but there

was a good stand of young timber coming inaround six to ten
inches. I wished afterwards that I had bought it myself so he could

have got a couple of hundred dollars commission on it while he was
alive. He said he was very happy to get out that day as it would be
his last day in the timber. He passed away two or three weeks later.
Lester Clark's funeral was last Tuesday, and Archy Johnston's
funeral was a week ago Wednesday. He was past 80, but Lester was
not that old. They were the last of the old gang that was here when I
came to Portland. Those who are here now started in after I came
here. I knew Jerry McGillicuddy, C. Harris, Frank Noble and Watt
Peebles of Grays Harbor. They were all fine fellows and capable and
honest. All are gone now. And I knew Charles Phillips and Henry
Whittier of Seattle, and A. A. McDonald of Everett.
McDonald came into the Siletz soon after Frye bought his timber.
Frye sent him in to check the cruises he bought on. He came in again
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when Mr. Boeing started to buy in there, and I think he cruised all

of the Boeing timber. He got a bad fall coming out of Section 13, 9-9.
His son was with him, compassing for him, and when they got down

to Sunshine Creek they struck a place with a high gravI bank and
the boy had got down, and when A. A. started to let himself down by
hanging on to a vine maple, it broke and he rolled down and struck
on some boulders with his back and hips and got badly bruised. He
could not get up or stand up, so the boy hurried out to Valsetz and
got a horse and a man to help him and they got him out to Valset
that mght and came on in on the train next day. His son called me
up from the hotel and I went over. He was suffering some yet, though
they had a doctor go over him and did not find any broken bones, but,
gave him something to relieve the pain. He says, "Jack, I want this
to be a lesson to you." He knew that I used to work alone a great deal,
even ran compass for myself. He says, "Never go in the woods alone
again." He said if he had been alone he never would have got out of
there. He was getting well along in years then1 but kept cruising as
long as he could get around, but finally played out and passed on
several years ago.
I knew Arthur Dodwell of South Bend, Washington. He was a
fine fellow and an excellent judge of timber and a very careful and
efficient cruiser. He too is gone now.
I also knew George Williams of Bayview, Oregon. He was another fine man and a good cruiser, but he too is gone.
I had forgotten to mention I-Toward Holland who has put in most

of his long life cruising and buying timber for his friends. He is a
good judge of timber and a natural woodsman. He finally bought
considerable timber for himself and is still busy; has an office in the
U. S. Bank Building, with Robert Noyes, who is also a good judge of
timber and they have been logging some for years and both on easy

street now, but they surely earned it the hard way and had sense
enough to hang on to what they have made. Howard thinks he is
getting old, but I think I am ten or twelve years older than he is.
And I am still here.

Of all the boys I have known and been in the timber with, I

think Watt Peebles was the pleasantest one to be out with, but maybe

it as because I worked with him more than with any of the others
He smoked a lot in the woods and was always smiling, even when he
had the old pipe in his month. He used to say, when he stopped to
smoke, that I was the only man he ever knew who was any good in
the woods that did not smoke or chew snoose.
There was a little incident that I will not forget that occurred
the winter that Watt and I were working in the Siletz timber stayin
in my homestead cabin. When I built my cabin I ceiled it inside an
overhead with light split cedar shakes and tacked wall paper over the
shakes to make it warmer, and I just tacked the ceiling up overhead
with short nails. I made a place to put up some of the heavy groceries
overhead by laying heavy pieces of split cedar that was on top of the
cross pieces and had a place to go up and get them when needed. Still
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had some beans, rice and sugar up there when we moved away, as I
plairned to be back occasionally. Wat.t had seen me go up to get beans
and nce and he did not know that there was only so much that Was
safe to walk on, and when we caine in late one evening and started a
lire. I went out to the creek to get a bucket of water, and Watt though
that he would go up and get some beans to have them cooking that
night, and when I started in the door, there was a crash, and Watt
had stepped off the safe place and the ceiling gave way and he came
down with the ceiling and wall paper hanging to him and lit on his
hands and knees and spread out on the floor with beans all over him.
and all over the house. He straightened up slowly, rubbing his knees.
and says, "What kind of a g
ci
mantrap have you got here?"
When I was sure there were no bones broken I had to laugh. When
he got back and looked at the wreck lie began to laugh and said he
must have looked like an old hear coming down head first all spread
nut and the beans rattling. While I got supper, he got a hammer and
some nails and got a box to stand on and tacked up the ceiling and
tacked the paper over it so you could hardly tell where the break was.
hut he would stand back and laugh to beat the band, and said maybe
he could get a job in the movies when he got too old to cruise.

I noticed by the paper that a man named Duvall killed two

cougar during the last year. in the Euchre Mountain distrct, which
was our stomping ground while on our homesteads, and i F reminded
me that our bunch killed three there while living on the homesteads.
That seemed to be a favorite hunting ground for cougar, as we often
saw their tracks in the snow where they had followed is when on the
trail and when cruising in the timber. I killed the first one. Had gone
over to Jesse Shay's place on Cedar Creek as I was to withess for him
in making his proof on his homestead the following Tuesday, and this
was on Sunday. We would have to go to Toledo on Monday in order

to get to Portland on time, and he had two dogs and wanted me to
take them home with me and keep them there until we got back from
Portland. On the way home they treed a cougar and I shot it. It was
medium sized, and I knew they hunt in bunches, and Lem Stratton
was at our place and I told him that there should be at least one more
out there, and that he, Seese and McGill should go back over to where

I killed this one, and take the dogs and try to get the others. They
went, but apparently missed the cougar as they went down on the
Cedar Creek side, and Lem and Seese went a different trail back to
their home, while McGill and his dogs went back the trail they went
down on, and when McGill got near his place his dog ran onto a
cougar right on the trail, and put it up a tree. McGill was no doubt
scared or excited, as he shot at its head and broke its ankle at its foot.
It jumped down and the dog ran it down into a canyon and bayed it
hut he was afraid to go down and finish it, as it was getting late. He
went over to Seese and Stratton the next morning and they took the
four dogs down to where the cougar was and the dogs jumped onto the
crippled cougar and killed it before any of them could shoot it.

There was a third cougar in that bunch and it had gone to the
crippled one in the canyon, but had run into the timber when the
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dogs got there. McGill's dog no doubt saw it go, and he went after it
as soon as the other one was dead, and treed it in less than a quarter

of a mile from the other one, and Seese shot it. There was only the
three in the gang, as the boys hunted all round in there with the dogs
nd could not raise any more.
However, there was a man named Howard, who was living on
his homestead over on Buck Creek, a few miles east of us. I was over
that way soon afterwards and he came out and asked me to go in anti
see his cougar skin. He had got his homestead by contesting a former
entr-vman, and I think was a little nervous, as he carried a big revolver

on his hip when he was out of his house. He said he was carrying a
load of shakes from his shake tree to his house and when he threw the
shakes clown and looked round, the cougar was not more than ten
feet from him and was standing looking at him, with one front foot

up to take another step. Said he jerked his revolver out of the scabbard
and shot it in the head. He said carrying the revolver evidently saved
his life. I told him that I did not think so as I thought it just wanted
to be sociable, as it was no doubt lonely. The one I killed was standing
on a hmb and the dogs barking at it, and when I got to them it looked
down at me in such a friendly way I was really ashamed to shoot it.

Several years later my son. Joe, and I were going up Euchre
Mountain on our old trail. I was ahead of him and saw something
whisk out of the frail ahead of me; was not looking directly that way
and just saw it light in the fern brake above the trail, and it had a
black tip on the end of its tail, which was still where I could see it,
and I thought it was a marten and told Joe to hurry up and he could
see a rriarten. 'When he got up to me, he says, "Where is it?" And I
stepped out toward it and pointed my finger at it, and a cougar raised
up out of the brake and looked at us and waved its long tail, and then
took a couple of jumps up the hill and lit on a windfall and turned
round and looked at us and waved its tail a few times and jumped
off and disappeared in the timber We went on and did the work we
had to do, and as we came back on the trail, saw the cougar's tracks
iii ours, where it had followed us a mile or more on the trail.
My thoughts going back to Buck Creek brings to mind another
homesteader that I had not mentioned. This was Emil T Radant. He
was not in our bunch, as I did not locate him but met him through
Judge Evans, who was his attorney at the time, and Mr. Radant
wanted to get a Siletz homestead and there were a few quarter sections on Buck Creek that the claimants had been held up on, that is,
had not got their patents after they made proof, and there was a
chance that they might be cancelled, and Evans would watch the
books in the land office, and if they should be cancelled, the first
one who offered a filing on them would get them. You had to swear
that: you had been over the land when offering a filing, and Evans
wrote me that Radant wanted to go over those claims that were held
up so he could file at once if they were cancelled, and set a day for
inc to meet him at Siletz and take him in to my place and take him
over the land the next day. When I met him I found that he was a
very positive character and was determined to have his own way
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about everything. The stage got to Siletz about noon and we got lunch
at the hotel there, and the days we e short and we would have to hike
right along to get to my place befoie dark, and I suggested that he get
a horse to ride, and he says, "Are you riding?" And I said no, that I
was used to walking and could go as fast as any horse. He says, "I will

show you that I can walk as fast is you can, and I have a new pair
of shoes that I just want to get into and walk." I told him that was
worse, as new shoes were always ILard to walk in until you got them
broke to your feet. He said he had Ithese made to fit him by a German
shoemaker in Portland, and he kne w they would fit and make his feet
feel good. He was a German hiinse lf, and like most Germans thought
they could do anything better than anyone else. So we lit out and by
the tinie we got down to Euchre Creek I could see that he had begun
o lag, and thought he was limping some too. I had a pony there in old
Jennie Rooney's pasture and I proposed that we get her so he could
ride on it, and he turned it down and said he could walk it if I could.
When we started climbing the rn ountain he began to slow up and
kept getting slower axici I saw it ' as going to get dark if we did not
keep going. I would walk on ahernft and sit down until he caught up
with me and then get up and go ag iiii. About the third time I did this,
when he came up to me. I got up tc go and he yelled at me, "When in
hell am I going to get to rest?" I ;aid, "Well, maybe you had better
rest a few minutes," as I could see he was about all in. But I told him
we were going to be in dark soon and there was no moon and we
should go as fast as possible. He really had guts, as he worried along
as fast as he could. We came to George Beireis' place on the trail about
dark, and he says, "Here we are at last!" And I had to tell him that

we were not there vet, but it woul d be down hill the next half mile,

but if he thought he could not niake it, we would camp there at

Beireis' cabin until morning. He vanted to know if I could keep in
the trail in the dark and I told him I could as I knew every turn in
it. I went slow so he could keep close to me and when we got down to
the foot of the hill, Lambert Nelson's clearing let in some light so we
could see his house, and Radant said, "Here we are at last!" And he
said he was glad, as he could not possibly stand to go any farther.

Lainbert and Beireis had made proof and left, but I knew he had

some long shakes in his woodshed. And I went back and split up some
shakes, as I told him to Sit down and rest and it was only a half mile
farther but with two little creeks to cross on foot-logs and we would
have to have some light to make it. I made a torch with the split shakes

and carried a bunch of extras under the other arm and they lasted
until we got to my place. He fell over on a couch we had, and could

not eat much. His heels were skinned and he cursed his German shoemaker. Next day I suggested that we rest one day, for I knew he was

tired and sore, but he insisted on going over to the claims on Buck
Creek, and I put my compass bag on and got my Jacob staff, and he
said he wanted one too, and I had an extra one, and Euchre Creek was
up, and when we got down to Nelson's place there was a tree across
the creek to cross on, for the trail to Buck Creek went up the ridge
from there. But this log was steep, as it fell off the hill on the other
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side and he could not walk it, and tried to crawl and could not. I could
not carry him for it was so steep, so we went on down to a drift that
was across the creek, and I went across on the drift, as I had on cork
shoes, but I told him he had better not try it, but he said he would
try it, and if he fell in between the logs I could pull him out. 1 was
scared stiff for him, but he made it in good shape and I bragged on
him, which pleased him and we made it over to the claims where he
could see well over them from up on the ridge and then went down
so he could swear he had been on all of them, and got back by dark.
He slept late next morning and it was raining, and I suggested
that we stay there until the next day as we could not get to Siletz in
me to get the stage. But he thought we could, and said we would try
it, but he went so slow that it was almost dark when we got over to
the old Jennie Roonje house, and there was a family named Scott
living in the house then. I told him that I would catch my pony and
he could ride in on it, but he said. "Let's see if we can stay all night
with these people." I tried to discourage him, as I knew they were
hard up and possibly did not have much to eat, but he was wet by
this time and went to the door and asked Mrs. Scott if we could stay
all night, and she said sure, they never turned anyone away, especially

when it was raining and cold. They did not have much to eat for
dmner, but Mrs. Scott asked a very long blessing. which made up for
it. When we got to the stove, he said he did not see much to be thank-

ful for, and they did not have much wood and he shivered until we
went up stairs where we had to sleep in the same bed, which was
hard and damp. It was a good thing that I was in the bed with him
and he crowded up against rue and got warm. Next morning I got my
pony and he rode to Siietz and I rode back to the pasture and went
on home.

I did not hear anything more from Radant until I went to Portland a month or so later on to witness for someone who was makmg
proof, and I called Evans up and he said that Radant had bought a
relinquishment on the NE1% of Sec. 5, 9-9, and wanted me to get
someone to build him a house on it. I got Lambert Nelson to go in and
build the house. with the help of Ab Townsend who lived near there,
and I laid out a trail for them so he could get in with a horse. Later
on Mr. Radant moved on the place with his wife arid daughter. who
were both very fine women. Everyone liked them, but few people
liked him, and I do not believe he wanted anyone to like him unless
they could help him in some way.
They cleared up a garden and raised vegetables and flowers and
lived on the place the fourteen months as required to make the commutation proof and made proof and soon got his patent. By that lime
he decided to buy some Indian allotments on what was known as the
Upper Farm which was quite an area that was open for some reason.
He built a house and a big barn on it and had to fence itwhich all

ran into moneyand of course bought cattle and horses and had
several hired men for some time. Then the bridge across the river
gave way, and he tried to get the county to build another one, but
they would not for they planned to grade a road from the Rock Creek
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road to his place in time, but this did not suit Radant, and he said he
would show them that he could build his own bridge, and some engineer sold him on the idea of a suspension bridge, which ran into big
money, but it held up until the county built the road round, though
it began sagging right away as the engineer did not make a good job
of it. It seemed that the tide turned against Mr. Radant at this time,

as he had been unusually successful (or lucky) so far. He told me
that he had started in with a little brewery in a little town in Wisconsiii and had made good beer a nd bought the two saloons in the

town, so that his was the only beer sold, and someone bought him out
and paid him $125.000 cash. Befo re this, he and some business men
iii the town had gone down into Oklahoma and bought and leased
some oil land and drilled arid strt ck oil, and that when he came to
Portland, while waiting to get his Iiomestead, he had bought ten acres
of land where the Reed College dcided to locate, and he sold it and
cleared $15,000. I think I had got him $9,000 for his homesteadso
everything he had touched so far Iiad turned to gold, and he thought
it would always be this way. He lx ught a tractor and a little sawmill,
as there was some timber on his land that ran up the hill. He cut
lumber to build him a finer home, as he was going to show the natives
how to live. He told me that dividends on his oil stock had, at that
time, brought him in $50,000. For some reason his partners in the oil
company decided to sell the Oklahoma property and buy a big tract
of supposed oil land in California, and of course it took money to do
this and drill wells. I don't know how much Mr. Radant put into it,

hut I think about all he had left. nd got a number of his friends to
put up all they could. He wanted me to take some stock and was so
persistent that he said if I would put in $5,000 he would reimburse
me if they did riot strike oil. I told him I would not have the stock if
he would give it to me. as I knew iothing about oil. Later on he came
to Toledo to borrow $500 and wh n I made out a note he says, "If I
had had as much sense as you had when I wanted to sell you oil
stock, I would not have to do this now." He went on to say that he
did not feel very sorry for the Hall brothers who had a store at Siletz
then. Said they bought some stock md that old Dr. Clausies, who was
the agent's doctor at the time, put n what money he had, and that it
was arranged for the Company to ' vire Clausies if they struck oil, and
he was to go up and tell Radant, who was still selling stock, so he
could raise the price, and they di I strike a little pocket of oil, and
wired Clausies that they had struck oil and for him to notify Radant
and tell him to govern him self accordingly. The telegram came by
mail from Toledo, and Clauisies felt so good he rushed over to the
store arid showed the Halls the telegram and said, "We are all millionaires now." And said he would go up and tell Radant next mornirig. The Halls had $1,500 in their safe, and one of them jumped on
their pony and rode up that night and bought that much stock, and he
said he thought this was sharp tacti ;s. He said all the wells they drilled
were dry and that all their money vas gone to hell. Said he was going

to sell the farm as he had found out he could not make anything
there, as a neighbor who had some cattle in the hills where his ran,
67

had killed nearly all of the Radant cattle, or at least they thought so
for they were gone. I remember afterwards that Mrs. Radant said she

thought that was the meanest thing that anyone ever did to them
killed their cattle and then sold them some of the meat twice a month.
'When he could not sell the place he got a big loan on it from a

friend of his here in Portland, and they moved to Portland and his
friends got the ranch, and I think has some of it yetsold off some
of the land, but understood took a loss. Radant leased an apartment house, and Mr. Radant told me that she sold the lease in a year
for $5,000 profit, and leased another one and sold that lease for a
little less than the first one, and gave him the money and he paid
off most of his little debts with it. Then she leased another big apartment house and soon had it full, as she is a good business woman. It
brought in good money and she let him put some of it mto an oil
project that some Portland men had started up in Eastern Oregon.
Some geologists had assured them that there was oil up there. Mr.
Radairt had developed a cancer on his lip and the last time he was in
to see me said he had put $8,000 of her money into this oil stock and
had been up there and had them put a cut-off in the pipe so they
could shut it off if they struck a gusher. Said he was sure they would
strike a gusher any day that would nm a stream of oil down to the
Columbia River if he had not insis ted on a cut-off. Said he could not
live much longer, but was sure they would strike oil before he would
go, and that he would be a millionaire s'hen he died. He passed away
a few weeks after this. artd they never struck oil where they were
drilling I was very sorry that I h a fire running on some cut-over
land I had down on the Skyline rc ad and had to be there at daylight
every morning and stay until dark to hold it away from a cold deck
of logs that a fellow had on the adjoining land, until it rained, and
could not attend the funeral of the greatest optimist I have ever
known. Anyway he was very luck:y in one way as he had a wife that
was (and is) one of the best wom m that ever lived. She stayed with
him and took good care of him until the end, and I don't believe she
ever crabbed at him for his awful mistakes. She is still running the
apartment house and has most of the people who were there when she
got it (that is, those who are still alive) and has a big waiting list all
the time. His daughter married Claude Davies who had a homestead
over near the Coast and sold it for a good price, and he got a job with
the Standard Oil Company and stayed with them until he was retired
on a good pension a couple of years ago. They live in San Diego now.

I never heard her criticize her father for his mistakes, so I guess he

lived a full life anyway. He was one of those unforgettable characters.
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CHAPTER X

SILETZ EVERLASTING

The summer of 1921, C. L. Starr called me up and said that E. S.
Collins wanted to see the Siletz timber and he had told him that he
had better get me to go with him, and that Mr. Collins said he thought

that $7 a day would be enough to pay, as the trip would not be as
hard as cruising. as I would just have to keep up with him in the
woods and he could not walk very fast. I told him that would be all
right with me, as I was not busy at that time. He went on to say that
I might he needed on several trips, as Collins wanted to see all the
Siletz limber, and that I was not to try to sell him anything. Mr.
Collins had a big car and the first trip was to drive to Valsetz. His

son. Alton, went with us, and we each took a bedroll and some

groceries and a few cooking utensils. We left the car at Valsetz and
went down the South Fork trail and crossed the North Fork where
they came together, and on over to Gravel Creek where there was a
cabin with a stove and two bunks where we could camp that nighi:.
This was in 8-9. and there were trails along all the ridges, and we
went down the ridge between Gravel Creek and Elk Creek. through
Sections 13 and 14. that afternoon arid the timber looked good to

them. Mr. Collins seemed a little distrustfulor you niight say a
little cynicaiand I could not understand why, as he had no doubt
been deviled by many brokers, for Portland was fu1l of timber brokers

then and they were all busy trying to make sales, and all knew that
he had plenty of ready money, and I think he wondered if I knew
timber and the country as well as Starr told him I did. Anyway he
would stop and pick out a tree and ask me how much was in that tree.
I never hesitated, as I thought I knew what was in any tree I looked
at. And when I told him what the tree would scale, he looked at me
and then walked around the tree and looked at me again and said,
"Well, that is about what I think is in it." When he would stop in a
bunch of timber to look it over, he would pick a larger or smaller tree
and ask me how much I thought was in it, and I ould answer at
once and he would look straight at rue and would then go round the
tree and look up and would say. "Well. I think that's about right1"
and he kept that up all the time we were in the timber. When we got
back to Gravel Creek we were a half mile or so above the cahiii, and
I always carried some fish line and flies in my pocket, as the streams
in there were full of trout then, and I says, "Let's have some trout
for supper." And Mr. Collins' eyes lighted up and he says, "Do you
think you can catch a mess of trout in this little creek?" And I says,
"Sure." And I asked Alton if he would like to help, and he said he
would, and I cut two little alder poles and tied lines on each and gave
Alton one and told him to go ahead and skim out the big ones and I
would follow him and keep a hundred yards behind him. I saw his
69

father grin, and he said he would go on and start a fire in the stove
and have supper ready when we it there, and I says, "You can have
the frying pan hot to fry the trot it, as we will not be long getting
there," and I saw him grin again, rnd he said, "I hope you are right,
as there is nothing I like better ti an fresh trout." The sun had got
off the creek and the fish would si;rike for the fly by the time it hit

the water. I soon got enough for sui per arid breakfast too, and cleaned
ihem and went on down, and Altori had got a couple, as he had never

fished with a fly before. Mr. CoIl ins came to the door and his eyes
bugged out and says, "You surely lid get a mess! I thought you were
just talking, and I believe you do 1 :now timber and fish too." He said
to Alton, "Why didn't you get that many?" I said that he did better
than I did the first time! tried fly fishing, as I got only one that day.
They sure enjoyed the trout, and I think I went out and got another
hunch for breakfast. Next day we went up the ridge through 15, 10
and 9, and I think into the edge of 8, and went slow and would walk
out on each side at times. and Mir. Collins would spot a tree every
time we stopped and ask me how much was in it, and he seemed to
be surprised that I would answei him at once. I don't remember
whether it was this trip or the next one that he had a tape and a table
showing what was in a tree by the measurement of the circumference.
And when he asked me what was in a tree we would tape it after I
told him what was in it, and when he would see that my guess was
about the same as the table gave it, he looked at me and says, "How
do you know what is in a tree?" And I stopped and thought a minute
and said, "Well, I don't really know just how I know, but I do know."
And he said, "You do," and said it must be a kind of intuition, and I
thought a minute and said, "No, I do not think so, as now that I try

to think how I know, I think it must be by comparison," as I had
felled and bucked a lot of trees when I worked in camps and knew
what lots of them scaled and that I had scaled lots of logs and in the
same way I could call what a log had in it just by looking at it, and

I believe it was by comparison. I remembered that I was in the timber
with Frank Pendleton once when he asked me what the quarter section we were in would cut off, and I remembered my cruise on it, and
he said he had thought that was about what was on it, and he laughed
and said, "I'll bet you don't know how I cruise." Said that he started
logging over on the Snohomish River when he came to the coast, and
he always had the timber cruised when he bought it and would go
over it himself, and when they cut a quarter section he kept track of

what is cut off, and kept that up and later on he would go over a
quarter section and look it over cai eful1y and think of a quarter that
had about that much of a stand a nd would compare it. and in that

way he would set down what he ft iought it would cut and lie usually
came closer to it than the cruiser did, who counted the trees.
As I remember it, the next day we went up into the south side
of 7-9, on a good trail all the way, and he saw a great stand of timber
there too. He stopped and looked around often and would always pick
out a tree and ask me what was in it when we would stop. I think we

came out the next day, and coming back up the South Fork trail it
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was up hill and Mr. Collins had begun to realize that he was not as
young as he used to be and had to sit down and rest often. Alton tried
to get him to let him carry part of his pack, but he insisted he could
carry as much as we could. Finally I said to him, "You are going to
tire yourself out carrying that pack up hill and Alton and I can each
take half of it and go right along with it, and I am going to insist on
domg it." 1-Te gave in then and we got out in time to get home for
chimer. Mr. Collins said, "When can you go again?" And I said "Any
time, as I can clean up my desk in one day." He said he wanted to
see all of that timber and lie called up in a few days and we went
again. I think Alton made four trips with us, and I want to say that
lie was the pleasantest boy I had ever met up to that time. Later on
I met Mr. Boeing's son. Bill, and took him through their timber and
was with him more than I had been with Alton, and he was just as
nice, pleasant and kind as Alton was. It was a pleasure to he out with
them and I think they were two of the finest boys I have ever known.
And while I did not see enough of Mr. Collins to write a history of
him, I think he sas as kind mu! pleasant a man as I ever met. When
you are out with a man for days in the timber and camp out nights
and sleep under the stars, naturally you have lots of time to talk. Mr.
Collins soon decided that he at least trusted me, and he told me lots
of his experiences. He said that they thought lie was tubercular when
he was a boy, and that his father bad some kind of manufacturing
business back in Pennsylvania, and made a lot of money and was a
great church man, and one man who was in the same church came
out to the coast and I think worked in the woods for awhile over in
the Cowlitz country in Washington, and went hack and told his father

about the fine timber there and be thought he could make lots of

money logging if his father would put tip money to buy a nice bunch
of handy timber, which was very cheap then, and money enough to
buy a good ox team and logging equipment. And his father staked
the man and he went to logging and could not make it and got in the
hole so far that he wrote his father that he could not make it and told
him to take over everything as he was leaving before his creditors

hanged him. His father had sent him out to Northern Mexico, just

south of the California line, with a good outdoors man, and they were
camping out on the desert, living on quails and lack rabbits, and he
was about over his lung trouble when his father wrote him to go up to
Kelso and take over everything that his friend had bought and left
and see if he could make it pay. Said his father gave him so much
money to experiment with and toTd him that if he could not make it
with that to sell the outfit and go back home. Said he liked the country
and the timber anti he hired a foreman and went at it. but there was

not much market for logs then and they were very low in price, hut
he traveled round and sold the logs but went behind for awhile, and
if it had not been for Everding & Farrel crediting him for supplies the
first two years, he would have had to give it up. But things began to
pick up a little and lie got out of the red and wrote his father that he
was in the black then and that there was lots of fine timber for sale
adjoining what they had and that he thought they should buy a good
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block of it while it was so cheap, if his father had any surplus money,
and his father told him to go ahead and buy as much as he thought

would come out that way, and from then on the operation made
money, and later he built a sawmill at Ostrander so he could cut long
timber. Think he said they could cut timbers 72 feet long, and got a

good price for such lumber. He bought all the timber he could get
adjacent to Ostrander, as the Weyerhaeusers were buying in there
too, and later he bought a large tract on the Molalla, and also a large
tract of pine timber in California.
He told me of several incidents that were amusing that he ran
up against in his experience of carrying on his business, and he would

ask me what I had done and who I worked for and where, and it
developed that I knew and had worked with several men who had
worked for him In going over the Siletz timber he would ask me
often what scction we were in when he would stop to rest, and who
owned the timber there. I was always able to tell him as I knew that
country better than my own back yard. He said that he warned lo

know what other owners had and what kind of timber it was and
how much, and I was able to tell him just about what each owner
had there in the Siletz country. We went tip to the ends of all the

roads in the timber and I think he got a man at Taft to take us u2 the
river to the head of tide. The last two trips we went down the Siletz
River as far as there was a road, arid he of course asked who owned

the timber along the road, and Harry Davis had a nice tract that

bordered on the river about three miles. This interested him and we
went back into it in several places. and he said, "DO you think he
would sell this tract?" And I told him that Harry had asked me to
sell it for him and made a pnce on it, and he said, "Well, I think I
ought to buy it." I told him there were several individuals in 7-9 and
8-9 who wanted to sell and that it could he bought much cheaper than

Harry's timber. We went over the map. and he said that would be

scattered badly, which it was, and Ihat he would not buy for speculation, but if he could buy Harry's timber in a block he thought I might
pick up maybe that much more adjoining in time, which would make
a nice logging show for his boys some time in the future, and it would
all be needed in time, and for me to go ahead and tell Harry he would
take it at Harry's price. Well, I went to see Harry and told him that I

had his timber sold, and he flared up and said he had changed his

mind and would riot sell it then. I went over and saw Mr. Collins and
told him the bad news and he laughed and said that was all right, as
I-larry had a perfect right to change his mind, and really he could
not blame him, as he had a nice bunch of timber which would be very
valuable some time in the future, and really he should not sell it, if he
could pay his taxes.
Well, I have told you what happened to poor Harry's timber. I
think he made up his mind to log it then, but did not start in on it
for a few years later on. He lost his timber and what money he had
and his friends put in, equipment, etc. As I remember, the price he
gave me would have brought him about a half million dollars and if
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he had kept it until now it would bring him around three million
dollars.

Mr. Collins told me that he had enjoyed looking over the timber
with me and for me to send in my bill for my time, and that he would
not be stingy about the price, as my knowledge of the timber and the
country were really worth more than wages, but I never sent him a
bill, as I had enjoyed the time with him and I thought I had learned
enough from him, maybe more than he had from me. He was a good
church man, and a Mason, and we discussed Masonry and I told him
that I thought 1\'Iasonry wa very, very wonderful and that the experience had impressed me as being very serious and helpful and that the
obligations should make a better man of anyone who took them, and
he agreed and said it impressed him more than he expected it would.
but one thing about it hurt him, as the Grand Master who gave him

the obligation could not talk without swearing. I told him that I

suppossed that he had lived in logging camps and maybe drove bull
teams and had been with such people who could not express themselves without swearing. He said he guessed that was so, but he was
not raised that way, and it struck him as out of the way for a man
like that to give the solemn obligation of Masonry, hut said that he
certainly gave it in a very solemn way. I remem'ber that something
happened one day that made me say G
d
it, and I said. "Oh.
excuse me, I should not have said that." And he laughed and said,
"That is just what I thought. but I was too good a Methodist to say
it." So you see, while he was a wonderfully good man and a good
Christian too, he was human, and had a good sense of humor too.
He had me do some work for him in this timber on the Molalla.
He drove me out to the end of the road at the Scott place. Said there

was an old fellow named Farnsworth who lived near the quarter
section that he wanted cruised, who had a big house and plenty of
beds and was glad to have people stay with him. I took along some
groceries in m packsack. Scott came out when we stopped. Collins
knew him and said it was three miles up the dirt road to Farnsworth's

place and that he was at home, and that he knew all the lines and
corners in and near the timber. Mr. Collins told me to walk out as I

came back to the first phone on the road and call him up and he would
drive out and take me in. Mr. Farnsworth was a Texan, around fifty,
and a nice fellow. He was glad to have someone to talk to. Said he
took up his homestead there on the edge of a burn that covered three

sections. He planned to raise sheep and bought a bunch, but the
coyotes, cougar and bear moved in on the sheep and he sold the few
they did not get, and worked in camps and on county roads, and was
then fire warden for that part of the county. He showed me a corner
of the quarter I was to cruise, and one 80 of the quarter was in the

burn and I finished cruising Saturday and when I started Sunday
morning Farnsworth came out and pointed down a trail arid said it
was only a mile and a quarter dowmi to Scott's by the raiI and it was
not muddy. I said that was fine, as Scott said it was three miles by
the road. He said, "No, it's not three miles." but hesitated a minute,
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and says, "Well, I guess it is three miles when it's muddy and when
you carry a pack."
Mr. Farnsworth was one of those men who like to live alone,
way back in the wilds. He told me some of his history but did not
say anything about his family, and I did not ask him I met several
of his kind. I remember one who lived on a little lake about ten or
twelve miles south of Scottsburg. I made two trips back in there to

look at some timber and stayed with him both times. He was a

Russian, but had been in this country many years, as he. had become
a citizen so he could take a homestead in there. I do not know how
long he had been there, but his house looked very old. He had enough
land cleared to have a good garden and there was some timber on his
land. He trapped during the winters, and there was lots of fish in the
little lake, so he lived good. He was glad to have someone sta with
him and would talk until I would go to sleep evenings, telling his
experiences in there.
Wild Bill of Bald Mounatin was another one of that kind. He had
a homestead just back of Otter Creek in Lincoln County. I cruised the
timber back of his and bad to stay with him. He had four hounds, and
the fleas were awful, but his house was warm and dry. He had been
a sailor and could talk all night telling where he had been and what
he had seen and done.

Another one that I knew had a cabin in the Salmonberry, just
above where it empties into the Nehalem. He had a Russian name

I hat I do not remember now, but he was a character too. Shorty Hoke
was compassing for me the winter I checked the Haak timber in there.

Shorty lived in there then and knew this fellow and said we could
stay there while we covered the timber near there. We took some
groceries with us and got in to his place one evening and he was glad
to see us. We had plenty of bacon, but next morning Russ (as Shorty
called him) said he was out of meat but would get some that day and
asked us if we liked deer liver, and we said we did, and lie said he

would have some for supper, and he had a plate full fried and had
supper on the table when we got in that evening. He had three dogs
and kept them tied up until he wanted to go hunting. Said that he
started them up a little creek that morning and he knew where the
deer would come to the river, and they soon brought in a forked
horned buck. He said lie had a place where he kept the meat so it
would be coo] and keep for days. He said the game warden had been
there several times and tried to find it, but never could. He got up early and got breakfast and had venison steaks. 'We did not ask him where
he kept the meat, and Shorty said he would not have told us if we had.

Shorty said lie could hold any kind of a job in a logging camp, but
worked just long enough each year to earn enough money to buy his
groceries and clothes, and stayed in his house there where he built
it on the company land, and cleared a few acres of bottom land to
raise his garden, and there were good steelhead right by his house,
and he trapped winters. He had been a sailor, but deserted and settled
down there. He liked to tell us where all he had been, but told us over

and over of outwitting the game wardens, and would laugh hard every
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time he told us about it. I imagine he is still there, as he was not an
old man then.
Mr. Collins came into my office one day and said he wanted me
to go into his timber on the Molalla, and that a Mr. Nepech had a
section of timber adjoining his one section on the North Fork, and
wanted to sell it to him, and that Nepech knew a fellow who lived
near Canby, who had a homestead near there and he knew all the
corners and knew the country well, and that Nepech had seen this
man, whose name was Spulak. and arranged for him to go with me,
and that Spulak had an old car and could drive round as far as there
were roads, and that maybe he could compass for me, as he wanted
me to go through Nepech's section and a section adjoining it on the
eastjust give them the once over, and then go over on the high ridge
trail and cruise a claim over there that was in his tract of timber, and
go on through his main tract of timber and see if there was any of
his timber that was not worth logging, as he had suspected that there
was some of it that would cost more to log than the logs would be
worth, if it could be logged at all, and then to cruise another quarter
on the east side of his timber that cornered right on Emerald Lake.
This turned out to be a very small lakenot more than an acre. He
called Mr. Nepech up and had him come up to the office, and Nepech
wanted me to look at a quartz ledge that was in his section, as Spulak
had found it and did some work on it. He said he had heard I was an
old Alaska miner, but I told him that my experience was all on placer
mining and that I knew practically nothing about quartz. Anyway
he said that Spulak would show it to me and he would like for me to
look it over and tell him what I thought about it. He said he would
take me up to Spulak's next morning and that Spulak would be ready
to go with mesaid that Spulak was peculiar but harmless, and he
was sure I would get along with him, as he liked to be in the timber.
Collins said I would have to take along blankets, as we would have
to camp out quite awhile on the trip. So Nepech took me up to Spulak's

next day and Spulak and I went on up to a widow woman's place
where he had located her on a homestead near his. She and her son
were living there. She evidently had some money, as they had built

a good house on the place and had some land cleared and fenced. Her

place was in the old burn, and was partially set to young timber,
hardly big enough for piling. After dinner Spulak went out with the

boy, and this woman said, "I want to talk to you about Spulak, as we
are a little afraid of him and don't like to have him here when there
is no one with him" Said she did not think he was crazy altogether,
but he was very peculiar. She said that he told her that her place was
a good timber claim, but there had been some men in there recently

who told her she had no timber, and she wanted to know what I
thought about it, and I had to tefl her there was no merchantable

timber on the place so far as I could see, and I really could see all over
the place. She wanted to know what she could do about it, and I did
not know. Told her that the young timber, where it was set good and

thick, would grow into good timber later on. She seemed worried
about it, but I did not know what to tell her to do.
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There was a good trail from there to Spulak's place, and his place

was in the old burn, just adjoining the heavy stand of old timber. T
asked him why he did not get in the timber, and he said that he
wanted to be out where he could see all over the country, and he had
a wonderful view. He had located there many years before and had
made proof and had his patent, but went back for awhile every sumnier. The trail went on out through the north side of both the sections
I had to look over and he knew the corners. Took me down to the
quartz ledge on Nepech's place. It was a well defined ledge about
eight feet wide with hard granite walls on each side. He had n.m a
turmel in it as far as he could go, as it dipped down and below the
little creek level. I chipped off several pieces of the quartz and could
not see any gold in any of it. It seemed funny to me that the ledge
did not extend upjust went downand of course no one could tell

how deep it went. I brought in a couple of samples to give Mr. Nepech.
and when he came in I told him just how it looked to me; that I could
not see any free gold in any of the rock I took off, hut there might he
rich chimneys come up in places but it would cost something to rim

the tunnel in on it as one would have to pump to drain it. He said.
"To hell with it. Try to sell Collins my section." I told him that he
ought to know Mr. Collins well enough to know that if I tried to
influence him it would do more harm than good, that I had made a
report of his section for Mr. Collins, and that I had been able to see
nearly all over it as that flat ridge ran through his and the section
east of it, and that I went up through the north side of 1)0th of these
sections and found a fairly good stand of nice medium sized yellow
fir on both sections. I don't know whether Mr. Collins bought these
sections or not, but I imagine he did.
Spulak was talking gold all day and said he found a twenty
dollar nugget up on top of the ridge above the ledge. I did not believe
him, but did not say so. He also said that there had been quite a lot
of placer gold mined along the north side of the main Molalla River.
which I learned later was true. He also said that he went on out that
trail one fall as far as the head of the Clackamas River and prospected

and panned on all the little creeks and was just gone a month and
came back with $400 in gold in his pocket, and says, "Can you believe that?" I said, "Yes, I could believe it." For if he took $20 gold
pieces with him, which he could have done, he would bring it back
with him He laughed and slapped his leg and says, "You are smarter
than anyone else I ever told this to, as no one else ever figured out
just how I did it." We stayed that night at the widow's homestead
and started on the next morning to go to the high ridge trail that went
through the main tract of the Collins' timber. Spulak had taken a great
interest in running the compass. He never had run a compass before

and I showed him how to set the needle for the variations and how
to look through the sight and get an object to rim to, and how to pace,

as we went up and back through the two sections, and told him I

would have him run compass for me when cruising the two quarters
ahead of us, so he took over and told me where we would camp that
night and the next night. I saw he would he a valuable man for me,
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as he had been all over this part of the country too and knew where
the section lines crossed the trail, where it had been marked up by
cruisers, so I humored him and told him that suited me. When we
got round to the Fire Patrol buildiri igs where the county warden lived,
he said he would go in and get a ,rxnit, as it was late in the fall and
no rain yet that year and was dang erously dry. Mr. Collins had given
me a letter to the warden and asi ced him to give me a permit, but
Spulak said he would go in and ge the permit and for me to wait in
the car, which I did. He soon came back with his head down and said
we could not go any farther, as the warden said no one could go in

until it rained and there was no rain in sight then. "Well," I said,

"that's too bad, but we won't give up. Let me go in and talk to him."
I went in and told the warden, whose name as I remember now, was
Culbertson. He jumped up and said, "Hello, Morgan. I did not see you
out there. Don't you remember meeting me in Collins' office some

time ago?" I had forgotten him and told him I had a letter from
Collins, and he said I did not need it, as he knew I would never camp

and build a fire in a dangerous place, and he walked out to the car
with me and said, "Go ahead and stay as long as you want to and
build a fire and camp where you please, as I know you are safe." He
said we could leave the car there, as we could not drive any farther
and that he would take care of the car until we got back. It was a hot
day and we had a lot of groceries to carry, as well as our bedding, and
the first mile on the trail was steep and it made us sweat, and I soon

saw that I was tougher than Spuhik, as he had to sit down and rest
often, and I would always sit do'v 'n and wait until he was ready to
go and lead the pace. We finally got up to the little creek where he
said we would camp that night. Hi ? had said that he was going to do
the cooking as he had batched mo st of his life and was a good cook,
hut he was so tired that he lay dow: a and went to sleep and I unpacked

things and built a fire and got supper ready and woke him up to eat,
and he looked round and seemed surprised and said, "You must have
camped here before." And I said "Yes, many times." He said he had
been thinking about that fool warden and wondered why he would let
me in when he would not let him in. I told him I had met him in
Collins' office some time ago but had forgotten about it. That satisfied

him. We did not have to go far next morning until we came to a

section line that was near the corner of the claim we wanted to cruise.
We went out to the corner and he set up the compass and I watched
him set the variation and looked tibrough the sights to his object, and

I told him he was doing fine, but we had to keep right now and I
would help him and also pace wit h him, as I was a good pacer, and
he would have to be careful and h arn it, and I was going to see that
he learned it good, as it might be worth something to him in the
future, and that pleased him and we got along fine from there on. We
got that quarter done in time to get on out to the high ridge spring,
which is one of those mystery springs. It is right on top of the highest
point on that ridge, for miles each way. It boils up out of the rocks
and flows dovt the ridge to the north, clear and cold. It must come
through a fault from some of the high mountains eastmaybe Mt.
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flood or Three Sisters. The top of the ridge was fairly open all 11w
way from there on to the east end of the timber tract, and I could see
down into the canyon north of us where it was all rocks and a rock
canyon for more than a forty wide. I marked this on the map as poor
timber and barren and an expensive logging show, and not worth
payrng taxes on. At the east end of the tract there was a big prairie
of about a hundred acres, and we camped in it for a few days as there
was a little creek running through it and I had a red blanket, very
warm, and Spulak had two quilts, and I supposed we would put them
together and sleep, but when we camped he rolled up in his quilts
and I rolled up in my blanket and slept warm, and the moon was
full as we slept on this prairie. Along in the night something woke
me up and I bolced up and there was a big owl flopping his wings
and about to strike me. The Jacob staff was lying beside me and I
grabbed it and set up and hit him with it and knocked him quite a

ways from me, but he got up and flew away. I suppose the red
blanket attracted him. I covered my head up after that hut the owl
had had enough arid did not come back. And I saw the most beautiful

bear that I had ever seen, before we got out to this camping place.
Spulak had taken his pack off and lay down to drink out of a little
creek, and I kept going, and heard something scratching, and looked
up and saw a yearling bear climbing a hemlock tree. I thought I would
keep him up the tree until Spulak came up so he could see him, and I

ran out toward the tree, barking like a dog, and there was a big fir

windfall lying on the upjer side of the tree and I looked up and tEere
stood a very large bear. There were lots of beiTies on. the hushes then
and she was plump and had a wonderful coat of fur. Of course I stopped when I saw her, and stood looking at her, and she at me, and when
Spulak came on out to where I was, I says, "Did you ever see as nice

a bear as that one?" And she turned round and went back on the

windfall and jumped off and disappeared in the timber and the young
bear slid down the tree and followed her. Spulak said. "What were

you standing there looking at her for?" And I says, "I had her

hypnotized, holding her here until you could get here and see her.
Wasn't she the incest bear you ever saw?" And he said, "Yes. she was.
hut she might have tackled you." "Well," I said. "Didn't she have a
kind look on her face?" And he admitted that she did. We finally
found the corner stake in the prairie and ran from it to a corner over
at the little lake. Mr. Collins had told me that someone had put some
fish in the lake years ago, but he did not know whether they had all
been caught out or not. When we got over there I walked along the
lake and saw one big rainbow trout swimming along the middle of
the lake. The water was as clear as crystal so I could see it plain. It
looked, to be in good health and we wondered what it lived on, and
looking at the bottom of the lake, saw it was covered with small
spotted fish about two inches long.
We cruised the quarter there and started back early next morning, and made good time, as we left everything but our bedding there.
Spulak was determined that I should go to his home arid have a meal
and see his farm. He had. two old maid sisters, who seemed very nice,
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and when he was out they asked me how I got along with their
brother and I told them that we got along fine, and they said, "You
must have lots of patience as he is rather hard to get along with." He
took me over to the bus depot. after he showed me over their farm
fhey had all been raised there and their parents had died there. He
said that his sisters thought they were smarter than he was, but they
always had to come home to eat when their schools were out.
A few days after I turned in my report Mr. Collins called me up
and said he would like to have me go with him and go over all the
timber that Spulak and I had covered, and we went out to the widow
woman's place the next afternoon, and stayed all night there, as he
wanted to go over Nepech's section and the section adjoining it. When
we got out to the corner of the first section he says, "I am going to be

very particular and see how good a pacer you are." Told me to go
down to the forty line and call my tallies, and he had two sections
marked off in a little book and he put down each tally as I called
them, and to go east on the forty line to within two tailies of the east
line on the east section, then south a half mile to the forty line on the
south half of the sections, then back to where we started. It was fairly
open and good going along the flat ridge and he could see nearly all
over both sections most of tile way. When we got back and checked
out just right on the section line we started from, he says, "VVhere is

our corner we started from, as it ought to be here if your pacing is

correct." I said. "No. we are two tallies east of it, it should be just two
tallies west of us now." He studied a minute and said, "That's right.
Now see if it is two tallies." And I says, "Now you pace it too." And
it came out within a few paces of the two tallies. He took a long breath
and says, "I guess you are a good pacer." Aiid I says, "I should be, as
I have been at it long enough." He said we would walk out the trail
east far enough to get back to the widow's for supper, and would stay
there that night and go over on the high ridge trail next morning. The
Fire Patrol had a house out on that trail a couple of miles east of that

big spring. but it was locked when Spulak and I were there, as the
watchman there was out on a lookout point somewhere Collins had
got in touch with the warden and arranged for us to stay there, as
they had beds and lots of groceries there so that we would not have
to carry anything. I could see that he was failing some smce we were
in the Siletz timber, and I let him go ahead and make the pace, and
lie went very slow, especially up hill. But we were in his timber all
the way, and it was a wonderful stand all the way up to the top of that
ridge. When we got up to the line that led to the corner of the claim
I had cruised, I called his attention to it and he said that he wanted to
go out to the corner and see as much of it as possible without going
down the mountain toward the creek on the north end. When we got
to the corner he sat down and did some figuring hi his little book and
asked if it was all like this all over, and I told him it was not, as there
were some steep gulches along the north side and there was no timber
in them. I-Ic said he was just thinking that if ii. was all like this my
cruise was too conservative. We milled around so he could see fairly
well over it and when we got back to the trail he said he was satisfied
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with it and wanted me to buy it for him when we got hack to Portland, and I did, as he figured up what it was worth to him and said
to offer that price, as the owner (who lived in Everett, Washington)
had been paving taxes on it for many years and should have all it
was worth; said he did not know why Weyerhaeusers had not bought
it but unagmed that they had thought that he bought it earlier. He
went on to say that he had been let down by a few cruisers and promsied himself never to buy any more timber without seeing it himself.
He said "Now don't think that I don't trust you," for he said he did,
hut wanted to come out with me and look it over and see how it
looked to him. Said he coincided with my report and that he was glad
that he checked up on my line running and pacing as he would not
have believed that anyone could he as accurate as I had been on those
two sections, and said he hoped I would appreciate it as he was gomg
10 tell me that he had all the confidence in the world in my ability
and judgment in my work, and that he believed I could see as far into
a tree as he could, and he thought he could see through a tree by
looking at the outside of it. I did appreciate this talk with him, as I
knew he meant all he said.
I don't believe he made another trip in the timber, as I was in
his office a few times and he told me that he was failing fast. He
called me up often and asked about timber in places where 1 was
familiar with the territory. I was always glad to give him any information I had. I saw him on the street not long before he passed away
think in 1940. His son, Truman, was with him and had hold of
his arm. He smiled when he saw rue and stopped and shook hands
and said he was still in the harness but would have to quit soon. 'When
I heard he had gone I think a few tears ran down my face, as he had
been so nice and kind during the short time I had known hun. I thmk

I felt like I had almost lost another father. I had to give the Siletz

timber credit for getting me in touch with another mighty good man
one that cannot be forgotten.
I met another fine man, B. I-I. Downman, a successful lumberman from New Orleans, Louisiana. He had stock in the Pacific Spruce
Corporation and was in Toledo now and then. About this tune C. D.
Johnson brought him over to my office and said that Mr. Downman

had some surplus money and was thinking of buying timber and
asked me to get my map and show them what was left in individual
hands at that time. There was possibly a billion feet or more that
could have been bought cheap. Mr. Dowuman asked inc about what
the price would be. and I told him and he said he was mterested and
would like to look it over; said he would have to ride a horse to see
the timber and wanted to know if I could arrange to get a horse for

him and take him through the timber. I had been out there just a
week before this and found that there had been a storm that had
blown trees across the trail before it ran into this timber. I told him
that I would go out and clean it out with the help of the warden at
Toledo, and he wanted to know how long it would take, and I told
him a week or more. He said he could not wait that long, but might
return and look it over later. Said he never bought timber without
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seeing it himself. He did not come back. C. D. Johnson came in later
and said "Why didn't you tell Downman you could take him through
that timber, as the trail would have seemed long to him and he would

have lost himself in admiration of that fine timber and thought he

would have gone through it before he got to it, and it was all about the
same after you got thto it." I said, "Well, I never thought about that."
"Hell," he said, "You were just too G. D. honest. You lost a good deal

there but, Morgan, I am glad you are honest, for I have not found
many honest men in the timber game."
The next good man that the Siletz timber put me in touch with
was N. J. Blagen and his son, Clarence. They had a big mill at
Aberdeen, Washington, and Watt Peebles cruised for them, and they
had made lots of money there and wanted to buy some timber, and
Peebles told them about the Siletz timber and I had sent him a map
showing what was left and still available, and they decided to buy
what was left there, and had sent Peebles and the second son in there
to cruise it. Peebles stopped and told me all about it as he went in,
and said they had the money on hand to buy all the timber that was
still available. Said that the Blagens would want me to go in with
hem the next week, and they came down and we went to Siletz, and
Mr. Blagen got an old gray mare to ride, and she would walk just as
last as I could, and we went over on the south side of the river the
first day, and that night they got word that a srike was on at Grays
Harbor and Clarence hurried back home, but his father and I went
up the Euchre Mountain a couple of days. He would stop and look al
the trees and said he never saw anything like it before, and he wished
that Clarence had gone on with us. A few days after we got back, he
came to my office and said he had learned that John Poulsen of the
Inman-Poulsen Company had started buying the timber in 8-9, and

that he and Poulsen had been friends ever since they had lived in
Portland. and there was not enough timber for both of them, and he
was quitting and had sent a man out to bring Peebles and his son,
Frank, in. Of course I was disappointed, but Peebles felt worse about
it than I did, as he knew I would split the commission with him for

brrngrng them in, if they had gone ahead and bought. I saw them
several times afterward and they told me that they bought a large
tract of pine timber in California with their surplus money. If they
had bought the Siletz timber it would have brought a big profit by
this time, but maybe the pine tract was just as profitable. Anyway
they are all gone. Mr. Blagen was an old man then, I thmk past 80,
but Clarence told me that while he was getting feeble physically, his
mind was just as active as it ever was when we went to Siletz. Clarence and Frank both passed over the river too, some time ago. They
were really too young to have to quit, but we will all have to go
when the old man with his scythe comes after us. They were all
good, honest, kind-hearted men, and it was a pleasure to have known
them.

I have to give the Siletz timber credit for getting me in touch

with my good friend, Guy F. Atkinson, who came north in 1918, with
the intention of buying a sawmill and some timber and going into the
81

lumber business. He stopped at Toledo, I suppose to look at the mills
there and told them he warned to buy a mill and some one there told
hm to see me when he got to Portland, as I would know of mills that
were for sale and sas a good judge of timber.He bought a home here

near us, and I went with him and looked at several mills that were
for sale. Guy was free to tell inc what he had been doing, and he had
been fairly successful contracting, and I felt that was what he should
(to, as the lumber business was a hard, slow business and was over
done at that time, and very few men who knew the business could
break even then, and lots of the operators went broke. I discouraged
Guy about buying a mill, and toW him that lie should stick to contracting. as he knew the game then. He decided that we should office
together, and we did. until I had to retire on account of ill health. He
started biddma on jobs and was low, possibly bid on forty jobs before
he got one, as te knew what a job would cost and said he did not want

one unless he could make a profit on it. His business grew and he
has had jobs nearly all over the world, and some times has several
jobs going at the same time. He often went to Siletz with me, before
he got so busy and two trips took his two boys and my two and we
camped out on the river bank and fished some and let the boys swim
and play, and he looked over the Siletz timber. I did not try to sell

him any timber as I knew he would need his money in his contracting
business. He was a wonderful man, honest and above board with every
one, and chock full of energy, still going strong in his eighties, and
is one of the best friends that it's been my luck to meet.
Another fine man i.hat I met through the Siletz timber is C. B.
fluffy, who was with the Eastern and Western Lumber Co. He was
about out of timber at one time, and considered buying the Valsetz
railroad, mill and timber, and the timber in 7-9, 8-9 and some in 9-9,

the timber that the Western Logging Company bought aftenvards.
He had the timber cruised and did not want it known who was cruising it, and got me to take it over and hire the cruisers and attend to it.
He decided not to buy, and I think it was a wise decision, as he had
accumulated enough to live on the rest of his life and avoid the many
troubles that lumbermen had to contend with.
The Georgia Pacific Corporation bought most of the timber left
in Lincoln County, and has spent lots of money in building equipment

at Toledo to manufacture it so as to get every thing out of it. I do
not believe that any other corporation could have raised enough
money to take care of even-thing that is in the timber, and keep the
timber growing so as to make their operation permanent for all time,

as timber grows fast in that area. I am pleased that this has happened,
as Lincoln Count has been good to me and I love every foot of it.

