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ThE WEAVER

My life is but a weaving
Between my Lord and me.
I may not choose the colors;
He knows what they should be.

For He can view the pattern
Upon the upper side.
While I can see it only
On this, the under side.

Sometimes He weaveth sorrow,
Which seemeth strange to me;
But I will trust His judgment
And work on faithfully.
"Tis He who fills the shuttle;
He knows just what is best.
So I shall weave in earnest,
And leave with Him the rest.

Not till the loom is silent
And the shuttles cease to fly,
Shall Cod unroll the canvas,
And explain the reason why
The dark threads are as needful
In the weaver's skillful hand
As the threads of gold and silver
In the pattern He has planned.

Author Unknown
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TREASURER' S REPORT

* Please note that we do have this savings account and it will come
in handy to pay for printing and distributing this issue of Timber
Lines Previously the Forest Service did this for us

** In 1969 there was a change in the Constitution so that wives of
deceased members who are interested can become Associate Members
by paying dues.

Submitted by: Harriet Dasch
Secretary-Treasurer
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April
1968

April
1969

April
1970

April
1971

Bank Balance 672.28 143.16 448.89 585.10
Amount Received (dues) 982.50 847.50 857.50 720.50
Total 1,654.78 960.66 1,306.39 1,305.60

Paid out 510.12 543.27 721.29 485.22
Difference 1,144.66 447.39
Check held over - 1.50 + 1.50
Bank Balance 1143.16 448.89 585.10 820.38

To Savings Account* 1,000.00
Bank Balance 1968 143.16

Savings Account* 1,000.00 1,030.30 1,072.14 1,120.74

Members 360 372 378 397

Wives of Deceased Members
or Associate Members** 60 52

Totals 420 424 435 459
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A NOTE FROM THE EDITOR

This is probably the last issue of Timber Lines which I will edit. I've

been working with the Thirty-Year Club since 1951, serving as Secretary-
Treasurer, Vice-President, and President, besides compiling the first
news letters and editing this publication for many years. From the
above date you will probably wonder about my years of service! I've

completed FIFTY YEARS with the Forest Service, December 20, 1970. This

includes over four years as Major Flack with the U. S. Army. I'm now
in my fifty-first year trying to make up for the 3½ months that I was
in a cast unable to maneuver well enough to accomplish a somewhat involved
job I have been dedicated to for years. Another detail to the Chief's
Office is pending, but I may have completed this by the time Timber Lines
is published.

It's been a pleasure to have had a part in developing our Club, influenc-
ing its founders to modify original membership requirements, and working
diligently with its officers to make it the best of its kind in the
Forest Service. Keep supporting it with current news of yourselves and
others. This is what other members ask for and enjoy reading most.

FRANK FLACK, Editor

P.S. My recommendation for next editor is Bud Waggener, whom you all
know to be extremely conscientious and thorough in all his
undertakings.

* * * * * * * * * *

Thanks to RUTH FREEMAN, one of our new members, and a recent retiree from
the Division of Engineering, for taking on the job of typing this issue
of Timber Lines. We appreciate her willingness to tackle the job.

* * * * * * * * * *

A REMINDER: All news items, memoirs, historical stories, etc., should
be sent to Harriet Dasch, Secretary. Short reports about yourself, or
if you have information about another member, will be included in one
of Harriet's periodic news letters. Longer articles will be filed for
a future issue of Timber Lines. Let's hear from you

* * * * * * * * * *

HOW ABOUT THIS? When Deputy Chief M. M. "RED" NELSON sits down to meet
with his staff (NFS), six of the nine directors are ex-R6'rs. They are:
Homer Hixon (Timber Management), Walter Hanson (Wildlife Management),
Tom Glazebrook (Watershed Management), Jim Byrne (Engineering), Russ
McRorey (Lands), and Merle Lowden (Fire Control). Also, there are a
number of other former R6 employees in these Divisions.

**********
-1jjj_
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BACK TO.WHERE IT ALL STARTED

By Bud Waggener
President, Thirty Year Club
1969-1970

The Thirty Year Club record shows that the first direct action to
establish the Club was taken during August 1941. It says that Kirk
Cecil, Forest Supervisor, Columbia (Gifford Pinchot) N.F., in a meet-
ing with Foster Steele, Assistant Forest Supervisor, Mt. Hood N.F.,
"discussed the matter of bringing the veteran foresters of Region Six
into an 'OLD TIMER'S' Club.t'

Their determination to see the task of organizing our club completed
never wavered, but pressures brought on by World War II caused delays.
Finally, a group of twenty eligible foresters (ten were retirees)
gathered for dinner and a business meeting at the Imperial Hotel,
Portland, Oregon, on March 31, 1945 and as a result, the Thirty Year
Club was on its way!

During the winter of 1936-1937 I accompanied Foster Steele, Everett
Lynch, and two other Mt. Hood employees on a ski trip from Blue Box
(Wapinitia Cut-off Highway) to Jefferson Park (Mt. Jefferson) and on
to Detroit Ranger Station. Events of that trip would make a story in
themselves. I recall that during discussions which took place each
night Foster casually mentioned that he was about to complete his
thirty-first year of Federal service. He pointed out that the number
of Forest Service employees who had worked thirty years was fast reach-
ing a size which warranted forming an "OLD TIMER'S" club.

So, I find it to be just plain logic that Kirk Cecil should seek Foster
Steele to help and that the two of them should become the instigators
of the Thirty Year Club. All they needed was the assurance that others
who were eligible were interested in such a club. This was proven by
the fact that membership grew to 92 by the end of 1945.

By 1969 our Club membership totalled:

85 Active Forest Service employees: 24 - RO & PNWES
45 - R6 Forests
16 - WO & Other Regions

311 Retirees
60 Associates

456

It is generally true that the majority of Region Six employees with
thirty years service have joined our Club. Why then are there rela-
tively few Club members actively employed in the Forest Service today?
The answer seems to be that we are "Back where it all started." In

1945 there was barely enough eligibles to justify organizing our Club.
By 1969 there was barely enough active Forest Service employees to keep
the Club going.

-1-



It does not appear too unlikely that in the foreseeable future very few
Forest Service employees will continue to work for the Government after
they have completed thirty years of service. I realize that some of
our retired members who commonly worked 35 to 40 or more years will view

my conjecture with suspect. But, recently enacted legislation dealing
with retirement eligibility is very apt to cause a major change in
employee tenure.

It was for this reason that your officers proposed and members wisely
approved by their vote the By-Laws change which lowered membership
eligibility to 25 years Government service. Already, nineteen active
Forest Service employees with +25 years service have joined our Club.
More are sure to follow. We cordially welcome each. It is this group
which we will look to for continuing leadership now that we are "Back
where it all started."

BUD WAGGENER
President, Thirty Year Club
1969-1970

P.S. I want to take this opportunity to thank each member for letting
me serve as your President. It has been my privilege to have
been associated with such a fine group.

I would be remiss if I did not acknowledge the help I have
received from the other Club officers, and particularly Frank
Flack. His personal determination and effort were totally
responsible for the assembly, editing and publishing of this
issue of "TIMBER LINES."

(NOTE: Bud's report is timely for new members - (last 4 years). Refer
to 1967 issue of Timber Lines, which was the last previous issue pub-
lished, for list of charter members and complete roster of Thirty Year
Club Officers (1945-1967). Bud was Vice President that year and
Président the past two years. He did a tremendous job. F.F.)

-2-



OUR JOB--TO MAINTAIN A QUALITY ENVIRONMENT

By Edward P. Cliff

It is a real pleasure to say "Hello" to all of you in the Thirty-Year

Club who have given so much of your lives in dedicated service to the

American people. We in the Washington Office are proud of the work you

have done and are doing.

It is you who have carried on the ideals and principles of the Forest

Service in protecting and managing the tremendous forest resources of

the Pacific Northwest. "The greatest good of the greatest number in

the long run"-- this is still a valid guideline for the Forest Service

in this Environmental Decade of the Seventies. You and I well know that

the Forest Service has long been a leader in its concern for environ-

mental protection through enlightened management of our country's renew-

able natural resources. As much as we have done, however, we are being

called on today to do even more, and our efforts are being held up to

more critical scrutiny than ever before.

The American people have become, in the last few years, very conscious

of aesthetics and of the quality of the outdoor environment. Some groups

have taken to the courts in attempts to greatly increase the area of

public forested lands on which timber harvesting is to be prohibited

or reduced materially. Some of this criticism seems unfair to many of

us. But some is also justified. We are making a comprehensive reap-
praisal of our aims and practices in the light of this markedly changed

public attitude. We know that we have to make greater efforts to explain

what we are doing, and why. We also will have to modify and change
direction somewhat in our resource management if we are to be responsive

to public needs and to the new value system which seems to be emerging.

We will need to gear our decision-making so as to bring the

early in the development of our major management decisions.
do this in a way that gives the public a real voice--before

are made. We must develop a National Forest System program
better balanced for the needs of today, and one that we can
complete conviction from attacks from any quarter. We must

quality work in all programs. The public will not tolerate

-3-

public in
We need to
firm plans
that is
defend with
insist on
less.

We want to bring our multiple use activities into better balance as soon

as possible, giving greater attention to programs for recreation, water-

shed, wildlife, range management, and control of air and water pollution

while maintaining a strong and progressive timber management program.
In our timber harvesting operations, we will have to be more concerned

with how the areas look after harvesting is completed. Application of

principles of landscape design will be more fully used in timber sale

layout. We will strive for more complete cleanup after harvest and

prompt regeneration on all cutover areas. We have, of course, been

doing much of this already, but we will have to do more.



Some of these changes in emphasis will probably be difficult to bring

about in a smooth way because of budget problems. But they are necessary

if we are to retain public confidence and perform our mission effectively.

I know I can count on the support of all of you as we go through this
challenging period. I am certain we will cone out of this situation of

widespread criticism stronger and better able to serve the public needs

and demands in the best possible manner. I am grateful for your dedica-

tion and service to our common cause.

4



GREETINGS TO THIRTY YEAR CLUB NEMBERS

We are just getting comfortably and permanently past a long and diffi-

cult, fire season. It reached its peak in Region 6 in Eastern Washington

in late August. Currently we are engaged in salvage and rehabilitation

work on the areas burned over during that time.

Another characteristic of recent weeks that strongly influenced Region 6

activities is the impact of an unfavorable lumber and plywood market.

Many of our normal schedules have been modified one way or another because

of adjustments that the market caused. Presently there is some guarded

optimism that another season may be more favorable.

Of national interest, the release of the Public Land Resource Review has

attracted much attention. This review is now being studied widely

throughout the nation in anticipation that there will be some implement-

ing action during the next session of Congress. Recently Congressman

Aspinall, Chairman of the Public Land Law Review Commission, has stated

that the first consideratien will be directed at reorganization of

government, involving transfer of the Forest Service to the Department

of Interior. One of the very real developments of interest in relation

to the Public Land Law Review was a conference sponsored by Governor

McCall recently in Portland. About 400 attended and discussed the forest

land phases of the PLLRC. This forum helped greatly in extending knowl-

edge of the recommendations.

Another fairly new and significant item is the Environmental Quality Act.

This Act was signed into law January 1, 1970. Thus far we don't know

exactly how it will influence Forest Service activities, but we are

quite certain there will be significant impacts. For example, a report

to the Environmental Council must be made covering all actions which

involve environmental conflicts. Many Forest Service efforts certainly

qualify under this broad category. In any event, we are watching with

much interest the developments under this new legislation.

And, finally, the momentum of the general environmental crusade contin-

ues. More and more people are concerned with actions which have envi-

ronmental influence. In the Forest Service we feel the extension of

public opinion and judgment into environmental questions more and more.

In general this awakened public interest is good, and we welcome it as

an aid in discharging our public obligations. Occasionally, due to

lack of information or prejudice, this interest is difficult to com-

prehend in terms of long-time public welfare. In these instances com-

plications do result. Overall, however, the Forest Service greatly

welcomes increased public involvement in our decision-making, and we

are sure it will prove distinctly helpful in the long run.

CHAS. A. CONNAUGHTON
Regional Forester
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RESEARCH IN THE PACIFIC NORTHWEST

By Philip A. Briegleb
Director, Pacific Northwest
Forest & Range Experiment
Station

Forest Service research in the Pacific Northwest has come a long way
since Thornton T. Munger came West in 1908 to look at no-slash disposal

versus piling and burning; at the encroachment of lodgepole pine on

ponderosa pine; and at the growth and yield of Douglas-fir. Times have

changed since 1912 when Thornton began testing trees from all temperate
parts of the world to compare them with our native seedlings at Wind

River. Research facilities have become more sophisticated since the
combination office-residence was built at the new Wind River Experiment
Station beside the nursery on the old Columbia National Forest. And

the personal financial involvement of the scientist with his research
facilities has most certainly changed since Julius Kummel and Thornton
shared the cost of essential indoor plumbing facilities for the build-.
ing because of a $650 limit on a total cost of construction.

Though times have changed, it is interesting and gratifying that the
Douglas-fir seed source test plots Munger established almost 60 years
ago provide a key basis for this region's program of tree improvement

today.

Julius and Thornton were responsive to the research needs of the times

just as modern-day scientists are. Researchers today are finding new
and improved methods of managing forest lands as more and more people
are voicing deep-seated dissatisfaction with the sights, sounds, and

smells of their surroundings.

Most of the Station's research can be traced to a response to such
feelings and to programs designed to fill the wants and needs of people.
Many of the research results can and do aid in finding ways to reduce

pollution and to help in maintaining or improving the quality of air,
water, soil, solitude, natural beauty, and other factors of our environ-

ment. For example, in the past few years, research has pointed out that,

when properly used, brush control chemicals such as 2,4-D, amitrol,
2,4,5-T, and picloram need not reduce the quality of the forest environ-
ment; that there are ways to economically reduce noises through apartment
unit walls; that use of diammonium phosphate, a popular fire retardant,
can result in the production of alarmingly high levels of carbon monoxide

and hydrocarbons which could affect fire control personnel; that bitter-
brush plantings on deer winter ranges often fail because they are over-
used before they have a chance to mature; and, that clearcutting in
southeast Alaska need not damage the quality of salmon streams when log-
ging is carefully done.
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Studies of anti-litter behavior, outdoor recreation, and scenic resources

likewise are producing some new facts and useful clues. For instance,

we've made some studies recently to determine if anti-litter behavior

patterns could be developed. Studies were conducted at kiddie movie

matinees and the studies were repeated in campgrounds. When moviegoers

and campers were promised rewards for picking up litter, as high as

95 percent of the litter was properly disposed of in trash containers.

Normal, everyday habits result in less than 15 percent of the litter

being put in trash receptacles.

There is great interest in the social aspects of camping versus the more

traditional idea that campers seek mainly isolation and the beauty of

nature; and new methods of identifying, inventorying, and computerizing

scenic problems and opportunities were developed.

Some studies probed the Northwest pulp and paper industry; management for

red alder versus Douglas-fir; and protectors of trees. Two versions of

reports on the lump and paper studies were made. One "The Pulp and Paper

Industry and the Northwest" is part of the continuing effort of the Station

to advise Pacific Northwest foresters, industry planners, research workers,

and economists on potential resource demands. A revision--.Wood, Pulp and

Paper, and People--is intended for high school students interested in

environmental issues, natural resource use, economic history of the North-

west, or elementary pulp and papermaking technology. Distribution includes

copies to each high school in Washington, Oregon, and northern California;

and the "Economics of Converting Red Alder to Douglas-fir" will help forest

managers decide if an existing stand of red alder should be harvested and

planted to Douglas-fir or left and managed as alder. Other studies show

that Northwest forests produce an astonishing array of subterranean-

fruiting fungi, including truffles, which form mycorrhizae and thus protect

trees' rootlets from diseases.

These are a few highlights taken from the nearly 3,000 publications the

Station has produced over the years. Nearly 200 of these were published

in just the past year. And just as the number of research findings has

risen so have demands for research results to help meet rapidly expanding

pressures on forest, range, and watershed resources.

To help meet these demands, our staff has grown to 149 professionals work-

ing in a wide range of scientific disciplines in 38 different research

projects.

Yes, progress has been made since Thornton Munger started work near Wind

River in 1912. Many new concepts and findings have been developed and

put to use. But it is also interesting that some of the problems Thornton

began to investigate in those early years still remain. For instance, our

newest research project concerns slash and other forest residues. Its

mission is to develop practical methods of reducing forest residue, to

prevent objectionable residue accumulation and adverse environmental

effects and to minimize waste of usable materials. At Bend, researchers

are still investigating lodgepole and ponderosa pine relationships. The

-7-



growth and yield of Douglas-fir is still a major research challenge,
and since the first Natural Area was set aside at Wind River the number
of Research Natural Areas has grown to 42 in Oregon and Washington.

With a growing population, with even greater demand for goods, services,
and involvement, the future of forestry research certainly appears
exciting, challenging, and vital to our nation's needs. And a large

part of the pioneering effort in launching the Station's program is

due to members of the 30-Year Club.
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THIS "STONE" GAThERS NO Moss!

By J. Herbert Stone

Bud Waggener asked for a note on how a retired Regional Forester spends
his spare time. Well, I will write on this subject whenever I get to
the point where I have any spare time.

I suppose this needs a little explaining. Retirement in some ways implies
a great deal of leisure. I guess it can operate that way, but I have
always looked on retirement as merely a shifting of course. I am deeply

convinced of the. importance of our forest community to life in general,
of multiple-use planning in our National Forests, and of maintaining a
healthy environment. Now I have the opportunity to work on these matters
without many of the problems that surround a public official.

I will briefly describe some of the things that keep me out of mischief,
or in it. For a number of years, I have been serving on the Governor's
Committee for a Livable Oregon. Our mission is to advise the Governor
on resource matters and hopefully to look ahead and help keep him out in
front in maintaining the livability of Oregon. There is no money for
this activity and practically no staff. Itis a labor of love, but the
stakes are high.

Ihave been on the Oregon Board of Geographic Names for a number of
years. This is a most interesting activity. Sponsored by the Oregon

Historical Society, it is the official state agency that reviews pro-
posals for naming geographic features. We are not the final authority
because the responsibility rests in the National Board of Geographic
Names in Washington, D. C., but we make the official recommendations
of the State to this Board on Oregon names. We get some interesting
problems, one of the latest being to what rivers should the name "Hells
Canyon" be applied; and where does Hells Canyon begin and end if it
is applied to the canyon of the Snake River?

Another organization with which I am quite active is the Oregon Roadside
Council. This year I was elected the president of this council when we
are in process of trying to get the Oregon Motorist Information Act
through the Legislature. This Act will provide a much better system
for informing motorists than is now provided by bill boards. With the

establishment of this system for our highways, the Act will ban all
bill boards within sight of the highway and maintain the beauty of our
highways. We will need all the help we can get, but there is a good
chance that we can get some action on this matter in this session of
the Legislature. I invite the support of everyone in this great cause,
both by personal service and financially. It costs money to hire law-

yers and lobbyists.

One day last summer I was pondering the wide background of knowledge
and experience that we had in the Portland area in the form of Forest
Service retirees. It occurred to me that some of it should be brought



together in the great task of helping people to understand something about

the forest community and the interrelationships between the various resour-

ces involved, the importance of the multiple-use planning, and management

programs to make these resources best serve man today and tomorrow. I

persuaded Wendell Harmon, Howard Hopkins and George Weyermann to join me

in writing a newspaper column. We offered it to all of the Oregon dailies,

and there were two far-sighted papers--The Medford Mail-Tribune and The

Roseburg News Review--that availed themselves of this opportunity. Since

last September, we have been sending words of wisdom throughout those

communities.

Most of all present-day problems could be minimized if not solved by a

greater concern of people for each other. Therefore, I have given high
priorities to actively serving where possible in my own church and in a

group of churches in the Cedar Mills area which have banded together to

coordinate their efforts in this matter of concern for others.

I have been invOlved also in some other writing activities which I will

not attempt to detail. I did take a little time off from these duties a

year ago to explore the South Pacific and learn a little bit more about

other parts of the world. The only way I can keep from getting completely
swamped is to have the alarm clock set every morning for 6:00.

Best wishes to all 30-Year Club members.

- 10 -
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MY EARLY DAYS ON THE FREMONT NATIONAL FOREST

By Walt L. Dutton

When Scott Leavitt was Principal of the Lakeview, Oregon High School,

before he became a Forest Ranger, he talked a great deal about the new

Roosevelt-Pinchot forestry movement. He even predicted that someday

many major colleges and universities would carry courses leading to

degrees in Forestry. Lynn Cronemiller (later State Forester for Oregon)

and I took Scott's advice and entered the School of Forestry at Oregon

Agricultural College (now Oregon State University) in the fall of 1909.

1911

June. I received my first appointment as Forest Guard at $900 per annum
and assigned to the Paisley District of the Fremont Forester under District
Ranger, Jason Elder. Cronemiller and I reported for duty to Gilbert Brown,
Forest Supervisor, at his office in Lakeview, Oregon.

Gilbert instructed us to go to a place known as Ingram Guard Station,
fifty miles northwest of Lakeview, and repair a pasture fence which we
would find had been broken down by the weight of winter snows. He then

issued us the equipment then considered standard for Forest Guards. Each

signed for the following items: Double-bitted axe with scabbard, Forest
Service marking hatchet, claw hammer and tacks, long handled shovel,
standard Forest Service compass with Jacob staff, tally register, 7'x9'
tent, Dutch oven, two canvass saddle bags (only the Rangers could have
leather saddle bags), a good supply of variously worded James Wilson
cloth posters, Forest Service green-backed note book, two pencils (one
Faber #3 and one indelible), a large Forest Service brass badge to be
work over the left shirt pocket, and finally, the National flag which
was to be flown even in temporary camps.

We furnished our own saddle and pack horses, saddles, and horse feed,
and boarded ourselves--all on $75.00 per month. There was no uniform
allowance in those days but we felt nattily outfitted in khaki colored
shirt and trousers, green tie, stiff-brimmed Stetson hat, and laced
boots with trousers tucked inside. Our left shirt pockets sagged a

bit with the weight of the big brass badge.

The Forest Supervisor came downstairs to help us pack. A small crowd
of curious but friendly onlookers had gathered to watch the proceedings.
But that didn't bother us at all. We had already been taught how to
throw a "squaw" hitch--probably the most ineffective hitch known to
packers--and we used it then. We also used this hitch later that fall
when we took the Ranger examination in Albany under the direction of
Supervisor MacDuff. Doubtless Mac graded us down because we didn't
know how to throw a diamond. Later, of course, we became reasonably
adept at throwing an assortment of hitches.



The first night out from Lakeview we camped at Jack and Jenny Buttes on
the Chewaucan River just south of the Gaylord place. We had read some-

where that Forest Rangers began their day with a cold dip in a mountain

stream. So, next morning before breakfast we did just that--plunged

right into the Chewaucan River which, at the time was running high and

cold from melting snows of f Gearhart Mountain. After that, as I recall,

we did without cold morning dips.

Next day about midafternoon we figured we had reached Ingram Station. But,

except for the remnants of a wire fence, there was nothing on the ground to

identify the site. Here was a poser. Other pastures in the vicinity also

needed repair and our problem was to find out which was located on the

Ingram Station site. Somehow we seemed to feel that a wrong decision here

would jeopardize our future careers. Besides, we didn't want to put in a

lot of hard work fixing the other fellow's fence! It was then and there

that we made our first practical use of some of the technical knowledge

gained from our Forestry course.

It was as simple as finding a section line in a stand of lodgepole pine,

following the blazes until we came upon a section corner, reading the
inscriptions on the corner stone and witness trees, and learning that we

stood at the SW corner of Section 19, T. 34 S., R. 17 E., WM. Only then

were we sure we had located the Ingram Station pasture. That was fifty-

eight years ago as of this writing and few, if any, accomplishments since
then have produced the same degree of inner satisfaction.

July. After completion of the Ingram Station assignment we returned to
our summer stations--Cronemiller to Thomas Creek Ranger Station and I to

the Gaylord place on the Chewaucan River. The old ranch house at that

place was occupied by a family of wood rats so my shelter for the summer
was a 7'x9' tent pitched nearby.

Under my job description, given verbally by Supervisor Brown before we left

Lakeview, I was to ride daily to the top of Buck Mountain, about a mile and

a half to the east, and scan the surrounding country for fires. ,July was a

dull month. The only smokes sighted were those from the camp fires of an

occasional fisherman.

I never did see my superior officer, Jason Elder, that summer. He came by

once while I was away and left a longhand note pinned to the tent flap.

The note read, "Your camp premises could be improved by removal of camp

debris."

August. After weeks of waiting, my vigil atop Buck Mountain finally was

rewarded. Some six miles to the north a black, billowy cloud of smoke shot

up from the Parker Hills and I had sighted my first forest fire. My get-

away time was not recorded but when I left I was self-contained for I had

with me my fire tools, bed, canteen of water, and enoigh grub to last two
or three days.

Arriving at the fire it was found that some twenty acres of open mixed
type of ponderosa pine, mountain mahogany, and Ceanothus, had already burned

- 12 -



over. The fire continued to advance slowly throughout the night. My
efforts to trench in a two hundred yard front were just short of ade-
quate. That was the situation at 10:00 A.M. the next day when, greatly
to my surprise, Cronemiller showed up with his fire tools and camp out-
fit. Within the hour we had joined trenches and they held. Cronemiller's

help proved to be the extra push needed to place the fire under control.
It represented the difference between success and failure. We tried

without success to determine the cause of the fire. Tracks of a shod
horse (not ours) suggested the recent presence of a lone rider in that
vicinity. There had been no lightning; therefore, it was a man-caused
fire.

In those days lookout reports and other messages frequently had to be
sent by roundabout methods. The Parker Hills fire was spotted from three
places--Buck Mountain (my lookout), Paisley by Jason Elder, and Cougar
Peak by Cronemiller. Elder and Cronemiller telephoned the Forest office

in Lakeview. That office then instructed Cronemiller to come to my
assistance, but was unable to assure him that I had gone to the fire.

And that is all for my first and last forest fire on the Fremont.

September. This fall I took the Civil Service Ranger examination in
Albany, Oregon; also it marked the beginning of my junior year in college.

1912

June. Reappointed Forest Guard and assigned to Bull Prairie Guard Station,
Warner Ranger District, under District Ranger Pearl Ingram. Before going

to Bull Prairie I was sent to Rogger Station where I joined a crew of men
grubbing false-hellebore (locally called skunk cabbage) from the station
pasture. Bull Prairie had no cabin so that meant another summer in my
7'x9' tent. Nor was there a pasture fence and that meant many hours look-
ing for strayed horses.

My main job was to ride each day to the top of Drake Peak and look for
fires. No fires were sighted and I had no calls for fire fighting work.
Neither Bull Prairie nor Drake Peak had telephone connections.

Assistant Ranger Combs, brother of Attorney Charley Combs, joined
me at Bull Prairie and together we cut lodgepole pine poles and started
construction of a "John Day" type pasture fence. For some reason this
kind of fence didn't seem to take well on the Fremont although it was
widely used in the Blue Mountains of Eastern Oregon. We also cut and
pealed lodgepole pine logs which later went into construction of the
first cabin at Bull Prairie.

August. On short notice I was instructed to break camp and proceed imme-
diately to Thomas Creek Ranger Station where a crew was being organized
to start work on extending the Trunk Telephone line northward toward
Silver Lake. Cronemiller and Ranger Norman White were also in the crew.
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No climbing equipment was available that year so we used ladders in trimming
trees and attaching insulators and wire. Split-tree insulators were just

coming out but had not yet been stocked on the Fremont. So we used the

large solid type, threading about fifteen at a time and pushing them ahead
as we strung the wire. Bracket insulators, with non-slip ties, were installed

about every one-fourth mile. We didn't know, of course, that every tree
which fell across the line that winter would either wreck a bracket or break
the line. Anyway, the experience gained in constructing the initial stretch
of line from Thomas Creek Station to Cox Flat was a great help to all when
the project was undertaken in earnest the following year.

September. Returned to college for my senior year in Forestry.

1913

June. Finished school and appointed to the position of Assistant Forest
Ranger on the miscellaneous roll of the Forest Service at a salary of
$1,100.00 per annum, and again reported in person to the Supervisor of the
Fremont Forest.

Late June, all of July and August, and early September, were spent with the
Trunk Telephone line construction crew. We worked in four Ranger Districts

and under three District Rangers: Thomas Creek District, Ranger Norman
White; Summer Lake District, Ranger Charley Weyburn; and Silver Lake District,
Ranger Scott MeComb. Ranger White also had charge of the work through the
Paisley District since Ranger Jason Elder was in poor health that summer.

Supervisor Gi1bert Brown spent much time on the Trunk Telephone project in
planning and directing the work. Common labor was not above him and frequently
he could be found with axe or shovel helping clear rights of way, digging post
holes, and other such unskilled labor jobs. Gilbert also was the crew mechanic;
perhaps "fixer" or"trouble-shooter" would be more descriptive since we had no
automotive equipment or machinery of any kind.

Among others who worked on the telephone project most of the summer were:
Carl Ewing, later Supervisor of the Umatilla Forest; Bill LaSater; Lynn
Cronemiller; Fred Cronemiller (just out of high school, and later Assistant
Regional Forester in the California Region); K. C. Langfield (later District
Ranger on the Paisley District); and Mr. and Mrs. Helgessen (Mrs.H. was camp
cook). A team and wagon rented from Langfield provided our chief means of
transportation.

Well remembered base camps include Cox Flat, Taylor Place, Ingram Station,
Currier Camp, Klippel 40, Pole Creek, Mud Spring, and Egli Mill. Work horses

rented from Langfield and pack and saddle animals belonging to crew members,
comprised a sizable herd of livestock. Grass was in short supply at most

camps. As always, the cow had been there first. Sometimes work on the tele-
phone line would be held up for several hours while the entire crew looked
for lost horses.
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July. On July 31 Fremont McComb, third child in the McComb family, was
born at Silver Lake Ranger Station. Since their two older children,
Virginia and Denver, had been given geographical names, they thought
it would be appropriate to follow the same procedure with the new arrival.
That was when Cronemiller and I suggested, and the McCoxnbs accepted, the
name of Fremont after the Fremont National Forest. (This event was
editorialized in the September 27, 1956 issue of the Bend Bulletin.)

By the middle of December the Fremont was out of money and I drew a
five-month furlough.

1914

April. Reappointed Assistant Forest Ranger--this time on the statutory
roll--and worked in the Supervisor's office helping Jacobson compile and
compute his extensive timber reconnaissance data.

When Ranger White was assigned to entry survey work out of the District
(Regional) Office I took over his work in both the Bly and Thomas Creek
districts. My brother, Edver, who was Fire Guard at Thomas Creek that
summer, and I occupied the Station dwelling. Assistant Supervisor Bradley,
with his wife and two daughters, camped for a short while in a tent near
the Station. He put in some time with us getting out material for con-
struction of a lookout tower on Cougar Peak. (Bradley, originally from
England, saw service with the 4th United States Cavalry, in the Indian
wars along the Arizona border in 1889. In October 1967, he reached his
100th birthday and was honored with suitable ceremony by President Johnson
and the Army.)

We did some work that summer widening the road up Mesman Creek. The rock
work was all by hand--our first experience with sledge hammer and hand
drill. Those who now drive the fine road up Thomas Creek probably do
not realize that for more than forty years Thomas Creek Station was
accessible from the south only by a narrow winding road up Cottonwood
and Mesman Creeks, over a divide, and down to the Station.

1915

June. Late this month found me at Thomas Creek Station when word came
that I was to be transferred to the Cascade (now Willamette) Forest to
do grazing reconnaissance work in the high Cascades. On the eve of my
departure some of the local force, including Gilbert Brown, Dan Brennan,
R. A. Bradley, Pearl Ingram, and Lynn Cronemiller, gave me a farewell
dinner at Eli's Cafe. Gilbert gave a short talk in which he jokingly
remarked that since I was leaving to do grazing work I doubtless would
return some day as Chief of Grazing. I did, thirty-one years later

One last thought. In the early days of National Forest administration
the college man sometimes was persona non grata with some of the old-
time Rangers. Even as late as the mid-20's the conflict between the
technical and the practical broke out anew in a series of pro and con
articles published in the Washington Bulletin under the heading
"Technicians and Others."
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But not so on the Fremont. There, the old-timers welcomed us warmly and
made us feel that we were part of the Forest Service family. Let's name

them again--Gilbert Brown, Reginald A. Bradley, Jay Billings, Dan Brennan,
Jason Elder, Pearl Ingram, Scott McComb, and Norman White. I doubt that

we fully appreciated them at the time. But on looking back in later years

from the vantage point of more experience, we concluded that the old-
timers on the Fremont--both field and office--had been men with educated
hearts!

* ********

Somehow the world has changed a lot
Or so it seems to me;

Today there's nothing quite the same
As what it used to be.

For instance, take the papers that
We read in days of yore;

You'll notice that the printing now
Is smaller than before.

And for some purpose that's beyond
The reason of my brow,

The stairways of the present time
Are higher, steeper, now.

Perhaps it is that I am right,
Perhaps that I am wrong,

But all the city blocks to me
Seem twice again as long.

Oh! yes, indeed, the world has changed
From distant years gone by;

But, now and then, I wonder if
It really isn't I.

-Cosmas J. Dakos

* * * * * * * * *

Integrity is a good word and those who guide their lives
by it will die happy, even though poor.

* * * * * * * * *
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BIG BLACK BEAR BATS OUT HIS BREAKFAST

By Rudo L. Fromme

While reading in the August 1968 issue of the National Geographic magazine
about "The Incredible Salmon," my memory went back to an experience I had
on the old Olympic Forest about 1920 or '21. The article treated of the
mysterious behavior of salmon in navigating various areas of the ocean
for a period of two to three years, but invariably returning to the
identical stream in which they were born, to spawn a new crop and die.

I landed at Brinnon, on Hood Canal, rather late one automn evening via
steamer ferry from Seabeck, the Bremerton short cut from Seattle. The

one camper's supply store and emergency sleeping quarters had closed for
the season, so I bedded down in my sleeping bag in a small deserted picnic
area near the mouth of the Dosewallips River close by. The night was
quite frosty, so I squirmed myself out early the next morning to hop
around and get my blood to moving again. Not having any impelling urge
for the hard-tack and cold lunch meats in my pack sack, nor to build a
small fire for oatmeal or soup, I decided to start hiking up the Dosewallips
trail at once. I was to meet Ranger Whitehead at the Corrigenda Station,
about six miles up, by prior letter arrangement, for a joint inspection
of a log-stringer bridge, which he and one of the summer guards had built
across to the south bank, six miles further up stream.

With visions of a warm breakfast at the station, I swung my chummy pack on
my chilly back and started across the old road bridge for the north bank.
I was stopped midway by the churning action of salmon crowding their way
up the river. As I hiked up the trail, I could hear them every now and
then, where the intervening brush wasn't too dense. In about an hour,
however, I sensed a different sound. The stream seemed to be flowing
over a rapids, but there was an added "Swish - grunt -- Swish - grunt".
The grunts seemed to be those of a bear, so I cautiously wormed my way
through the thick brush for a "look-see". Sure enough, there was a big,
black bear, standing in the shallows, nose downstream. He, or she, was
poised on three legs, with the right foot in the air, ready to take a big
swipe at any unwary salmon that chanced to swim within comfortable reach.
My nose and eyes, chiefly the former, had already detected some results
of this maneuver in the number of partly eaten fish on the immediate
river bank. Those I could see clearly appeared to have had one copious
bite taken out of their fat bellies, probably for the eggs relish.

At once I thought, "Oh for a shapshot", and proceeded to extract my old
style, post-card size kodak from the large back pocket of my Filson shirt,
under the back-pack. As I carefully parted some leaves to try to locate
the coveted animal in the old-fashioned view finder, and in rather poor
lighting, I seemed to sense a sudden change of interest on the part of
my subject. I looked up to meet two beady eyes squinting intently right
at me. Not only that, but the owner of said beady eyes dropped the
raised paw and took a step or two in my direction. Whether he or she
took steps three or four, or maybe more, I wasn't there to see. I was
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back on the friendly trail, batting the breeze with considerable dispatch
in a westerly direction. As I slowed down to let my heaving chest subside
somewhat, I carefully peeked around, but there was nothing behind me

except autumn tranquility. I folded up my open camera, put it back in
my shirt pocket and sat down on an inviting old log to rest and ponder
a bit.

I thought of other bears I had come upon, some by mutual surprise, and
how they had always turned and high-tailed it for less crowded conditions
in the remote beyond; that is, all except a less-wild mamma bear and her
two cubs which I surprised feeding on some garbage carried out from a
mountain resort hotel. In that case, the mamma bear hurried back a short
distance, then turned to see if her cubs were at her heels, which they
weren't. They went only a few yards until one went partway up a small
tree and the other stopped at the base. Both faced me and the opened
kodak with an apparent vain expression on their white snouts at the
thought of being the subject of a picture. Mamma appeared to becoming
uneasy and a bit menacing by that time, according to a companion behind
me, so I withdrew forthwith. I got a rather good snap, however.

As I briefly pondered my immediate experience, I wondered whether the
Dosewallips bear actually thought that I was trying to horn in on her
fishing luck. At the time, seeing all the extra salmon he or she had
belted out onto the river bank, I wondered if further fish batting
wasn't just for the hell of it.

Anyway, the above are the bare facts, as I saw them.

* * * * * * * * *

AS A MAN SOWETH

We must not hope to be mowers,
And to gather the ripe gold ears,

Unless we have first been sowers
And watered the furrows with tears.

It is not just as we take it,
This mystical world of ours.

Life's field will yield as we make it
A harvest of thorns or of flowers.

* * * * * * * * *

Of all the things which wisdom provides to make life
entirely happy, much the greatest is the possession

of friendship.

* * * * * * * * *
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FORTY-ONE YEARS IN ThE BUSH

By Corwin E. (Slim) Hem

With technological achievements snowballing as they have in the past
ten years, the primitive methods available to and used by the Foresters
of three or four decades ago probably would be humorous and perhaps
mystifying to today's under-30 group.

Being one of the over-60's, and having first worked for the Forest
Service in 1928 and retiring in 1969, I look upon these years as the
Golden Years of the Service. Recent reminiscing has brought me many

a chuckle and some satisfaction that I helped the Forest Service in

a small way, to carry on and grow during these years of meager budgets

and staffing.

Looking back one finds that seemingly inconsequential incidents later
proved to be the crucial decision effecting one's entire future.

In 1928 while farming near Redmond, Oregon, an injured finger rendered
me useless for milking cows. I applied for a job under grand old Ranger,

Perry A. South, Sisters Ranger Station. He hired me to work with the

road crew camped at Prairie Farm on the north end of Green Ridge. Crew

members were the boss, Dave Miller; his wife, the cook; Alvie Templeton,
the grader operator; and a young buckaroo and myself as axman and choker
setter, respectively. I worked for the Forest Service every year from
then until retiring October 31, 1969. As I see it now I had unwittingly
taken the right fork in the trail which provided a challenging and reward-
ing career.

I later learned that the shallow well which we dug at Prairie Farm for
camp use was probably within 100 yards of the waterhole dug by Lt. Henry L.

Abbot when his railroad survey party camped there on September 26, 1855.

BUGS

Insect enemies of the forest were created for a purpose, no doubt at the

same time trees were created. Early in this century, forest managers
becoming concerned with the bugs' depredations researched, studied, and
began control measures. The old-timers were mostly concerned with the
infestations of western pine bark beetles in the ponderosa stands of

Eastern Oregon. Because the technical name of dendroctonous brevicomas
was too unwieldy for the woodsman of that time, the term "brevi" or just

plain "bugs" was used. Early Rangers were instructed to be on the look-

out for beetle infestations and report their findings. The story among

the old "bug hunters," as the beetle control men were dubbed, was of the
early-day Ranger who glued a brevi to a paper and submitted it to his
supervisor with the following bit of doggerel beneath:
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This is the beetle dendroctonous,
The killer of the pine.
He lives on pitch,
The son of a
And to kill him will take a long time.

His observations were more true than he realized. In spite of all the

control measures taken, the brevi is still very much alive.

Beetle control projects throughout the drought years of the 30's provided

winter employment for many smokechasers.

Among Region 6 pioneers in beetle control work were some of the finest

men with whom I have had the good fortune to work: Alex Jaenicke and

F. Paul Keene, and Messrs. Buckhorn and Whiteside who were the legmen

for the first two. And what legmen they were! Buckhorn was not over

5'6", but woe to him who would challenge Buck to a 12-mile cross-country

hike.

Autumn of 1929 brought the first bug control projects on the Deschutes,
in the Fox Butte burn of 1926. The fire-weakened timber was heavily

infested with brevi's. Control procedure was to make a 100 percent cruise
of the project area with a team of one compassman and two spotters who
marked the trees and located them on an 8 inch-to-i mile map sheet. Treat-
ing crews of from two to four men followed later, falling marked trees and

peeling the bark on the top two-thirds of the log, and with the aid of
pitchy wood or dry needles placed under the log, burning the bark suffi-

ciently to kill the over-wintering brood of bugs.

Living accommodations in the camp were meager, with six to eight men in
a squad tent with a Sibley stove in the center and bedrolls on the ground.

Can't remember that I ever slept more soundly, though. Water was hauled

in from Cabin Lake Ranger Station in barrels, and our bathing facilities
consisted of tin basins and "Lava" soap on a washbench of poles. There

were no R&R trips to town, and after several weeks in camp the B.0. index

was pretty high! Who could tell, though, when everyone smelled the same?

These long tours in the woods did a lot in the way of family planning,
however. There was no population explosion in those days.

Dee Wright caine over from McKenzie Bridge that winter to work on the Fox
Butte project, and what a woodsman he was! Dee loved to tell of the

numerous cougar in the Fox Butte area at that time. Some of his cougar

stories were pretty rich. One evening about bedtime I spooked a mare and
a colt that had been hanging around camp, and they galloped down past the

row of tents. When I returned to my tent Dee told me he had heard them
run through camp and that they had been chased by a cougar. Not wanting

to spoil a good story, I said nothing. After our camp closed and Dee
returned to McKenzie Bridge, the Sunday Oregonian carried an article cap-
tioned "Veteran Woodsman Dee Wright Returns from the Wilds of Central

Oregon." Among the incidents related of his life in the bug camp was
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that of a cougar pursuing a mare and colt until they sought refuge in

the camp area. I have been called an old bear and other things rather

uncomplimentary, but never before or since have I been called a cougar.

In 1930 the Deschutes had a bug project near Long Butte, again treating

timber in the 1926 Fox Butte burn area. Two feet of snow fell one night,

collapsing the World War I squad tents we were living in and making us

snowbound for the ensuing two weeks. Hiking was a bit difficult, but

work never stopped. Finally Mart Baty, an old Fort Rock homesteader,

and Mr. Buckholz, a Bend trucker, left Bend with a load of groceries

but were forced by deep snow to stop that night 15 miles short of our

camp. They had lots of grub but no cooking utensils; so Mart, an ingen-

ious cuss, started f lacking off a squarepoint stable shovel Buck had on

the truck. Buck asks, "Whatcha gonna do with that?" "Fry some bacon

and eggs." Mart keeps on chipping. "I won't eat 'em," declares Buck.

Mart, when telling of it later, said, "When he smelled the bacon frying,

his belly got the best of him."

They reached camp the second evening with the groceries, most essential

of which was salt. We had run out of salt a week before; and Avon Derrick,

being raised on a cattle ranch, 'lowed we'd sure lose our calves if we

didn't get some salt pretty soon.

Every bug hunter aspired to become a member of the spotting crew, as this

was considered less arduous and more interesting than felling trees and

chipping bark. It was an unwritten law that to become a spotter one had

to eat some brevicomas larvae. Now, this isn't as bad as it sounds. The

larvae is pure white, about the size of a grain of rice, and all its life

has dined on nothing but good clean pine bark. The flavor is very much

like that of pinon pine seeds. It's really little different from eating

shrimp.

Since TV was nonexistent and portable radios were not so portable in those

days, musical entertainment was dependent upon a tinny, portable phono-

graph and no more than a dozen raspy records. Always included were

"Frankie and Johnny", "The Wreck on the ... Old 97", and one that I can't

remember except for a line where the vocalist vowed he'd ". . .rather drink

muddy water and sleep in a hollow log.
.." That may have been his prefer-

ence to living in a bug campy

With the coming of the CCC's, much of the bugging was done by these boys

under the supervision of Forest Service foremen. I have a prized article

written by my good friend, Alex Jaenicke, clipped from a 1940 "626", the

old-time Region 6 Forest Service news, telling of 4300 CCC man-days of

treating bug timber without a single lost-time accident. The significance
of this can only be appreciated when one considers the fact that these
boys from Flatbush and The Bowery (New York City) caine to us having never

so much as seen an axe or crosscut saw. The safety training and constant

vigilance required was a big task.
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Transportation facilities to and from the field were far from luxurious
in those days. Open stake trucks with benches, too cold to sit on in
the often-prevailing below-zero temperatures, were provided. In spite

of the many hardships endured in connection with the bug camps, morale
remained high and a fine spirit of camaradarie grew from our close asso-
ciations at work and long evenings in camp. Modern methods, regulations,

and attitudes have changed all this. Rapid and comfortable means of
transporting crews, improved roads, and the 8 to 5 portal to portal policy
have rung the death knell for the Forest Service project camp.

THE LOOKOUT SMOKECHASER ERA

With today's swing toward aerial fire detection and the wholesale removal
of lookout stations as being of no further use, it will be surprising to
the under-30 group to know that in 1930 the pendulum was at the opposite
end of its swing and nearly all firemen were being "kicked upstairs."
Construction of lookout facilities was being rushed in every quarter, and
hardly a township of the Forest was without its lookout-fireman atop a
likely butte or pinnacle. Even lowly Plot Butte on the fringe of the
desert was manned, although no permanent structure was ever built there.

The strategy was to have 100 percent detection coverage and a fireman
within 30 minutes of any possible fire. Sitting on a lookout irked some
of the old guards who had for many years been located at a comfortable
ground station.

A keen spirit of competition for first discovery and rapid travel time to
fires soon developed, and the lookout-fireman system proved to be extremely
efficient and effective. The lookout's day was made if he got a first dis-

covery on a fire in another lookout's territory. There was no overtime or

fire differential pay in those days. Pay was $90-$lOO per month for 31
long days, and you were lucky to get a trip outside for supplies after day-
light hours at intervals of 15 to 20 days.

My first year as a fireman started in the spring of 1931. I reported to

Ranger Fenton G. Whitney at Cabin Lake Ranger Station and was given charge
of a small crew to build a phone line from Cabin Lake to Spring Butte. When

we had about three miles of the line completed, we had orders to make a dry
camp about sixmiles out from Cabin Lake and continue from there. We moved

camp twice more on the 21-mile construction job. The object of this was to

minimize travel time and car mileage. As compared to today's portal to
portal workday and commuting 50 or more miles, we really put in a full day
on the job.

On Spring Butte I was in the center of an area of virgin timber 50 miles
in diameter, a sight I shall never forget. My first job after setting up
camp and the firefinder was to clear all timber on the butte that inter-
fered with my view of the country 'round about. That was a bitter pill,
as the top of Spring Butte in its natural state was a beautiful park. Many
of the pines were 30 inches or more in diameter, and the needles on the

forest floor had never been disturbed.
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In spite of the depression years and the bountiful supply of deer in
the Fort Rock District, I believe that the smokechasers of those times
religiously obeyed the game laws. But what is one to do when a
"neighbor" drops a haunch of venison off at your Station at eleven
o'clock at night? This happened to me. I peeled and buried the hide
and ate the delicious viands for breakfast, dinner, and supper for
several days. Shortly afterward Whit visited me on a routine inspec-
tion and hair-cutting trip. While I was sitting on a stump, with Whit
cutting my hair, his mongrel dog dug up the deer hide. Whit said nothing
and threw the hide in a brushpile. The dog again returned with the hide
and received a more discouraging reception from Whit. Neither Whit nor
I offered to discuss the matter, which was becoming extremely embarrass-
ing to me.

During the 1932 fire season, my second year on the Spring Butte lookout,
Mart Baty and Willie Watkins caaie up, and the three of us built a 32-foot
tower of native material with the standard 14'x14' lookout house atop.
Mart was a real artist with the broadax and was what I would call a back-
woods engineer. He made easy work of the tower building with a few hand-
tools and an improvised Spanish windlass. I suppose because of his
having honiesteaded in the Fort Rock Valley in earlier years he was a
great hand for a diet of beans, ham, biscuits, and gravy. The beanpot
was on every day and by the end of the week they were delicious.

Upon completion of the lookout house I found that the freedom which I
enjoyed with my tent and firefinder on the ground was gone. I was a
prisoner in a glass house, and life became rather boring. I was glad
when the fall rains caine and I could again get my feet on the ground.

The sheep herders were rather careless with fire in those days and hardly
a week went by without a sheepman's fire. Forester Walt Perry was
assigned the job of detective and set such a good record for convictions
that these man-caused fires soon went out of style.

Experienced smokechasers used many ingenious ways of finding and putting
out fires. The most unique example in my memory was when Frank Stratton
was sent alone to control a small lightning fire. When he arrived at
the fire it was confined to a small spot about 30 feet from the ground
in a large ponderosa pine. Frank, being inclined to use his head to
save his hands, sized up the situation. With his gallon canteen on his
back, he climbed a nearby jackpine, and by swaying the jackpine came
near enough to the spot fire to dunk it with a small amount of water
on each swing. Several sways, and several dunks later, the fire was
out, and no doubt that big ponderosa pine still stands. I suppose this
could have been called a one-gallon fire.

Smokechasers must have been a hardy race in those days. Hardhats, walkie-
talkies, pumpers, and borate planes were unknown. One or two men were
dispatched to small fires and were expected to find and extinguish them
without further help, and in most cases they performed up to the Ranger's
expectations. I recall very few accidents or serious injuries among the
smokechasers.

- 23 -



This isn't the logical place to end the story of a lifetime in the woods,
but I have found my days as fully occupied as when I was on Uncle's pay-

roll. More reminiscing remains to be done while toasting my shins by the

fireptace in the winters ahead.

I hope to see the completion of a project, dear to my heart, which I started
while in the service. That is the signing of historical sites and pioneer
trails through the forests of Region 6. If Frank Flack will just hang on

for a few more years we'll get these signs posted. (You'll have to hurry,

Slim, time's running short! F.F.)

* ******* *

WOULDN'T IT BE BETTER

Wouldn't this old world be better,
if the folks we meet would say:

"I know something good about you."
and would treat us just that way.

Wouldn't it be fine and dandy,
if each hand-clasp warm, and true,

Carried with it this assurance,
"I know something good about you."

Wouldn't things here be more pleasant,
if the good that's in us all,

Were the only thing about us,
that folks bothered to recall.

Wouldn't life be lots more happy,
if we'd praise all the good we see

For there is such a lot of goodness,
in the worst of you, and me;

Wouldn't it be nice to practice,
this fine way of thinking too:

"Yes you know something good about me,
and, I know something good about YOU."

-Joseph W. Myers

* * * * * * * * *

DON'T GIVE UP

'Twixt failure and success the point's so fine
Men sometimes know not when they touch the line.

Just when the pearl was waiting one more plunge,
How many a struggler has thrown up the sponge!

Then take this honey from the bitterest cup -
There is no failure save in giving up.

-Anonymous

* * *******
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INSECTS BOTHER EARLY TRAIL BUILDERS

By Fred Wehmeyer

I often wonder if those who now use modern roads and trails ever fully
appreciate the cost in pain and misery, besides dollars, of building them
in the days long gone by. Every mile of trail was constructed by someone
being stung by bees. Nearly every down log, if rotten, contained yellow-
jacket nests and the air itself was full of insects. Horse flies, deer

flies, gnats, no-see-ems, and mosquitos were so thick that one breathed
with difficulty. In those days, when exploring for future trail routes,
we generally camped on a ridge and packed water. There we could clear a

spot and build snudge fires for the horses. The horses would stand head

to tail in the smoke and tears rolled down their cheeks. They would venture

off to eat only when a breeze brought a temporary lull to the hordes of
ravenous flies and mosquitos. Keeping an eye on the horses was an endless
job because, if they thought there was any chance of getting away, they
would take off. I remember a story of Ranger Jamison of Loomis, Washington,
who was back in the Toats Coulee country, about his horses wandering off
during the night. He started trailing them and soon met another person

doing likewise. They struck up an immediate and casual acquaintenance.
Jamison introduced himself as the local Forest Ranger and the other fellow
said, "I am a prospector, been prospecting these mountains for the past
twenty years." He then added, "that ain't exactly the truth as I've hunted
horses fifteen of those years" Painful adventures added many laughs to

the ribald humor of the camp. I remember Glen Mitchell telling of the man

they had hired to help cut the hay on their ranch at Molson. He said the

hired hand passed him with his arms flailing like vanes on a windmill,
cutting wild patterns through the hay field. As he passed, the hired hand

yelled, "Ole Yesus, yellow yackets"

On the way to a fire, about November 1, I had a Britisher in my crew, a
soldier recently released from a Lancastershire lancer outfit. We were

climbing up steep ground carrying fire tools. Attracted by our perspira-

tion, a large bald hornet lit on the Britisher and changed the shape of the
poor chap's ear. He let out a war whoop, but feeling somewhat conspicuous
as a true Englishman, he tried not to be emotional. He then said, in a

matter of fact conversational tone of voice, "I do believe that nasty insect
bit me." Somehow, we "Yanks" lacked much in manners, for the affair struck
me as being highly hilarious and we fairly rolled in dirt in laughter.

But back to bugs. I have read that there have been authentic cases of
suicide by wild animals who could no longer endure the torture of the mil-
lions of voracious insects. I have seen range cattle, no longer able to
endure the torture, let out a bawl and take off through the brush without
any regard to injury, in the hopes of dislodging some of the insistent
insects. I have also seen men working on a trail sit down and cry, com-
pletely worn out from the continuous battle of the bugs. I used to think
that the Devil surely created the insect world, and if the time of retri-
bution caine about, I hoped to see the rascal staked somewhere on the
Similikameen River with no protective net. That will be the day we can

join Tug Boat Annie in saying "Happy days are here, some more."

k *
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WEST BOUNDARY RANGER STATION MEMOIRS

By Harold R. Bowerman

The West Boundary Ranger Station was located on the Middle Fork of the

Willamette River at Lawler, just above Eula, and nine miles above Lowell,

Oregon. The Ranger Station has long since drowned in the pool behind the
Lookout Point Dam at Loiell. Nostalgic memories, however, linger for

those who worked on the Cascade National Forest during the 1920's.

The Southern Pacific Railroad finally was punched over the Cascades past

Oakridge. This then became the mainline and carried tremendous tonnage
within less than 300 feet of the office. The giant inalletts, with five

or six helpers per train, roared their long string of cars past the office
window--all conversation ceased, including fire reports, during the pass-

ing. West Boundary was on the Forest boundary and at the head of a long

grade. Sanding of the flues was done here because of fire restrictions
on the National Forest. This additional din added greatly to sound

"pollution".

The local train stopped on flag at Lawler for passengers or freight. Part

of this freight consisted of salmon eggs, taken in season, from the West
Boundary fish racks. The eggs were shipped in large, shallow, damp, burlap-
bottomed trays. The trays were exceedingly fishy by the end of the season.
The train crews resented the eggs because the resulting pattern on their
blue serge uniforms detracted from their dignity. The salty racktender
quieted the complaints by the now famous saying, "Ya might as well step up
to 'er boys, ya gotter to do" Tough jobs on the Willamette still get done

to the cadence of that remark.

Personal grocery orders and Forest Service maintenance needs, purchased at
Frank Blair's general store at Lowell, were mailed postage free to Eula.
The postage was free because Postmaster Blair had mailing privileges.

Sophisticated fire-weather forecasts were not available, so the local
weather indicators were carefully watched. Ranger Ray Engles' standby
was a dusty spot in the center of the Willamette wagon road and a little
rise just above the station. A small seep would appear just before a gen-

eral rain. A low barometric pressure center permitted the spring to rise.
Mares-tail clouds, a ring around the sun or moon usually brought rain
within three days--at least the fire-danger would drop.

Access to the Patterson Mountain portion of the Ranger District, and the
local ranches across the Middle Fork of the Willamette was a short half
mile from the Ranger Station, but required an 18-mile drive to Lowell and
back up the river on the other side. This problem was solved by a river-

current powered ferry. An up-stream cable across the river controlled
the ferry. Two sheave blocks rode the cable a ferry-length apart. Each

block supported a line to its end of the ferry. The crossing was made by

shortening the bow line and lengthening the stern line-- the current did
the rest.
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The West Boundary Ranger District maintained 30 miles of metallic tele-
phone line on the Southern Pacific right-of-way. Transportation for
line maintenance was a hand-powered, three-wheeled velocipede. Heavy
rail traffic, compounded by frequent tunnels and signals hidden by a
curving track would have curled the hair of the present-day Safety
Officer. A packsack of tools and maintenance supplies on the car's
outrigger made the car ride smoothly. The maintenance man soon learned
to keep the outrigger free because of the necessity to make an occasional
derailment to escape an unexpected mallett engine on the silent down-
grade. The square-sawn poles presented an additional hazard because of
the larking spike knots and the barbed wire fence stapled to the base of
the pole.

The single-wire telephone lines along the trails and roads were hung
loosely from split insulators to permit the wire to come to the ground
twice in each one quarter mile. This construction helped prevent the
breakage of the wire when caught under falling forest debris. Mainte-
nance and fire crews carried hand telephones equipped with oscillators
or buzzers with which to call the Ranger Station. A loud-speaker, or
howler, on each line amplified the buzzer signal in the office. The
howlers also proved the bath of uninformed field men who were prone to
gossip after hours on the telephone. The simple old telephone receiver,
hooked between line and ground frequently simultaneously served as trans-
mitter and receiver. They were much lighter to carry.

Trail and telephone maintenance were carried along by the same two or
three-man crew. The mule string moved the crew between camp sites.
Moving schedules were dependent upon predetermined schedules when there
were no telephone lines in the area. Rations and tempers tended to
become short when unexpected maintenance problems prevented the crews
from meeting the packer. Power saws were non-existent. Hand-powered
cross-cut saws (misery-whips), heavy mature timber, and experience forced
the crews to take advantage of labor-saving devices. Cuts in fallen trees
were flared apart on the lower side to permit the section of log on the
trail to roll free. A pole was laid under the section to be cut, so that
the cut could be pivoted out of the trail and rolled to the lower side.

The District's "fleet" consisted of the District Ranger's one personally
owned Model T roadster. Period. There were no Forest Service rigs.
Horse travel was by trail and infrequently on short sections of road.

The winter crew consisted of the District Ranger. One - count him. The
District Ranger had a summer crew of Protective Assistant, Packer, Fall
Creek Fireman, and three lookouts. A fireman was added to Saddleblariket
in 1928. These men formed the spring trail and telephone maintenance
crews. Road maintenance was projected from Supervisor Nelson McDuff's
office in Eugene.

Forest administration was principally custodial. Recreation was limited
to a few isolated campers along the roads at unimproved camps. There
were a few local hunters in the fall. There were no summer homes. Timber
sales were limited to sporadic ranger sales to local ranchers. There was

no grazing of domestic stock.
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The "Manuals" consisted of one 5x7 loose-leaf manual about two inches
thick, plus the Use Manual which was little more than a pamphlet. The

season's mail consisted of two shallow file baskets, filled but not

overflowing.

Every Ranger District had its own packstring. The District Ranger

was required to furnish his own saddle and pack animal and was paid

an annual wage of $2,000 for a 7-day week and 18-hour days during the

fire season. There was no summer leave and in the winter the kids were
in school.

Those of us who have had the privilege of watching the Forest Service
evolve from the custodial. management stage to the present intense, diver-
sified use are happy to have been a part of the change and "the good old
days".

*********

FRIENDSHIP

Oh, the comfort, the inexpressible comfort
of feeling safe with a person.
Having neither to weigh thoughts,
Nor measure words - just pouring them
All right out - just as they are -
Chaff and grain together,
Certain that a faithful hand will
Take and sift them -
Keep what is worth keeping,
And with the breath of kindness
Blow the rest away.

-Dinah Craik

-J*********

The kiss of the sun for pardon
The song of the birds for mirth.
One is nearer Cod's heart in a garden
Than anywhere else on earth.

* * * * * * * * *
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A TRIBUTE TO FOREST SERVICE "SHORT-TERN" MEN

By Everett Lynch

For some time I've hoped that someone would write a tribute to the old-
time short-term man of the Forest Service. But the years pass, so now
I will try.

Fw people today realize the effort the short-term men have given in
helping to establish the Forest Reserves on a firm foundation in the many
activities in which they worked. Usually each Ranger District had one or
two outstanding men who, because of their knowledge of the country,
acquaintance with the people of the community, and familiarity with the
work to be done, were simply indispensible. Most of these men had worked
many years for the Service. They were of high moral standards, imbued
with loyalty, integrity, and industry. The libelous remarks that I have
heared on occasion of Forest Service sweat being worth a thousand dollars
an ounce were entirely false. Many times I have seen these men work to
the point of exhaustion on fires. In other duties they often sacrificed
their personal time to complete an urgent improvement job.

As I think back, many golden memories are recalled of the delightful com-
radeship shared with those many fellow workers. On every District on
which I worked, there was always at least one dependable short-term man
who helped me get acquainted with local people and with the area of the
District. Most always, these men worked the usual five months during the
fire season for the Forest Service, and the balance of the year on a
ranch, trap the back country for furs, hunt predators, or cut timber for
one of the local saw mills. While working for the Forest Service their
pay was largely in their pride of doing a job well. Since they were a
part of the organization before the days of Social Security or other
Government benefits, they worked for 20 to 25 years and then were shunted
aside as being "too old." That is a sad story

In the twilight hours of life, I like to recall two or three of the many
short-term men with whom I worked. There was good old Barney Zell of
Stehekin, Washington, while I was at Chelan. He had worked for many
years under Ed Blankenship before I came on the scene. Barney was a
small man in stature, but had massive legs. It would take a long time
to relate all the good things that were Barney Zell.

At Conconully there was Mike Jones who had worked for Russ Pierpont through
many fire seasons. Mike was a Weishman, and he, too, had a colorful past.
I never met a man more honorable or loyal. He knew the old "Use Book" from
cover to cover, and was familiar with the goals and future aspirations of
the Service and helped develop them.

At Heppner there was Clarence Bisbee. When he worked under my supervision
he had already put in twenty-two summer seasons. Clarence had a large
acreage on the breaks of the John Day River where he raised a few sheep.
His off seasons were spent there. Clarence was very capable of handling
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any hard job he encountered. It was my painful duty one day to tell him

that, because he had reached the age of 62, he could no longer be hired.

There were tears in his eyes as he turned to leave. The Heppner District

was never the same after he left.

These rather sketchy remarks of only three outstanding short-term men are
typical of my regards towards all the others who were faithful to the

Service and to me. My close memories of the Service date back over fifty-

eight years and in some ways I would like to relive all of them.

Since my retirement in 1954 and until 1959, I did a lot of cruising,

appraising and logging road layout work, and built a house, doing all the

work myself. From 1960 until the present time I set up a shop and worked

as a potter. My work was exhibited in many cities in the twelve western
states and one piece was accepted for an American folk art exhibit to tour

Japan. During the period of my retirement, my wife, Dorothy, has also

been in crafts doing some pottery work, but mostly weaving and "stitchery."

Her work has also been exhibited in the Seattle area many times.

I invite each of my Thirty-Year Club friends to drop in to see our shop in

Tonasket if you ever come up this way.

* * * * * * * * *

THE DIGNITY OF LABOR

Labor raises honest sweat;
Leisure puts you into debt.

Labor gives you rye and wheat;
Leisure gives you naught to eat.

Labor makes your riches last;
Leisure gets you nowhere fast.

Labor makes you bed at eight;
Leisure lets you stay up late.

Labor makes you swell with pride;
Leisure makes you shrink inside.

Labor keeps you fit and prime;
But give me leisure every time.

-Robert Bersohn

* * * * * * * * *
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MY RECOLLECTIONS OF THE PAST

By Robert H. Harper

I was born in Joliette, North Dakota, where my father had a homestead.
It was in the Red River Valley, 18 miles south of the Canadian line

and three miles west of Red River, the Minnesota Boundary. This home-

stead was on the edge of the prairie, as west of it there was nothing

but Buffalo grass. He sold this wheat farm in the fall of 1904, moved

to Oregon and purchased a farm two miles north of Corvallis.

Three Winniford brothers lived in Oregon. Walter, my brother-in-law;

Frank, a Forest Ranger on the Wallowa N. F., at Thorn Creek Ranger
Station, and Willie, a forest student at O.A.C. In the spring of 1912
Walter visited his brother, Frank, and filed on a homestead on Pony Bar,
along the Snake River, where he planned to raise cattle. Willie was a

Forest Guard on the Santiam Forest, now part of the Willamette. I thought

I would also like that kind of work, so the latter part of June I went to

Albany on a freight train, called on N. F. MacDuff, Supervisor of the
Santiam, and applied for a job as Forest Guard. Mr. MacDuff said he

would like to hire me but as I was not 21 (not until August) he could
not do so without the District Forester's permission. I then walked the

10 miles home as there were no more trains that day and, of course, no
cars for hitchhiking. I arrived horre just in time to help milk the cows.

In due time I received a letter from Mr. MacDuff stating that the District

Forester would not approve my application because of my age.

In September 1912, Walter, Willie and I left Corvallis by horseback, with

one packhorse to carry our bedding and other gear, for Walter's claim on

the Snake River. We left on a Wednesday and arrived in Portland Friday

noon, booked passage on a boat for The Dalles, where we arrived at mid-

night Saturday. We left Sunday morning for Pendleton arriving there
Wednesday noon, one day before the second annual Pendleton Roundup.
Sunday morning we rode east to Thorn Creek Ranger Station, arriving there

Friday morning, sixteen days after leaving Corvallis. After resting for

a week enjoying fishing and ripe peaches from a neighbor's orchard, we

secured more packhorses and supplies at Imnaha, then packed in to Pony

Bar, via Freezeout Saddle.

I spent that first winter in Hells Canyon living in a tent, and cut logs

to build a log cabin on the homestead. During this winter of 1912-13,

I made a trip to Imnaha, our closest supply point, for supplies. This

took three days, one day out, one day layover and one day back. I had

my saddle horse and two packhorses. Since the packhorses knew the trail,

I drove them ahead of me instead of leading them. As I was about to

cross Freezeout Saddle I noticed that the wind had drifted the snow

across the trail and that it was hard packed. The trail was on a steep

hillside and I had my doubts if the horses could cross the drift safely.

I stopped but the packhorses continued. But not far. The lead horse

fell and slid down the mountain side into some brush. The other pack-

horse also fell and slid head over heels into a tree where he stopped
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on his feet. Stomping out a trail to the horses, I led them around the
snowdrift and continued my trip without any further mishaps.

I first worked for the Forest Service in May 1914. It was on the Wallowa

Forest under Ranger Downs, at $75 per month, and I had to furnish my own
supplies and horses. At first I worked on trails but during the latter
part of the year I was stationed at McGraw Guard Station as a fire patrol-

man. Since there was no telephone at this station I had to meet the patrol-
man from Memaloose Guard Station once a week and give him my report to

phone to Ranger Downs. The only fire in my area was late in the season.
One Sunday evening it was cloudy and cold and it started snowing. There

was a bad electric storm and I knew some strikes were close, but I didn't

think there was any danger of fire because of the snow on the ground.
The next morning, however, when I intended to move out, I smelled smoke.
About 200 yards from the cabin lightning had stuck a tree and set fire to

down logs beneath the snow. So, instead of moving out that day I fought

fire and moved out the next day. My employment terminated the last of

September.

I was rehired the first of April 1915, as Forest Guard, for six months and

at the same salary as in 1914. This year I was stationed at the Memaloose

Guard Station. Ranger Downs was with me one afternoon during an electric

storm. After the storm he called his wife at College Creek to see if any

fires had been reported. She said one had been reported on Buck Point

which was on the breaks of the Imnaha River. We packed our horses and

headed for Buck Point, arriving there just at dark. We discovered that

the fire was across the Imnaha River on the ridge between the River and
Sheep Creek, and on another Ranger District. We camped at Buck Point that

night.

The next day, after doing some trail work, Ranger Downs went to Imnaha and
I returned to Memaloose. I soon received a telephone call stating that a
fire had been reported at the head of Horse Creek. Having just ridden

through that area I knew that there was no fire at Horse Creek. I was

then told to ride out to Hat Point from where a vast area could be seen.
Arriving there at dark I saw that the fire was across Saddle Creek, half-
way up the mountain. Reporting the fire, Downs told me he would bring men

and supplies from Imnaha. After controlling the fire, two men were left

there to finish mopping it up.

A couple of days later, when I returned to the Saddle Creek fire to move
the last man out, I saw Stumbaugh leaving his camp at 10:00 A.M. to go to
the fire line. Seeing that the fire was not out, I asked him why? He

replied that he was told only to watch it I left him there and admonished

him to put it out, not just watch it.

Shortly after my employment was terminated in September, I took the Ranger's

examination in Wallowa. It was a one-day written test, the field test hav-

ing been eliminated. Of the five men who took the examination, two of us

passed, I receiving the highest grade.
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In April 1916, while working in a sheep camp for Leonard Johnson, I
received word to call the Supervisor. He told me that Frank Winniford
had resigned and asked me to take his place. So, on April 10, I became

a Forest Ranger at $1,100 per annum and was stationed at Thorn Creek,
which was the first place I stayed when I came to Wallowa County in
1912.

My District was between the Imnaha Rivers, an area without a road, con-
sequently all travel was by horseback. My chief work involved winter

and summer grazing. One day while counting cattle as they were being
moved from winter to summer range, I noticed a different brand than the
one belonging to the permittee. I soon discovered that these strays
belonged to an attorney in Enterprise and that they had been grazed all
winter on the permittee's allotment. This was my first trespass case

and it was settled in favor of the Forest Service.

On the Snake River range each permittee had his individual winter allot-
ment but all of the cattle still grazed on the same summer range. This

was because there was only one area between the winter allotments and
the summer range where the cattle were turned out in the spring and left
to drift onto the summer range. I decided it would be best to divide

this range up so each permittee had his separate spring range. This

arrangement was satisfactory to all but one permittee who argued that
he would first have to kill the cattle and then go after government offi-
cials. After further discussion, however, he decided to sign the agree-
ment that had already been signed by the others.

One noon, while on a spring inspection trip I met Frank Summers, a permittee
and a bachelor. He invited me to have lunch with him, but I said I had
already eaten (which, of course, was not the truth). I did visit with him

while he ate, however. He lived in an 8 x 10 foot cabin, box and batten
style, with a dirt floor. There was an open hearth stove and ashes on the
dirt floor reached almost to the hearth. This and other filth prompted me
to tell him the "white lie."

In June 1925 I was transferred to the Pine Ranger District on the Whitman
Forest. One August day I rode from Fish Lake to the Imnaha River to learn
the lay of the land. There were very few trails so I rode down the Imnaha
River from Deadman Creek, on the Wallowa side, watching for a place to
cross over to the Whitman side. Reaching a place I thought could be

forded, I started across the river. When I was almost over to the Whitman

side my horse balked and threw herself and me. I grabbed a tree limb and
pulled myself out of the water but my carrying case with maps, notebook,
etc., floated down the river. My horse just stood in the water looking
back to the Wallowa side. I crossed the river over a fallen tree and got
a long pole that I used to get hold of the bridle reins of my horse to
lead him out. Luckily, it was a nice hot day in the canyon so I could
dry my clothes on the hot rocks.
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Here's a story about the "Wheelbarrow Woman" along the Snake River. One

winter, while on the Pine Ranger District, I made a trip into Hell's

Canyon to check on trespass stock and on the condition of the deer. A

party from the Supervisor's Office in Baker were with me. The previous

fall I had received a letter from Mr. VanCleave, a bachelor who lived
in the vicinity, stating that the trail down the river was in poor con-
dition and he would like to have a job maintaining it. After checking

the range and deer I decided to visit Mr. VanCleave and inquire if any
cattle had been driven past his place during the winter. His place,

like Mr. Summers', was an 8 x 10 foot cabin but it had a wooden floor.
Imagine my surprise when the door was opened by a woman wearing a pair
of torn overalls and having a paper sack on her head. The foot of the

bed was next to the door and a hen was perched on the bedstead. When I

inquired about Mr. VanCleave, she told me that he was dead. With but

little more conversation we left for home. At the Homestead Post Office

I was told that the woman came down the Snake River in the early winter
carrying three suitcases. Not being able to carry all three at a time,
she cached one and carried the other two down the road a ways, then re-
turned to get the one she had cached. This continued until she came to

aminer's cabin below Copperfield. Seeing her plight, the miner gave
her a wheelbarrow so she could continue her trip with all three suitcases
to the VanCleave place. Mr. VanCleave was sick at the time so she took

care of him until his death, then remained. Wherever this woman went she

used the wheelbarrow, hence the name "wheelbarrow woman."

A few years later I accompanied the late Senator Neuberger and others on
a trip into Hells Canyon. While on the Idaho side, across from the
VanCleave place, I pointed her out to Mr. Neuberger. He mentioned the
incident later in an article he wrote for the Saturday Evening Post.

(P.S. We have sold our house, which was large and more than we could
take care of properly, and purchased a mobile home. Now we have little

to do but think about ourselves and how the nation is being run. When we

look around, though, and consider others, we thank the Lord for our health

and happiness.)

* ********

Re has achieved success who has lived well,
laughed often, and loved much -

Who has gained the respect of intelligent men,
and the love of little children;

Who has filled his niche and accomplished his task;
Who has left the world better than he found it -

Who has never lacked appreciation of earth's beauty -
Who has looked for the best in others and given
the best he had -

Whose life was an inspiration -
Whose memory is a benediction.

-Stanley

* * * * * * * *
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ThE FIRST ENEMY BOMBS

By A. B. Everts

Howard Gardner, Lookout-fireman on Mt. Emily, heard the plane at 6:24 A.M.
It wasn't the time of day that be-stirred the watchful Gardner so much as
it was the particular time in history. The date was September 9, 1942
and Mt. Emily was, in addition to being a regular forest fire lookout
station on the Siskiyou National Forest, a link in the far-flung Aircraft
Warning Service (AWS) and an important link, it might be added, only six
and one-half miles northeast of the coast town of Brookings in Southwest-
ern Oregon.

During the night a pea soup thick fog had rolled in from the Pacific.
It lay, quiescent now, in the still of the morning, shrouding the lower
valleys in a mantle of white. Only the higher mountains and ridgetops
thrust into the blue like islands emerging out of the foaming sea.

The plane was of a type unknown to Gardner. It was a small, slow, single-
motored biplane with a float hull and with small floats on the wing tips.
Gardner rang the relay operator at Gold Beach, thirty miles north of
Brookings.

"Gold 56", he said, giving his code number, "one plane, type unknown,
seen, flying low, two miles east." He took another look. "Circling,"

he added. The message was forwarded to the Roseburg Filter Center.

That was all for the present. In time the sun climbed high, burned
through the fog, breaking it into individual cloud-like portions, drif t-
ing now in the rising breeze. As the fog dispersed Gardner searched the
unshrouded areas before him. Preceding the night fog a brief but hard-

hitting thunder storm had rumbled across the district. There was the
chance of "sleepers"--a delayed, lightning-caused fire--which needs the
warmth of the sun and a breath of breeze to fan it into life.

The white plume of smoke was spotted at 12:20 P.M. Gardner swung the
sighting ring of his Osborne firefinder around and lined it up on the
smoke. Then he reached for a lookout report form and filled it out care-
fully: Station reporting, location landmarks, azimuth, verticle angle,

distance.

Again he rang Gold Beach, only this time it was the ranger station, head-
quarters of the Chetco District. Ranger Ed Marshall answered.

"Ed," Gardner said, "I have a fire for you."

Marshall copied Gardner's report and platted the location on the district
platting board: Township 40 South, Range 12 West, Section 22. There fol-

lowed then that brief period of mental exercise that the reporting of a
fire always triggers: how many men to send, who they would be, travel
time, fuel type, weather conditions.... This section of Southwestern
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Oregon has experienced a number of large and difficult to control fires,
including the one that burned the coast town of Bandon in 1936. That one

claimed a number of lives.

Marshall was a veteran of many of these fires. He knew that September was
the month of changing conditions--damp today, drying east winds tomorrow.
Gardner was the closest man to the fire. He was also a skilled woodsman,
rangy and rugged, and he knew the country like he did his own back yard.
Marshall reached for the telephone Three minutes later Gardner was on
his way to the fire, his smokechaser's pack slung across his shoulders.
Two additional smokechasers were dispatched from Gold Beach. Snow Camp

lookout, sixteen miles north of Mt. Emily, was instructed to dispatch the
Bear Wallow Guard, Keith Johnson, as soon as he could be contacted by radio.
Johnson had a portable radio, an "5" set. This would put radio communica-

tion on the fire.

"That", Marshall thought, "should do it." All afternoon he waited for the
report. He checked the distance Johnson would have to travel, eight and
one-half miles, most of it by trail. He alerted other lookouts, giving th
platted location of the fire, instructing them to watch for the tell-tale
mushroom of smoke that he hoped they wouldn't see--the proof that he had
miscalculated. Too little and too late. "You never know about these sleep-

ers," he said.

The first radio report came through at 4:30 P.M. The fire was controlled
and it had been started by a bomb! Marshall mulled that over. Could one of

our own patrol planes accidentally have dropped a bomb? The second message
from Johnson, at 5:40 P.M. reported that pieces of steel bomb fragments and
parts of a tail fin had been found. That cinched it. Marshall reported the

find to the Roseburg Filter Center.

The next morning Marshall and Les Colvill, Assistant Supervisor, who had
fire-bossed a number of the large fires on the Siskiyou Forest, hiked into
the site of the bombing. The fire was out. They dug up and packed out about
sixty pounds of bomb fragments and turned them over to Army and FBI officials.
One of the larger pieces had Japanese markings on it.

There are today perhaps fewer than a half dozen men who could relocate the
small crater made by the bomb's explosion. It is singular, indeed, that a
nation which erects monuments, memorials and plaques to all and sundry--even
to sea gulls--has not seen fit to mark the location of the FIRST ENEMY BOMB
to fall on United States soil.

Twenty days after the Mt. Emily incident, on September 29, another attempt
was made by the Japanese to fire the forests. This attack occurred further
up the coast, east of Port Orford. At 5:22 A.M., L. S. Giebner, Grassy Knob
lookout and also an A.W.S. observer, reported to the Gold Beach relay oper-
ator that he heard, but could not see in the predawn light, a plane coming
in from the direction of the coast. Having completed his report Giebner
stepped out of the station. There came then a great flash of light, followed
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in six to ten seconds by the report of an explosion. It was estimated
that the explosion occurred two to four miles northeast of Grassy
Knob.

In addition to Giebner, there were at the station the alternate observer,
(AWS stations were manned twenty-four hours a day) three carpenters
engaged in winterizing the station, and four members of a fire suppres-
sion crew. All of them heard the plane and the explosion, and all except
one saw the flash.

Ten minutes later, at 5:33 A.M., the plane was again reported heading
out toward the sea. At 7:15 A.N. when it was light enough to see well,
Giebner saw what he thought was smoke in the direction from which the
flash had been observed. Because of the rough and broken nature of the
terrain the base of the supposed smoke could not be sighted. It was

light blue in color and appeared to be drifting up over a ridge from a
canyon beyond. But what canyon? What drainage? This is a problem that
occurs on many "one shot" azimuth readings. Giebner asked the others
what they thought it was. An agreement was reached that it was smoke
and it was so reported to the Gold Beach Ranger Station at 7:35 A.M.

A thorough search was made of the area by ground crews and aeroplane
observers but no evidence of fire was found. What actually had occurred
can only be conjecture. The probability is that the bomb exploded in
the air scattering its incendiary pellets in a wide circle, and even
though these burned with great intensity, casting a bluish smoke, they
did not sustain fire in the damp forest fuels. The fact that these small
burned spots were not found can be attributed to the single shot azimuth
reading from Grassy Knob. Without a cross shot for a definite tie-in,
a lookout can be and frequently is, several miles off in his estimate of
distance--and several miles or even less could mean the difference in
the deep canyons and heavy forest growth north of Grassy Knob.

Unequivocally, however, it can be stated that this was the SECOND ENEMY
BOMB to fall on United States soil in September 1942.

Now prior to these bombing attempts it was known that marauding enemy
submarines lurked off the coast. The night of June 20 a submarine had
shelled a Canadian radio station on Vancouver Island. The following
night, June 21, coast residents of Clatsop County, Oregon, heard the
cannonading and witnessed the flashes of gunfire as shells fell in the
proximity of Fort Stevens. All told, about nine shells were fired and
most of the craters were found. When asked how close to the military
reservation they had landed, Colonel Doney, Commanding Officer of the
Columbia Harbor defenses said, "Too damned close"

In view of the fact that these raids were ordered in reprisal for the
Doolittle carrier-based air attack on Tokyo, an admission which comes
from the Japanese themselves, they were abortive fiascos indeed.
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There is a story, unconfirmed but plausible, none the less, which may have
had some bearing on the timidity with which the Japanese submarines
approached our coast for a quick, slambang shelling of worthwhile targets.
Traffic at many points along the Oregon Coast is visible from the sea.
Many logging trucks speed north and south along the highway. After a
logging truck has delivered its logs to the mill or log dump the trailer
is hoisted on to the rear of the truck. The reach pole protrudes at an

angle over the top of the cab. "Piggyback" it is called. Now there is

doubt that a cautious commander studying these trucks through his binocu-
lars from the conning tower of an off-shore submarine could, without too
much prodding from his imagination, believe them to be mobile artillery
dashing up and down the highway. That, at least, is the way the story has

it.

There have been many inaccuracies in reporting the various Japanese attacks
on the United States mainland. One Hollywood columnist has written that
the only bomb the Japanese "fired" in the entire war occurred at Santa
Barbara! This incident, of course, was not a bombing and it did not occur
at Santa Barbara. What did happen was this: At 7:10 P.M. on February 23,
1942, a Japanese submarine surfaced off the California coast at Goleta,
seven miles west of Santa Barbara and fired a number of shells from her
deck gun at an oil refinery. This was, to be sure, the first "shelling",
but the "first bomb" and certainly not the "only bomb" as witness Pearl
Harbor and the whole vast South Pacific ocean area.

In charity we can assume that the Hollywood columnist was confused in the
difference between "shell fire"and "bomb". We can assume that the "only
bomb the Japs fired in the entire war" could have been meant to mean in
the United States. The article in which this statement appeared, however,
was datelined March 4, 1951. At that time the facts were in, available to
all who cared to check for accuracy. Completely ignored were the Japanese
paper balloons, better than three hundred of which arrived intact over the
Western States. These balloons carried bombs, too, as witness the inci-
dent at Bly, Oregon.

Bly is a logging, saw-milling and cattle-raising town about halfway between
Klamath Falls and Lakeview in south central Oregon. Ten miles east and a
little north of Bly, at Salt Springs, the Weyerhaeuser Timber Company has
erected a Memorial, a truncated pyramid of native stone. The bronze plaque

reads:
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What were the defenses against these submarines and their deck-housed
seaplanes? The writer, frankly, does not know. In reporting the Mt.
Emily incident the Portland Oregonian states:

"At 11:00 A.M. Pacific War Time, September 9, an Army patrol
plane reported sighting an unidentified submarine about
30 miles off-shore in the same general vicinity. The sub-
marine was bombed by the airplane with unobserved results."

We do know now the results were negative. We know this from the Japanese
side of the story as told by former submarine Commander Mochitsura
Hashimoto in his book, SUNK - THE STORY OF THE JAPANESE SUBMARINE FLEET,
1941 - 1945.

While Hashimoto did not personally command any of the submarines that
raided the American mainland, he reports on their exploits in quite some
detail.

The submarine from which the Oregon bombing attempts were launched was
the 1-25, commanded by Meiji Tagami. The submarine carried one seaplane
and six 76-kilogram incendiary bombs. Hashimoto does not make it clear
whether the seaplane was launched by catapult or whether it took off on
its own after being assembled for flight alongside the submarine. He
does say that after the plane returned it took about an hour to house
it and prepare the submarine for diving.

The pilot of both the Mt. Emily and Grassy Knob plane was Warrant Officer
Fujita, who was accredited with 4,000 hours flying time. The plane,
according to Hasimoto, carried two bombs on each of its raids.
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Japanese field officers, in reporting to the High Command, were prone to

minimize their reverses and to paint their successes in glowing color not

substantiated by facts. Just who was the dreamer in the Mt. Emily inci-

dent is not known. It may have been pilot Fujita, Commander Tagami, or
wishful thinking on the part of Author Hashimoto who reports that two

bombs were dropped, that a number of fires were started and that the

American radio station broadcasted that several people had been killed.

The Grassy Knob attack was launched, according to Hashimoto, two hours

after sunset on a moonlit night. Two hours before daylight would have

been more nearly right as the reader knows.

In regard to the other submarines which shelled our coast, HashimotO lists

them as:

The 1-17 which shelled the oil refinery off Goleta on February 23; the

1-26 which fired on the Canadian radio station on Vancouver Island on

June 20; and Commander Tagami's 1-25 which shelled Fort Stevens on June 21,

all in 1942.

There were other Japanese submarines which preyed upon shipping in American

coastal waters but these were the only ones that Hashimoto lists and reports

confirm as having made direct attacks on the mainland.

Now comes the denouement, the final reckoning. We turn now to the War Loss

Section of Jane's Fighting Ships for 1944-45 (corrected to April 1946) and

we find:

ttl..17 (1939) 2,180 tons. Sunk by Allied warships and aircraft

off New Caledonia, August 19, 1943.

"1-25 Lost in Central Pacific, late October or early November

1943.

"1-26 Sunk by a U.S. Destroyer-escort in Leyte Gulf, October 25,

1944."

---the obituaries of but three out of a total of 130 submarines lost by

Japan during the war.

Americans are inclined to admire their adversaries, even in war, if they
have played it dangerously and fairly. Skipper Tagami of the 1-25 must

have experienced many dangerous hours during the time he operated off the

Oregon Coast, not the least of which were the surfaced hours during which

he launched, waited for, and housed the unarmed "shooting duck" seaplane

of his audacious Warrant Officer pilot, Fujita.

In late December, just before returning to Japan, Skipper Tagami torpedoed

the 20,000-ton ship Connecticut (not a naval vessel) ten miles off the

Columbia River entrance. The crew took to the lifeboats unmolested by

the 1-25.
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Skippers change commands. Undoubtedly this is what happened in Tagami's
case for under dateline of Zushi, Japan, July 1954, he expressed his
opinion that in a future war atomic bomb-laden jet planes would be
catapulted from the decks of the larger submarines now in use.

Well known by almost everyone is that the first atomic bomb was dropped
on Hiroshima on August 6, 1945. Not so well known is an event that
occurred exactly one week before. Hashimoto scored one of the last major
victories for the Land of the Rising (?) Sun. Twelve minutes past mid-

night on July 30, 1945, he launched six torpedoes from his submarine,
the 1-58, at what he believed to be a battleship of the Idaho class.
Three of the torpedoes found their marks. The ship sank in fifteen
minutes with a loss of 833 American lives. But she wasn't a battleship.
She was the 9,950-ton cruiser, Indianapolis, and she was bound for the
Philippines after having safely delivered to our B-29 air base at Tinian
the FIRST ATOMIC BOMB!

k *

REFLEXION

Man's destiny runs like a stream,
With many a twist and curve,

Which, though the eye may follow it
Maintains a strict reserve.

One cannot tell from watching it
The sea where it will end,

Nor why the course is patterned thus,
With crook and swerve and bend.

But since the current seems so sure
Of where it wants to go,

No doubt it is absurd of folks
To puzzle so.

-Adelaide Love

BARTER

I will exchange a city for a sunset,
The tramp of legions for a wind's wild cry;

And all the braggart's thrusts of steel triumphant
For one far summit, blue against the sky.

-Marie Blake
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"SMOKE" BUT NO FIRE

By Harold E. Smith

Well along in the shank of the afternoon in September, 1916, a car pulled
up in front of the Antelope Springs Ranger Station, Deschutes N. F. As I

walked out to the gate to greet the unexpected callers, I recognized the
pair as George H. Cecil, District Forester, and M. L. Merritt, Assistant
District Forester, from the Portland Office. ("District Forester" was

later changed to "Regional Forester".)

With a bare minimum of preliminary talk, Mr. Cecil asked if I knew I had
a forest fire burning on my district. I replied that I did not know of a

fire anywhere on the district. Cecil replied that there was one on a butte
southeast of Swamp Wells, visible from the road along the west side of Pine
Mountain, and that I had better get down there and take care of it. With

that bit of advice he and Merritt continued their journey to Fort Rock.

The report of a fire in the location described seemed rather odd, as the
area had been under observation by the Pine Mountain lookout all day and

no fire was reported. Anyway, I phoned the lookout but got no reply. I

correctly surmised that Chet, the lookout, had quit for the day and was on
his way back to the Station. I had some reservations about starting out
on a wild goose chase but I also reasoned that it would be unwise to ignore
the warning, and question the judgment, of the District Forester.

By the time I had loaded some tools, water bag and grub box in the Model T,
Chet had arrived. He had seen no fire but agreed that it might be well to
have a look. Accordingly, Chet, Mike Willard and I took off for Swamp Wells.

At the road's end we parked the Ford, ate a cold snack, grabbed some tools
and the water bag and headed for the site of the alleged fire. By eleven
o'clock that night we had scaled several buttes and the only sign of fire
we saw were lights from homesteaders shacks in Millican Valley. Feeling
that we had enough for one day, we dug a pit in the sand, built a fire and
stretched out for a little rest.

At daybreak we headed in the direction of Newbury Crater thinking, that if
there was a fire, it must be farther south than Cecil had thought. By mid-

morning a heavy fog settled over the Paulinas reducing visibility to a few
feet. In our haste to get to the fire we had neglected to take a compass,
so we faced the problem of fighting our way out of those lodgepole thickets
without the aid of the sun or a compass.

By lining ourselves up at 50 yard intervals, and keeping up a conversation,
we were able to maintain a comparatively straight course. At the first

opportunity we climbed a butte and got above the fog. From this vantage
point we were able to identify a butte that lies a little to the north and
west of Swamp Wells. We reformed our line of march and about 11:30 arrived
at the Wells. Here we took time out to brew a pot of coffee and then
headed back to Antelope Springs.
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Back at the Station I got out the old "Oliver" and pecked out my
report. I stated that there had been no fire and what Cecil had
really seen was cloud shadows passing over a patch of white pumice
sand. I had no trouble convincing Supervisor Hastings and Mr. Merritt
that George H. had been misled by a mere shadow. Mr. Cecil, not one
to give up so easily, maintained to the last that he knew what smoke
looked like and knew smoke when he saw it.

I visited 'Pine Mountain a few years ago and discovered a modern look-
out towering over the rock where Chet and I once had a compass mounted
on a tripod to take bearings on fires. I will venture a guess that
during the past 52 years, many a lookout viewing the Paulinas from
the Pine Mountain tower, has observed the same shadow effect that
tricked George H. Cecil back in 1916.

** ******

(Note: The University of Oregon now has an observatory and a residence
on Pine Mountain. Ed.)

RICHES

He who has gold has little to hold,
But he with a friend or two

Has treasures which shall make him rich
His whole long lifetime through.

He who has fame its joy may claim
'Til a cleverer man shall rise,

But he who is kind shall friendship find
'Til death shall shut his eyes.

He who has land may respect command
'Til change shall his fortune steal;

But the man with a friend to his journey's end
Has something whose worth is real.

He who has power in one short brief hour
To a stronger man may fall;

But who has stayed true to the best he knew
Has wealth that surpasseth all.

-Edgar A. Guest



THIRTY-FIVE YEARS IN THE FOREST SERVICE

By George Jackson

July 2, 1917 was the day the Forest Service and Iwere introduced to each
other. Having learned there was an opening for a messenger, I walked into
Harry White's office and applied for the job. Of course I was nervous as
I was just a mere lad of 14. Mr. White was sitting at a desk opposite
Charles Flory, Chief, in the Division of Operation. When I left that
office, with the job in the bag at an annual salary of $360, I was a happy
boy. I'll always remember Harry as the man that gave me my start in the
Service.

The Forest Service was then in the Beck Building, now the Commerce Building
on the N.W. corner of Broadway and Oak Street; the first location of the
District Six headquarters in Portland. It occupied the 4th floor of this
relatively small building, but then there were fewer divisions and cer-
tainly fewer employees than the smallest Forest now has.

My duties included sorting and distributing mail, maintaining the stockroom,
carrying typewriters, and other equipment from room to room, running all
sorts of errands, and operating the mimeograph. An annunciator (signaling
device) buzzed whenever someone pressed a button in their room to signal
for service. Occasionally, if more than one call came and no one was in
the stockroom, all numbers showing had to be checked, and naturally there
were a few impatient persons who expected immediate service.

The first publication of District 6 news was the "Six Twenty Six". The

first issue appeared November 1, 1916, and the final issue April 27, 1942.
The "Six" indicated the number of the District (Region), and the "Twenty
Six" was the number of Supervisor's offices at that time. This rather
voluminous monthly publication was printed entirely on the hand operated
mimeograph. The stencils on which the news was typed had to be dampened
with water before typing. Obviously, this often gummed up the typewriters
which had to be taken apart and cleaned.

On Armistice Day 1918, several of us from the District Office participated
in the Victory Parade in Portland. I found a large metal washtub in the
basement of the Beck Building which I beat most energetically with a large
club while leading our group through the downtown area.

In January 1919, the District Office moved to what was then the New Post
Office Building at Broadway'and Glisan Streets. It was my job to pack
everything in the stockroom for the move. During the eleven years in the
Beck Building, a lot of dust had accumulated on the shelves and in the
cupboards. This was a dirty job. Old forms had been pushed behind other
stock and supplies were found that we didn't know we had.

During the next three years, between school periods, I worked as a messen-
ger. Then in the spring of 1920, when 17, 1 received my first field job
having become fond of the great outdoors. The job was on a land exchange
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project along the old Columbia River Highway between Dodson and Wahkeena
Falls. The purpose was to exchange land in this scenic stretch owned by
the Bridal Veil Lumber Company, for National Forest land near their mill
at Palmer, a few miles south of the highway. The Company sawed logs
into lumber at their Palmer Mill, then flumed the lumber to their remanu-
facturing plant at Bridal Veil along the highway and railroad. The flume
was built alongside beautiful Bridal Veil Falls, still visible from the
old highway, but difficult to see from the new freeway. While the

Company has long been out of business, the old hotel, store, and plant
buildings remain as landmarks of a once busy operation.

The Chief-of-Party of our four-man crew was Walter Leve of the Division
of Lands. Also in the party was Earl Mason who had just completed his
Forestry course at Oregon Agriculture College and was to return that fall
as professor in the School of Forestry. Because I could drive, I chauf-

fered the crew and equipment in a chain-drive truck to our camp at Dodson.
This vehicle was one of the first in the District Office. We camped in

a farmyard south of the highway, but obtained our meals at the McGowan
Fish Cannery located across the highway along the Columbia River. The

cannery has long been gone, but the farm buildings and trees where we
camped are still there. Since the work on this exchange was of short
duration, I was able to join a timber cruising party as Field Assistant,
that was just starting on the old Columbia N.F. (now the Gifford Pinchot).
C. J. (Connie) Conover was Chief-of-Party. The project was on Trout
Creek, north of the Wind River Nursery and Hemlock Ranger Station. Our

first camp was at Wind River Lumber Company's Camp 8, and did I ever do
justice to the enormous meals they provided! The next camp was at the

mouth of Straight Creek.

From the Columbia Forest we moved to the Wallowa where we cruised timber
on Powatka Ridge until fall, when I entered 3.A.C. School of Forestry.

During the summer of 1921, I worked part time in Maps and Surveys, and
part time on a survey crew under George Root on the West Boundary District
of the Willamette N. F., and on the Bohemia of the Umpqua. C. B. (Big Mac)
McFarland was Ranger at West Boundary and he had a "pet" mule named
"Dynamite" whom some of the old timers will remember. On Mac's District,
we did some triangulation on Mt. June and Mt. Hardesty before the lookout
house was built on Hardesty. A young woman whose husband worked at the
Station, was the lookout. She lived in a tent and cooked her meals out-
doors. The Osborne fire-finder was set up on a nearby stump. Our work

took us to the Champion and Music mines, Bohemia and (rouse Mountains,
and Fairview Peak. The lookout station on Fairview Peak was under con-
struction. The material for the lookout station was hauled on a sled
pulled by horses. We stayed at Musick mines for a few days, the location
of a Ranger Station which in 1921 was a very busy place. That fall I

returned to O.A.C.

April 12, 1922, found me in a timber cruising party on the Malheur. We

left Portland for Baker via the old O.W.R. & N. Railroad, now a part of
the Union Pacific. In this group were George Drake, Chief-of-Party
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George Bright, Fred Furst from the R.O., also Fred Matz, and John Gribble
from the old Crater Forest, Wally Wallenburg who was in and out of the
Service several times, and the cook, Mr. Polly, who was George Drake's
father-in-law and 75 years young. Later Jim Girard and Ed Hanzlik spent
a short time with the crew. The next morning we boarded the Sumpter
Valley Narrow Gauge Railroad which ran between Baker and Prairie City.
The train stopped at Austin, in the Blue Mountains, for lunch. Resuming

our journey, about a quarter mile out of Austin I noticed a man running
up the track behind us. He soon caught up with the train, climbed aboard
shouting that he had left his suitcase on the train. Finding it, he
jumped off the train and walked back down the track. None of the train
crew were aware of what took place. We arrived in Prairie City later
that day. Our equipment was loaded onto a truck and we drove to John Day
for the night.

The next day our equipment was loaded on a unique horse drawn wagon, the
type used for hauling dirt. The wagon floor was made of 2Ix4tt lumber
layed flat, the rear of each being carved in the shape of a handle. To

unload, the 2x4s were turned edge up allowing the dirt to fall through
the openings between them, a rather crude but serviceable method of un-
loading or spreading barnyard dirt. We wondered why four horses were
being used to pull the wagon, but we soon found out. When the horses
and wagon started out, the crew followed behind walking up Canyon Creek
south of John Day and through Canyon City. The first few miles were easy
going, but soon the grade became steeper. The dirt road was narrow,
muddy, and deeply rutted, but in the higher country the road was covered
with snow.

Finally we reached Starr Summit, having walked about 10 miles from John
Day. A large sled and two horses were waiting for us. Because the snow
was deep at the summit, we could see why the equipment had to be transfer-
red from the wagon to the sled. Mr. DeWolfe, who owned a ranch and a small
sawmill on the north side of Bear Valley, had driven the sled from his
ranch. After transferring our equipment, it was covered and secured by a
large tarp. Walking was over for us that day as we were told to climb on
top of the load. This was a welcomed order, but as the trip progressed,
we realized how cold it was! The trip from Starr Summit to the DeWolfe
ranch was mostly downhill through one of the most beautiful ponderosa pine
forests in the Region. Heavily covered with snow, and entirely free from
cutting, the Forest was a Winter Wonderland. Wally Wallenburg and I were

told to stay at the ranch. What a break after riding on top of the load
for six miles, chilled to the bone. The warmth from the wood burning
heater in DeWolfe's living room was most welcomed. After thawing out,
the rest of the crew continued on for another 10 miles to the old Bear
Valley Station on the west edge of the valley. My thoughts were of them
as they left.

On Saturday night we were invited to a "500" card party and dance held at
Logdell, about 7 miles west of the ranch. In those days bathtubs were a
rarity, and not wanting to inconvenience our hosts, we decided to take a
bath in the creek below the house. After dark we jumped into the water
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and was it ever cold! After dressing, we rode to the party in the buck-
board with the DeWolfes. When we arrived several people asked us how
the bath in the cold creek was. News travels fast in the country. fl500tt

was played until midnight, but all during the game I smelled something
that reminded me of dirty feet. Knowing it couldn't be me or Wally so

soon after our bath, I was still concerned as not everyone had heard of
the bath incident. When the card game ended, we were invited for re-
freshments and the nearer we got to the serving counter, the unpleasant
odor became stronger. Helping ourselves to sandwiches we suddenly
learned that some of them contained limburger cheese. The hosts for
the party were the valley bachelors so we never did find out if they
really liked limburger cheese or served it for the fun it might create.
I rather suspicioned it was the latter, but at any rate, the mystery of
the smell was solved and I was relieved that it wasn't me.

After three weeks at the ranch, Wally Wallenburg and I moved to Bear
Valley Ranger Station and to one other camp before returning to Portland
June 1. The many pleasant memories of past experiences, and of the won-
derful people I met and worked with in those formative years are very
dear to me.

During World War I, the Pacific Spruce Corporation had removed most of
the high grade spruce on the southern edge of the Lake Quinault Ranger
District. Then in 1921, a terrific wind storm blew down an enormous
number of trees in the same general area. A subsequent timber cruise

was made in 1922 to determine the residual volume. In the crew with me
was Warren Benedict, a classmate at O.A.C., who retired December 30, 1966.
Benny was director of the Division of Forest Pest Control in the W.O.
Also in the crew was Floyd "Fogey" Fogeiquist, who later retired from
the BLM at Medford. His brother, Charles, worked for the Forest Service
years ago but later transferred to the BLM from where he also retired at
the same time.

As the Olympic cruise was of short duration, I moved to a timber cruising
project on the old Cascade Forest. George Bright II, was Chief-of-Party.
This was a cruise of the first timber sold to the Westfir Timber Company,
who later built a mill at Westfir, Oregon just above the mouth of the
N. Fork of the Willamette River. It is now owned by the Edward Hines
Lumber Company. Our first camp as on High Prairie north of Oakridge,
reached by road, but the next camp as on a beautiful flat on a bend of
the North Fork of the Middle Fork of the Willamette River, across from
the mouth of Christy Creek.

From the last camp we cruised a stand of Douglas-fir containing the largest
volume I ever saw. The timber was on a flat where Christy Creek Trail left
the Brock Trail. Trees were very tall and large in diameter, with bark a
foot thick on many. Sloughed-off bark was two feet high. The area was
cut-over years later but I like to remember it as it was before.

In the summer of 1923 I worked only a short time for the Service, in Maps
and Surveys. The experience gained there helped me in later years. In

the spring of 1924 I joined a timber survey on the Barlow District of the
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Mt. Hood National Forest on which our congenial friend, Fred Matz, was
Chief. Also in this crew were Jack Hogan who had just come west from
Iowa with a J. F. appointment, and "Andy" Anderson who in the 50's was
Chief of Personnel Management in R-6. On Smock Prairie there was an
old Ranger Station known as 4-11-25 because it was geographically located
in T. 4 S., R. 11 E., Sec. 25. It was a small frame building used for
both office and residence. It no longer exists, but I still have a pic-
ture of it. "Keeps Mill" was located on a bench above White River at
the mouth of Clear Creek. The mill, built in 1912, was abandoned before
1924, but the buildings were left standing. The lumber produced at this
mill was dropped down a chute to a flume along the river. From there it
was floated to the flats below for use by ranchers. The chute and part
of the flume were still there in 1924. Several years later, however,
the buildings were burned to remove a fire hazard. I have a picture of
this old mill also. Camps on this cruise were at the abandoned Woodcock
Mill west of Wamic; Post Camp, and the Forest Camp on Forest Creek. A

short time before moving to Forest Camp, a bank robbery occurred near
Portland. A number of people who thought the robbers buried the money
here had dug up the soil looking for the loot.

In late June we moved to the Fremont. Fred Matz had driven to the Mt. Hood
in what I believe was the second vehicle in the Region. Because Fred was

returning to Portland by train, I was chosen to drive the Ford pickup to
Lakeview. This vehicle and an old Ford touring car owned by Andy and his
school chum, Art Bodie, provided transportation for us and our gear.
Enroute, we drove over to Fort Rock which at one time claimed a popula-
tion of 50, but in 1924 there were only seven or eight people living
there. Of all the original store buildings, only the Post Office was
open. Having arrived late in the day we were informed that the Post-
mistress agreed to feed us. That night we slept in our bedrolls spread
out on the front porch of the original grocery store. In 1938 when I
lived at Cabin Lake Ranger Station nine miles north of Fort Rock, the
town had a grocery store and service station, post office, two residences,
and the Grange Hall. The other buildings had been destroyed. Years later

when electric power was brought in a schoolhouse and a few other buildings
were erected, but I don't believe the store or post office now exist.

The next day in Lakeview, T. J. Starker who had been in the old Division
of Products in the R.0., met us as he was to be our Chief-of-Party on the
Fremont cruise. Gilbert Brown, Forest Supervisor, was very cooperative
and considerate to all of us. That fall T. J. Starker became a profes-

sor in the School of Forestry at O.A.C., the school he graduated from in
1910. Some of the memories I have of the Fremont cruise are the camps at
Bull's Prairie and Rogger's Ranger Station, the three day Labor Day Rodeo,
the four nights of dancing in Lakeview, and the night I walked 12 miles
into town to see an acquaintance of mine. The cruise ended in September
and most of us returned to Portland.

Back to the Olympic in 1925 to join the timber survey party on the Hamma
Hainma, the river the old timers like so well that they named it twice.
A present well-known U. S. Forester, who was the packer for the party,
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lived on the river near Hood's Canal. This was none other than
B. H. "Burney" Payne, recently retired from the Chief's Office.
Weldon Cline was Chief-of-Party of this cruise.

For the next 9 years, I worked in an office for Jones Lumber Company,
and for Swift and Company, both in Portland. The latter place provided
good employment for me during the depression years, but it wasn't the
kind of work I liked, and I did miss the Service and the outdoors. So

about May 1, 1935, I called on F. W. "Morey" Moravets who was working
on the resource survey in the P.N.W. Experiment Station, and he intro-

duced me to Horace Andrews. Luck was still with me, for on May 6 I
left Portland with Reece Taylor to. start the timber survey in iJmattlla

County. In the fall of 1935, I worked with Phil Briegleb on the
Okanogan Forest around Winthrop and Chelan. Phil had just been married

and his wife was with him. I worked on the Experiment Station survey
until September 26, 1937 when I received a permanent appointment on the
Deschutes. T. H. "Bud" Burgess was Supervisor. Dahi Kirkpatrick and

Ralph Crawford also worked on the Forest, but at different times. My

work on the Forest included log scaling, cruising, and marking on the
Brooks-Scanlon Sale out of Camp 4 with Lester McPherson and Emil

Johnson. That fall, Camp 4 was abandoned and all of the cabins were
picked up by a huge crane, called a cherry picker, and loaded onto rail-
road log cars. The train of cars, each carrying a white cabin, was quite
a sight as it left the old camp. The four cabins belonging to the Forest
Service at this camp were moved to Brooks Water Tanks Camp, it being the
headquarters for the steel gang. That was the name given to the crew
that layed the tracks for new spurs throughout the sale area. Our cabins

were removed from the rail cars and dragged by a caterpillar tractor to
a site across the tracks from the main camp, and placed about 20 feet

apart. Our cabin was a one room affair with a low partition to separate
the bedroom from the kitchen. We had cold water piped into the kitchen,
Coleman lanterns provided light, and wood was used for heat and cooking
on a wood range. Our "Chic Sale" was 75 feet behind the cabin and it
was no place to tarry during the cold weather. This was really roughing
it, but we were young, and in places like a logging camp people learned
to get by with very little and provided their own entertainment.

Our daughter attended school in a white schoolhouse built on wheels, and
it set on a section of rails within the camp. In her first six grades,

she attended eight different elementary schools because of the many

moves my work required. Such a situation did not harm her as she gradu-
ated from high school at the age of 16. I was most fortunate to have a
wife and daughter with the old pioneer spirit, who were willing to rough
it with me. Looking back, we are happy to have had those experiences,
but we are also happy they are behind us. For a few months during the
winter of 1938 we lived at Sisters, Oregon, where I worked with Ranger
Johnny Sargison.

January 2, 1939 found us back at Cabin Lake Ranger Station on the north

edge of Fort Rock Valley. My first stay there was in 1924 when it was
just a Guard Station and a source of water for stock. Now it was the
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headquarters for the Fort Rock Ranger District with Henry Tonseth as Ranger.
Previously, in 1938 two portable scaler cabins were built at the Metolius
CCC Camp. One was a two room, one unit cabin, and the other a four room
two unit dwelling. Both were moved that year, the smaller one to the
Water Tanks Camp, later occupied by Jim Thompson, and the larger cabin to
Cabin Lake. This move required considerable cussing and discussing with
the State Highway Department. Because two cabins were too long, too high,
and too wide to transport on the highways, the Highway Department refused
to issue a permit to do so. It was then decided to move them over County
and Forest roads, using a truck and lowboy trailer, but only after they
were taken apart in sections. The round trip distance from Metolius to
Cabin Lake was 180 miles. At Cabin Lake R. S., the sections were spliced
and rearranged in the form of a "T". The top unit contained the lavatory
and two bedrooms, the other the kitchen and living room. Such a house
would have been enjoyable to live in except that the top unit was six
feet away from the other, necessitating going outdoors at bedtime and
for other reasons.

This situation was tolerable in the summer, but in the winter the area
between the units was always covered with snow and ice, and long icicles
hung from the eaves. My work required me to be away from home during the
week. When I returned home the first weekend and saw how bad the situa-
tion was, I called the Supervisor. He told me it would take an act of
Congress to do anything about it because the cabin was built according to
an approved plan. Well, something was done about it much to our relief.
There was a CCC Foreman in a side camp at the Station who for $15 worth
of siding, enclosed the hallway, tying both units together. I mention

this because when the cabin was moved to Cabin Lake, it wasn't to be moved
again. However, about ten years later, it was moved to Sisters, about
fifteen miles from where it was built!

From January 4 to September 1, 1939, I was sales officer in charge of the
removal of all saw timber in the Wickiup Reservoir site on the Deschutes
River above Pringle Falls. Shevlin-Hixon Lumber Company of Bend was the

purchaser. The sale covered about 11,000 acres, much of which was lodge-
pole pine growing in dense stands. A CCC camp for 400 boys was built in

the area. These young men were used for cutting, piling, and burning the
lodgepole and all slash created in the operation. The volume of ponderosa
pine cut was almost 20,000,000 board feet, the largest tree containing
11,400 board feet. Most of the logs were skidded to the river by "cats"
and arch, then rolled into the water. Two hundred sixty logs over 36" in

diameter had to be trucked to the railroad. Logs in the river were floated
onto flat cars by a "jammer" that was on the bridge above the river, to be
hauled to Bend.

After all of the timber in the Wickiup Reservoir site was cut and removed,
I was transferred to Burns, Oregon as scaler on the Hines Lumber Company
mill deck. The experience gained there was invaluable to me a few years

later. Many young Foresters feel that scaling is unimportant, but in my
opinion, all new JF's in the Service should receive a year's scaling exper-
ience. This would help those that go into timber management work, in
cruising and sales administration.
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September 16, 1941 found me back on the west side of the Olympic Forest,
on the Simpson Logging Company sale, as Senior scaler. George Drake,
who left the Service in 1932, was Logging Superintendent for Simpson's.
I worked on the Hoodsport Ranger District where Wally Anderson was D.R.,
but headquartered in Shelton. Carl Neal was Supervisor. Vondis Miller,
Leonard Blodgett and Bill Bates were also in the Supervisor's Office in
the early 1940's. Logging was progressing on the 10-30-30 sale with
Ralph Hilligoss in charge. The next year Harold Chriswell, now Super-
visor of the Mt. Baker National Forest, came to Hoodsport as District
Ranger. In the spring of 1944, through Chriswell's efforts, I moved
to Hoodsport as Timber Management Assistant. When the Shelton Cooper-
ative Sustained Yield Unit was established in 1947, the District Head-
quarters was moved to Shelton. Bill Bryan, who had been in charge of
the Shaffer Bros. sale and lived at their camp on the West Branch of
the Sátsop River, moved tO Shelton as District Ranger. I remained in
Hoodsport as Bill's assistant. The six pleasant years at Hoodsport was
the longest period I had then spent at one location. Most of my work
was in timber management, the type of work closest to my heart as timber
is the fundamental principal of the Forest Service and I was a part of
it.

Some highlights I recall on the Olympic include the establishment of
Simpson's fine Camp Grisdale on the Wynoochee; the time we carried out
the body of the President of the student body from the University of
Washington who had fallen off a cliff on The Brothers Mountain; and when
the U. S. Army Forestry Engineers set up a portable sawmill west of Lake
Cushman in World War II. In charge of this mill were Captains Howard
Cook and Clifford McDuff, both Forest Service employees. Howard headed
up Management Plans in R-6 for a short period in the 50's. The mill cut
100,000 feet of lumber, mostly bridge timbers which came in mighty handy
a few years later. They had planned to cut twice this volume but the
heavy rains caused them to move back to Fort Lewis. I also remember the
winter; it was so cold as to freeze salt water around Shelton, and the
year 35 inches of rain fell in October at Camp Grisdale. The experience
gained on the Olympic and working with congenial people, were instru-
mental in obtaining my next promotion.

On July 1, 1950 we moved to Portland where I became Regional Check Scaler.
I stepped into the position left vacant at the death of Everett Huff who
was a friend of everyone. This was 27 years after last working in the
R.O. In 1950 the Region had two area check scaling positions in addition
to the Regional Scaler. Bureau scaling in lieu of Forest Service had
taken effect only a few years before. In the 50's the growing scarcity
of private timber and the construction of many new plywood plants aug-
mented the demand for more Federal timber. This increased the number of
timber sales made each year and upped the number of Bureau Scalers needed
to scale the tremendous volume of logs cut. This meant additional check
scalers were also needed. Later, one more area check scaler position was
created since all Forests now had a Forest scaler. These men were kept
busy checking the many Bureau and Forest Service scalers that scaled the
huge annual production of logs.
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The increased volume of timber business with its many problems was effec-
tive in all Western Regions. Because of this general condition, the
Washington Office realized the need to improve and coordinate the quality
of scaling in quantity and quality cruising. A new position was there-
fore created with the title of Western Log Grader. The position required
a man experienced in both the Douglas-fir species in the west side Forests
of R-6, and in the ponderosa pine and associated species of the Western
States. Fortunately, I qualified and on October 20, 1957, was appointed
to this position. While my headquarters were in Washington, my home
remained in Portland. Just enough trips were made back there to meet
with Timber Management persnnnel and, of course, it gave me an opportun-
ity to learn something about our National Capitol. In this new position,

I was in the field about 85% of the time. Although much traveling was
required, it was possible for my wife to accompany me. My territory
covered the six western Regions and Alaska.

The duties of this last position consisted of training personnel and
supervising scaling and log grading in the Western States. In addition,

I assisted in the many mill studies made for appraisal purposes and for
log grade development. During this period, a new technique in Forest
Service training, called the Slide-tape Program, was developed by Bob
Reinhardt of the Chief's Office. Raving had an opportunity to prepare
a few of these programs, I am grateful to Bob for the fine assistance
he gave me.

Before retiring, I was what I call the "Last of the Mohicans" meaning that
I was in the Service when it was first located in the old Beck Building
and still working for it in later years. When I returned to the R.0. in
1950,. there were only three of us left, namely, Alex Jaenicke, Vic Flack,
and myself. Alex retired several years ago, and Vie in 1965. Now I

believe Frank Flack has been around the Region, if not the entire Service,
longer than anyone. When the Forest Service moved to the Multnomah
Building, this made the fourth location of the Regional Headquarters
that I was privileged to work in. My connections with the Service covered
a span of 49 years. When I retired December 30, 1966, I completed over
35 years of credited service all of which were intensely interesting,
pleasant, and eventful. I am grateful to have been a part of it for so
many years.

k

The most agreeable of all companions is a simple, frank man
without any high pretensions to an oppressive greatness;
one who loves life and understands the use of it; obliging,
alike at all times; above all, of a golden temper, and
steadfast as an anchor. For such a one we gladly exchange
the great genius, the most brilliant wit, the profoundest

thinker.
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SASQUATCH, ALIAS MT. ST. HELENS AREA

By Harry N. White

In December 1970, I read an AP dispatch from Stevenson, Washington,
which said the Skamania County Commissioners had passed an ordinance
providing a $10,000 fine and five years in jail for killing a Sasquatch,
"an ape-like beast which many enthusiasts say roams areas of the West."
This news caused me to recall the Great Ape Hunt of 1924 and a sequel
to it in 1965.

In the summer of 1924 I was Acting Supervisor of the Columbia National
Forest (now Gifford Pinchot) because the Supervisor had been transferred
May 1 and his successor was on an assignment in Eastern Oregon that
could not be completed until fall. In August I was at a 2,000-acre
fire in the Twin Buttes area west of Mt. Adams when Jim Huffman, District
Ranger in the Spirit Lake District, called me on the fire camp telephone.
He had a problem.

There was a miner's cabin on the east slope of Mt. St. Helens which had
been occupied by an elderly prospector. It was said that he had appeared
in Kelso one day in great excitement and told how, during the night, huge
beasts had bombarded the cabin with large rocks, while uttering ape-like
screams. Some of the rocks had gone through the roof and landed on the
cabin floor. When daylight caine large tracks had been found near the

cabin.

The story had gotten into the papers from Portland to Seattle and many
people, including numerous reporters from the cities and several Portland
policemen, had flocked to Spirit Lake and the area around Mt. St. Helens.
Jim was worried, not about the alleged beasts but about the people. He

said the woods were full of people, armed with rifles, shotguns, and
pistols, and shooting at anything that moved. He was afraid somebody

would be shot.

With the fire still not controlled, I couldn't go to Spirit Lake to help
Jim out. There was little forest officers could do anyway. Later, when

I returned to Portland, I read a story written by Sports Editor L. H.
Gregory and given a prominent place on the front page of the Oregonian.
Gregory had gone to Kelso, thence to, the Mt. St. Helens area with the
Cowlitz County sheriff and the sheriff's son. He said the purpose of
the trip was to try to capture one of the apes, train him as a baseball
pitcher, and sell him to Bill Kiepper, manager of the Portland Beavers,
for a million dollars. He confirmed what Jim had told me about the ape
hunters and their activities. Jim had showed him a piece of wood that
had been whittled roughly to the shape of a large foot and evidently
used to make the tracks, except the toes which were made by clenching
the hand and pressing the knuckles into soft dirt. Strangely enough,
the tracks were all of a right foot, so the apes must have gone hopping
over the terrain on one leg.
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Gregory wrote such a fantastic and humorous tale that its publication,
in two installments, seemed to put a damper on the whole thing, and I
heard no more about it. I guessed the other newsmen realized they couldn't
top Gregory's story, so they just gave up.

But in the June 7, 1965 issue of the Oregon Journal there was a long column,
entitled "Hunters Again Seek Elusive Hairy Ape," by Staff Writer Marge
Davenport. She extended the ape territory southward to Lewis River and
northward to British Columbia. She mentioned the mysterious disappearance
of several men at various times and said that apes were reported "sighted"
by two groups in 1963, that huge tracks were observed by a logger in the
Lewis River area the same year, and that a Vancouver fisherman was reported
to have seen what was apparently a female hairy ape with a baby slung over
one arm in 1964.

Since Miss Davenport said a goodly number of people were getting ready to
hunt for the Mt. St. Helens hairy ape, including Washington and Oregon
students and a California man who had informed the Journal he was looking
for a rugged Northwest guide, I was moved to write a letter to Gregory, sug-
gesting that he make another safari into the heart of the ape country and
report on the situation, as he had done in 1924. I said that of course,
after 40 years, he couldn't be expected to climb around on the mountain and
scramble through the brush, but since he was experienced he could organize
a hunt by younger men. It was true that he hadn't succeeded in catching
one of the apes, but that was nothing to be ashamed of. Even Edmund Hilary

hadn't been able to catch an Abominable Snowman, or even see one. He

wouldn't have the same incentive as in 1924, since the Beavers were not in
need of a pitcher at this time, but Miss Davenport had said there might be
a million in it for anyone who captured one of the apes.

To my surprise, Gregory devoted a whole column to the ape hunt, following
his remarks with my letter in full. But he said no safari or posse assign-
ment this time; when he went hunting he wanted something to hunt that
really existed, not just a fairy-tale villain. He also wrote a delightful
letter to me. He asked how I ever got the idea that he "couldn't still
trot around over them thar hills and mountings, scale glacial cirques, and
dodge wild, gun-shooting idiots." The sheriff had given him a gat and
insisted that he wear it, but he said, "I give you my word of honor that
I didn't fire it, aim it, or even draw it once." He said the highlight
he remembered best was what a taxi driver said. This man was waiting at
the lake for an ape hunter whom he had brought from Kelso. When the sher-

iff asked him if he had seen any apes, he said, "Apes, hel-1-l!" Gregory
said, "That summed it all up, and still does."

The AP dispatch went on to say, "The commissioners passed the law after a
flurry of reported Sasquatch sightings last year. It was aimed at pro-
tecting county residents as much as the legendary, shy, night-roving
'beasts' from a horde of armed and eager Sasquatch hunters that followed.
Local conservationists haled the law, however, since it was the first
time an animal was saved before it was even found." I can't help sus-
pecting that the Skamania County Commissioners, and maybe Marge Davenport,
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were kidding. If there were any crowds of ape hunters in Skamania
County in 1965 or 1969, I never heard about it. But I suppose the

legend of the Sasquatch, or hairy ape, will pop up from time to time,
with reported sightings duly recorded, just as do the legends of the
Loch Ness Monster of Scotland and the Abominable Snowman of the
Himalayas.

* * *******

THERE IS HARDLY TINE

There is hardly time
To do the things I ought to do.

The intentions and the duties and the shoulds
Overrun my hands and back and mind

Like black ants
On chokecherry branches;

Running always, in all directions,
And never being nearer finished.

I do not know what things
Would best be done the first.

The sparrows ought be driven from the eaves;
The rotted fence posts lean

And no one brought the wire
To the shed, since all the corn was checked.

Big blocks, unsplit, are all that are left
In the wood pile.

I do not know what things
Wouid best be done the first.

I think I may run up
To the north pasture now,

To see if the wind that blows there
Is stirring leaves and moving branches

And whispering in the grass
As it did yesterday.

-Cecil D. Wade

The crowning fortune of a man is to be born
to some pursuit which finds him employment
and happiness, whether it be to make baskets
or broadswords or canals or statues or songs.

-Ralph Waldo Emerson

* * * ' ********
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CHIEFS OF ThE U. S. FOREST SERVICE

(Compiled by Chief's Office, 1968)

I. Hough, Franklin Benjamin (1822-1885). First official designated
by the Federal Government whose special assignment was Forestry
(1876-1883). A physician in the Civil War, he always had a keen
interest in nature, history, and statistics, and was an indefatig-
able writer of letters, speeches, and articles.

Egleston, Nathaniel Hillyer (1822-1912). Appointed head of the Divi-

sion of Forestry in 1883 (1883-1886). A Congregational minister and

former teacher with an interest in forestry and country life, he
helped organize the American Forestry Association.

Fernow, Bernhard Eduard (1851-1923). First professional forester in
United States, was appointed Chief of the Division of Forestry in
1886 (1886-1898). Stamped an imprint on Forestry that has persisted
to this day. Most influential in the passage of the Forest Reserve
Act that authorized the creation of forest reserves from public
domain.

Pinchot, Gifford (1865-1946). First Chief of the U. S. Forest Service

(1898-1910). During his regime the National Forests made spectacular
growth, and "Conservation" became a widely known concept and national
goal.

Graves, Henry Solon (1871-1951). Second Chief of the Forest Service
(1910-1920) moved there from Yale where he was Dean of the Forestry
School. During his tenure in office the Forest Products Laboratory
at Madison, Wisconsin, was established, the Weeks Law enacted, and
the Research Branch of the Forest Service established.

Greeley, William Buckhout (1879-1955). During his administration as

Chief of the Forest Service (1920-1928), the Clarke-McNary law was
enacted. Mr. Greeley was also instrumental in bringing about Federal-
State-private cooperation in Forestry.

Stuart, Robert Young (1883-1933). Most significant forestry legis-
lation during his administration as Chief of the Forest Service
(1928-1933) was the McSweeney-McNary Act and the Knutson-Vandenberg
Act. Also the Civilian Conservation Corps began its work in forestry
and conservation.

Silcox, Ferdinand Augustus (1882-1939). Under Mr. Silcox's guidance
as Chief (1933-1939), the Forest Service made a study on range use
and watershed conditions, and surveyed the watersheds for flood
control.
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Clapp, Earle Hart (1877- ). Became Acting Chief of the Forest
Service on death of Chief Silcox (1939-1943) and organized all
resources of the Forest Service behind an unequivocal program.

Watts, Lyle Ford (1890-1862). Was appointed Chief, U. S. Forest
Service in 1943 (1943-1952). Important legislation during his tenure
as Chief included the Sustained-Yield Forest Management Act and the
Cooperative Forest Management Act. Under Mr. Watts the Forest Service
increased its role of cooperator with States, with industry, and with
private landowners.

McArdle, Richard Edwin (1899- ). The 11th Chief of the Forest
Service (1952-1962) helped set up a Forest Research Advisory Commit-
tee, published "Timber Resources for America's Future," and hosted
the Fifth World Forestry Congress in Seattle, 1961.

Cliff, Edward Parley (1909- ). Forester and present Chief of the
U. S. Forest Service (1962- ). Has been a great protector of the
National Forests, and at the same time has promoted better understand-
ing with stockmen, grazing interests, and the public.



GOOD NIGHT

Good night; good night, as we so oft have said,
Beneath this roof at midnight, in the days
That are no more, and shall no more return
Thou hast but taken up thy lamp and gone to bed;
I stay a little longer, as one stays
To cover up the embers that still burn.

(Henry Wadsworth Longfellow)

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
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OBITUARIES

ASH, Brittan H. LANGFIELD, Karl C.
BARBER, Ralph L. LEE, Julia
BEDWELL, Dr. Jess MANWAREN, Mrs. Zella
BEEDON, Oswald NAPES, Monte J.
BLOOM, Clyde 0. McFARLAND, Corley B.
BOTTCHER, Richard * McLAUGHLIN, Urisi F.

BUCKHORN, Walter J. MERRITT, Mrs. Nellie
CARPENTER, Louis A. OSWALD, Eugene H.
COOLEY, Ireta M. PATCH, Charles C.
ELLEFSON, Gerald Wayne PHELPS, Howard T.
FLACK, Frank PLUMB, Mrs. Herbert
FIELD, Newton RANDS, James M.
GRANGER, Christopher M. SEThE, Mrs. William
GREFE, Raymond F. SHIELDS, John F.
GRIFFIN, Helen F. SHERMAN, Minet E.
HANSMEIER, Henry A. SMITh, Floyd L.
HANSMEIER, Mrs. Henry A. SPINNING, Frederick W.
HEMINGSON, Pearl M. STANDING, Arnold R.
HARRIS, Ernest A. ThOMPSON, Thomas
HUNTON, Tracy T. TOUSLEY, Robert N.
HOLBROOK, Weliman WALTERS, Stanley C.
HOLBROOK, Mrs. Weilman WHITNEY, Fenton C.
ISAAC, Leo Anthony WHITNEY, Horace G.
JONES, Claude R. WILLIAMS, Jacob W. C.
JONES, Ira Ennis WOLFE, Harry McKinley
KAVANAGH, E. N. ZINNERLI, Otto A.
KUMMEL, Mrs. Virginia *McPHERSON, Lester Johnson
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BRITTAIN H. ASH

Brittain Ash was born near Oakridge, Oregon, in 1915 and spent his
boyhood in that area. He died March 9, 1968 in Juneau, Alaska, fol-
lowing a long illness.

"Brit" started his Forest Service career on the Oakridge Ranger District
as Ranger C. B. McFarland's telephone operator in 1933. He received his

first appointment in 1941 as a Junior Forester on the Mt. Hood National
Forest. Brit then worked on the Snoqualmie, Siskiyou, Willamette, and
Rogue River National Forests until December 1957 when he accepted a
transfer to the South Tongass National Forest as Forester in Timber
Management. In 1960 Brit joined the Resources staff of the North
Tongass Supervisor's Office, where he remained until his retirement

in December 1966. During his career in R-1O Brit was active in pro-
moting the remote-cabin policy and the Yakutat airstrip program.

Brit is survived by his wife, Carol, and sons Donovan F. of Chicago,
and Terry M. of Fullerton, California.

* * * * * * * * * * *

RALPH L. BARBER

Ralph Barber was born February 9, 1898 in Johnstown, Ohio. He died

October 12, 1969.

Ralph's Federal service started September 16, 1916 with the Railway Mail
Service. This employment was soon interrupted by military service in
World War I as Sargeant Major, Balloon Section, 677 Aero Squad.

Ralph replaced Bill Crites as Clerk on the Deschutes National Forest
November 1, 1934. In 1935 he transferred to Enterprise as Clerk on the

Wallowa National Forest. He was promoted to Administrative Assistant

March 11, 1940.

The Umatilla N. F. welcomed Ralph in the same position January 1, 1944.
On June 21, 1948, he transferred to the Snoqualmie National Forest where
he served as Administrative Assistant until his retirement November 30,

1957.

Ralph was a member of the American Legion, Masons, B.P.O.E., Kiwanis
and the National Federation of Federal Employees.

Ralph is survived by his wife Teresa, two step-children and two grandsons.

k * * *
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DR. JESS L. BEDWELL

"Jess" Bedwell was born December 8, 1892, in Grand Junction, Colorado.
He died February 7, 1969 at his home, 1300 N. E. 16th Ave., Portland,
Oregon.

Jess graduated from the University of Idaho in 1916. He served in

France with the 91st Division in World War I.

Jess was District Ranger on the Weiser National Forest when Lyle Watts
was Supervisor. He later transferred to the Cache National Forest as
Ranger. Following this assignment, he transferred to Blister Rust Control

in Spokane. Then, for several years, he worked in the East for the old

office of Forest Pathology. In 1935 he transferred to Portland as Chief

of Forest Disease Research at the Experiment Station. He retired in 1958

with 41 years of Federal service.

Jess was an outstanding authority on pathology and was highly respected

as a man and individual. He was a member of Emmanuel United Presbyterian
Church in West Linn, Sigma Xi, Unity Lodge No. 191, A.F.&A.M., the 91st
Division Post No. 52 of the American Legion and Phi Delta Theta.

Jess is survived by two daughters, Mrs. Warren W. Oliver, Jr., Lake

Oswego, and Mrs. Charles E. Bothwell, Grants Pass, and two grandchildren.

His brother Virgil lives in Los Angeles.

* * * * * * * * * *

CLYDE 0. BLOOM

Retired forester Clyde 0. Bloom, 18001 S. E. Powell Blvd., died Thursday,
July 21, 1968, in a Portland hospital after an extended illness.

He was born January 14, 1893 in Halfway, Oregon, and was a forest ranger
with the U.S. Forest Service for 33 years, most of them spent in the
Whitman National Forest. He retired in 1949, and for the past four years

lived at the Village retirement Home. For the past nine years he worked

for the Gresham Berry Growers Association.

He was a member of Gresham Lodge No. 152, A.F.&A.N., and served two years
as Patron of the Gresham chapter, OES. Ue also was a member of the

30Year Club of Forest Service Employees, and the National Association of
Civil Service Retirees.

Funeral was held Monday at Bateman Funeral Chapel, with vault interment
in Skyline Memorial Gardens. Gresham Masonic Lodge participated in the

service.

Survivors include his wife Hortense, and three sisters, Mrs. Margaret
Garlinghouse and Miss Edna Bloom of Portland, and Mrs. G. A. Richardson,
San Leandro, California.

* * * ***** * *
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OSWALD "OZ" BEEDON

0. S. "Oz" Beedon, 66, of 1532 Jansen Way, Woodburn, Oregon, died
February 15, 1971 at Woodburn Senior Estates Country Club of an appar-
ent heart attack. Memorial services were held at the Woodburn First
Presbyterian Church on February 18. Private interment followed. The

family suggested contributions be made to the First Presbyterian Church
of Woodburn.

Oz began his career on range reconnaissance work during the summer months
while he was still a student at Washington State College. His assign-
ments were in Utah on the Uinta N.F., and in Idaho on the Weiser N.F.
In June 1927, he was appointed to the Maiheur N.F. as assistant district
ranger, and later as junior range examiner. In 1935, he went to the
Deschutes N.F. as district ranger on the Bend District, then staff
assistant in charge of Range and Wildlife Management on the Deschutes.
In 1939 he transferred to the R.O. in Portland as associate range
examiner in the Division of Range and Wildlife Management.

In 1942, Oz went to Baker, Oregon, to fill the staff position in Range
and Wildlife on the Whitman N.F. In 1953, after the Whitman and Wal1oa
N.F's were combined he was made range conservationist.

Transfer in 1956 was to the Deschutes N.F. to staff assistant in charge
of Range and Wildlife Management, and Recreation and Special Uses.

In 1959 Oz retired to take over the management of the Santiam Lodge for
the Presbyterian Church. Later he worked several years as office man-
ager for Dominion Construction Company in Bend. The Beedoris moved to

Woodburn last September. He was a member of the Woodburn Lions Club,
Presbyterian Church, Bend Elks Club, and the Baker Masonic Lodge.

Survivors are his wife, Marguerite ttPegI and daughter, Mrs. Charles
(Colleen) Harden, Estacade; his mother of Aberdeen, Washington, and
two sisters.

RICHARD BOTTCHER

Richard (Dick) Bottcher was born in Spokane, Washington, October 30,
1910. He died October 28, 1970 after a long illness. Funeral services
were in Portland October 30.

After graduating from Jefferson High School in 1929, his first year of
college was at the University of Washington. He later transferred to
Oregon State University, graduating with a BS degree in forestry.

Dick worked for the Forest Service during the summer months while in
school, but the first summer after graduating he worked for the Park
Service at Yellowstone. In the fall of 1934 he worked at the Oregon
Caves. In the spring of 1935 Dick transferred to the Randle Ranger
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Station as Assistant Ranger. That winter was spent in the S.O. in
Vancouver. The spring of 1936 saw him at Stehekin, Washington as District
Ranger, and the winter of 1937 at Enterprise, Oregon, on the Wallowa
staff. In 1939 he transferred to Washington, D. C. where he studied
at the American University for his Masters degree. In 1940 Dick was
in Lakeview and in 1941 in Bend on the Deschutes staff.

The Army called Dick in 1942 for duty at Fort Lewis, Washington, Fort
Sill, Oklahoma, and Camp Gruber where he was Adjutant for the Combat
Engineers, going to Germany in 1944. After Dick was wounded in May 1945,
he spent some time recuperating in Spokane and Fort Lewis hospitals.
Upon his release from the Army, Dick returned to the Deschutes as a
Staff member. In 1950 he transferred to the Mt. Hood and then to the
R.O. Division of Watershed Management, from where he retired in 1965
after more than 32 years of service.

Surviving Dick are his daughter, Caralee Hiersche, and son, Robert A.
Bottcher.

* * * * * * * * *

WALTER JULIUS BUCKHORN

Walter Buckhorn was born November 2, 1899 at Jerome, Arizona, and died
November 6, 1968.

"Buck's" parents, Mr. and Mrs. Julius Buckhorn, were from Knisburg,
Germany. He attended grade school in Kalispell and Whitefish, Montana,
and Atkinson, Nebraska.

Buck's career was varied but was centered on the control of forest insects.
He started on his entomological work May 8, 1922, doing bark-beetle con-
trol on the Fremont National Forest. The Bureau of Entomology and Plant
Quarantine was his port of call for the next six years.

Buck barnstormed with his own Ox-5 bi-plane in 1928 and was Chief Mechanic
in charge of the Lake County, Oregon road machinery during 1929. The

B.E.&P.Q. welcomed Buck back in the fall of 1929 and kept him until his
transfer to the Pacific Northwest Forest and aange Experiment Station in
1953.

Buck literally picked himself up by his boot straps. Without the benefit
of a formal education, he rapidly advanced in the craft. In 1935 he
invented an improved cap for a cyanide-killing jar and in 1936 he devel-
oped an improved insect rearing cage. Other important contributions
included the development of a mechanical method of separating insect
eggs from forest litter to obtain population counts, an aerial strip-
viewer for estimating insect-caused tree mortality, and a line-throwing
method of painting tree tops to mark experimental plots for spraying.
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Buck's intense interest in insect control and his dedicatioi to his work
brought him a Superior Service Award in 1956. Buck earned an "excellent"
efficiency rating from 1946 until his retirement March 2, 1962. Industry
also recognized his ability by honoring him with the first Western Forestry
and Conservation Association "Distinguished Accomplishment" award in the
field of Forest Protection on February 9, 1962. In further recognition
of his many contributions, the bark beetle Phloeosinus buckhorni was
named for him in 1962.

He is survived by his wife, Bertha, 3747 S. E. Liebe Street, Portland,
Oregon, 97202, his daughter, Helen (Mrs. Alton Jones) and three grand-
children. He is also survived by a brother, Elmer A. Buckhorn, a Portland
attorney, and two sisters, Mrs. Velma LeZotte of Colorado Springs, and
Mrs. Rowena Cox of Denver, Colorado.

* * * * * * * * *

LOUIS A. CARPENTER

Louis A. Carpenter, son of Alfred and Martha P. Carpenter, was born
June 1, 1878, at Denver, Missouri. He died in a McMinnville hospital
on November 22, 1970 at the age of 92. Private entombment was at
Evergreen Memorial Park Mausoleum.

Louis received his schooling in Wallowa County and attended the academy
there. He was a forester in Wallowa and had been head ranger of the Bear
Sleds Ranger District in the Wallowa N.F. for 32 years when he retired
about 1937.

* * * * * * * *

MARGARET IRETA COOLEY

Ireta, as she was known throughout the Forest Service, worked on the
Umatilla N.F., and later transferred to the Siuslaw N.F. where she was
Mr. Shelley's right hand for a number of years. Then when Unit Account-
ing began in the Division of Fiscal Control, R.O., she was selected to
head that unit. She was able, energetic, ambitious, and after a few
years wanted greener fields to conquer. She then transferred to the
Washington Office, Division of Fiscal Control, where she was an able
assistant to the general accountant. Ireta had always loved gardening
and the out of doors. She had a home and garden while in Washington,
D.C. but decided when she could retire, to do so and come back to her
beloved West. She had a lovely home and garden in Portland and was very
busy. She worked part of the time for the March of Dimes voluntarily,
and as an employee. Then, unfortunately, she had a sudden attack of
illness and after several months of recuperation, sold her home and
moved to Eugene where she had family connections. She was doing nicely
when another attack in 1969 took her out of this orbit.

* * ****** *
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GERALD WAYNE ELLEFSON

G. E. Ellefson was born November 4, 1911, in Catera, Oklahoma. He died

November 5, 1968.

Jerry's highschooling included attendance at St. Manes, Idaho, Yakima,
and Spokane's North Central. His Forest Service career started on the
Kaniksu National Forest as a lookout on the Netaline Falls Ranger District
in 1929. During the next 33 years Jerry was employed on the Kaniksu,
Colville and Kootenai National Forests. During this time Jerry made
several notable contributions to the Forest Service and received a com-
mendation in 1953 for developing a standardized dispatching system for
Region 1. In 1955 Jerry was detailed to the Shasta-Trinity N.F., R-5,
to develop a fire-dispatching plan, and in 1961 to the Chief's Office
for the development of Classification and Job Evaluation Standards. For

this excellent job, Jerry received an Incentive Award December 14, 1961.

By this time Jerry's ability was widely recognized. He was again detailed
to the Chief's Office in 1962 as chairman of a three-man task force to
develop a Fire Generalship Training Course. Jerry carved an important
niche for himself following his transfer and promotion June 24, 1962 to
the Gif ford Pinchot National Forest.

Jerry is survived by his wife, Lillian I. "Robbie", a nurse at St. Josephs
Hospital in Vancouver, daughters, Mrs. Todd (Nary Price, also of Vancouver,
and Mrs. Fred (Rene) Rasnovlian of Seattle; and a brother, Gene Evans, a
Forest Service employee at Metaline Falls on the Kaniksu.

* * * * * * * *

FRANK FLACK

Frank was born in Pittsburg, Pennsylvania, September 17, 1904, and died
in a Portland hospital on February 1, 1971.

His career with the U. S. Forest Service began in Portland on December 4,
1920 as a messenger at age 16. He became a topographic draftsman and
surveyor in 1924. He transferred to Region 2, Division of Engineering,
Denver, Colorado, in February 1937. Served four years in U.S. Army dur-
ing World War II, and attained the rank of Major. Returned to R-2 in
1946 and transferred to R-6 in 1947. Promoted to Regional Sign Coordi-
nator on September 1962. He served as president of the 30-Year Club in
1955; was for many years assistant editor, and edited the 1967 and 1971
issues of "TIMBER LINES". Frank completed 50 years of service with the
Forest Service in December 1970.

Survivors include his wife, Vilda; one daughter, Claudia Hilaire, Billings,
Montana, and two grandchildren; three brothers, Herbert, Victor, and
Herman, all of Portland.

* * * * * * * * *
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CHRISTOPHER NABLEY CHANGER

Christopher N. Granger, Forest Service pioneer who served from 1907 to
1952, died in Washington, D. C., November 21, 1967. He was 82.

Mr. Granger entered the Service after his graduation from Michigan State

College and held positions of assistant forest supervisor and forest
supervisor in California National Forest; Assistant Regional Forester

in the Rocky Mountain Region, and Regional Forester in the Pacific North-

west Region. He transferred to Washington in 1930 and became the first

director of the nation's timber survey. Five years later he was made

Assistant Chief, a position he held until his retirement.

Since his retirement, Mr. Granger lived in the District of Columbia where
he continued active membership in the American Forestry Association and
the Society of American Foresters. He is survived by his wife, three.

sons, a daughter, and eleven grandchildren. Burial was private, and
instead of flowers his family suggested that donations be made to the
Children's Hospital of Washington, D. C.

* * * * * * * * * *

HENRY A. HANSMEIER

Henry Hansmeier retired in 1966 after working over 32 years for the
Forest Service. He served as Fire Control Officer on the North Bend
R. D., Snoqualmie N.F., and Shelton R.D., Olympic N.F. Hansmeier died

in Seattle, Washington on October 7, 1969.

* * * * * * * * * *

PEARL MATHILDA HENINGSON

Pearl Hemingson was born November 9, 1907 in St. Paul, Minnesota. The

Forest Service lost one of its most dedicated and loyal supporters when
she died July 30, 1969.

Pearl started her long and successful Federal career with the Treasury
Department in Fargo, North Dakota, July 1, 1929. The Justice Department,

noting Pearl's worth, employed her for the following three years.

The Siuslaw National Forest welcomed her October 9, 1933. The Regional

Office exercised its right of eminent domain by transferring Pearl into
its Division of Fiscal Control September 25, 1940. She was promoted to

Chief Clerk, Division of Watershed Management, August Il, 1957. Pearl

received a cash award July 23, 1964 for outstanding performance.



Pearl retired from the Forest Service December 20, 1965. However, she
continued her excellent service to the Thirty Year Club as its secretary
until other employment forced her to resign.

Surviving Pearl are her husband, Everett Hemingson, and two sisters,
Mrs. May Ray, Portland, and Mrs. Florence Ystad of Astoria; two brothers,
Martin S., and Lewis Krug also of Portland.

* * * * * * * * * *

LEO ANThONY ISAAC

Leo Isaac, 78, died December 19 in Portland. Mr. Isaac, often called
the "world's leading authority on Douglas-fir silviculture", was a
veteran of more than 36 years of Federal service, 32 with PNW Station.
He retired in 1956 and accepted a 30-month United States assignment
in Turkey, after which he traveled throughout Western Europe and the
British Isles on a special seed-use assignment. On his return to the
U. S., he accepted a visiting professorship at OSU and became executive
secretary of the Columbia River-Puget Sound Section of SAF, a post he
retired from in 1968. He authored more than 50 publications on forest
silvics. For his work, he was honored by such organizations as the Western
Forestry and Conservation Association, the SAF, and the Universities of
Washington and Minnesota.

Survivors include his wife, Alberta, two daughters, Mrs. Barbara Rex and
Mrs. Shirley Smith, of Portland; a son, Joseph A., Portland; two sisters,
Della J. Isaac and Mrs. Harry Hierl, both of Fond du Lac, Wisconsin; one
brother, Urban, also of Fond du Lac, and 12 grandchildren.

* * * * * * * * * *

CLAUDE R. JONES

A former Forest Service District Ranger, Claude R. Jones, 90, died in his
sleep November 23, 1968 in a Eugene nursing home where he had been a
patient for three months.

Mr. Jones was born on a farm near Brookville, Pennsylvania on March 9,
1878. He grew up on the farm and attended schools in Brookville, then
went to Clarion Teachers College where he was a varsity football player.
Following graduation from Clarion, he attended Iowa State College.

Returning to Brookville, Jones served as a mail carrier for several
years. On June 15, 1909, he married Miss Sara Strong. It was then that
Jones became afflicted with western fever because a friend, C. T. Beach
(for whom the C. T. Beach Campground on Hills Creek Reservoir on the
Rigdon Ranger District was named), also of Brookville, had come west and
wrote letters encouraging Jones to follow him. In 1911 Jones gave up

- 66 -



his position in Brookville to come to Hazelville (as Oakridge was then

called) and took a job as fire guard with the Forest Service under

Mr. Beach. From fire guard Jones worked up to become Ranger of the

Oakridge District which at that time included a much larger area of

the Forest than the existing district, running from Westfir to the

Cascade Summit, and from the McKenzie River to the Umpqua Divide.

Mr. Jones was extremely active in civic affairs in the Oakridge area

for more than 50 years. He helped to finance and build the Methodist

Church in the community. He and his wife, who for 25 years was post-

master at Oakridge, were instrumental in launching the community's

first high school and they donated the use of a small building for

the school and loaned most of the books from their personal library

for the school's use so it could open. At one time Mr. Jones also

taught high school students for several months. The community's first

telephone service was provided through a switchboard Jones had installed

in his home for the Forest Service.

Jones had been District Ranger on the Oakridge Ranger District in what

is now the Willamette National Forest, but at that time was the Cascade

National Forest, from 1913 to 1921.

Jones, in partnership with another man, brought a generator and distri-

bution lines into Oakridge and improved and operated the business until

early 1941 when the system was sold to a larger electric cooperative.

For 12 years he served on the cooperative's board of directors and in

various capacities such as secretary, treasurer, and chairman of the

board, but resigned in 1968 because of failing health.

Mr. Jones was involved in forming the Oakridge School District and served

on the board of directors for many years. He also helped to form the

late Willamette City Water and Fire District serving for many years on

its board of directors. In 1958 Jones was honored as Oakridge's Citizen

of the Year.

Survivors include one brother, Cass Jofles of Salem; nephews Wallace Jones

and Everett Jones, both of Oakridge; and numerous other nieces and

nephews. Also surviving are his two sisters-in-law, Georgia Singleterry
and Jane Bloomer, sisters of his late wife, both of Oakridge.

Funeral services were held November 27, 1968 in the Oakridge Funeral
Home with the Reverend John Luebke, Pastor of the Oakridge United Metho-

dist Church, officiating. The body was then shipped to Pennsylvania for
interment alongside his wife, who preceded him in death in 1947.

* * * * * * * * * *



IRA ENNIS JONES

Ira Jones was born September 7, 1882, near Buffalo, Missouri. He died
October 27, 1968 at Sumner, Washington, where he had resided for the

past 18 years.

I. B., as his many friends affectionately called him, received his formal
schooling in Memphis, Texas, where his father was county sheriff. He

came from a family of ten brothers and sisters, four of whom survive him.
He was a restless, headstrong child and left home at the age of 17 making
his way north working on the railroad. When a young lad, he and a brother
contracted to break forty horses which they accomplished. At the time he
cam& to Powder Valley, Oregon, he was working as a railroad engineer on
bridge construction.

On May 9, 1909, when Ira was 27 years of age, he went to work for the
Forest Service as Forest Guard, Sumpter, Oregon, at the annual rate of
$900. tn 1911 he was promoted to fill the vacancy of Vernon V. Harphain
as assistant forest ranger. Henry Ireland was Supervisor of the Whitman
N.F. at the time. After being promoted to Ranger, most of his early work
was in supervising road and trail construction and in building lookouts.

In 1924 he was made Superintendent of Construction on the WalIowa, Whitman
and Umatilla Forests. Many miles of the early-day roads on these Forests
were built under his guidance. At his request, in 1934, he was trans-
ferred to the Siuslaw N.F. as Superintendent of Construction, and while
there built many of the beautiful forest camps we find on the Oregon
coast today. He was in charge of CCC and WPA construction and at the
time of his retirement from the Forest Service in 1942, he was Assistant
Forest Supervisor.

During the early 30's I. E. was Chief of the Flying Squadron and had part
in fighting the Kettle Falls fire in Washington and the Ti,liamook Burn in
Oregon.

I. B. made many friends during his long career in the Forest Service, and
one of his most cherished possessions was the book of letters given him
at the time of his retirement from his many friends and associates, most
of whom had been the victims of his endless pranks at one time or another.

Ira's twenty-six years of retirement were happy ones. He enjoyed good
health to the last and was always busy whether it was church work, fish-
ing, hunting, gardening or watching a ball game. He retired as foreman
of a strawberry and blackberry patch when about 82 and began woodworking
and lathe work which, besides his gardening and rototilling, kept him
very busy. He also helped with the King County migrant ministry for the
Indian berry pickers.
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He wore a 50-year pin as a charter member of the NcEwen Masonic Lodge
in Sumpter, Oregon, and was a very active member of the First Christian
Church of Sumner, Washington, where he assisted in building their C.E.
building and served on the board for the construction of their new
sanctuary during the early fall of 1968.

He is survived by his wife, Elizabeth; four sons, Charles of San
Beriardino, California, Forrest of Gresham, Oregon, Evan of Eugene,
Oregon, John of Vashon, Washington; two daughters, Mrs. Bonita Blank
of Arlington, Oregon, and Miss Betty Jones of Tacoma, Washington.

* * * * * * * * * *

E. N. KAVANAGH

Ed Kavanagh died February 7, 1969 of cancer in LaJolla, California.
He had been in failing health since the winter of 1967-68. He was

buried at Greenwood Mortuary, San Diego, California, February 10, 1969.
Services were private according to his request.

Mr. Kavanagh was born in Leadville, Colorado, September 15, 1883, and
was raised on a cattle ranch near Fairplay, Colorado. His first employ-

ment with the Government was in 1905, in the Postal Service. Shortly

afterward, he turned to the newly established Government Agency, later
named the U. S. Forest Service. He became Supervisor of the Big Horn
National Forest, Wyoming, in 1910 after five years experience with the
Service. In 1915 he was transferred to Albuquerque, New Mexico as an
Inspector of Grazing, and in 1918 he moved to District 6, with head-
quarters in Portland, as Assistant District Forester, Division of
Grazing. The title was changed to Assistant Regional Forester in 1930.
He later had a brief stint with the Forest Service in Ogden, Utah.

Leaving the Department of Agriculture in 1939, he transferred to the
Department of Interior in Washington, as Assistant Director of the
Grazing Service. In 1941 he became Director of the Soil Conservation
Service. Mr. Kavanagh retired in 1951 after 46 years of Government
service. He was presented with the Distinguished Service Award by
then Secretary of Interior Oscar Chapman.

Mr. Kavanagh is survived by his wife, and son, Norman, of Torrance,
California.

* * * * * * * * *



KARL COYNER "CASEY" LANGFIELD

K. C. Langfield was born in Harrisburg, Virginia, September 20, 1893 to
Otto and Amy Langfield. He died March 1, 1969.

"Casey", as he was known by, was first employed on the Fremont National
Forest, July 9, 1913. He worked for Supervisor Gilbert D. Brown on a

70-mile telephone line job. Casey's partners were Walt Dutton, Lynn
Cronemiller, and Carl Ewing.

Following an 8-year break, Casey returned as a fire guard in 1921-22. In

1923 he received his first appointment as District Ranger, and on May 20,
1925, he became District Ranger of the Paisley Ranger District, Fremont
National Forest.

Casey's reputation as an administrator was recognized in 1926 by his
appointment to a Regional Office commIttee for the development of an
inspection outline. Other committee members were Nelson MacDuff, Walt
Dutton, K. P. Cecil, and Ray Bruckart.

Casey's major field project in 1927 was to plan and supervise the construc-
tion of 52 miles of the Chewaucan-Sycan range fence. His major office

assignment for that year was the preparation of the Region's first admin-
istrative work plan. He worked with Mr. Loveridge and Supervisor Brown.

In 1931, Casey served as an instructor in the Region's first Ranger
Training Camp at Hemlock.

The Columbia (now Gil ford Pthchot) National Forest welcomed Casey as
Mt. Adams District Ranger on April 1, 1933. He replaced Harvey Welty.

Casey was one of eight R-6 District Rangers selected in 1937 to serve as
a mounted guard for President F. D. Roosevelt at the dedication of Timberline
Lodge, Mt. Hood N. F.

A highlight of Casey's career was in 1954 when the Chief presented him with
the Superior Service Award.

Casey's prompt action in 1956 saved the life of power lineman Allen Beek.
Beek received critical electrical burns near BZ Corner, Washington.

After his retirement in 1956, Casey worked on the development of the Bingen
Marina and was active in the formation of the industrial districts at Bingen
and Dallesport, and in dike work in cooperation with the U.S. Army Engineers.

He was a member of Masonic Lodge No. 85, Paisley, Oregon; IOOF Lodge 107
Hood River; David Woodruff Post 192, American Legion, Trout Lake, and
Veterans of World War I, White Salmon, Washington. He was also active in

Boy Scouts and PTA.
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Surviving him are his wife, Lottie Langfield, of Trout Lake, and five

Sons, Rex, Keith, George, Calvin and Ben. There are also three brothers,

Lynn, Ray, and Alvin; also five sisters, Amy Konsonlas, Del Knowles,

Willa Williams, Shirley Weller, and Gretta Crocket. There are also

seven grandchildren and three great grandchildren.

* * * * * * * * * *

JULIA LEE

Julia Lee was born March 10, 1901 in Everett, Washington. She died

July 15, 1968.

Julia started her long Forest Service career September 17, 1923 as a

clerk on the Colville National Forest. She received the first of many

promotions July 26, 1924, and again January 1, 1926.

Juliats career was dusrupted by two years of illness that started in

1927. Upon returning to work, she was again promoted July 1, 1930.

May 1, 1933 saw her on the Olympic National Forest and, true to form,

she received another promotion by February 1936.

The Snoqualmie claimed Julia in June 1942. She continued her drive to

excel on her job. She had acquired a Superior Service Award and two
additional promotions by September 1962.

Failing eyesight forced Julia's retirement in December 1963 following

38 years of service.

Julia is survived by Helen Ness, a sister, and Donna Lee Durbin, a

niece.

* * * * * * * * * *

CORLEY BYRL McFARLAND

C. B. "Big Mac" McFarland was born August 5, 1886 in Bunch, Iowa. He

died June 17, 1969 at his Oakridge ranch home.

"Big Mac" entered the Forest Service in 1909 as a Forest Guard on the

West Boundary Ranger District at Landax, Oregon. Mac was promoted to

Forest Ranger there in 1912. He served in that job until his transfer

to Oakridge in 1925.

Mac remained as Forest Ranger at Oakridge, at his own request, until his

retirement November 1, 1946. The tremendous job load he was carrying is

emphasized by the fact that upon his retirement, his District was split

into three units.
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Mac loomed head and shoulders above his peers as a highly respected com-
munity leader. His extensive knowledge of the country and citizenry
enabled him to excell in the settlement of local feuds, the recovery of
stolen goods, and the apprehension of the culprits. He was frequently
approached to settle a dispute between neighbors, or right a wrong before
the police were notified.

Mac's superb ability as a District Ranger is exemplified by the following
excerpts from official letters:

Clyde Seitz "Ranger McFarland displays great ability in dealing with the
public. Has good address and sufficient general intelligence to meet men
of affairs on conmion grounds. He is well liked by his men and gets effi-

cient work from them."

A. 0. Waha - "I cannot conceive of a better man than Ranger McFarland for
training an Assistant Ranger or J.F. on the job. In fact, I consider him
in a class by himself - a very outstanding Ranger."

Mac was a long-time member of the Board of Directors of the Lane County
Electric Coop. He was also on the board of the Forestvale Cemetery and
was a member of the Oakridge Methodist Church, the Oakridge Pioneer Museum
Association, and the Creswell. Masonic Lodge. He also received the 60-year
Masonic jewel in 1969.

Mac and his wife, Ruth, celebrated their 50th wedding anniversary in 1968.
She survives, as do two sons, Lee of Hubbard, and Harvey of Nimrod, Oregon.

* * * * * * * * * *

URIS I FLOYD McLAUGHLIN

Urisi Floyd McLaughlin was born September 28, 1884 at Buena Vista, Oregon.
He died at his home in Roseburg, Oregon, August 1, 1968.

Floyd attended Drain Normal and studied forestry at the University of
Washington. He homesteaded in the Roberts Creek area and was married at
the Four Corners Store at Dixonville, Oregon, to Evalyn Casebeer on
August 23, 1908.

Floyd began his Forest Service career on the Umpqua National Forest in 1909.
He was the first Ranger on the North Umpqua District and built the first
Ranger Station at Glide, Oregon. In the summers he worked at fire protec-
tion and trail maintenance. Floyd's wife traveled horseback with him and
comprised his crew the majority of the time. The open timber and an occa-
sional trail shelter were considered home by the McLaughlins.
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Many trails which are now surfaced roads were laid out by Floyd. During

the winter months he built bridges, shelters, living quarters, and
corrals.

During the Civilian Conservation Corps era, Floyd built and supervised
CCC Camps throughout the Umpqua and Siuslaw National Forests. While

stationed at Steamboat, he supervised the construction of the Mott Bridge
over the North Umpqua River. The bridge was the first copy of a Swiss
bridge built of creosoted timbers to simulate a steel bridge design. He
also engineered the first road from Steamboat to Big Caxnas. One of the

interesting things about this road was that funds were lacking for mater-
ials. Some Roseburg citizens provided the money to buy powder and other
supplies to push this road through.

In later years, Floyd worked for the Douglas Forest Protective Associa-
tion as dispatcher until his retirement. Since then he lived in the

Roseburg area.

Floyd was a member of the First Presbyterian Church, Life member of the
IOOF Lodge, with a 50.'year pin, and the National Association of Retired
Civil Service Employees.

Local survivors include his wife, Evalyn, two daughters, Mrs. Jack (Mildred)
Chapman, Mrs. Joe (Verla) Utne; three sons, Shirley W., Elwood and Eldon,
aU of Roseburg.

* * * * * * * * * *

LESTER JOHNSON McPHERSON

L. J. McPherson was born at Knappa, Oregon in 1905. He worked 37 years
for the Forest Service and retired from the Division of Timber Management
in Region 6. Les moved to Albuquerque, New Mexico in 1969 and died on
January 31, 1970 after a short illness.

He is survived by his wife, Alma, and son, Dr. Donovan McPherson, a dentist
at Albuquerque, New Mexico, and daughter, Gloria, Honolulu, Hawaii.

* * * * * * * * * *

MRS. NELLIE ISABELL MERRITT

Nellie Merritt was born April 24, 1882, in Muscatine County, Iowa. She

died in a Portland convalescent home October 23, 1969.

Nellie received a degree in domestic science from Iowa State College in
1904 and married Melvin H. Merritt in 1913. The couples' first Oregon
home was in Bend where Mel was Supervisor of the Deschutes National Forest.
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Mrs. Merritt was a member of the Westminster Presbyterian Church and
former president of its women's association. She was a former vice presi-

dent of the Portland branch of the American Association of University
Women, a member of the Eastern Star in Juneau, Alaska, and a former Worthy
Matron.

She is survived by a daughter, Mrs. Alice Petterson of Portland; two
sons, Morris Merritt of Tacoma, and Dr. Melvin Merritt of Albuquerque,

New Mexico, ten grandchildren and four great grandchildren.

* * * * * * * * * *

EUGENE HIRAM OSWALD

Eugene "Shorty" Oswald was born in Summerville, Oregon, September 25,
1895. His parents were pioneers in the Sunimerville area. lie died in

LaGrande, Oregon, May 7, 1967, following a four month illness.

Shorty served in the Army from July 191$ through March 1919. His Forest

Service career began on the Umatilla National Forest July 10, 1930 as a

Laborer. The following years were spent seasonally until January 30,
1939, as a Fire Guard and Laborer. At this time Shorty was under formal

appointment as a Fire Dispatcher.

A Forest boundary change catapulted him from the Umatf.11a to the Whitman

National Forest. In January 1949 Shorty became Fire Control Assistant
on the LaGrande Ranger District. He retired from there as a Fire Control

Aid March 31, 1958.

Shorty was a member of the American Legion, Veterans of Foreign Wars,
B.P.O.E. No. 433, and La Grande Masonic Lodge No. 41 A.F&A.M. Union

County proudly claimed him as its citizen his entire life.

Shorty is survived by his wife, Eunice L.; two brothers, Donald of LaGrande,
and Wilbur of Barview, Oregon; six sisters, Mrs. Oral Williams of Arrowood,
Canada; Mrs. Anna Sion, Tulare, California; Mrs. Mabel Beickel, Dayton,
Oregon; Mrs. Doris Thompson, Los Angeles, California; Mrs. Mary Chandler,
LaGrande, Oregon, and Mrs. Mona Fae Nortz, Portland. He is also survived

by a stepdaughter, Mrs. Geneva Yount, Seattle, and two stepgranddaughters.

* * * * * * * * * *

HOWARD THOMAS PHELPS

Howard Phelps was born October 15, 1891 in Stillwater, Minnesota. He died

January 15, 1967.

Howard was a carpenter as a young man and worked in the Navy yard in 1917.
The Forest Service first knew him as a Fire Guard in 1922 and 1923 on the

Chelan National Forest. Recognizing his ability, the Chelan gave him an
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appointment as Forest Ranger in 1923. He served as the Fire Dispatcher
until April 1928 when he was transferred to the Fremont National Forest.
After fully organizing the Fremont's fire control, Howard transferred
to the Deschutes National Forest in 1932. From the Dispatcher's job

Howard was promoted to the position of Administrative Officer, Budget
and Allotment Control, Division of Operation, in 1935, and Assistant
Chief of the Division in 1943. He served in this capacity until his

retirement June 30, 1952.

During Howard's outstanding career, he received the Superior Accom-
plishment Award in 1947, the Superior Service Award in 1951, and the
Outstanding Performance Award April 31, 1952.

Howard and Bea welcomed their daughter, Mary, in 1926. She is now

Mrs. Robert Phillips.

Howard was a member and a Past Master of Unity Lodge No. 191 A.F.&A.M.

He is survived by his wife, Bea, and daughter, Mary Phillips. Bea

resides in the family home at 1060 Clark Street, Santa Rosa, California,
95404.

* * * * * * * * * *

JAMES MAXWELL BANDS

Max Rands was born July 25, 1893 in Oregon City, Oregon. He died

September 7, 1968.

Max attended Palouse High School, Palouse, Washington from 1907-1911,
and later attended Washington State College at Pullman.

He served his Country as a member of the A.E.F. in France from 1917
through 1919, being assigned to the 23rd U. S. Engineers.

His Federal service began in 1931 with the U. S. Army Corps of Engineers
in Portland. Max subsequently served with the Bureau of Public Roads
and the U. S. Lighthouse Service.

Max was Civilian Conservation Corps Camp Superintendent on the Umpqua
National Forest from November 1934 through January 1935. He was then
transferred to the Division of Engineering in the Regional Office.

Max retired April 30, 1956.

He was a member of Unity Lodge No. 191 A.F.&A.N. and the American Legion.

Max is survived by his wife, Anne, at the family home, 8225 N. E. Thompson
Street, Portland. There are also several nieces and nephews in Idaho.

**********
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FREDERICK WILLIAM SPINNING

Frederick (Bill) Spinning was born in Bowesmont, North Dakota, August 18,

1895. He died March 27, 1967.

Bill's family moved to Oregon a few years after he was born. His home

address was Dufur, Oregon for over 60 years.

Bill served in World War I and engaged in several major battles in France.

Bill started working for the Forest Service in April 1924. The first few

years he was a short-term employee. Later he became construction foreman

on road, bridge, lookout and building projects. Most of his service was

on the Mt. HHood Forest but he also worked on the Siuslaw and other

Forests.

Bill retired August 1957. After a heart attack in March 1965 he had a
stroke, and in January 1967 he had seizures for which he spent 22 days
at Stanford University Medical Center. He was brought by ambulance to
Valle-Vista Nursing Home where he passed away. His body was willed to

the University of Oregon Medical School.

Memorial services were held in Dufur April 1, 1967.

Surviving are his widow, Mildred, and daughter, Amber Jane, two grandsons,
two brothers and two sisters.

* * * * * * * * * *

ARNOLD RUDOLPH STANDING

Arnold Standing was born June 30, 1900, at Brigham City, Utah. He died

October 28, 1967.

Barney, as he was affectionately known, was an enthusiastic botanist, by

hobby and profession. He received a BS degree in botany from Utah State
Agricultural College in June 1929.

Barney's Forest Service career began April 1, 1923, as Ranger on the
Malad Ranger District of the Cache National Forest. Following this assign-

ment, he served 12 years as Range Examiner on the Uinta National Forest.

Barney's many abilities were recognized at an early date. He had a nine-

month assignment as Supervisor of the Dixie National Forest in 1936, fol-
lowed by three years as Deputy Assistant Regional Forester, Personnel
Management, Region 4; 11 years as A.R.F. in Personnel Management, Region 6;

three years as A.R.F., I&E, R-4, and again as A.R.F. in Personnel Manage-
ment, R-4 from March 1954 to his retirement on March 29, 1963.
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Barney's intense interest in resource management was exhibited in many
ways. He published a high school text on multiple-use forestry entitled
"Forest and Range Resources" in 1930. His next project was the publica-
tion of "Region 4 Standard Plant Names."

Barney did a monumental job of setting up Utah's five CCC camps in 1933.
He was in charge of the complete task of hiring supervisory personnel,
supplying material, locating and building of the camps.

His prolific energy produced the "Range Plant Handbook," as co-author,
during the winter of 1934-35. The next winter, Barney served as one of
the authors of Senate Document 199 "The Western Range."

The winter of 1936-37 was spent as a Forest Service representative
lecturing and initiating a recruiting system in forestry schools in the
South, East and Midwestern States. Following the tour, Barney organized
the first Division of Personnel Management in R-4 with the help of Reed
Jensen. The same year he established the Pine Tree Club.

Barney's next major project was the development of the first personnel
management manual during a detail to the Chief's Office. He also con-
ducted many training camps in the basic principles of Human Relations
in Supervision. Barney was also active in many civic organizations.

His retirement on March 29, 1963, came after 40 years and 7 months of
Government service.

Barney is survived by his widow, Josephine, 3505 Eccles Avenue, Ogden,
Utah; a daughter, Mrs. Joyce Hill; sons, Robert and Dr. A. Linn Standing,
a Portland dentist.

* * * * * * * * * *

ThOMAS "TOMMY" THOMPSON

Thomas Thompson was born in 1884 at Maules Mavurn, England. He died
June 6, 1969 in the Othello Hospital.

"Tommy", the name he was best known by, entered the Forest Service June 6,
1904 on what became the Washington (now Mt. Baker) National Forest, spend-
ing the first month of service at Baker Lake, and the rest of the season
at Newhalem. His stations in 1905 and 1906 were at Newhalern, Ruby Creek,
and Hidden Hand Creek. In 1907 he was transferred to the Suiattle-Finney
District, and until 1914 his headquarters were at the Texas Pond Ranger
Station and the Suiattle Guard Station. lie built the present Suiattle
log dwelling in 1913. The Blue Bird Ranger Station was Tommy's headquar-
ters in 1915. His principal work was timber sales, fire suppression, and
keeping the Suiattle Indians pacified. In these and other jobs he excel-
led and was always successful.

In 1915 he was transferred to the Backus Ranger Station as Ranger of the
Skagit District where he remained until his retirement in May 1943.
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Tommy maintained the most amiable and whole-hearted cooperation with the
Seattle City Light Department. Re was liked by all of the Department
employees, who held him in high regard and esteem. Upon his retirement
Tommy was honored at an over-flow party at Newhalem, where he and his
wife were presented with beautiful wrist watches. Tommy was also offered

a position with City Light.

In 1927, Supervisor C. H. Park wrote about Tommy: "Thomas Thompson,
"Tommy" to one and all, was one of the first men engaged on the Forest.
He is also one of the very few men who never took, or was required to
take, a Civil Service examination. He entered the Service as a boy when
the Forests were handled by the Department of Interior, and by frequent
well-earned promotions, reached the position he wanted and where he
could serve best. There is no job too hard for him, no day's work too
long. He can be depended upon to do the very best, as his generally good
judgment dictates.

"Tommy is fortunate in having a wife, Ella, who is just as sincere in her
devotion to the Forest Service as to her husband. Rightly her title
could be 'Assistant Forest Ranger'."

Besides his wife, Tommy is survived by one daughter, Vera Murphy of
Washtucna, two grandchildren, two great grandchildren; two sisters,
Mrs. Annie O'Malley and Mrs. John Minkler of Seattle, and one brother,
Anthony Thompson of Alberta, Canada.

* * * * * * * * * *

ROBERT MILTON TOUSLEY

Robert (Bob) Tousley was born in St. Paul, Minnesota, February 14, 1907.
He died in Portland, Oregon January 19, 1970.

Bob graduated from the University of Minnesota School of Mines and had
been an engineer for the City of St. Paul and private firms before moving
to Oregon. He started his Federal employment with Region 6 as Bridge
Engineer March 9, 1959. Poor health forced Bob's retirement November 5,
1969.

He was a member of Tau Beta Pi and Sigma Xi, scientific honoraries,
Structural Engineers of Oregon, and Registered Professional Civil and
Structural Engineers. Bob was a ruling elder of the Westminster Presby-
terian Church.

Bob is survived by his wife, Evelyn, a son Gordon of Oakland, California;
three daughters, Kay E. Tousley, Portland, Jean Ann Chew, Pullman, Washing-.
ton, and Kim Phillips, Summit, New Jersey; a brother, Richard Tousley of
Ohio, and three sisters, Mrs. Winifred Brunson, Mrs. William King, and
Mrs. Willard Roe, all of Minnesota, and six grandchildren.

* * * * * * * * * *
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STANLEY CONSTANTINE WALTERS

Stan Walters was born at Lake City, Minnesota in 1890. He died February 1,

1969.

Stan began work as a Forest Guard on the Oregon (Mt. Hood) National
Forest on June 2, 1913. He received a permanent appointment as District
Ranger in 1919 at Parkdale Ranger Station, Mt. Hood N. F. Walters

retired on June 30, 1947.

* * * * * * * * * *

FENTON GEORGE WHITNEY

Fenton (Whit) Whitney was born September 8, 1903 at Stewartville,
Minnesota. He died with his boots on August 26, 1968 at the Five Mile
C&H Cow Camp doing the work he loved best.

"Whit" worked seasonally in 1927 and 1928 as a Field Assistant for the
Cloquet Forest Experiment Station while attending the University of
Minnesota, from where he graduated in 1929 with an MA degree.

His first appointment with the Forest Service was July 16, 1929 when he
replaced Floyd Moravets as a Junior Forester on the Austin Ranger Dis-
trict, Whitman National Forest, Susanville, Oregon. The following year
Whit replaced Frank Folsom as Senior Forest Ranger on the Fort Rock
Ranger District of the Deschutes.

Whit proved his worth and was promoted October 24, 1934 to a staff job
on the Whitman, replacing Phil Paine. By November 16, 1937 he had been
promoted to Assistant Forest Supervisor. February 16, 1942, saw him
transferred to the same position on the Rogue River National Forest.
While on the Rogue, "Whit" decided a staff job was not for him, so on
February 18, 1946 he transferred to the Umatilla as the Ukiah District
Ranger at Ukiah, Oregon, replacing Edgar J. Parker. Whit took a great
interest in grazing and rangeland improvement. While Ranger at Ukiah,
he was instrumental in obtaining more improvements in grazing conditions
and land improvements, pioneering a 20,000 acre range revegetation program
since 1959.

Whit took a well-earned retirement December 30, 1966. Since that time,

he had enjoyed his work with the cattle association.

Survivors include the widow, Clara, Son, Philip, daughter, Carolyn Whitney,
and stepdaughter, Mary Buckendhol, all of Ukiah; brother, Richard W.,
Grand Rapids, Minn.

He was a member of the Elks and Masons. Interment was in Ukiah Cemetery.

* * * * * * * * * *
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HORACE GLEN WHITNEY

Horace Whitney was born in Salinas, Kansas on May 1, 1888. He died at

Palm Springs, California, October 24, 1969.

tWhit was appointed Forest Clerk, Cascade N. F. (now Willamette) June
1908 and Assistant Forest Ranger in 1910. He transferred to the Indian
Service in 1913, was reappointed Clerk, Cascade N. F. in 1914; trans-
ferred to Division of Operation, R-6 in 1919, where he was in charge of
maintenance and later the Regional Warehouse. He was promoted to admin-
istrative assistant in 1936; transferred to the Regional Equipment Pool
(Sellwood), 1939, and retired on disability August 31, 1946.

Mrs. Whitney resides at 1387 Jasper Street, Mentone, California, 92359.

**********

JACOB WILLIAM CHARLES WILLIAMS

Jacob W. C. Williams was born on a farm near Bem, Missouri, October 9,
1884. He died September 26, 1967 in Portland, Oregon.

HJaketsht career was basically clerical but it was varied. He started as
a school teacher in 1904 and became a bank bookkeeper in 1908. Jake gradu-

ated from banking, as a manager, late in 1919. It took him only two years
as auditor to straighten out the Dallas Hotel Company. By 1924 Jake arrived
in Portland where he was accountant with the Whitney Company.

From 1926 to 1930 he worked as Public Accountant and Post Office clerk.
The next two years Jake was an Enumerator and Clerk with the U. S. Census
Bureau in Washington, D. C. His wife, Mabel, was also employed by the
Census Bureau during the same period, from 1930 to 1932.

Back to Portland, Jake was with the U. S. Army Corps of Engineers from
1933 to 1935. The Forest Service welcomed Jake in 1935 as a clerk in the
Division of Accounts where he served until his retirement November 30, 1946.

Jake was active in the Audubon Society, Mazainas, and First Methodist Church.

His wife, Mabel, resides in the family home at 2232 N. W. Everett, Portland,
Oregon.

* * * * * * * * * *

S



HARRY McKINLEY WOLFE

Harry Wolfe was born at Brownsville, Oregon in 1897. He was a World

War I veteran. He served on several Region 6 Forests including the
Umpqua, Malheur, and Wallowa-Whitman. He retired from the Division
of Engineering in 1963.

He suffered a heart attack while playing golf and died September 7,
1970.

Harry is survived by his wife, Alda, who resides at Senior Estates,
Woodburn, Oregon.

* * * * * * * * * *

orro A. ZIMMERLI

Otto Zimmerli was born in Sangainon County, Illinois, in 1891. He died
August 6, 1969 in a Nursing Home in Washington.

Otto entered the Forest Service in 1910 as a Clerk on the Whitman
National Forest. He was promoted to Clerk Supervisor in 1921. By
1923 his ability was rewarded by promotion to the Division of Finance
and Accounting in the Chief's Office. He was again promoted in 1927
by being named Principal Assistant, and in 1934 he was in charge of
Regional Field Inspections.

Otto was Chief of Fiscal Control from 1945 until his retirement in 1951.

* * * * * * * * * *

ZELLA ZIEGLER MANWAREN

Zella passed away quite suddenly in February 1970, a day or so before
her birthday. She had been in a convalescent home for some time prior
to her death. Her career in the Forest Service began on the Umpqua N.F.
Later she became chief clerk on the Columbia N.F. (now the Gifford
Pinchot) where she served until her marriage. She had a few years
enjoying her home, garden and flowers, when she lost her husband after
a short illness. She returned to Federal Government service with the
National Park Service, later transferring to the Forest Service, R.0.
Division of Grazing. Her last years with the Forest Service were with
the PNW Experiment Station, Division of Forest Pathology. Zella was a
capable and loyal employee and valued her Forest Service connections
and friends. Fortunately, she had some nice trips prior to her retire-
ment because shortly thereafter her activities were limited due to health.
She is remembered for her pleasant disposition, kindness and friendliness.

- 81 -



MONTE J. MAPES

Monte was born in Tillamook, Oregon, on April 22, 1888. He died in the
Veterans Hospital in Vancouver on February 19, 1971. Interment was at
the Willamette National Cemetery in Portland on February 23.

Monte spent his early years in Tillamook and moved to the Trout Lake,
Washington area around 1915 where he farmed and worked part time for the
Forest Service. In June 1918 he enlisted in the Army and served in World
War I. Shortly after the war he took the Forest Ranger examination and
received his appointment as the Ranger on the Spirit Lake District of the
old Columbia Forest. In 1927 Monte was transferred to the Hemlock Ranger
Station on the Columbia as the central fire dispatcher. He was there
during the extremely heavy fire load of 1927 when the Forest was hit by
an abnormal number of lightning fires, several of which became Class C
fires. He was transferred to Quilcene on the Olympic N. F. in 1929 where
he served 15 years as District Ranger. He went from there to the Maiheur
where he was assigned to timber management activities. He retired in
1952 after more than 30 years with the Forest Service. Monte and his
wife traveled in the States and lived briefly at Redmond and Goldendale
before settling down in Camas, where they resided for the last 15 years.

Monte is survived by his wife, Martha; a daughter, Mrs. Stanton (Patricia)
Nystrom, a grandson, Lynn Nystrom, and his sister, Viola Dillard.

*********
HELEN F. GRIFFIN

Helen F. Griffin passed away August 21, 1970 from a heart attack. Her
husband worked on the Olympic N. F. and died from food poisoning when the
children were very small. Helen then went back to work for the Forest
Service and put in 33 years before retiring in 1951. In retirement she
was very active, with membership in several clubs, some traveling, writ-
ing poetry, and an avid reader.

Helen is survived by a son, Alfred, a daughter, Mrs. Ruth Smith, three
grandchildren, and a brother.

* * * * * * * * *

RAYMOND F. GREFE

Raymond F. Grefe passed away March 8, 1971. He was graduated in 1916
from the University of Michigan. He started work in 1915 as temporary
Forest Aid in Arizona and in 1916 was made Forest Ranger. 1917-1919 was
spent in the Army in World War I. Seven years were spent in Alaska as a
Civil Engineer. Later he held various jobs with the Forest Service, the
first one in Region Six on the old Cascade Forest in Eugene as Deputy
Forest Supervisor. His first job in the Regional Office was in Opera-
tion. In 1935 he transferred to Engineering and in 1951 he was made
Regional Engineer upon the retirement of James Frankland. Ray retired
in 1961 with 40 years of service. After retirement he spent four years
with the West Slope Water District. He was a member of Les Voyageurs
(Forestry Club), Society of American Foresters and the City Club.

Ray is survived by his wife, Emma; two daughters, Sally Ann Jones and

Gretchen Scroggin, and five grandchildren.
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YOU TELL ON YOURSELF

You tell on yourself by the friends you seek,
By the very manner in which you speak.

By the way you employ your leisure time,
By the use you make of the dollar and dime.

You can tell what you are by the things you wear,
By the spirit in which you burdens bear.

By the kind of things at which you laugh,
By the records you play on the phonograph.

You can tell what you are by the way you walk,
By the things of which you delight to talk.

By so simple a thing as how you eat,
By the manner in which you bear defeat.

By the books you choose from the well-filled shelf.
In these ways, and more, you tell on yourself.

-Author Unknown



NAIL CALL

REMEMBER--old friends are best--let's keep in touch with them.

* * * * * * * * *

CARL HAMILTON reports. I greatly appreciate receiving the Newsletter,
especially since I have retired. I guess I should now do my part and
"report in" on my activities since I made the most difficult decision
to take an early retirement.

I feel I am fortunate to be able to realize the wish that I could some
time learn a new field of activity outside of Government before health
or circumstances forced me to slow down. After a short period of travel-
ing and visiting I set out to locate a second job and was accepted as a
trainee loan officer at the Portland Teachers Credit Union--Oregon's
largest credit union of over 16,000 members. My work is that of inter-
viewing and counseling teachers and other public school system employees
in regard to their loan applications, and completing approved loans.
The job also includes a variety of other credit union tasks which all
adds up to an interesting and varied assignment.

While my present work is most interesting with a large variety of personal
contacts, it has not been easy to leave a lifetime of work and close per-
sonal associations in the Forest Service. Enid and I are at the same
Portland address (614 S.E. 52nd) and would be glad to hear from any of
our Forest Service friends. (Carl retired from the Mt. Hood N. F.)

* * * * * * * * *

SENIOR OLYMPIC WINNER. RUSS NIBLOCK, 56, Division of Engineering, won
the 800 meter run in the First Senior Olympic Games, held in the Los
Angeles Coliseum June 18-21, 1970. Russ, who calls himself the peren-
nial runner-up, says this is his "big one", the Gold Medal, though he
also won a bronze medal for third place in the 400 meter dash at the
Games.

Russ also placed in three events at the U. S. Masters (40 years and over)
National Track and Field Championships at San Diego July 3-6, 1969. And
now, to top it off, Russ qualified for travel with the Seniors Inter-
national Track and Field team which will compete in several European
countries during the summer of 1972. Actual meet participation will
depend upon qualifying in Europe at that time. Russ was a member of
the 1932 and 1940 U. S. Olympic teams. (Congratulations, Russ, and much
luck in '72.)

* * * * * * * * *



GEORGE W. CHURCHILL. Director of the Willamette River Parks System, was
awarded the professional Honor Award for 1970 by the Oregon Parks and
Recreation Society at its annual conference in Salem, Oregon, January 12,
1971. He was the lone recipient of this award. George had 36 years of
service with the Forest Service before retiring from the Regional Office
Division of Recreation in 1968.

* * * * * * * * *

LOYD BRANSFORD retired from the Forest Service at Olympia, December 31,
1965, after which he worked for Thurston County, Washington, as Right-of-
way Engineer. In 1967 he was a contractor for the State Department of
Natural Resources on Economic Studies. He remarried September1968, and
honeymooned in Honolulu. The latter part of 1968 and all of 1969 Loyd
was consulting Forester and Engineer in Park Land appraisals. He is now

manager in Forest Management and Sales Association. Most members of the
Coop. of small timberlands are in Lewis County. Since this is a part-
time job, Loyd runs his wife (Beets) stump ranch of 120 acres. Loyd
andBee visited Puerto Vallarta, Mexico and Honolulu in the fall of 1969
and Alaska, via car and trailer, in 1970. Between the two of them, there
are 25 grandchildren. (Thanks to Loyd for getting others in the Olympic
area to write.)

* * * * * * * * *

lARRY THORP (Umpqua) reported on several members in the Roseburg area:

RAY HAMPTON spent last summer again at Diamond Lake working at the resort.
In the fall they trailered to Indio, California where they will spend the
winter. Their home is still in Roseburg.

* * * * * * * * *

VONDIS MILLER visited friends in Roseburg after Thanksgiving. He and
Mrs. M. (Catherine) were on their way to California to spend the winter.
Vondis enjoys retirement very much.

* * * * * * * * *

ORVILLE RICHNAN says he is well and happy and that he enjoys golfing,
gardening, hunting and fishing.

*********

WALTER HOLBROOK has not been feeling up to par, a little heart problem.

* * * * * * * * *

Larry said that he couldn't find out much about GROVER BLAKE, but heard
that Mrs. Blake was recently in the hospital (Jan. report)

* * * * * * * * *
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The IRA POOLE'S live in Canyonville, Oregon, and are active in the
Eastern Star. Both are well.

* * * * * * * * *

J. R. PHILBRICK is still going strong as Supervisor of the Umpqua.
Their eldest daughter, Sharon, was married in August and is now living
in Reno.

* * * * * * * * *

BILL HALLIN lives in Winston, feels fine and enjoys retirement. He

and Mrs. H. are ardent fishermen and carry on a running contest on
who catches the biggest fish. Mrs. H. is ahead on that score but Bill
caught the most fish.

* * * * * * * * *

RALPH BAILEY lives in Eugene following his retirement from R-lO. He

is now resident manager of an apartment house at 1101-1117 West 6th
Ave. It is called "The French Quarter."

* * * * * * * * *

About himself, LARRY THORP said that last December 11 he had to go back
in the hospital at Roseburg for an apparent stroke. After five days he
went to Emanuel Hospital in Portland for all sorts of tests. The doc-
tors decided it was not a stroke but there was some similarity of symp
toms. After nine days at Emanuel he returned homejust in time for
Christmas. (Larry was also in Emanuel Hospital earlier last year for
more surgery on his hip. We sure hope you are completely well again,
Larry, and thanks for the news about other members.)

R. E. (Bob) REINHARDT last summer wrote a note from Arlington, Virginia,
in which he said, "The following announcement in 'Timber Tips' tells the
reason I should have an 'R' after my name on the 30-Year Club roster--
after a wonderful association with the finest people anywhere--in the
Forest Service." Bob Reinhart, Division of Timber Management, after
34½ years with the Forest Service, is retiring (to catch the annuity
increase!) (Timber Tips is issued bi-monthly by the Division of Timber
Management, USFS, Washington D. C. to transmit ideas of interest to
timber management and forest survey men across forest, regional and
station boundaries.)

Bob said he planned to personally produce some of his gadgets like the
"Redy-Mapper" and the "Redy-Cruiser" so people won't have to wait so
long. He will also do some photo-journaltsm with slide-tapes in the
missionary field, spend more time with the Scouts and the Explorer Post.
(His special interest is canoeing--he has three.)

* * * * * * * * *

- 87



LARRY MAYS attended Burnie Paynets retirement party in Washington, D. C.
last summer. Many ex-R6ers were there, including the Lowdens, Cliffs,
Nelsons, Carrells Schultzes, Greeleys, Hixons, Todds, Rindta, Hofeldts,
Olins, Pierces, Reslers, DeBruins, Rasmussens, and many more. It was a
good opportunity to meet and talk with a lot of friends from all regions
and the Washington Office. Larry is still busy building homes in Georgia
but manages to visit Oregon on occasion.

* * * * * * * * *

Thanks to ELLIS GANO for hisefforts in getting some of our members in the
Wenatchee area to report. Ellis is one of our newer members and works in
the S.O. in Wenatchee. Their two children are married; their daughter
lives in Chicago and their son is in Spokane. No grandchildren yet. Ellis
said that all of their spare time is used up flying or playing golf, and
that they are looking forward to the time when they can do more of both.

* * * * * * * * *

R. H. (Dick) WOODCOCK. Briefly, I'm still on the Wenatchee, and specifi-
cally at Lake Wenatchee where a few green trees still remain. We plan on
staying here even past that glorious day in the near future. (Dick failed
to mention that he built a beautiful home overlooking Lake Wenatchee, doing
most of the work himself.)

* * * * * * * * *

Time passes quickly for the OTTO B. HANNELL'S. "Our first year of retire-
ment has passed very quickly. As for the work part, it has been mostly
volunteer work for various organizations. We also traveled to a number of
places which we hadn't gotten around to visiting before--some as close to
home as the Olympic Peninsula, and some as far away as Europe. Hazel and
I spent four weeks in Europe in the late summer. We visited Holland, West
Germany, Austria, Switzerland, France, and England. Attended the Passion
Play at Oberamergau. Visited the area in England where I was stationed
with the Air Corps in World War II. We have one daughter living near here
at Lacey, Washington; one daughter at Long Island, New York, and our son,
who served his stretch in the military, is just starting his senior year
in Geology at Western Washington State College at Bellingham. My main
hobby is raising hybrid tea roses and exhibiting them in rose shows. Must
now get busy and make out my wife's performance rating and also make out
my trip and job plan.--Who said that!"

* * * * * * * * *

If of thy worldly goods thou are bereft
And of thy slender store two loaves alone are left,
Sell one of them and with the dole
Buy hyacinths to feed the soul.

* * * * * * * * *
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More from Wenatchee.

ELLA J. WISWELL. For me the last year was fairly uneventful as far as

unusual happenings. Last July I joined three friends in a tour thru
Idaho, Utah, Arizona, Nevada, and home via California and, of course,

the beautiful coast of Oregon. Also took trips to Capital cities of

Olympia and Boise.

Am still working part time for the State Council on Aging office in

Wenatchee.

Ice and snow this winter in the home town have created problems under

foot and under car wheels and just plain good old cold----. Healthy

me, though, never a smidgeon of "under the weather."

I see or have telephone contact with the Fred Monroe's every once in
a while, and they are a very busy couple with trips back and forth

involving their many family branches. Missed the Baxter Reeds while

they visited in the West but did visit with Hazel on the phone.

I enjoy all the news of the Retirees even though some are just familiar

names to me. Hi to all whom I know!

* * * * * * * * *

The FRED MONROE'S now have 12 grandchildren. In February 1970, a little

girl was added to the Fred Monroe clan, so now we have twelve grand-
childrensix girls and six boys all under seventeen. During the summer

months, when we are not over on the coast of Washington with them, they

spend part of their time enjoying the nice fresh water of Lake Chelan

with us. All are on the way to being good swimmers, or soon will be.

In November, we started Southward, stopping first in Portland where many

Forest Service friendships were renewed. The next stop was at Corvallis
where the Oregon State-California game was enjoyed in the rain. Then we

dropped down to see the S.C.-U.C.L.A. game. While in California we had

a nice visit with Dr. H. R. Harris and his wife, formerly on the staff

of the Whitman National Forest. After visiting friends and relatives in
Idaho, Oregon and California and a trip to Palm Springs in December,
with The Joshua Tree National Monument and the Salton Sea thrown in,
found us back in Wenatchee with its fourteen inches of snow to celebrate

Christmas.

* * * * * * * * *

No retirement in sight for JOE GJERTSON. With all the interesting hap-
penings in this changing environment of ours, and the healthy emphasis
toward better land management, retirement for me is simply out of sight!

As Assistant Staff in Range-Wildlife and Wilderness Management on the
Wenatchee, I am still going full bore, right on, and flat out! Through

more intensive analysis of our unique and spectacular backcountry, we

are becoming better acquainted with the magnitude and responsibilities
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inherent to management of rocks, glaciers, heather-bound lakes, alpine
meadows and wildlife. With such fundamental knowledge as background,
maybe, someday, we will learn how to manage people! As President of
our local Chapter of the ASRN, we sponsored a winning candidate for the
coveted PNW Section's Trail Boss Award (see page 12 of the December
issue of Rangeman's News). We of the Wenatchee men's Apollo Club are
proud of our part as "Singing Ambassadors" for the Apple Capital of the
World. Wenatchee is just a great place to live and I haven't even men-
tioned the fishin'! Family Fine. Julie is in Senior High, Linda has
graduated from University of Washington. Carry on, everybody.

* * * * * * * * *

The KEN BLAIR'S report. Many friends of ours within the Forest Service,
as well as outside, frequently ask the question, "What do you do with
yourself, now that you are retired?" For whatever interest it may be,
the following is a brief resume of the major activities since my retire-
ment at the end of 1966. In March 1967 I went to work for the Chelan
County Commissioners. My job was to develop, and get underway, a
County Parks Plan and Program. This I did working intermittently until
early in 1970. In addition to working for the County, Mrs. Blair and I
have done considerable traveling on tours sponsored by the Washington
State Grange Travel Service, and by ourselves by car. In 1967, we flew
to Europe, visiting Denmark, Germany, Austria, Hungary, Italy, France
and England. This was a Grange tour. In 1968, by car, we covered a
number of the Southern States, going as far as Key West and the Ever-
glades, a very interesting trip. In 1969 we made another trip with the
Washington State Grange to the South Pacific, flying both ways. We
visited Tahiti, Bora Bora, New Zealand, Australia and the Fiji Islands.
In February 1970 we visited the Hawaiian Islands. Accompanying us was
our daughter and son-in-law. In October we took advantage of another
Grange tour to the Mediteranian, visiting Italy, Greece, a cruise to the
Greek Islands, Spain, Tangier in Morocco, and Portugal. A month of most
interesting travel. We hope to do additional traveling in 1971. Mrs.
Blair and I have thoroughly enjoyed my retirement.

* * * * * * * * *

SAM NEIGS awoke one morning last November and said, "Gosh, I've been
retired for seven years." He claims being retired is just like being
on annual leave.

Sam said, "I made just one trip to the east coast and back via the trans-
Canada highway which like to 'done me up' as us old Sauk tarwheels would
say. It seems that the 'gaskets' in my old knees 'done wore out', caused,
I firmly believe by fifty years of climbing, packing, mushing, swimming,
crawling all over the Cascades, Olympics, the flatlands, many parts of
Alaska and the Gila.

"I started working for the Forest Service in 1920, fresh out of the Army.
Rudo Fromme gave me my first job. I worked on the Big Quilcene trail,
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then was to take a patrol post up the Dosewallips River, an 11-mile
pack trip. I was all packed, ready to leave, when the phone rang.
'Say, Sam, I just got a call from Olympia. A man coming down that
trail reported a dead horse in a switchback just below the Jump-off
ca'L&n. He said it was getting pretty bad. It seems one of the kids

in a Boy Scout party shot it for an elk. You better bury it--I think

there are tools at the cabin.' It was true, only more so. As "ole'

Dean Winkenwerder would have taughtremain calm (at a distance)
appraise the situation and make a plan of attack. Circling 1/4 mile

to the cabin, I gathered the tools, a shovel with a broken handle and
an old pick that was worn to a stub. I returned to bury the horse but

found very little soil and no underbrush. There was an uprooted tree,
however, about 70 feet distant, where I obtained enough dirt to put a
3" cover over him. After this ordeal I went to the cabin and cooked a
sumptuous meal of bacon and cornmeal mush, muttering to myself--'so
this is the Forest Service!''

* * * * * * * * *

Greetings from MAX AND BESSIE PORTER. We are always pleased to have
news of our old friends, through Timber Lines, so will let them hear

from us. We had several very enjoyable trips with our little travel
trailer during the summer. In July we spent some time in Canada, and
in August we were at beautiful Priest Lake, Idaho, picking and canning
huckleberries. Last fall was a busy one, though. Max put out several
orders of tool carriers, as well as picking apples for a month and re-
shingling our house. Believe me, he has become a real "apple-knocker"
and it amazes everyone how many he gets off of those trees Now, how-

ever, he is trying to keep down his waistline by shoveling snow. A
very Happy 1971 to all.

* * * * * * * * *

(Thanks to STAN OLSON, who retired from the Snoqualmie, for reporting
on the following members:)

JOHN SARGINSON is Lands Staff man on the Snoqualmie, past 6 years. The

Sarginson's have six children, four still in school (one Jr. High and
three college). There are three grandchildren. They have a new home

in Kirkland and "Big John"is still in there driving away.

* * * * * * * * *

WTLLTAM MFYER is also a member of the Lands staff. In Seattle 13 years.

One son, Alan, is teaching at Alabama State and is contemplating obtain-
ing his Doctorate in Business Economics next year. Bill and Helen spent

several weeks in Europe last fall and had a delightful trip. Bill has a

boat and is also interested in land investments.

* * * * * * * * *

- 91 -



RAY KNUDSEN is Fire - Range - Watershed Staff man, in Seattle eleven
years. There are two daughters, one son, and seven grandchildren, living
in Alaska, Washington and Idaho. Ray spends his spare time visiting with
them. He had a good visit to Alaska last fall. Was on a shrimp boat for
a week and hunted moose on Kodiak Island. He said the shrimp take was
good but he isn't bragging about any moose herd reduction.

*********

EVERETT SHIPEK is Timber Management Staff man in Seattle for 6 years.
Has three children away from home, and three grandchildren. Everett and

Mrs. S. are both very active in church work. Other interests are salmon
fishing and his retirement property on Discovery Bay near Port Townsend.

* * * * * * * * *

THELMA GANNON is in the Resources Section--going strong. Her husband Les

retired from the Corps of Engineers. Thelma is looking forward to retire-
ment in about a year. Their main interest is the new home they are
building near Grayland with an ocean view.

* * * * * * * * *

HARRY McCORMACK is District Ranger on the White River District, Enumclaw.
The big current interest is the new home he is building at Enumclaw. The

McCormack's have three girls out of school, married or working. One girl

is in the "Waves" and one son is home and in school.

* * * * * * * * *

STAN OLSON is Supervisory Recreation Resource Planner for the Bureau of
Outdoor Recreation, Pacific Northwest Region, in Seattle. He covers five
States and has seen a lot of the Forest Service since he left the Snoqualmie
almost six years ago. Stan contacts Regions 1, 4, 6 and 10 periodically
and has legged out land acquisition proposals or has evaluated wilderness
studies on many of the National Forests in those regions. He has been in
Seattle almost 15 years and expects to retire by the middle of 1971, remain
in the Seattle area and do some personal traveling out of there. He has

one daughter and four grandchildren located in the midwest.

* * * * * * * * *

L. 0. (Larry) BARRETT retired in 1970 as Supervisor of the Snoqualmie N.F.
They have two daughters and one son located in Seattle and San Francisco.
Several grandchildren are his pride and joy. Larry said he was getting
along well from a broken bone in his foot which happened shortly after
retirement. This delayed some travel plans which are now scheduled for
1971. He and Florence expect to do considerable traveling now.

*********
Good advice is costly, and often hard to swallow.
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NEVAN McCULLOUGH retired some time ago from his District Ranger's job.

on the White River District at Enumclaw. He also has retired from

several post-retirement timber industry jobs. He now enjoys his

attractive ranch type home near Enumclaw which has a commanding view

of the mountains and Mt. Rainier, which were very close to him for so

many years. Nevan has horses and he rides the mountain trails some,

goes on annual safaris for high country deer and elk hunting. His

two Sons and daughter and their familiesare within driving range.

Nevan and Ole are encountered at retirement parties, public hearings,

or functions of one kind or another from time to time, enjoying life

to its fullest.

* * * * * * * * *

ED LONERS retired from the Snoqualmie and became Executive Secretary
of Keep Washington Green Association. His office at Henderson Hall,
at the University of Washington, keeps him in close touch with students,
alumni and Federal, State and County agencies, and also with timber
industry activities. Ed's interests include frequent trips to Hawaii,
land looking, professional forestry activities, preventing forest fires,
and the Campfire Girls, being on the National Board of Directors. He

has received many honors in this activity. His wife, Ruth, two daugh-

ters and one son share his interests. One daughter is in school and

the other is an Oceanographer on a research ship at sea. Scott, their

son, is in combat areas in Vietnam. The Loner's live in the Sound area,

overlooking the water.

* * * ******

(Thanks to my good friend, Bob Duncan, Okanogan N. F. (not yet a 30-Year

Club member--for news of the following eleven members:))

DAVE MORGAN and his wife, Folly, live in Okanogan. They now are par-

ticipating in a recently formed local chapter (Okanogan Highlands) of
NARCE. They do a little gardening and take care of their fruit trees
in season. Also took a trip to Missoula in September to visit friends.
Their health is good.

* * *

EVERETT LYNCH and wife, Dorothy, live in Tonasket, Washington, where
Everett was District Ranger before his retirement years ago. They keep

busy in their ceramics business--even exhibited some of their work
throughout the Northwest. There was a recent write-up on the Lynch's

in the Wenatchee Daily World. Their health is good.



JUSTIN (Jud) LONGMOOR and his wife, Mary, live in Omak, Washington.
They are active in the newly formed Natural Resources Development
and Action Council. An annual winter trip down the coast to California
is planned in February. Their health is also good.

* * * * * * * * *

HAROLD CHRISTIANSEN and wife, Sylvia, live in Twisp, Washington, where
Harold was a Forest Service Shop employee before his retirement. He

now keeps busy in his own little shop sharpening saws and lawn mowers;
repairs small motors, appliances, etc.

* * * * * * * * *

PAUL TAYLOR and his wife, Mildred, live in Okanogari. Paul is Vice-

President of Okanogan's Highland Chapter of NARCE. They mostly "just

take life easy" and their health is good.

* * * * * * * * *

JACK CRAW and wife, Ethel, live in Woodburn, Oregon, where several other
retirees live. Jack was District Ranger at Twisp, having transferred
there from Region 2. He retired July 1970 after more than 40 years of
Federal service. (Bob said that Jack had planned to do volunteer
juvenile probation work upon his retirement.)

* * * * * * * * *

DeLANCE DOW and his wife, Fern, live in Tonasket, Washington, and keep
busy in the Masonic and Eastern Star Lodges, on the District Boy Scout
Committee, as Trustee of Tonasket Community Church, and in the Kiwanis.
The Dow's recently bought a 15-foot Aloha travel trailer and made several
short trips last summer, including one to Westport, Washington (fisher-
man's paradise!). Altogether, they spent 22 nights in their trailer.
DeLance is also a member of NARCE. Their health is good.

* * * * * * * * *

ROY MITCHELL and his wife, Addie, live in Okanogan, having retired there
many years ago. They are presently in Mesa, Arizona, their second annual
trip "south for the winter". They are ardent travelers, especially since
Addie's retirement last December, after 15 years with the Intermediate
School Superintendent's Office in Okanogan. They have already traveled
to Montreal and the eastern seaboard. Besides being active in church
work, Addie is a member of the Eastern Star and Rpy is a member of the
Masonic Lodge and Shriners. Also, Roy is on the Community Concert Board
and Addie is involved in the membership drive every year. Roy continues
to hunt geese successfully; puts a lot of effort into his goose hunting
by following the "old-time" method of building elaborate blinds in the
wheat fields, etc. The Mitchell's are members of Okanogan's Highland
section of NARCE, having helped form the group. Their health is good.

* * * * * * * * *
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FRANCIS LUFKIN and his wife, Lola, live in Winthrop, Washington. Francis
is still in the Service, is very active in outdoor sports (fishing and
hunting the ring-neck pheasant), and the Kiwanis, being one of their
past Presidents. The Lufkin's are also active in community church work.
Francis is the recipient of a Presidential Citation for outstanding work
in 1965. The year 1970 was an extremely busy year for him (setting all
kinds of records) as Aerial Project Officer for the North Cascades
Smokejumper Base. Francis was in charge of this base for many years.
He made the first smokejump in 1940.

* * * * * * * * *

HAROLD (Gus) GUSTAFSON and his wife, Velma, live in the Redmond, Oregon
area where a number of Forest Service retirees seem to have settled.
Gus retired from the Okanogan as Fire, Recreation and Lands Staff man,
March 1968 after over 31 years of service. (Since Gus moved from the
Okanogan area, Bob wasn't too sure of his present activities. But know-
ing this good looking guy, I'm sure he isn't sitting around idle. F.F.)

* * * * * * * * *

The HUGH RITTER's left their home at Gibralter Beach, Anacortes, Washington
just in time to spend Thanksgiving in "rain-soaked" Bandon By the Sea,
Oregon. They continued their journey along the coast to Richmond, Calif.
for a visit with their son, Bruce. Then to Cathedral City's Sun Town
Trailer Court where Phil and Frances Paine and the C. Frank Ritter's were
enjoying the sun. In the Yuma area they visited John (Slim) and Inez Welsh,
retirees from Darrington, Washington, and Billy Acker and wife from Nedford.
Hugh said that Acker Butte on the Umpqua was named in honor of Hiram Acker,
an uncle of Billie's. "Hi", as he was known, used to ride to Tiller, Oregon
from his ranch near the Butte named for him, once a month for mail and
supplies..

* * * * * * * * *

VIRGIL R. (Bus) CARRELL and Edna have moved to Auburn, Washington where
they bought a home. Bus said they bought an Airstream Trailer and tra-
veled west leisurely from Crofton, Maryland where they had a lovely town
house. The last few years before Bus retired he was a member of the Land
Law Review Board in Washington. We'll no doubt hear more about the board's
recommendations as time goes on.

* * * * * * * * *

JAMES W. THOMPSON writes from Prineville. The tenth of January will
mark my first year of retirement. Eunice and I are thankful for good
health and we have enjoyed the one year of adjustment to a different life.
We've taken a few short trips to the coast and the 'swampy' side of the
mountains and are planning to spend part of January and February in
Southern California. I see DARREL and LOIS FREWING quite often and they,
too, plan to go south for a while. I'm 'hooked' for a 4-year term on the
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City Council in Prineville and am sure it will be an interesting exper-
ience. Hopefully the rewards will not include seeing the front entrance
of the City Hall shot out again as it was during the first Council Meet-
ing in 1970."

* ** ** * * * *

HORACE G. COOPER said, "Dorothy and I are leaving January 5, 1971 for a
month's trip to Spain and other European points. We will headquarter
with our son, Douglas, at the Rota Naval Base near Cadez, Spain. I still
travel for 'Fire-Trol' In fact, I will contact people in Europe concern-
ing our products, on this trip. Regards to all.

* * * * * * * * *

From Quinault, Washington, BILL VALLAD wrote that "things go on about the
same all the time. We are always happy at Christmas time to hear from
old friends, and many times receive a change of address from friends who
are enjoying retirement. We were especially interested to hear that SPIKE
and BETTY ARMSTRONG had retired and were planning to move back to 'Squay'
Bay ('scuse the spelling, Spike). He worked with me on the Elwah way back
when. In fact, he had to get married the second year in order to get the
job as we were only supposed to hire married men. It was also nice to
hear from VERN TAYLOR who started with me on the Elwah over 40 years ago.
The best to all of you in '71."

* * * * * * * * *

GEORGE JACKSON and Mrs. J. made a three weeks trip to Edmonton and Jasper
Park last spring. They also drove through the Canadian Rockies to Lake
Louise, then west over the Continental Divide into British Columbia,
visiting several National Parks enroute. George won a photo contest in
Stockton, California, and because of this he was asked to take pictures
of fall and winter activities of Stockton's recreational activities. He

also took pictures of the outdoor and indoor home lighting displays for
Stockton's lighting contest. (Nice going, George. Ed.)

* * * * * * * * *

RALPH E. HARBECK wrote a brief report of his activities. He began working
for the Forest Service as Forest Guard on the Baker River District under
Ranger Charles Bognell. After two years there he transferred in 1926 to
the Skagit District where Tommy Thompson was Ranger. Ralph retired after
44 years service and lives in Marblemount, Washington where he first began
his F. S. career. He has a large mobile home, a l4'x30' garage, a well,
a roofed porch and a woodshed. He fishes, visits with friends of long
ago, walks a mile each day, and has a garden during the summer months.

* * * * * * * * *



CORWIN (SLIM) HEIN reports that CLEON CLARK is continuing with his
research work on the old Santiam Wagon Road History. HAROLD CHRISTAFSON

plays a little golf and dreams of the opening day of fishing season.
JIM THOMPSON, ex-Ochoco employee, is now on the Prineville City Council.

CHUCK OVERBAY appears to be in good health and is not doing anything

special. Just enjoying himself. JOHN SCHWARTZ is a part-time instructor

in forestry subjects at the Central Oregon Community College. And about

himself, Slim said that has done a lot of research on routes of the early

explorers through the central and eastern part of Oregon. He is trying

to write suitable texts for historical signs to mark those routes. It

seems that in so many places the trails of Ogden, Wyeth, Fremont and

Abbot were the same and that all of them followed well-worn Indian
trails from the Columbia River to the hinterland. Slim has also con-

tacted the Oregon State Highway Department regarding some of their his-

torical signs that need updating so there will be a continuity of events

on both State and Forest Service historical sign. (Slim is to be commended

for his interest in this endeavor both before his retirement and now.

Please keep it up, Slim. FF)

* * * * * * * * *

ALBERT WIESENDANGER and Cleo spent the Christmas and New Year holidays
on a three weeks cruise of the West Indies. They flew to Mimi and boarded

ship there. This was one of two or more trips they manage to take each

year. One is generally to Palm Springs where Al gets in a lot of swim-

ming. No wonder they have so much "get-up-and-go". Albert retired from

the USFS in 1948 with almost 40 years service, and has been Executive
Secretary of the Keep Oregon Green Association ever since. That's 62

years in forestry--quite a record. Incidentally, Albert also received

a 50-year Masonic jewel December 8, 1967.

* * * * * * * * *

The following article was written by Elenor Boxx for the Oregon Journal

on August 10, 1970. She stated that Mr. and Mrs. J. MALCOM LORING hunt,
photograph, measure and take rubbings of Oregon petroglyphs, and have

over 200 sites. Summertime is when they take to the road in their camper
in search of the unique art of ancient people. "Out in the field they

work together. Mrs. Loring does the preliminary sketching and measuring.
Sometimes chalking is done by outlining the pecked or painted designs in

order to get pictures. The chalk is wiped away with a damp sponge after-

wards. Loring does all the photography with the two cameras he carries.

"Loring explained that pictographs are painted, petroglyphs are pecked or
incised, and a petrograph includes both. Some are combined. A painting

over the carving shows that two cultures may have lived here at different

periods. They have also found carvings over paintings. Carvings last

longer and may be thousands of years old and the paintings hundrecs of
years. Exact dates are unknown as are the meanings. One of their latest

rubbings was taken from a petroglyph on a rock which went into the ground

30 inches.
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"Most of the older ones are geometrical in design and are pecked in a
series of round rigs or dots, then joined together in lines. Newer ones
are more apt to be pecked lightly, and are more realistic, such as animals.
Similar designs do occur some distance away.

"For years the couple has been interested in Indians--their culture and
their history. But they didn't start searching seriously for petroglyphs
until after Loring retired in 1963. They began their search because the
Oregon Archaeological Society wanted records made. They thought it could
be done in one summer. Today, seven years later, it is not finished.
They recorded and took rubbings from both sides of the Columbia River
before the waters of the John Day Dam completely inundated the area. In
the winter Loring uses the pictures to laboriously draw them to scale.
Then they are filed along with accumulated information.

"Why all this work? A book or maybe a labor of love? 'It isn't a labor
of financing,' Loring answered wryly. More seriously he added, 'It will
be a record preserved for the State. Some day somebody will want it.'
The Lorings find it a challenging adventure and one that gives added
impetus to retirement." (Note: Mal said that the Oregon Historical
Society is to have pictures and information on file cards for their
library, and also 100 of their rubbings. They are now working on the
files.)

* * * * * * * * *

F. D. MACPHERSON, who retired from the Division of Engineering a number
of years ago, is a picture of health. He said that he maintains his use-
fulness and zest for living by keeping tremendously active, looking ahead
and never behind. Besides his long interest in church, lodge and social
life, telephoning and visiting shut-ins, Mac golfs, fishes and hunts, and
his freezer is proof of this point. Last fall he also helped his good friend,
Walter (Bun) Purcell drive 600 cattle cross country from Enterprise to winter
range in the Snake River area. The 60 mile drive, in blizzard conditions,
took four days. The Macpherson's are spending the winter in the Sun City,
California area where he lived for several years after retirement.

* * * * * * * * *

THINGS TO REMEMBER

The value of time.
The success of perseverance.
The pleasure of working.
The dignity of simplicity.
The worth of character.
The influence of example.
The obligation of duty.
The wisdom of economy.
The virtue of patience.
The improvement of talent.
The joy of originating.
The power of kindness.

- Unknown

* * * * * * * * *
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The CHARLES RECTOR'S enjoy the Thirty-Year Club news sheets very much,
that they are about the only way retirees have of keeping track of
F. S. friends. They left December 20 for Southern California to spend
the winter in their travel trailer and will be near the Paines and
Ritters in Cathedral City. They had a delightful 4000 mile trailer
trip in September and October in the Indian country of Utah, Arizona,
Colorado, and New Mexico. Charles said there are so many interesting
places to go without leaving North America.

DON and RUTH STICKNEY send their greeting from Enterprise. 1970 is
just behind us and we are turning our thoughts toward the future. Ruth
is still teaching in the grade school but both of us acted up a little
(health-wise) last year, nothing serious. Roger was home during the
summer sowe visited (mostly relatives) west of the Cascades. He is
a helicopter flight instructor at Hunter Army Airfield near Savannah,
but expects to be out of the Service in March. Ben and family live
in Salem. It was so nice visiting with friends who got to our area
to vacation or hunt. We would love it if all of you could drop in.

* * * * *****

HAROLD NYBERG said a little prodding from Loyd Bransford just tipped
the scales. He said that a little cooperation was in order! Since I
enjoy reading about former associates I had better contribute a bit.
Itts two years now since my change-over to a supposedly slower pace
in life. I've been learning something about the real-estate game and
have traveled a little. One trip was to the east coast, three to
Montana and two to Europe of a month each. One trip was unplanned.
My wife, while on a tour last August, suffered a broken pelvis in
Dublin, Ireland. I flew over and spent a month on the Emerald Isle
while she was immobilized in a hospital. She is fully recovered now.
We are now planning and programming to get to many other parts of the
world with top priority, Australia. Our daughter, an airline steward-
ess, wrangles a pass now and then. It helps!

* * * * * * * * *

From LEONARD and AMALIA BLODGETT we hear: "Sorry to have neglected
Timber Lines for so long. 1970 was a busy year for us. We sold our
west side home, overlooking Capitol Lake, a little over a year ago and
moved into a trailer. This undertaking proved almost too much for old
folks (79 and 85). However, we are comfortably settled and are taking
life easy now for the first time after 16 years of retirement."



MARIE and JIM SOWDER are now living in Ukiah, California, in a new home
overlooking the golf course, vineyards, orchards, the town and mountains.
Jim said this was a restful relief after three years living in a travel
trailer in Mexico, United States, and Canada, in spite of the fun they
had.

* * * * * * * * *

MRS. MARY S. WAHA and daughters, Barbara and Elizabeth, are enjoying
their apartment, but she says: "It's a far cry from the old days at
Maple-Tree Place--and how we enjoyed our picnics there!" (So did every-
one else, Mrs. Waha... Ed)

* * * * * * * * *

HAROLD BOWERMAN said that his new house in Yachats is about finished and
that all the hard work was completed. He invites everyone to "come visit
us." Because Harold is now retired he no longer can take care of the
"Obit" section of Timber Lines, since the distance between Yachats and
the R.0. is so far. (Thanks, Harold for the many "obits" you compiled in
the past. You did a fine job. FF) When Harold gets to Portland he spends
a lot of time with his invalid mother.

Harold has become very active in the Yachats Masonic Lodge and is getting
members to again participate in the lodge's functions. And, on January 8,
1971, Harold was appointed to the City Council of Yachats, Oregon. We

know that he will put forth the same exacting efforts at this duty as he
did in the Division of Lands in the R.O., from where he retired a year or
so ago, and elsewhere in the Forest Service.

* * * * * * * * *

ROBERT L. COOPER wrote from Juneau: "Barbara and I plan to move to the
Willaxnette Valley, probably around Corvallis. I had a heart attack a year
ago but am coming along real well and expect to continue improving. Our
daughter, Susan, was married in Portland May 2, 1970, and we attended the
wedding. She will complete her work on her Masters degree in Marine
Biology at the University of Pacific, Dillon Beach, California. Kent, our
son, is teaching school in Albany. We had calls and visits from a number
of F. S. friends visiting Alaska, and hope others will do likewise. We

are listed in the telephone directory."

* * * * * * * * *

BURNETT H. PAYNE said that he has been busy getting retired during the
past month, plus helping to celebrate other retirements such as "Bus"
Carrell's. Burnie also mentioned that golf took precidence over other
activities during good weather, and that all but emergency house repairs
had to wait. (How do you get away with it, Burnie?)
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BERNARD (Andy) ANDERSON is now "Councilman" Anderson at Carmel-by-the-
Sea, California. His sincere campaign statement, reproduced below, no
doubt had much to do with him being elected April 14, 1970.

I AM CONCERNED, AREN'T YOU, ABOUT:

Protecting Carmel's wholesome healthy environment as a
safe, law abiding community through vigorous coopera-
tion with public officials.

Economic well being of Carmel and a balance between
residential and business interests.

Keeping taxes at a minimum while providing efficient city
government and services.

Finding solutions to drug abuse, and the city's role in

cooperation with parents, schools and youth organizations.
The assurance that the Library and Sunset Center serve the

best interests of all.
Keeping Carmel healthful and beautiful, free from air and

water pollution.
With a lifetime record as an executive, U. S. Forest Service,

with demonstrated ability to analyze problems, develop
solutions and implement action, I ask you to give me the

opportunity to serve Carmel.

(Congratulations, Andy, even if your salary is $0 - 00!)

LARRY WILSEY said that he was enjoying retirement, also that Baxter and

Hazel Reed paid them a four-day visit at their home in San Anselmo during

December. Besides enjoying a real good "reminisce", they showed the

Reed's their Russian River property. On their return trip they chinned

with Don Clark, (R-2 retiree; now living in California) and his gracious

wife at Santa Rosa.

ART HALL sent Harriet a note from Hemet, California, but he assured her

that their visit down south was just trading some of Oregon's rain, over-

cast and cold for the same stuff in Southern California. Art said that

they were still "trailering" and are enjoying it. They had a nice visit

with FRED WEHMEYER at Vista, whom they hadn't seen since 1943.

* * * *****k *
BILL CLARKE enjoys Harriet's news letters. He said that Las Vegas hasn't

lost any of its appeal in the four years he and Mrs. C. lived down there.

Also that it is an excellent retirement spot for music lovers, not to

mention girl watchers (You can always look, Bill.)

* * * * * * * * *
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ENID AKERLUND said that her traveling last year consisted of seeing some
of this country. "Flew to New York and from there took a 'Tauck' motor
coach tour of the New England States and Canada, which consisted of New
York, Delaware, Maryland, Washington D. C., Williamsburg, Virginia,
Jamestown, Richmond, Charlottesville, Shenandoah N. P., Pennsylvania's
Dutch country, Hershey (the chocolate city), Connecticut's coastal towns
to New Haven, and to Hartford and Springfield. Also Vermont, New Hampshire,
Montreal (stayed at the Mont Gabriel Lodge and Resort). In Quebec we
stayed at the Chateau Frontenac. Then to Bar Harbor, Maine; Boston, and
back to New York where we flew on a 747 to Los Angeles. It was a three-
week tour. This year I am thinking of taking a Carribean trip."

* * * * * * * * *

Thanks to W. D. (Bill) BRYAN for this report. "It has been almost 10 years
since I 'pulled the pin' and 10 enjoyable years they have been. People

ask me how I spend my time. The stock answer is in the winter--reading;
summer--gardening, grass cutting, clam digging, and salmon trolling;
fall--travel. My reading is primarily U. S. Military History and ties
in pretty well with our fall travel. My wife, no military strategest,
goes along for the ride. Our travels included a couple of trips to Europe,
one of them by freighter-passenger ship, and visits to American (World
War I) battlefields. After covering the U. S. from Wounded Knee to Bunker
Hill, it seemed appropriate to branch out into other fields, especially
those in need of expert help. The W.S.U. football team was selected. For
the past three years they have had my almost undivided attention at
Lawrence, Spokane, Eugene, Tucson, and back to Spokane, on successive
Saturdays. The record speaks for itself. But me and Sweeney will over-
come--if time doesn't run out."

* * * * * * * * *

HARRIET DASCH Reminisces. Not very many of the women who worked for the
Forest Service have written items for Timber Lines, so I might as well add
my two cents worth. I started out on the Colville National Forest at
Republic, Washington in July 1924. I was making $1,000 a year doing book-
keeping at a creamery at Newport, Washington, when I got the Colville offer
through Civil Service for $1,500 per year. I couldn't turn it down because
the creamery said they couldn't match the $1,500.

In those early days the Colville office was in rented space and was one
long room. In the summers our desks were spread out, but in the winter
we moved them closer to the central stove which burned wood. And, of
course, we gals helped stoke the fire. We did have a janitor but he was
only for sweeping out the office. We also had to put up and take down
the flag when the men were out of the office. Invariably the day we would
forget to take it down would be the evening "Fag" came back to town

I recall my first summer when we had a lot of large fires on the Colville.
Because of three real bad accidents to firefighters, Julia Lee and I had
to hurridly read up on instructions covering compensation cases. You
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certainly learn a lot by actual experience. Telephoning huge orders for

fire supplies to the F.S. warehouse in Spokane was up to us gals when

the men were out of the office. We were also responsible for taking

weather readings on the sling psychrometer and take care of the hygro-

thermograph. In 1924 the crew on each Forest office was just like a

large family. In fact, we gals in the office planned on going out of

Republic only once a year--at Christmas time. And with the fires in the

summer I took all my vacations in the winter.

In 1929, after three years in Republic (Colville N. F.) I transferred to

the Wenatchee National Forest at Wenatchee, Washington for about eight

months, and then to Bellingham (Mt. Baker N. F.). The Wenatchee and

Mt. Baker were housed in Federal buildings so we had better office space.

In 1935 I transferred to the R. 0. as Chief Clerk of the Division of

State and Private Forestry, which had just been organized, which job I

had until retiring in December 1963. My bosses were--L. B. (Pag) Pagter,

Perry Thompson, Herb. L. Plumb, H. J. Andrews, Charles Tebbe, Bud Burgess

and Ed Marshall. They were all fine bosses and I can't say one was better

than another.

JIM LANGDON says: "It has all been fun". Three years of retirement and

they have all been fully packed years. Genevieve and I started this

retired life with two months of rambling in Southern Mexico. The Yucatan,

Oaxaca, and Chiapa were fantastic for the picture taker. It is hard

to realize what primitive conditions the people of these areas ljve under

but they are happy. The Mayas back some 1500 years ago would appear to

have lived a more cultured life than the present day Indian enjoys.

Then home for a summer of fishing at home and Canada. The list of jobs

put off until retirement receives little attention. The fall of 1969 saw

us under preparation for a November 15 departure for a four months stay

south of the equator in Australia and New Zealand. Three consecutive

summers makes us wonder what we are doing home this winter. The trip was

made by air travel with no fixed schedule to follow. We ended up with a

week in Western Samoa, Tonga, Tahiti and New Caledonia. Two weeks in

Fiji, a month in a small section of Australia which included Tasmania,

and six grand weeks in New Zealand touring the country by car. We drove

3500 miles on the two Islands all on the wrong side of the road, and with

the steering wheel on the wrong side of the car (by our standards). Our

only trouble was not being able to figure out how the jack works on an

English Ford It sums up to traveling on 23 different airplanes and

sleeping in 56 different beds, and not even a sniffle or tummy ache--

wonderful.

This past fall was pretty fair hunting. Two of us went to Idaho, result

two Elk. Four of us went to Canada, result four Moose. And to top this

off, some pretty good local hunting. To fill in the spare time, our gar-

den still looks pretty fair. We have lots of fuchsias and begonias and
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good neighbor boys who take care of the place when we are gone. My wood
collection is still expanding, almost too fast. Over 500 different woods
with about 300 turned into plates. Lots of pictures on the shelf and we
like to show them.

* * * * * * * * *

ED RITTER visits Europe. The following highlights might be of interest
to some of the readers, especially any of those from Republic and the old
Colville National Forest.

I had planned a trip to Europe for some time and it actually was precipi-
tated by the thoughts of seeing the Passion Play in Oberatnmergau, Germany.
I felt an old Ranger like myself should do it now or forget it. Also, I
wanted to see some of the old haunts of 25 years ago during World War II,
but last night I saw more evidence of where some of my lost friends had
died than on this trip. The movie was "Patton".

The trip was made on an organized tour with one party from Spokane, a couple
from Los Angeles, and the remainder from the East. We visited ten countries,
all of which I had been in during or right after the war. Things have
changed. The attitude of the people, many bombed-out cities look modern now,
such as Cologne, Frankfurt and other cities of Germany that were so badly
bombed. I thought the Austrian Alps and those of Bavaria, France, Italy
and Switzerland were wonderful, but I wouldn't trade them for the Cascades,
Sierras or Sawtooths. Being a Forester, I did note that there had been
numerous small woods fires in Southern France and Northern Italy. A disas-
trous one occurred in the Italian Riviera this past month. And speaking of
the Riviera's, in Nice, France and along the Mediterranean in Italy, the
beaches are rough and stony, with little sand. Hippies were everywhere.
In fact, the Police at Amsterdam warned our party to look for another city
to stay in for they had a bad time the night before with rock throwing,
window breaking, etc. We stayed at the Hague instead but that place has
had hippie trouble since.

I was glad we got out of the Amsterdam airport before the highjacking which
took place a few days later. I was also glad to visit Paris and London
again. There are many sights to see in these cities and in Rome and other
large cities of Europe. Any Forester who is able to get around and wanting
to see some of Europe should do so now, I think, before more bitterness
develops toward Americans.

* * * * * * * * *

JOE GUIBERSON. Returned to Hemet after a very good summer in Portland,
Whidby Island, Washington, and a 4-week trip through Canadian Rocky Mountain
Parks, our Glacier National, Bryce and Zion Parks; also Hoover Dam and Los
Vegas (no winnings). Attended and enjoyed the picnic in August but do not
get back early enough to attend dinner.

* * * * * * * * *
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ALLAN R. COCHRAN. In 1937 I was transferred to the Jefferson N. F. as

Assistant Forest Supervisor. Bob Beeman was on the job making a visi-

bility study for this large purchase unit lookout system. Bob, working

for the Southeast Forest Experiment Station did one of those excellent
and painstaking studies on which the lookout system was subsequently
based. The work checked out to be high quality,dependable, and reflected
the conscientious effort that went into this unsupervised study that
required long days and hard physical toil to get to the summit of these
peaks for the most part attained by bucking the brush, and bear oak at

that. Anyone who has lost his breeches on bear oak will know what I am
talking about. Bob Beeman was one of the best of hardworking, pains-
taking people who made the Forest Service great.

The lookout system has been superseded by Air Patrol and the lookout
towers are in ruins. This is symbolic of the times, being an example
of what was the best at the time it was designed, but has been super-
seded by that which has been of necessity required to meet today's needs.

* * * * -,********

EARL and DOROTHY SANDVIG read with avid interest every issue of the
NEWSLETTER. It keeps us in touch with folks we worked with for so many
years. We were sorry to miss both the dinner in April and the picnic
last year. On both of those dates we were traveling somewhere on this
"Old Mud Ball" we call Earth. Aside from the adventures we experience
on these trips, frequently in some remote place we meet other travelers
that ask us, "Do you know so and so that used to work in the Forest
Service?" And our answer will be, "We sure do" And another friendship
will result from such a pleasant meeting.

Thirty-year Clubbers and others probably wonder how and why the Sandvig's
do so much traveling. The answer is very simple. Five years ago we

joined Hub Tour & Travel, Inc. here in Portland as agents. It has since

become one of Portland's leading travel agencies. Then three years ago
the National Wildlife Federation of Washington, D. C. came to us and
asked us to arrange and direct what are called Conservation Safaris for
them. We directed five safaris this past year and also helped numerous
people plan trips to many parts of the world. These jobs keep us very

busy, but once a year we explore some part of the world that is new to
us on a trip of about a month's duration.

The Conservation Safaris are a unique combination of visiting tourist
attractions like the national parks, but equally or more important,
bringing safari members in direct contact with the managers of our natural
resources; members of the Forest Service, BLM, Park Service, Fish and Game
biologists, private industry, and many others that can make some contribu-
tion concerning our natural resources. Many of these trips are made by
motorcoach and because of the excellent participation of the organizations
mentioned, there are no other trips like them. The National Wildlife
Federation prices them at cost as it is a non-profit organization, and
for that reason a safari member obtains an outstanding trip at a very low
cost.
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Sorry, this sounds like a commercial pitch for what we are doing, when our
objective is that of trying to give some sound advice as to what a traveler
ought to know before buying a trip. Unfortunately, the travel industry
offers many kinds of values and services and it is often difficult to
identify the best value from the advertising and the beautiful brochures
that are printed.

We hope 1971 will fill your wishes full to overflowing.

* * * * * * * * *

Here's a newsy report from CARL HAWKES. We have had so many new and excit-
ing experiences during 1970 that we want to share the highlights with you.
Most exciting was the opportunity Helen had to see Norway, the land from
which her father came as a young man. This was part of the American Forestry
Association tour of the Scandanavian countries. We especially enjoyed stay-
ing overnight in the home of Bent and Thomas Wahlstrom and boys, Stig and
Haaken above a beautiful lake in the heart of Norway's forest land.

Forestry Associations of Norway, Sweden, Finland and Denmark each spent a
day or two showing us their forests. The rest of the time we toured his-
torical and cultural centers. I was interested to see that clear-cutting
forests was just as common there as here. I guess it doesn't disturb people
because the summer rains help the bare areas green up right away. Also, the
smaller trees and closer utilization don't leave as much slash and debris.

For the first time I realized that castles were really just large apartment
buildings built around a large open court. It must have taken an enormous
number of servants to take care of the bare necessities of supplytng wood
for all the fireplaces, gather and prepare food and do all the other house-
keeping chores.

Earlier in the year George finished serving his alternate service as a Con-
scientious Objector. Shortly afterward he announced his engagement to a
charming Chinese girl whom he had met at Cameron House, the Presbyterian
Mission in San Francisco's Chinatown. Shirley Pang and George were married
by Pastor Bob Williams in our Grace Presbyterian Church in September. The

bride's parents participated (although Buddhists) and then gave a reception
with dinner in Chinatown for about 200 friends and relatives of the bride
and groom. After a short honeymoon in Hawaii, the couple settled into an
apartment on California Street in San Francisco. Shirley is continuing to
work for the city and George is helping to operate a school of Scientology
on famous Union Street. They are both learning to cook Chinese meals and
have already given us a couple of good samples.

Thanks to Marie, we made another trip to a foreign country in November;
this time we went in the opposite direction--all the way to Japan. Helen
says I have been bitten by a travel bug. I guess so; ever since riding
on Dad's pass on the railroad when I was a boy. Now that Marie can get
passes and discounted fares for her parents, I want to take full advantage
before, or if, she decides to quit her job with the United Airlines. At

any rate, Helen joined me as I attended to some business of forestry in

Hawaii and Guam. We extended our trip for a short vacation into Japan.
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We were scared "spitless" (as Helen says) to go on our own into a country
whose language we couldn't speak and whose writing is so strange we
couldn't even use a distionary. To our delight, however, we were met at
the airport in Tokyo by a Japanese forester whom I had met at an FOA
world forestry conference in Washington, D. C. last year. He took us to

our hotel where English speaking employees could handle our needs.
After visiting with us in our room, we felt reassured. He took us to
the coffee shop for tea and to point out that we could get our breakfast
there. After only two short hours, he said he had to leave for home and
bid us boodbye. He had come over 400 miles just to see us and to get us
established. Chiaki Maeda proved to be a priceless friend.

Kathie, the daughter of Lena Beatty in Walnut Creek, had been in Tokyo
for two months as a student of the University of California abroad. She

and Shinshiku, a Japanese young man, joined us one evening for a meal of
real sukiyaki. They gave one of the experiences of our lives--a ride on
the subway. We were crowded more than in New York--really like sardines
in a can. On another day we toured Tokyo by bus with an English speak-
ing girl guide. About 30 others from all parts of the world were picked
up from the various hotels--but all understood English. On our last day

we joined a similar tour to see Nikko National Park which is north of
Tokyo. We were put on an early morning express to Nikko and served a
continental breakfast, just like on the airlines. From Nikko we rode
a comfortable bus into the National Park where we saw Cryptomeria trees
(over 300 years old) that look much like our redwood trees; fascinating
Shinto shrines and Buddhist Temple--all about 300 years old but beauti-
fully maintained; waterfalls that compared to Multnomah in Oregon or
Yosemite in California; a large lake surrounded by conifers and hardwoods
in fall colOrs but partially hidden by clouds and light rain like the
"Oregon mist."

The foresters of Guam and Hawaii treated us like royalty. Work there

was a pleasure. Jerry Perez and wife on Guam, Ernie Pung and Masayoshi
Takaoka, (Masa for short), and his wife on the Big Island, Ralph Gaehler
with wife and daughters on Kauai, Herb Kikukawa and Dave Fullaway with
wives and associates at Honolulu tended to all our needs for either busi-
ness or pleasure.

A fitting climax was Thanksgiving dinner with my brother, George and
family in Canoga Park out of Los Angeles. Our son, George, and wife,
Shirley, met us at the airport in San Francisco on the weekend. Together

they prepared one of the fore-mentioned Chinese dinners for us before we
finally ended our trip back to Walnut Creek.

We ended the year by driving to Portland for Christmas with Marie and
sons, Peter and John, and Dad Hawkes, who is living alone in Camas, Wash-
ingtàn. Sorry to say, Cliff and Joyce were not there as we had hoped.
They assured us, though, that they will each have a Ph. D. in biology
from Penn State before another summer. They are anxiously looking for
a job now, preferably in the West.

* * * * * * * * *
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For a man 86 years young, HARRY WHITE doesn't take a back seat to anyone.
Let's read what he wrote: I've been reviewing some issues of Timber Lines
and find nothing from my typewriter since June 1962, so perhaps I should
send the editor some lines for this issue to let my Forest Service friends
know I'm still alive. There are so many I don't see at the 30-Year Club
annual picnics.

How time flies! And the longer one lives, the faster it goes. At least
that's my experience. I've lived in Hillsboro 20 years. I came to
Hilisboro because my only daughter lives here and I wanted to help my son-
in-law in his engineering business. I did that for sixteen years, with
some time off for travel, and learned a lot of mathematics and other
things that I hadn't known before. In the fall of 1966 I retired again,
because I wanted to travel more and engage in some other activities.

I belong to the National Association of Retired Civil Employees, the
American Association of Retired Persons, Hillsboro Senior Citizens, Inc.,
and a Music Listening Group of various ages and activities, who get together
because of their coimnon love for good music. I also represent NARCE on the
Washington County Council on Aging. Each of these groups meet once a month,
except the third mentioned, which meets every week. These activities, with
my cooking and housekeeping, reading, and some travel, keep me busy. I now
live in a small apartment right downtown, and close to stores, the Post
Office, and the bus depot. About three years ago I joined the Northwest
Travelcade Association. You pay $2.00 for a lifetime membership, then you
can deduct $1.00 from the price of any tour, more for the extensive ones.
I've gone on many delightful one to three-day all-expense tours, some of
them to places I had never seen during my long residence in Washington and
Oregon, and others I had been to, but not for many years. Three-day tours
in 1969 were to Gold Beach, boat trip up Rogue River to Agness, then to
Oregon Caves; to Puget Sound islands via Bremerton and Anacortes, ferry to
Friday Harbor, then to Bellingham and Mt. Baker Lodge; and to the Shakespeare
Festival at Ashland, via Crater Lake. Last summer, to southern and eastern
Oregon--some places I'd never been to and others not since 1948, and to Lake
Chelan and Coulee Dam.

The last-named tour was especially interesting to me. I entered the Service
at Chelan in June 1910 and lived there five years. While I had gone through
the town a few times after 1915, I had never stopped to look around and I
hadn't been up the lake since 1914. Coulee Dam is something to see but I
was more interested in the Coulee and the ancient history of the Columbia
River. An outstanding feature is Dry Falls. When the river flowed over the
cliff the falls was much larger than Niagara. I highly recommend the trip
to the Dam and all the way down the Coulee to those who haven't been there.

Last October I had my first airplane ride, from Portland to Des Moines, via
Denver, in a Boeing 727. I didn't like it any better than I had thought I
would. However, I would advise anyone who hasn't flown and who is concerned
about air pollution, as I am, to get a view of it from an airplane. When I
left at 1:00 PM October 3, the pollution index at Portland was in the sixties.
A couple of days earlier it had been 96 (very heavy). I hadn't realized how
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heavy pollution over Portland was at times until my plane flew up through
it and levelled off at 31,000 feet. Over Eastern Oregon, Idaho, and the
Rocky Mountains, the air was clear, and I got a view of the Rockies that

I had never had before. But on leaving Denver, well before sunset, and
flying over the plains, I was looking down on a blue-black layer, through
which the buildings and other features on the ground were dimly seen.
That blue-black layer could only have been pollution, for it was clear
at the plane's altitude and on a day like that there could have been
little moisture in the air over the plains.

The return trip was different. It had been raining and the air was clear,

except for the clouds. From Denver the plane leveled off at 35,000 feet

and I looked at the mountains through broken clouds. But I could see a

solid cloudbank ahead and about at the Idaho line we plunged into it.
From there on I could see nothing until the ground appeared over Portland.
Of course, the pilot couldn't see anything either. I knew he was flying
the beam at the altitude specified in his flight plan and getting infor-
mation as to ceiling from the Portland Airport. But it wasn't a comfort-

able feeling for a neophyte in air travel. It didn't increase my
enthusiasm either to learn, after I got home, that a 727 leaving San
Diego for Los Angeles had been hijacked to Havana. That could have hap-

pened to me. "Next time take a train--if there is any".

* 1.********
CARROLL E. BROWN sent us an excellent letter entitled "News of Members in
Jackson City, Oregon." Wish we had space to reproduce in full. However,

we've attempted to include a little news about each member in our brief.
THANKS, Carroll, we deeply appreciate your contribution and would have
liked to visit each one with you. . .Ed.

FLOYD MURRAY. He retired in 1952 from the Mt. Hood Forest and moved to

Medford. Mrs. Murray passed away several years ago. Floyd resides at
the Southern Oregon Convalescent Hospital, 625 Stevens Street, Medford.
His main trouble has been arthritis, but he looks fine, has retained his
Irish wit, and we enjoyed a very lenghy visit. Floyd enjoys visitors

and would be glad to have old acquaintances call on him when in the
Medford area. Oh, yes! he puts up and takes down the flag as his part

of the chores around the nursing home.

* * , *******

ANSLEY E. HUTCHINSON retired February 28, 1956, from Lincoln National
Forest, at Mayhill, New Mexico. He moved his family to Medford shortly
after and enjoys traveling to British Columbia, Montana, New Mexico, and
the eastern coast. He is now Seretary-treasurer of the local Chapter of

the National Association of Retired Federal Employees.

*********
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HAROLD "RED" A. THOMAS. Since retirement in 1961, "Red" has worked for
Medford Corporation (Medco), in charge of reforestation. Some of his

other duties have included cruising timber on Forest Service and Bureau
of Land Management sales, and marking timber for cutting on company owned
lands. He had an operation for a minor problem in June but recovered
rapidly. His son, Kermit, works for the Rogue River Forest as a Civil
Engineering Technician.

*********

EDWIN L. MOWATT retired in April 1963 from Pacific Northwest Forest
Experiment Station, Bend, Oregon. Ed and his wife moved to Ashland April
1965. He worked for the State Extension Service in 1968 as a field inspector
on the Seed Certification Program. The Mowatts have a 26-foot Airstream
trailer, 1955 model. When life gets dull they hook up this rig and take
off for other parts. Their travels have included Arizona, New Mexico,
Southern States to Florida, the east coast, and Canada. They enjoy their

fine home in Ashland and their trailer trips.

* * * * * * * * *

JOE DEETS moved to the Ashland area in November 1969, a short time after
retirement from the Division of Engineering, Regional Office. They pur-

chased a partly finished home, completed it, and when I called on them in
January, Joe was working on cupboard doors with a screwdriver and hammer.
He is now landscaping their yard with bark mulch and shrubs, and planting
fruit trees to replace part of the old apple orchard in their yard. Not

much grass as Joe won't be tied down to such menial tasks as mowing grass
for too long a time. Joe and Grace plan to see some of Oregon's choice
spots soon.

* * * * * * * * *

JOHN HENSHAW and wife, Teen, are doing their thing--compatible with their
age. Teen works four days a week and is home three days. (That's all she

can stand me, Ha! Ha!) He helps direct 15 head of cattle, 6 head of horses,
7 peacocks, I parakeet, 5 pussy cats, 2 puppy dogs, 3 grandchildren, 2 homes
with leaking water faucets, and no drain sinks, 3 cars (usually won't run),
1/2 mile of road to maintain, and 7 miles of fence. John still attends
Society of American Forestry Chapter meetings and tries to keep up with
world affairs.

* * * * * * * * *
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LOWELL ASH retired from the Rogue River N. F. in the spring of 1964.
He started his career on the Crater Forest (became Rogue River in 1932)
in 1926. He probably trained more District Rangers than any other per-
son in his capacity as "Protective Assistant, District Assistant, and
Fire Control Officer." His wife, Zella, passed away March 10, 1970.
Lowell suffered a mild heart attack last December 20. He has recovered
completely, and takes life easy at his home in Prospect, where he raises
flowers and visits with his many friends.

* * * * * * * * *

WALTER E. BARNETT and his wife live about two miles west of Rogue River
on Highway 99 at the Frontier Mobile Park. Walter retired November 30,
1952 at Prairie City, Oregon, where he served with distinction as District
Ranger for many years. He remained at Prairie City until 1955 when they
moved to Rogue River. They are living in a mobile home. They celebrated

their 50th wedding anniversary last September. Walter reports that Dan
Fisk, first Ranger on the Austin District, is now at Mt. Angel Benedictine
Nursing Home, Mt. Angel, Oregon. He is about 85 years old.

* * * * * * * * *

ROBERT "BOB" and ALICE WEBB. Bob retired March 1969 as Fire Control
Officer, Rogue River Forest. They purchased their home near Ruch where
they can look from their living room window to Duchman's Peak Lookout
and other mountains where Bob ranged throughout his Forest Service career.
He has a small acreage where he raises a fine producing garden and pas-
tures his three head of horses. When he can he fishes the nearby mountain
streams. Alice still teaches in a grade school in Medford.

* * * * * * * * *

R. M. "BOB" EVANS of Rogue Valley Manor, Medford, is now 86 years old.
He retired 21 years ago. He was Supervisor of the Whitman National Forest
and left there in April 1922 and served in the Eastern Region, Region 7.
He was Regional Forester there when Herb Stone was District Ranger on the
Allegany National Forest many years ago. Bob had a case of Shingles which
settled in one of his eyes this past year. Just recently he had a cataract

removed from his other eye. He feels fine now and his spirit is of the
best. While I was still on the Rogue River Forest, Bob took part in field
trips each summer with the Forest Advisory Council. He earned the respect
of all fourteen members of the Council and has told me he enjoyed these
trips.



SAMUEL S. POIRIER joined the club in 1968. Since he is a fairly new member
some background information is given as a way of introduction. He started
his Forest Service career on the Superior National Forest, Minnesota, in
1933 working on Land Acquisition. He later worked as a lookout, recreation
guard, and as a Local Experienced Man (LEN) in the CCC program. January
1939 Sam was assigned to the New England Timber Salvage Administration in
Connecticut and other New England States. During World War II he served
with the Combat Engineers in Newfoundland. He came to Oregon in 1946, work-
ing for Hines Lumber Company at Seneca, Oregon. He was reinstated on the
Ochoco Forest in 1946, to the Fremont in 1947 on road location work.
Recalled to active duty for the Korean War for sixteen months, then to the
Siuslaw and later to the Willamette as coordinator for the Corps of Engi-
neers, Hills Creek Dam and Reservoir. Was on the Olympic from 1955 to 1958
when he transferred to the Rogue River Forest as a Highway Engineer. Sam
plans to retire on February 28, 1971. He and Alice Mae live in Nedford
where both are active in community affairs.

* * * * * * * * *

EARL N. KARLINGER, Timber Staff Officer, started Forest Service work on the
Umpqua Forest in 1942, later completing his education at Oregon State College
in 1951. Appointed Forester, Umpqua in 1953, transferred to Mt. Hood as
District Ranger, Estacada District, and in 1960 to the Rogue River as District
Ranger, Klamath District. The Winema Forest was established in 1961 from the
former Kiamath Indian Reservation, and the Klamath District went to the
Winema, as did Karlinger. Earl transferred to the Regional Office in 1962,
in the Division of Timber Management, and came back to the Rogue River as
Timber Staff Officer in 1965. Under Earl's leadership and guidance, the
Rogue River is developing a centralized appraisal method which is on the
brink of computerized appraisals. Recent innovations in computer logic will
permit this to be done on the forest with a mini or desk top computer in the
near future.

* * * * * * * * *

HILLARD M. LILLIGREN graduated from University of Minnesota in 1939. He
worked for Ben Howard on Blister Rust Control in 1940 on the Plumas Forest.
Served in Pack Artillery and Army Air Force from 1941 to 1945. Received
his Junior Forester appointment on the Siuslaw in 1946. Transferred to
the (Jmpqua in 1954 as District Ranger on Cow Creek District, and later on
the South Umpqua District, Tiller, Oregon. He moved to the Rogue River
Forest in 1966 and now handles Watershed Management, Lands and Minerals
activities on the forest. "Lill" and his wife, Bunty, live in Medford and
take part in affairs of the community.

* * * * * * * * *



CARROLL E. BROWN since retirement in December 1967 has worked at sub-
stitute teaching in FFA Program at Crater High School, Central Point,
Oregon, and as a Field Inspector for the State Extension Service in
the seed certification program, and helping Lloyd Brown in the audit
work during 1968 and 69. Lloyd did the audit work in Washington and
I did it in Oregon. During the summer of 1969 with brother Carlos
"Tom" and Alice, with Rita and I, made a trailer trip through California,
Nevada, Arizona, Oklahoma City, Kansas, South Dakota, Yellowstone Park
and home. Since the fall of '69 have been working for about eight weeks
each spring and fall for Multnomah County Outdoor School, at the Canby
Grove Camp. This was like a Forest Service reunion as George Meagher
(Exp. Sta.) was Camp Director, Murray Miller (Warehouse), Al Spaulding,
Walt Thomson and I have been on the staff of that camp. Volume II of

History of Rogue River National Forest is about completed. The only

thing left to do is select pictures and maps for inclusion in the report.
I am helping Forest personnel on this part also.

LUThER BURKETT. For three years now, I've been managing the Rhinelander
Realty Corporation, and find it nice work, if a bit hectic at times.
I'm in good health and eating more than necessary. I can recommend real
estate brokerage to retirees who have trouble living on their pensions,
and assure foresters their background of experience is peculiarly fitting
for this work. We are involved with land and timber transactions as well
as sales of lake frontage, residences and industries. Mainly we are rub-
bing shoulders with all kinds of people; you'd hardly believe some of the
experiences this develops. I've sold the Christmas tree farm and now
live in Rhinelander, but plan a months vacation this spring and will drop
by to see my Portland friends. (P.S. Luther sent a snapshot; looks
good! Ed.) AVON and MATTIE DENHAM stopped here last summer. They were
the first R6ers to visit us since I retired in June 1965. If anyone
plans a trip this way next Summer, the welcome mat wilibe out.

* ****** * *

GERALD TUCKER. He and wife are living happily on their Imnaha ranch.
He's added considerable acreage by purchase. Now has decided to try his
hand as a F. S. permittee. The Tuckers play major roles in the direction
of the Chief Joseph Appaloosa Trail Ride which is promoted by the National
Club for the registry of Appaloosa horses. Annually, the ride retraverses
a 100 or 125 mile section of the retreat route of the Wallowa Band of
Nez Perce indians. Sounds rugged but fun!

* * * * * * * * *



AVON and MATTIE DENHAM. Enjoy reading the 30-Year Club publications very
much. We took to the road in our camper in 1970. Mexico City, Guadalajara,
Puerta Vallarta, etc., were high spots for the winter trip with Chet and
Ruby Bennett. Ivy Boeck Rose and her husband happened to be parked in the
trailer space next to us in Guadalajara. Their hobby: gem collecting.
Then, lo and behold, in Alamos, Mexico, we were in the same little trailer
park as the Wally Wheelers. Small world, eh? Since Avon never gets in
enough hunting, we traveled the Alaska Highway again all the way to the
Yukon River (approximately 100 miles from the Artic Circle) where we holed
up in an old cabin of miners' day vintage for about a week. Moose hunting
was even better south of Eagle, Alaska so we stayed at Libert CG (BLM)
until our outfits froze up in 80 below weather. Today, January 25, we
are getting our camper ready for another month or two stay in good old
Mexico. This time, John and Alma Clouston, Paul and Mildred Taylor, Chet
and Ruby Bennett and us will make up a caravan. How about coming along?
(Sounds like a ball to me. ED.)

* * * * * * * * *

GAIL C. BAKER. I enjoy the Secretary's Newsletters and really appreciate
the good work Harriet is doing. As you know, I retired on July 15 and we
have been doing a lot of traveling since. One trip was to Alaska. We
visited our son at Fairbanks. He will be through his service hitch and
home in less than a month now. The Bakers have a trailer and are planning
more trips later.

* * * * * * * * *

BILL MORRIS. Bill and Grace Morris and daughter, Anne, all members of the
Portland Mazamas Mountain Club, spent 5 weeks camping in Hawaii in June-
July 1970. For the first eleven days they were part of a Mazama outing on
the Big Island, Hawaii, organized and efficiently led by retired R-6 Lands
member G. D. (Pick) Pickford and his wife, Madeline. Since Pick had worked
after retirement two years on the Big Island for the State Division of
Forestry, he was able to conduct an excellent tour of the entire island
including the numberless scenic points, several state forest projects, his-
toric places, and remote valleys reached by foot. The group of 64 traveled
in rental cars, slept on the ground in one and two-man light weight tents,
and cooked on small one-burner gas stoves used by back-packers. Tents,
stoves, utensils, bedding and clothing had to go into one duffel bag for
the plane trip to Hilo. Camping was at a different county beach park each
night after the first three days of exploring the area near Hilo and hik-
ing to the summit of Mauna Loa (13,680 ft.) over 5 miles of lava flows
from a large solar measurement installation at the 11,000 ft. level. A
few days later some of the group hiked 7 miles up a jeep road from the
9,500 foot level to the summit of 13,796 ft. Mauna Kea.

The camping in county beach parks was so enjoyable on the Big Island that
the Morris family decided to try it on the other four principal islands of
the chain where they spent four more weeks after the Mazamas returned home.
Heavy showers and strong winds are frequent day or night on the windward
(easterly) shores but the mild temperature and sun quickly dry wet clothing.
It is a great life.
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C. E. (Rem) REMINGTON. Every year I have an argument (mostly with myself)

about the amount of the annual dues. Last year I think I overpaid a bit

and had a credit for this year so I figured that this year I owed $2.00

and added $3.00 for next year to make it $5.00, and felt real good. About

that time my good wife said "No! The dues are $2.00 and you owe $1.00 for

this year, etc., etc." Hope this doesn't upset your records, as it well

might--I'm treasurer of the Washington Society of Engineers and sometimes
a generous dues payer can upset the applecart!

We were in Portland in July and spent part of one day at the R.0. There

were very few around of the old gang--as it should be in the summer, and

most of those who were there were newcomers since I left in 1960.

In my wanderings I ran across an organization chart (below) that might

be of interest to some of the older retired members! It always pays to

have a "spot" picked out in any future organization!
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DAHL KIRKPATRICK. I dontt want to risk missing an issue of your excel-
lent newsletter, or Timber Lines, through default. Though it's over 21
years since I came to Region 3, I have vivid memories of Region6 and
its people, and always enjoy hearing about them through the 30-Year
Club publications.

We plan to continue making our home in Albuquerque. Our children and
grandchildren are nearby and besides that, the Southwest is a mighty
comfortable and interesting place for retirees to live. Since leaving
the job some five years ago we've stayed pretty close to home and find
it no trouble at all to keep busy with hobbies--gardening, house main-
tenance, etc. Each year we plan to make it to the annual 30-Year Club
picnic but something seems always to come up to prevent it. Maybe 1971?

We would welcome the opportunity to conduct visiting R-6ers who come this
way on an off-the-beaten track tour of our scenic, historically interest-
ing tri-culcural area. Give us a call.

*********



(The following article from "Outdoors Unlimited", January 1968, is for
the benefit of U. L. (Lee) Corbin who likes to "dig" me about my dangling
participles." Ed.)

DID YOU KNOWED BETTER?

Here is some good advice to writers, taken from THE QUILL!

Don't use no double negative. Make each pronoun agree with their antecedent.
Join clauses good, like a conjunction should. About them sentence fragments.

When dangling, watch your participles. Verbs has to agree with their sub-

jects. Just between you and I, case is important too. Don't write run-on
sentences they are hard to read.

Don't use commas, which aren't necessary. Try to not even split infinitives.
Its important to use your apostrophe's correctly.

Proofread your writing to see if you any words out. Correct speling is

essential.

* ******* *

RAINDROPS: Consider our water--it is universal liquid of life and part of
our very being. It is everywhere around us, in the air and earth. Without

it we could not survive, nor could any plant, animal or living thing... It
is a final necessity, for which man has devised no substitute.

...Water can be so abundant as to invite waste and neglect. It can be so

scarce as to set man in earnest contest for its vital uses... It demands
understanding and respect. It has the power under direction to turn the
mighty turbines of Grand Coulee. Unmanaged, it can strike in the angry
force and form of floods... It can produce crops, trees, and grass, or the
ugliness of raw gullies cut into an unproductive countryside.

Water provides the drama of Old Faithful, the majesty of the Mississippi,
and the grandeur of Niagara Falls. In its infinite variety it is a thirst-
quenching drink for the children of Atlanta, a cooling accessory for the
steel mills of Ohio, and vital irrigation for the sunward fields of Arizona.
It appears as a soaking rain in Olympia's forests, the fleecy hush of a
Vermont snowfall, and the quick excitement of a Kentucky thunderstorm. It

is a miraculous gift of God, given to us for our refreshment and endless
uses. But our neglect can waste it; our misuse can turn it into offensive
sewers of pollution.

Water tests our sense of responsibility to God and man. It asks for care,

requires our self-discipline, and responds to management... This priceless
water has been here before and by God's plan will be returned here again
for us to use according to our maturity, either with wisdom or with shame-
ful neglect. Consider our water. Consider it well!

-- Illinois Conservation Department
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BE THE BEST OF WHATEVER YOU ARE

If you can't be a pine on the top of the hill,
Be a scrub in the valley - but be

The best little scrub by the side of the nh;
Be a bush if you cantt be a tree.

If you can't be a bush, be a bit of the grass,
Some highway happier make;

If you can't be a muskie, then just be a bass--
But the liveliest bass in the lake.

We can't all be captains, we've got to be crew;
There's something for all of us here;

There's big work to do, and there's lesser to do;
And the task we must do is that near.

If you can't be a highway, then just be a trail;
If you can't be the sun, be a star;

It isn't by size that you win or you fail -
Be the best of whatever you are.

Douglas Nalloch

* * * * ***** *

RETIREMENT

Let others struggle for renown
And pomp and circumstance arid power,

Give me a cottage far from town
Wherein to must my fleeting hour.

A rustic spot, with airs above
Washed pure of grime and passions urban;

And there, ah, there, give me but love,
And food, and cash. Oh yes -- and bourbon!

Anonymous



WHAT DO WE PLANT?
BY HENRY ABBEY

HE that planteth a tree is the servant of God, he provideth a
kindness for many generations, and faces that he hath not seen
shall bless him. Henry van Dyke.

HAT do we plant when we plant the tree?
We plant the ship, which will cross the sea.

We plant the mast to carry the sails;
We plant the plank to withstand the gales,
The keel, the keelson, and beam and knee;
We plant the ship when we plant the tree.

What do we plant when we plant the tree?
We plant the houses for you and me.
We plint the rafters, the shingles, the floors,
We plant the studding, the lath, the doors,
The beams and sidings, all parts that be;
We plant the house when we plant the tree.

What do we plant when we plant the tree?
A thousand things that we daily see;
We plant the spire that out-towers the crag,
We plant the staff for our country's flag,
We plant the shade, from the hot sun free;
We plant all these when we plant the tree.




