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FOREWORD

November 20, 1962
THE PEOPLE OF THE NORTHERN REGION:

This is the third volume of the Northern Region's "Early Days in the Forest Service" series. The
first volume was prepared 18 years ago under the direction of Regional Forester Evan W. Kelley.

Too often much of the colorful and meaningful history of the Forest Service is lost from the
formal, statistical, day-to-day reports required of the Region's routine business.

It is fortunate that these pioneering veterans of public service have written of their experiences in
the constantly changing pattern of public resource management. From such accounts those with
responsibilities for continuing this stewardship can better appreciate the dedication, hardship and
obstacles involved in the hard-won progress.

In this tradition, today's Forest Service must meet tomorrow's demands and challenges. Future
generations depend on perpetuating this unselfish dedication to resource management. The debt
to these pioneering efforts can only be met by rendering a similar service in the next 50 years.

Resource management cannot be static. What is achieved tomorrow must be built on the
achievements of these workers in the "Early Days in the Forest Service."

This volume contains personal histories that touch on a wide variety of Forest Service activities:
communications, firefighting, grazing, timber harvests, early use of cars by the Forest Service,
etc.

Through hardship, privation, and dedication to service, spelled out in these pages, modern day
Forest Service workers cannot overlook or avoid the rich heritage purchased by thse men and
women of principle and character.

Sincerely yours,

BOYD L. RASMUSSEN
Regional Forester



A LIBRARIAN'S REPORT
By Eva Amen
(Retired 1933)

When my sister* and | came out to Missoula, Montana, in December 1908, having obtained jobs
in District 1 of the U. S. Forest Service, everything was new and interesting to us. We had never
been West before, and we were intrigued by the primitiveness of the town and the simplicity of
conditions. The fact that the streets were mostly unpaved and, in the part of town where we were
located, ran water ankle-deep in the spring, disturbed us not at all. The site of our location was
just about where the Federal Building now stands.

When the Missoula River rose in its might and washed out the wobbly little footbridge
connecting the north and south sections of the town, interest rose to a high pitch in "Silviculture,”
which overlooked the river, and the entire office force rushed to the windows to view the
catastrophe - planks of the bridge turning over and over, driven downstream by the angry waters.

My sister, who was a good stenographer and typist, was well-placed at once, but I, who was a
typist only, was sent to what was then called "Maintenance," where | was found not to have
sufficient speed for an office receiving the overflow from all the other offices. So | was adrift.
But shortly I went on trial to Silviculture where | remained until the District decided to establish
a technical library. | was put in charge and as | had had a little experience in library work in my
first job in the War Department, | was much pleased. | was accustomed to the handling of books
and | enjoyed them.

There was a collection of books on forestry and allied subjects in a dark closet, and these |
brought out into the light of day and went to work. Several of the books I found were the
property of various forests of which District 1 was headquarters; these | segregated and returned
where they belonged. For those left over there was already a catalogue, but in such a confused
condition as to be practically useless. This | was able to remedy and | arranged the volumes on
shelves available to me and, with the catalogue neatly disposed in cartons (temporarily), |
surveyed my achievement with pride. Thus a library was started (a sub-office under Silviculture).
From then on the library and | advanced together. | held the post until my retirement many years
later. Indeed, we all advanced the town, for it now had a consultative body along forestry lines.

It was in those early years that the Savenac Nursery was established. In the course of time it
developed, if I am not mistaken, into the largest nursery of its kind in the World.

Because of a slight knowledge of French possessed by me | was detailed, together with one of
the Service men, to accompany to Savenac the Secretary of Agriculture of Brazil, a visitor to the
District. It was a delightful detail. The Secretary understood English, but he told me that when he
was called upon to speak it he became horribly confused and was hopelessly at sea. But between
French and English we managed very comfortably.

During World War | we paraded for the honor of the flag and many members of the Service held
rummage sales to raise money for the cause; one, notably, organized by my sister and her chief,
realized the very substantial sum of a thousand dollars:



Years before, the District instituted annual get-togethers which never lacked originality. I shall
record only one such occasion when, as usual, we were present. It was bruited about
mysteriously some time before the date of the party that a very lovely lady - a stranger - would
be with us. Of course, great curiosity was aroused, but nothing could be learned as to who the
lady was nor where she was to come from.

When the long-expected evening arrived and we were all assembled waiting, the lady was
escorted in to the elevator by an attentive bodyguard and ushered into our presence. A gleeful
shout of welcome met her. The lady was a fine, upstanding young mare.

*Miss Mathilde Ammen (now deceased)

Members of 1913 District Office staff. 1. P.S. Gray; 2. C.L. Smith; 3. John J. Quinn; 4. R.J.
Moore; 5. J.P. Boyd; 6. W.H. Henderson; 7. F.F. Plummer; 8. F.A. Silcox; 9. Henry
Farquhar; 10. J.A. Urbanowitz; 11. R.H. Rutledge; 12. C.O. Wilhite; 13. Joe Streit; 14. Joe
Halm; 15. Henry J. Weil; 16. Charles Skeels; 17. G.I. Porter; 18. George Lautz; 19. Elmer
Johnson; 20. F.E. Thieme: 21. Myrtle Grace; 22. Mathilde Anunen; 23. L.l. Brower; 24.
M.A. Hofstetter; 25. F.E. Paulsen; 26. Charles Farmer; 27. O.M. Wold; 28. Frank Cool; 29.
J.F. Preston; 30. L. Padgett; 31. E. Byberg; 32. Vina Sadler; 33. Lucy Likes; 34. Dorothy
Davis; 35. I.L. Lambrecht; 36. F.M. Watts; 37. Erma Davis; 38. B.M. Yates; 39. H.M. West;
40. Eva Arrunen




By Albert N. Cochrell
(Retired 1957)

This little story might well be entitled "Early Day Safety.” In the spring of 1917, the late Clyde
D. Blake, Ranger, Fish Lake District, (Clearwater) and a portion of his crew were camped at the
mouth of Lake Creek. On Sunday morning, Clyde announced that he had a little job to do and
asked if I would mind coming along to help. On the way down the trail he explained that when
the trail crew finished work in the fall of 1915, they had thrown up a small cabin and stored
tools, camp equipment and some dynamite there. It wasn't safe to leave old powder around like
that and our mission was to destroy it.

When we arrived at the cache some three miles below camp on the North Fork, (the present road
probably passes over or near the spot), it was found that there was one full 50-pound box of
powder and another partial box which was well deteriorated. After some discussion, the only
way we could figure out how to destroy the stuff was to blow it up, but the question was, would
it still blow? Anyway, we had to try, so we gingerly carried the full box out to the edge of the
small clearing and placed it on some rocks. Next came the partially filled box, and it was handled
even more carefully, as it could be seen, and placed on top of the other box. Another question
arose; would one blasting cap touch off such old stuff? Probably not, so we tied six caps together
with string and placed a good, long fuse in one of them. (I still don't know if that was any better
than just one cap.) Next the caps were properly placed and some damp earth was piled over the
bomb. There were still some misgivings about an explosion but the fuse was lighted, and we took
off up the trail to a safe vantage point and waited for results.

This was before the days of block-buster bombs, but that boom must have equaled one, at least.
We were almost afraid to go back to see what happened but did, and can truthfully report that all
the powder exploded. There was a sizeable hole in the ground and the cabin, while still standing,
was in a sad state. The door was blown off the hinges and lay out in the yard, the chinking was
all gone from two sides, and the shakes on the one side of the roof stood up like the tail feathers
of an old hen headed south in a strong north wind. Some patching was needed so the cabin could
serve as protection for the other equipment and after that was completed we slipped back into
camp and gave no one any explanation of our Sunday activities.

In all of Clyde's later work in safety, both region wide and on several different forests, | doubt if
he ever advocated that particular method of destroying powder.

*hkkkk

The expression that "he can't tell a horse from a mule," is heard frequently in reference to a city-
bred junior Forester in these times. There was a time when even a packer couldn't tell one horse
from another. Here is a story which happened in 1913.

John W. Long, the ranger for the Chamberlain Meadow District of the Clearwater assembled his
crew of 5 men at Pierce about July 15 for the trip into the district. The date was late because the
water had been too high earlier for fording the North Fork at the Bungalow. There was a wagon
road of sorts from Pierce to the old Oxford Mine but for the crew it was a pack and saddle horse



chance all the way. Among the pack was a long-legged, lean buckskin that didn't seem able to
pack much more than a couple of bed rolls.

The first night's camp was at Elk Creek Meadows, near where the Oxford Ranger Station was
later located. The following morning the stock was wrangled and the number of horses and
cross-buck saddles came out even. There was a buckskin horse in the string although he appeared
to have fattened up considerably during the night on the lush grass. The remainder of the trip
down the Orogrande and over the old Pot Mountain trail was made with only the usual mishaps
and slowed up somewhat as we opened the trail while traveling.

Some two or three weeks later a messenger came through with word that the buckskin horse
originally in the string had been misplaced at the first night's camp and replaced by another from
the string of a fishing party camped nearby. The packer was William Zumwalt of Grangeville,
but everyone in the crew felt some guilt. The days of hanging horse thieves was past but the
Supervisor, Chas Fisher, bought the fisherman's horse to avoid further complications.

*khkkk

| have always liked the beaver story that was told by George McKinnon, a trail foreman
employed on the Clearwater from about 1919 to 1925. He was later a camp foreman for Potlatch
Forests, Inc.

George was a-native of Nova Scotia and had a cabin on the North Fork not far below the mouth
of Salmon Creek, in township 41, Range 6 E. (This may be the cabin which was taken over by
the Ridge Runner many years later.) He trapped in season and ran cedar rafts to Lewiston and
other points on the Snake River for sale to ranchers and others in the area.

One fall as he traveled a trap line up Isabella Creek, George noticed a colony of beaver had
moved in and were busy working on a dam. The next spring high water took the dam out and
they had to start all over again. The following spring the same thing took place and then there
was a time when there were no beaver around. George naturally assumed they had given up and
moved on, so he was very much surprised one spring to find the dam in place and all intact in
spite of the high water. Being curious, he looked around and discovered a gray, wizened old
stranger that the rest of the colony had gone way over on the St. Joe to get to come and supervise
the construction of the dam that remained in place for many years.

*khkkk

NEW ENGLAND TIMBER SALVAGE*

*This was a talk prepared by Mr. Cochrell and delivered to the HooHoo Club in Missoula in the Spring of
1939. The salvage project was still under way at that time, and doubtless a report made following its
completion would contain additional interesting information.

On September 21, 1938, following several days of rain, a wind too big for that small country hit
New England and flattened a goodly percentage of the timber there. Other property damage was



also severe, caused not only by the wind, but floods, and in some cases, fire, which followed.
The maximum wind velocity at Boston was said to be 102 miles per hour.

The timber damage occurred in spots which varied in size from a few trees to several thousand
acres. Damage was unusually severe along the shores of water bodies, although not confined
there by any means. By far the greater portion of down timber was uprooted rather than broken
off, the soft ground perhaps being responsible for this. White pine stands were the hardest hit,
but only because they were greater in extent and no species escaped. The size of the timber made
no difference and many of the worst damage stands were of pole size or smaller.

The volume of storm-damaged timber has been variously estimated from four billion down to a
present figure of about one billion, 300 million feet of salvageable material. New Hampshire,
with which I am most familiar, had about 600 million.

It is next to impossible to make any reasonable estimate of the amount of timber down on any
particular tract unless one knew what was there before the blow. Estimates were usually very
vague and were based on hopes or on the volume on which taxes had been paid. When volumes
were discussed even our old friend, Jim Girard, would just look confused and shake his head.

With conditions as they were, it was obvious that a coordinated salvage program was necessary.
Existing local facilities could not hope to take care of more than 30 percent of the storm-
damaged timber. It became apparent that some outside assistance was necessary if this timber
was to be salvaged. The Federal Government was asked to take a hand, and the Northeastern
Timber Salvage Administration came into being. Whether or not it is what was wanted, | cannot
say, but judging from remarks overheard over a period of several months, and bills introduced in
Congress, | doubt it.

Several Federal agencies were involved, with the Surplus Commaodities Corporation as the parent
organization. They operated on money borrowed from the Reconstruction Finance Corporation;
and the Northeastern Timber Salvage Administration, with Chief Forester F. A. Silcox as
director, was responsible for carrying on the work. The Disaster Loan Corporation had a finger
in the pie somewhere, but | could never learn just where. The financial end of the deal was
strictly a business one, with the funds to be repaid in full, plus interest.

(Region One participated in this project through the detail of a number of men, among them A.
N. Cochrell, Virgil Moody, William Guernsey, Fred Neitzling, R. L. (Roy) Space (now
deceased), Ray Armstrong and George Stoltz. Carl Xrueger, then in R-2, also was detailed
there.)

The organization was rather complicated since, in addition to salvage, fire hazard reduction work
was involved and financed from an entirely different source. The central office was in Boston,
with a state director located in each affected state. The states were further broken down into
districts in charge of a supervisor, and this is where the actual salvage job started.

The first step in the program was the purchase of logs delivered at designated storage sites. No
logging was being done by the Administration. Water storage was utilized wherever possible for



white pine and spruce logs. Dry storage sites were used for all other species and also for white
pine and spruce where water was not available.

The selection of sites was of first importance and led to many difficulties. Every timber owner
wanted a site on his lot. Suitable sites were not always available where most needed and many
desirable ones could not be obtained for one reason or another. We worked to a minimum of one-
million feet for each site with a maximum hauling distance often miles. Before final approval
could be given to any location, it was necessary to get a formal lease on any lands to be used.

In New Hampshire all bodies of water ten acres or over in size were under the jurisdiction of the
State, and it was necessary to obtain clearance from the Public Service Commission and the
Public Health Department if drinking water was involved in any way.

The Administration paid nothing for leases and in only a few cases did the landowners donate the
use outright. When payment was demanded the towns sometimes took care of it, but usually the
timber sellers formed an association and levied a small assessment per M to meet the cost. Land
ownership was a troublesome problem. There were a great many undivided estates with the
administrator long since discharged and the heirs widely scattered. Then again a man may have
owned a lot but knew only vaguely, if at all, where the boundary lines were. It was an almost
hopeless task to run down anything in those records that dated back 150 to 175 years.

With the sites established, we were ready to purchase logs for delivery to the receiving points. In
the beginning the seller had to place his logs either in the water or on the ice, and in the case of
dry sites, in decks. The pressure became too strong to continue this practice, and on January 13,
1939, the Administration took over this expense.

The following log grading rules and prices were established:
a. Northern white pine; 3 grades - prices-$12 - $14 - $16.
b. New England spruce; 1 grade and 1 price - $14.
c. Eastern hemlock; 1 grade and 1 price - $12.
d. Norway pine; 3 grades and 3 prices - $12 - $14 - $16.
e. Hardwood; 3 grades and 3 prices - $12 - $16 - $22. Beech-white ash and paper birch
carried a price $2 lower per M. Species purchased were yellow birch, sugar maple, red
and white oak, yellow poplar, basswood, black cherry, paper birch and white ash. Later
black birch and butternut were added. Soft maple and elm were accepted, but only as
Grade 3.
f. Pulpwood - prices ranged from $8 - $11.50 per cord, peeled, and from $7 - $9.50,

rough. There were only nine receiving stations established for pulpwood, but provision
was made for delivery on truck roads at the above price, less trucking costs.



The International Rule was used for all scaling. There were various rules in use locally, such as
the Scribner Decimal C; Saco River; Holland or Maine; Blodgett; and the Humphrey or
Vermont. Logically, only one could be used so the International was selected as being the best
adapted.

Before logs could be delivered each seller was required to sign a timber Purchase Agreement.
This was a participating contract which provided for immediate payment of 80 percent of the
scheduled prices to the seller. Upon completion of the project he could get all, a part, or none of
the remainder depending upon the financial success of the venture. On January 20, 1939, the
percentage of immediate payment was raised to 90 percent. The scale for each individual was
turned in each week and payment was usually forthcoming in about two weeks.

Now that they had the logs something had to be done with them, and that was the second step in
the program. It was hoped that most of the water-stored logs could be sold to existing mills, and
that white ash could be sold in the log.

The dry-stored logs had to be sawed into lumber early in the summer of 1939. This put the
Administration squarely into the sawmill business, but so far only on a contract basis. Milling
contracts and specifications were so rigid that mill owners were hesitant about entering into
agreements, although some were willing to give it a try.

Where permanent mills were suitably located and contracts could be arranged, log-receiving
stations were established there. At other sites portable mills were arranged for and the
contractors in each case took care of all expense from the time the trucks were unloaded to the
finished lumber piles.

New Hampshire had the greatest volume of storm-damaged timber and in progress was up
among the leaders. Data, however, showed that up to February 15, with 40 percent of the
available time gone, only 10 percent of the timber had been delivered. Subsequently there was a
material increase in deliveries, and for one district the figures showed that with 50 percent of the
time gone, 34 percent of the purchases had been made. Maine, with a relatively small amount of
timber, was the only state which, at that rate, would be cleaned up by the July 1, 1939, deadline.

The reasons for lack of adequate progress were slowness in establishing storage sites; suspicion
on the part of the natives that a representative of the Government could be there for no good
purpose; loss of time while they tried to find a Santa Claus in the set-up somewhere; their habit
of resting all winter and wanting nothing to interfere; selfishness on the part of the recreationists
in that they were opposed to the storage of logs in many ponds and in many cases even objected
to the noise of a mill or the sight of a pile of sawdust; difficulty of financing the operation. This
applied particularly to the smaller owners. Our slowness in making payments for logs was of no
help in this.

Then, too, time was wasted while we became accustomed to each other's language. Logging
terms were entirely different, i.e., all timber both standing and down was "lumber;" they didn't
skid logs - they "twitched" them; they didn't use a dray or a go-devil - they used a "scoot;" they



were "lumber surveyors" in place of log scalers, and they "measured boards" rather than graded
lumber; they used "choppers™ in place of sawyers.

Progress was impeded also because of shortage of men experienced in woods work. Teams too
were in short supply, and tractors were practically unknown. The sight of oxen working in the
woods was not uncommon. There were very few trucks, except the small farm type and these
were mostly short-wheel base. They had no modern equipment for handling logs. Everything
was done by the main-strength-and-awkwardness method. As far as logging was concerned, they
weren't living in the horse-and-buggy days - they hadn't progressed even that far.

Charles Jack, Forester for Potlatch Forests, Inc., had this to say about the salvage project:
"Probably the most disturbing factor in the whole situation is that the Federal Government may
be forced into the retail lumber business. I do feel, however, that this salvage timber, if
manufactured into boards and placed on the market, will have very little effect on our ldaho
white pine, due to the short lengths; and the low grades which will be produced."

Picture taken at the Old No. 1 Dwelling on the Middle Fork, which was headquarters for the
Middle Fork District. April 1911.

1, Ed Thenon 2. Lou Fitting 3. S. Radcliff 4. W.B. Willey 5. McGee 6. F.A. Silcox 7. Agnew
8. Ashley Roche 9. Adolph Wehcit 10. Frank Tompkins 11. James S. Garrison 12. Rene
McPherson 13. Johnny Durant 14. Frank Rogers 15. Roy Monroe 16. Major Fenn 17. Frank
Smith




By Albert E. Cole
(Retired 1935)

In February of 1916, after having been out of the Forest Service for over five years, | took the
ranger examination in Anaconda under Supervisor L.C. Stockdale. In April of that year | was
given a temporary appointment as a forest employee and went up toward the head of Mill Creek,
south and west of Anaconda, to assist a ranger named Robert Henley in scaling stulls and
measuring converter poles, mine props and lagging that the Forest Service was selling to the
Anaconda Company (known then as the Anaconda Copper Mining Company).

This material was badly deteriorating from smelter fumes; trees were dying. Sulphur fumes were
killing the timber and arsenic fumes were killing livestock in the Deer Lodge Valley, in Mill
Creek, and over the divide into the Big Hole watershed. The cut was a clean one and thus the
timber did not need to be marked.

| worked on this sale until the first of July that year, when | was sent to the Fleecer timber sale on
the head of Divide Creek in the vicinity of Feely Station on the Union Pacific Railroad. This sale
was administered by William Latne. | had left my wife in Butte, Montana, with my son, as a
second child was soon to arrive, and he was born in October. In December | brought my family
out to the sale area and we were housed in a very small two-room cabin which had no plumbing,
no water in the house, and the room we used for a kitchen-living room was so small that my wife
said she could stand in the center and reach anywhere to get whatever utensil she happened to
need.

That was one of the coldest and stormiest winters | had ever seen in Montana, and | had lived
here since my birth in 1880, except for three years and about nine months spent in the armed
services of the U.S. Two years of this time - 1902-03 - | was in primitive Alaska where, although
the temperature dropped to 73° below zero, it did not seem any worse than on that Fleecer sale;
in fact we marked timber on snowshoes (the web kind) from about the first of November until
after the first of June.

| think that our baby contracted rickets, a bone disease, in that little cabin because of his
confinement and lack of sunshine, and we were put to considerable trouble and expense for
medical attention. This is mentioned just to show the conditions we were faced with in those
early days.

In April 1917, Mr. Latne was transferred to the Supervisor's Office in Anaconda and | was
promoted to take charge of the sale. Mr. John B. Taylor had come on the sale as a supervisor for
the company doing the cutting. In the spring of 1917 Mr. Taylor enlisted in the Army (Forest
Engineers) and went to France. More about him later.

On the first of July 1917, 1 was transferred to the Dry Cottonwood district as ranger and moved
there with my family. This ranger station building I had helped W. J. Derrick, when he was
District Ranger there, build in February 1907. In explanation, | had been a Ranger and
forestguard from 1905 to January 1, 1911, when | was furloughed from a district on Dry Creek in



the Big Belt Mountains on account of a shortage of funds. | secured other work and did not go
back in the Forest Service until later on.

The building on the Dry Cottonwood district was a very good four-room log structure with a
good stone-constructed cellar and a fine spring, the water from which was piped into the kitchen.
We were very happy here and hoped that we would be left for a long time. | particularly liked the
district as | had become acquainted with it when | worked with Ranger Derrick in 1906-07.

My work here was mostly routine, with quite heavy grazing use, there being three sheep outfits
and four or five cattle and horse outfits, but the majority of the latter were small. The commercial
timber sales were quite numerous as the people who lived in Browns Gulch and Flume Gulch,
which was over the divide from Dry Cottonwood, were engaged in cutting mining timbers and
wood which they sold in Butte to the mines and to private customers. The fire menace was quite
low, and | had only small Class A fires to contend with.

On March 27, 1919, I received a telephone call from Supervisor Z.C. Stockdale to meet him and
Assistant Supervisor W.W. Weber at Gregson Springs. On my arrival at the springs they
informed me that | was to accompany them to the High Rye Ranger Station about five miles
from the springs. | was not informed as to why | was included in this trip. We stayed at the High
Rye station all night. This station was occupied by a man named Murray Skillman. | was finally
informed that Skillman could not stay there any longer as he was too old to get an appointment
as Ranger. He had been in the Service before and had resigned. He had tried to take the
examination again but was ruled out because of his age.

They asked me how | would like to transfer there, and | told them that I did not wish to leave the
Dry Cottonwood district. They told me that the Dry Cottonwood was to be consolidated with the
Race Track district and that the manger on the Race Track side would handle the whole thing. As
he was an older man in the Service than | was, this change would have to be made. The High
Rye dwelling was a very poor one, but Supervisor Stockdale promised me that a new building
would be erected soon; however, that never developed. That same year the supervisor's
headquarters was moved from Anaconda to Butte and Stockdale was transferred to the Regional
Office. | have never seen him since.

My wife fought bedbugs and mountain rats almost continually during the time we were at the
High Rye station, and finally succeeded in destroying the bugs but we never did get rid of the
rats. We understood that the High Rye building had been an office of the Champion Mine
Company, a great distance away from where it was when we occupied it. It had an attic that was
inaccessible from the rooms, but the mountain rats took up residence there and made much noise,
especially at night. It sounded like they were dragging chains back and forth, but where they got
any chains is still a mystery. The outside of the dwelling was covered with weather-boards which
had become loose, and one night we were awakened by a loud clatter. | went to the window,
looked out, and saw a huge porcupine gnawing on the boards. It was bright moonlight. | secured
a long willow and started to give the porky a good whipping.



He ran out across the bridge of the little stream with me after him. I must say that | was wearing
a short nightshirt and that was all. My wife often said she would have liked a moving picture of
that episode.

The High Rye was a very small district with about three bands of sheep and a small number of
cattle. Only three or four permittees ran cattle on this district, the largest outfit being the
Higginson and Semmers Ranch situated within the forest boundary.

The year 1919, however, was a very hard one for me, as | had to have all my teeth removed the
last days of May and was hospitalized for nine days with hemorrhages from my gums. This
weakened me very badly, and to top that, when we could get back to the Ranger Station both my
wife and | came down with influenza and were very sick. The result was that | did not get back
to work until the last part of June.

| rode my saddle horse down to Gregson, a distance of about five miles, to get mail and
discovered a fire south of there. | rounded up two men and we worked on the fire all that
afternoon and night and got a trench around it. As neither of the men could stay on the fire to
watch it and | was completely worn out, I returned to the Ranger Station to rest and to put my
wife at ease, as | knew she would be very much worried because | had not returned.

Very early the next morning | rode back to the fire. It had jumped the line in one or two places. |
returned to Gregson and tried to get help. There was none available. | phoned Supervisor Weber,
who said that he could not get me any help until the next day. I returned to the fire but was so
weak | could not accomplish much. | watched the fire and succeeded in keeping it fairly well
under control. Before noon the next day a man come from Butte and said he was the foreman of
a crew that was coming later. He went on up to the fire and | stayed at Gregson Springs until the
late afternoon train came with the crew. | took the crew up to the fire and then went home to bed.
The next day the crew got the fire out and returned to Butte. This fire was only about five acres
in size, but it was just the beginning of a very severe fire season. | had one fire after another until
a heavy snow early in October put an end to the worst fire season in nine years over the entire
Northwest.

My wife tried to move to Anaconda the fall of 1919, but owing to a shortage of coal there she
had to come back to High Rye. The winter of 1919-20 was a severe one, especially during
October, November, and December, and parts of January and February. Between supervising a
small commercial timber sale and preparing enough wood to keep us warm, | was fairly busy. |
had to cut down a number of large Douglas-fir trees that had been killed by smelter fumes from
the A.C.M. smelter in Anaconda. Temperatures hovered around 45° to 50° below zero, and the
snow was 3-1/2 to 4 feet deep all over the district. My timber sale work was performed on web
snowshoes, but | was used to that from the Fleece sale in 1917.

| think that Mr. Fay G. Clark took over the supervisor's position on the Deerlodge Forest early in
1920.

We were on the High Rye district until the spring of 1922, when | was assigned to the Big Hole
district as Ranger. Owing to having to purchase most of my supplies in Anaconda, 25 miles from



the Big Hole station, | bought a Ford car as it would help also in the administration of the
district, which was quite a large one. Since there was practically no activity on this district in the
winter after the close of the grazing and fire seasons, | had my headquarters in Anaconda from
December 1 to May 15 or 20, or as soon as | could get out to the Ranger Station on Seymour
Creek, about four or five miles from Fish Trap, which at that time was a post office.

One incident comes to mind which relates to the first summer on the Big Hole district. My
family always came out to the Arcola Ranger Station as soon as school was out. They had been
there for about two months or so when we made one of our trips to Anaconda for supplies. We
left Anaconda late in the afternoon on a hot August day, and it looked like we might have a
thunderstorm that evening. My wife urged me to stay in town that night and go out early the next
morning, but as | wished to make a field trip the next day I persuaded her to start back to the
station that afternoon. As we crossed the Continental Divide at the head of a fork of Mill Creek,
we ran into a severe thunderstorm which settled into a heavy rain and got worse as we drove on.
We came to a very steep pitch, and | told my wife to keep the engine running while 1 got out to
put on the tire chains. However, the engine died and | could not get it started again. | had to leave
the family in the car and walk to the Home Ranch, operated by the A.C.M. Company, a distance
of about three miles. There | got a man and team and returned to the car, hooked the car to the
wagon and was towed to the ranch. As it was during the haying season all the bunkhouses and
the main ranch house were full: We had to sit up all night, my wife holding the younger boy on
her lap and I holding the older one. We sat in the kitchen so kept warm by the kitchen stove.

In the morning one of the hay crew who had had quite a lot of experience with Model T Fords,
told me that probably the coils in our car had become wet. I dried them out thoroughly in the
kitchen-stove oven and we got the car started and drove on to the Ranger Station. | got a
"panning” from the Mrs. for not taking her advice. These coils had an important function in
regard to the ignition system of the car and when they got wet or very damp they shorted the
whole electric system. That was one of the "pleasures™ of driving a Model T Ford.

Another incident at the Arcola Ranger Station occurred one time when | was away on a field trip.
My wife and the two boys were at the station and she was working in the kitchen when she heard
a slight scratching sound. She thought it was caused by a mouse or a mountain rat, but looked up
to see a large snake crawling along the top of the door frame between the kitchen and living
room. She called to the oldest boy to close the door and went out to find something to cope with
His Snakeship. The only thing she could find was a digging bar, but she took that and knocked
the snake down. It crawled under a cupboard and coiled, but she killed it with the bar, took it
outside and hung it on a ladder that was leaning against the house. Fortunately, the snake was not
a poisonous one, but she did not know that. She did not panic as some women would have, her
whole thought being to protect the boys and herself. This was the largest watersnake I have ever
seen.

Herb Schwan, a student from the forestry school of the University of Montana at Missoula, was
my assistant during the summer of 1922. Tie was a very good and efficient helper, could use a
transit and was a great help to me as he was the author of the first grazing management plan that
had ever been drawn up for that District. He had a very harrowing experience while examining
the heavily timbered country at the head of Seymour Creek. A severe lightning storm came up



and he got off his horse to take shelter in a dense jackpine grove. His horse broke away and ran
out through the brush and trees, tore the saddle bags off and lost the compass, camera and all of
Schwan's films and other Forest Service property. Herb caught his horse but was unable to
recover the lost property.

The same John B. Taylor mentioned earlier as being the company foreman on the Fleecer timber
sale in 1917, who went to war with the Forest Engineers, and who was a graduate of the
University of Montana forestry school, came to the Deerlodge Forest as supervisor, vice Fay
Clark who had resigned to take other work. | had become well acquainted with John and was
very glad he was to be my chief.

My first job on the Arcola District was to encourage the formation of a livestock association,
which was accomplished almost immediately after | assumed charge of the District. The
cattlemen were anxious to form such an association, but had been under the impression that the
Forest Service would not cooperate.

In the fall of 1923 | was transferred to the Boulder Ranger District with headquarters in Basin,
about 36 miles west of Butte. | arrived in October and was quite disappointed with the Ranger
Station dwelling and with the poor school there. My wife refused to live at the Ranger Station, so
| rented a house in town. | learned in November that the Deerlodge Ranger District was to be
vacated by L. D. Willaimson, whom | had worked with in 1906-07; and who was moving to
Libby, Montana. A Joe Callahan was to be transferred from the Gallatin Forest to the Deerlodge,
but after he had looked things over there he said he would rather have the Boulder District,
probably on account of having to pay rent in Deer Lodge. It had been the policy of the Regional
Office that only one transfer per year of an individual would be authorized, but Supervisor
Taylor received permission to let me go to Deer Lodge, and | have lived here since that time.

| arrived on the Deerlodge District on a cold day of December 10, 1923, and found that Charley
Joy was in charge, although he was in the field when I arrived.

We were very glad to come to Deer Lodge as both the elementary and high schools were very
fine and the teachers excellent; in fact, this has always been the case. My headquarters was the
seat of Powell County, and we were fortunate in renting a fine six-room dwelling which we
afterward purchased. There were five old Ranger District headquarters cabins that | used for
stopping places.

"Chick" Joy was transferred to the Madison Forest as a District Ranger in March of 1924, and
Bill Blackman, who was my forest guard and general assistant during my last year on the Big
Hole District, and who had passed the Ranger examination, was assigned to the Deerlodge
District as my assistant. Bill was with me all of 1924 and until July 1, 1925, when he was
transferred to the Boulder Ranger District with his headquarters at the old Bernice Ranger
Station. He resigned later and is now foreman of a gas construction crew for the Montana Power
Company in Butte. Bill was raised in a Ranger Station in northern Idaho and was a good trail and
fire foreman.



My next assistant was Conway McAtee who had been raised on a sheep ranch in the Madison
Valley. He was a valuable assistant in the grazing end of the work, as he had had experience with
both sheep and cattle and knew the kind of forage suitable for each. However, he was just a
temporary man and there were no funds to keep him on during the winter. He managed to get
work the winter of 1926-27, and returned to work for me during the field season of 1927. He
took the Ranger examination that fall and received a grade above 90. However, as he did not
serve in the armed forces during World War I, owing to the fact that, as a foreman on his father's
ranch, he was engaged in producing both meat and wool as well as other products, he was
refused an appointment as Ranger, and the Forest Service lost a man who would have been a
topnotch forest officer.

The only good assistant I had during the next year or so was a man named Vern Runyan, who
had taken some forestry work at the University of Idaho at Moscow. He was with me in 1928
and part of 1929, when he was transferred to the Boulder District and sent to an isolated Ranger
headquarters on the Upper Boulder River. He resigned that fall and later left the state.

From July 1, 1929, until | retired July 1, 1935, I had no regular assistants - only per diem guards
and such men as | could pick up for smokechasers - as it became impracticable to break in green
men who had had no training nor experience in Forest Service work. By the time a green man
was broken in, the field season was over and he had to seek other employment and did not come
back the next year.

John B. Taylor was transferred to the Regional Office at Missoula, and then to Milwaukee,
Wisconsin, and R.T. Ferguson was supervisor until | retired. C.A. Joy was made assistant
supervisor a year or so before I retired.

The fire season of 1934 was the worst | had experienced since | assumed charge of the

Deerlodge Ranger District, and | guess that helped to pull my health down. Also my district was
greatly enlarged during the years from 1930 to 1935, and | contracted a bad stomach ulcer. I also
had to take several long, hard horseback trips during 1934, one in June through a heavy
snowstorm when the ulcer was very bad. The largest fire was on Rose Mountain in the vicinity of
Gold Creek Lakes, and | was unable to keep warm at night and could not sleep during the ten
days that I was on that fire. | had returned home, took a bath and got a small amount of rest when
| had to go out on another fire on the old Deer Lodge Farms, as the Farms had a contract for fire
suppression with the Deerlodge Forest.

| went through a medical clinic in Butte in December 1934, and on the strength of the physician's
report to Forest Supervisor Ferguson, steps were taken to have me retired, which | was on July 1,
1935. I wish to mention some of the Forest Supervisors and assistants that | worked under: John
B. Taylor, who is retired and lives in Missoula. I will always thank him for getting me
transferred to Deer Lodge, which | have enjoyed as home ever since. Charley Joy, my good
friend, and one of the best fellows | was ever on a field trip with. He had the distinction of
serving in several Regional Offices and wound up as chief of Range Management in the
Washington office. He retired recently and will live in California.



R.T. Ferguson was instrumental in getting me retired when | was about "all in." Fergie has
passed away since. And there was W.J. Derrick under whom I worked in 1906, in company with
Earl H. Clapp and Mallory N. Stickney. Mr. Clapp wound up in the Washington office. I don't
know what became of Stickney. Derrick was supervisor of the old Madison, and later of the
Custer Forest. Walt died in California the summer of 1958. And there were others | haven't
mentioned.

After | retired | was appointed as Police Judge here in Deer Lodge, and was reelected until I had
served nearly eleven years, when | refused to run again. | also served during World War Il as
chairman of the Ration Board here in Powell County.

On August 12, 1959, my wife and | celebrated our 50th wedding anniversary.

As Alex Dreyer, the columnist, says: "That's all for this time."

TWE TRANSPORTATION DQOBLE™M -~ THEN

NN P e -
| B &0 B2 T

E APPLICANT
et 4]

*
v

Cayd NG
o A7 N



http://www.foresthistory.org/ASPNET/Publications/region/1/early_days/3/images/fig3.pdf

A FEW HIGHLIGHTS OF MY EMPLOYMENT WITH
THE U.S. FOREST SERVICE 1918-1955
By Albert J. (Bert) Cramer
(Retired 1955)

| was born and raised on my father's homestead on the west shore of Flathead Lake and received
my grade and high school education in the public schools of Flathead Lake and Sanders
Counties, Montana. | graduated from high school in the spring of 1918. Immediately after
graduation my younger brother Art and | went to Missoula and volunteered enlistment in the
U.S. Marine Corps. Art passed the physical and was sworn in and left immediately for Mare
Island training camp, leaving me behind because | had failed to pass the rigid eye test required.
This was a great disappointment to both of us because our parents had talked me into staying in
school until Art became 18 on June 5, 1918, so we could enlist in some branch of the military
service together. However, | was accepted for enlistment in the Students Army Training Corps a
few days later and assigned to the University of Montana unit at Missoula.

While | was in the "Trick Army," as we called it, | met up with Chic Joy, Monk DelJarnette,
Ralph Crowell and a number of other young bucks who later entered the Forest Service and who
are now retired or about to retire. We talked about what we were going to do if and when we got
out of Uncle Sam's Army. That is where | first became interested in forestry as a profession. Our
Army barracks was just a stone's throw from the little old "shack" at the Montana Forest School.
It was here that | first met Dorr Skeels, Charlie Farmer, Tom Spaulding, Peg Lansing, Dick
Fenska and other early day Montana Forest School professors who taught Army courses and who
built up my first interest in "Forestry" as a college education.

My first job with the Forest Service was immediately after my release from the Army in late
November 1918. | hired out as a tree planter and was shipped to Sildax, Montana (on the Coeur
d'Alene branch of Nez Perce) where Ranger Frank Haun and foreman Alex ("Cockeye") Donally
had a tree-planting job in progress. It snowed about a foot a day or two after | landed on this job
but that didn't stop Ranger Haun from getting the trees planted that had been assigned to his
district. After trying the snow planting, all but about 10 of the 50 man crew quit within a day. |
just happened to be too broke to quit any job at that time so | stuck the job out, being rewarded
by free transportation back to Missoula at the termination of the planting job. | was paid off in
cash at Missoula by Fiscal Agent Urbanowitz whom many of the old timers remember.

In January 1919 | enrolled as a regular student in the Forest School at the University of Montana
and continued my educational efforts there each school year until 1922, accepting Forest Service
temporary employment each summer. My first summer was spent as a scaler on the Bitterroot
Forest where W.W. White and C.N. Stickney were supervisors and Bill Gee was the District
Ranger | worked for.

Although 1919 was a bad fire year in District 1, it just happened that | didn't get in on much
firefighting that year. My next summer (1920) was spent on the Flathead Forest where | served
as a scaler, timber marker, and fire guard. My bosses during that season were Clyde Webb, Al
Rossman and District Ranger Ansley Hutchinson.



While working as Commissary Clerk at the old Hungry Horse Ranger Station, during the latter
part of the 1920 season, | met Supervisor Joe Warner and Deputy Supervisors Charles Hash, K.
Wolfe, Eldon Vyrick and, last but not least, "Smokey," the "bull-of-the-woods" packer, and
Ruby, the lady packer. Ruby was an ex-doctor's dude wife from the East who fell in love with
the big out-of-doors and bought and operated a 30-horse pack string between Coram and Big
Prairie at that time. "Smokey" was the "Paul Bunyan he-man" type who packed and otherwise
looked after the 30 head of pack horses owned by Ruby. Smokey, Ruby and their horses spent
several winters at Big Prairie during and just prior to the early twenties. Ruby later became the
wife of Ranger Ray Quiman who was District Ranger at Big Prairie at that time.

Joe Warner probably never knew how near he came to getting shot by Smokey on a number of
occasions. You see, that big "bull of the woods" got heap mad over Joe meeting Ruby at Hungry
Horse and escorting her to Coram a time or two - on official business, of course. Ruby's pack
string was being hired by the Forest Service for seasonal South Fork main string packing, but
Smokey just couldn't understand that official business idea - or could he? In September 1920 |
shot my first grizzly. It happened on Devils Cork Screw Creek on the South Fork. I shot him in
the belly with a 38" Colt; a kid's trick; bear got heap mad, started tearing down and busting up
the timber. He never found me and I never found him. I never had any desire to shoot another
grizzly even though | had numerous chances.

| spent the summer of 1921 on the Moose Creek District of old Selway. Frank Jefferson was
supervisor, Jack Parsell the District Ranger and Stanley McKenzie the district packer. I cut and
skidded the timber for the first tower on sixty-two mountains and helped build the Parsell
honeymoon log cabin at Moose Creek Ranger Station that summer. Jack broke his new bride in
right that summer, cooking for the gang, tending telephone, milking the cow, etc., as all good
Ranger wives did in the good old days.

In September, W.C. "Cap" Evans and | hiked out to Hamilton via EIk Summit and Blodgett
Canyon. Spent one short night (on the floor) at the old EIk Summit Station. Floor space was the
best that Ranger Bill Bell had to offer. However, we were thankful to have even a roof over our
heads since it rained and snowed like hell every hour of that two-day and two-night trip. By
cabin talk at EIk Summit, Cap and I learned that Bill Bell was very mad at Regional Forester
Fred Morrell; and when Bill Bell got mad, he got mad all over. It seemed that Bill had loaned
Fred a saddle horse belonging to Bill's sister. The horse had just been returned to EIk Summit
that evening and was somewhat spur marked. No doubt a lazy pony and Fred was in a hurry,
hence a lot of urging was necessary. When Cap and | got our last pay checks we got mad too. We
had been allowed only two days' travel time for the trip from Moose Creek to Hamilton while the
Idaho ("native son™) boys who walked out to Kooskia got either 3 or 4 days' travel time. In other
words, there was discrimination in favor of the Idaho boys. Only natural, | guess, but a boy just
doesn't like or forget that sort of treatment. It should not be practiced.

During the school year of 1922 | married Johanna Guettler of Missoula and at the end of the
winter quarter of school | accepted a probational appointment as Surveyor Draftsman ($1220 per
annum) with headquarters at Missoula. I was just three months from graduation. | planned on
going back to finish within the next year or two but never made it to this day. Just had to keep
my nose on the grindstone, it seemed. During the field season of 1922 | helped Harold



Townsend, Dick Hilleary and Jack Ray revise and improve the drainage map of the Kootenai.
Art Baum was the boss on the Kootenai at that time. Bob Byers, who was the Ranger at Rexford,
had his eye on that cute little gal in the Supervisor's Office (Adelaide Erdman) but still didn't
convince her that she should change her name to Adelaide Byers until some time later. Spent the
winter of 1922-23 in the district engineer's office in Missoula, completing the office end of the
Kootenai mapping job. Took the Forest Assistant and Forest Ranger Civil Service examination
during the calendar year 1922. Got a grade of 65 in the Forest Assistant exam and 95 in the
Forest Ranger examination.

On April 23, 1923, | accepted a $1220-per-annum probational appointment as Forest Ranger and
was assigned to the Wolf Creek District of the Blackfoot Forest with summer headquarters at
Fairview Ranger Station, and winter headquarters at Kalispell. | loaded my young wife, Jo, my
young son, Albert, and our dog, Dewey, into a second-hand Model T and headed for Fairview
Ranger Station, located on Wolf Creek 60 miles by dirt road west of Kalispell. Les Vinal was
supervisor and Charles Hash, deputy supervisor of the Blackfoot at that time. A two-room log
cabin, located on the bank of Wolf Creek, served as living quarters, office, warehouse, etc. This
is where my good wife served her apprenticeship as cook, clerk, telephone operator, and fire
dispatcher, in which capacity she was privileged to serve, without pay, over the next eight years
on four different Ranger Districts. Two more sons, Bob and John, arrived while we were
assigned to the Wolf Creek District.

In the fall of 1925 I received a promotion to the Fortine Ranger District, which was the top-rated
district of the Blackfoot Forest at that time. My new salary, as I recall, was $1800 per annum. |
herded my milk cow about 40 miles over the Wolf Creek-Fortine divide by trail to my new
headquarters at Ant Flat Ranger Station, where | replaced I.R. "Jinks" Jensen as District Ranger.
It was here that | became quite closely associated with Fred Herring, who at that time was
serving in semi-retirement as Assistant Ranger of the Fortine District. Fred was one of the truly
and colorful old timers who had a hand in making early-day Forest Service history in the
Flathead locality. Fred was a ranch hand in the Dakotas in the pioneer days for Teddy Roosevelt,
and served with Teddy during the Spanish-American War in his Rough Rider Brigade. | have
been told that one of the early-day supervisors at Kalispell "tied the can" to Fred over a drinking
party. Theodore Roosevelt was President at the time. | guess Fred wrote Teddy advising him of
his predicament. The Forest Supervisor got a letter from "the boss" stating briefly, "Put Fred
Herring back to work." Fred was back on the job without loss of pay, as soon as they could find
him, and stayed until his official retirement in 1927.

During July, August and September of 1926 | got my eye teeth cut in big crew firefighting. Jim
Ryan and Ray Fitting were my supervisor and deputy at that time. The Forest Service never had
two better firefighters than those two old timers. Believe me, we had some good old lumberjack
crews who knew how to handle the crosscut saw, double-bitted ax, and hodag, and we also had
some good old lumberjack foremen who could get the jobs done even though it all had to be
done the hard way. | was just a kid in my twenties, with practically no big fire experience, when
the big Stryker fire broke on my district and spread to a 10-mile length and three-mile maximum
width the first day (July 31). Believe me, | had gained a lot of big-fire experience by the time |
awakened one morning in September with about one foot of snow on top of my bed on the
headwaters of Shorty Creek, where | was heading up a 300-man crew on the head end of the



Stryker fire, with no method of getting messages to or from the outside world except by foot or
horseback. My alternate, J.E. "Slim" Cluzen, (retired 1957), had a 50-man lumberjack crew on
that fire within about one hour after an 11 a.m. discovery, but couldn't hold it. That was
exceptionally quick and heavy manning in those days. My opinion is that present-day bulldozer
and airplane bombing could have caught that fire at five acres or less and saved thousands of
blackened acres. However, | would not want to back that opinion with more than 50-50 odds.

Following the season of 1926 | had the honor of serving as a guinea pig on what | believe was
the first detailed and exacting work plans preparation job done in District One of the Forest
Service. Earl Loveridge from the Washington Office and my supervisor, Jim Ryan, spent ten
straight days or so at my district headquarters analyzing my calendar year 1926 diaries and
writing up detailed work plans for the ensuing year. | recall that my diaries disclosed | worked
better than 10 hours a day and Sundays throughout the 1926 field season. I also vividly recall
what a nightmare the 1927 season turned out to be, with me duty bound to make an honest effort
to live up to and carry through with all the detailed daily trip and work scheduled which had been
guessed at and written up several months before the field season began.

Looking back on all my experience with Forest Service work and trip plans, | don't believe that |
am wrong in saying that work plans have been responsible for many gray hairs and thousands of
ulcers. Sound and timely planning has a great deal of merit and value, but, in my opinion, the
Forest Service has wasted a hell of a lot of man-hours and burdened a lot of good men with
worthless and useless paper planning, and useless records, just to satisfy the desires of some
crackpot plans expert somewhere up the line. Back in the good old days, forest officers were
rugged individuals, who were handed a job, "lock stock and barrel,” and then held responsible
for accomplishments. We had the old Use Book and one small manual of laws and regulations in
which one could find most answers that were worth while. In late years the forest officer has
become so burdened with volume on top of volume of rules, regulations, work plans,
instructions, etc., etc., that he becomes office bound and confused. Too many higher-ups trying
to justify their existence make it hell for the underdog and discourage strong leadership. The
Forest Service would get along better and accomplish more on-the-job results if it would
dispense with a lot of pencil pushing positions all along the line from the Chiefs office down to
the District Rangers and put that money into allotments for on-the-job accomplishments.

During a number of years prior to the time | took over the Fortine Ranger District, considerable
trouble was experienced with incendiarism in the Pinkham Ridge and Pinkham Creek locality
which is along the western boundary of the Fortine District. This situation became so serious that
armed guards were placed in the area throughout one season. This was just prior to the time that |
took over this district. One day in 1927 my alternate ("Slim™ Cluzen) and a crew extinguished a
small fire which was obviously of incendiary origin. This fire was on or near the homestead of
one of the old Pinkham Ridge ringleaders - a man reputed to have several notches on the stock of
his gun for men he killed before he came to Montana from West Virginia. The next day | was all
set for more fires in the same locality. Sure enough, about noon a couple more smokers showed.
Cluzen and I both went to these fires with a crew. It was obviously another incendiary attempt.
After we controlled the fires, Cluzen and I went to the home of Frank Moore, who was our prime
suspect. | left Cluzen on guard at the edge of the clearing surrounding the house. | proceeded to
the house and knocked on the door. All was perfectly quiet; there was no response to my knocks.



Finally I opened the door. A strong moonshine odor came from the room. | observed a
moonshine still operating in that room. | stepped to the door of a second room and observed
Frank Moore lying on his bed dead drunk from his brew.

Cluzen and I shut off the burner under the still, loaded Frank Moore in my car and took him to
Eureka, intending to arraign him before a court on a charge of incendiarism. All we could get out
of him was the occasional remark, "To hell with the fires."” Upon our arrival in Eureka our
prisoner was still too drunk to be taken before a court so we put him in the city jail over night to
sober up. The next day, Frank Moore pleaded guilty as charged and the court assessed the
customary fine. The prisoner pulled a roll of bills from his pocket that would choke an ox and
paid his fine. | then asked Mr. Moore if he wanted a ride back home since Cluzen and | were
going that way. To my surprise, the old, hard-boiled hillbilly accepted my offer. Enroute home
he asked what | had done about the still that | had found in his house. I told him that we had shut
off the burner when we left the house the afternoon before and that I intended to forget all about
the moonshine business as long as he confined his operations to his own property. | had no more
fire-brig trouble while on the Fortine District. In fact, Frank Moore did blacksmithing for me and
became quite friendly after this set to. | understand he want to the state penitentiary some years
later for butchering a beef that didn't belong to him. My motto: "Mind your own business." |
could have reported that still to liquor-law enforcement officers, but I didn't. I was not obligated
in any way to report stills on private property.

During the winter of 1926-27, Ranger L.E. "Les" Eddy, Deputy Game Warden Archie O'Claire
and | made a snowshoe trip into the Frozen Lake-Wigwam country along the Canadian line in
the large primitive area north of Fortine and Eureka, Montana. A report had come through the
Queen’'s office in England to the U.S.A. to the effect that some Canadian halfbreeds were
conducting extensive beaver-trapping operations on both sides of the International border. We
were warned that these trappers were dangerous men. It turned extremely cold the next day after
we took off from Ant Flat Ranger Station on snowshoes, armed with rifles and about 3 days'
light provisions, two small tarps and one blanket. We spent about ten days on that trip. The
thermometer dropped to 50° below zero and stayed around that figure throughout the trip. It was
luck that we had plenty of salt along because it was salt and the rabbits and birds that we could
kill each day that pulled us through. We stayed the first night out in an old cabin, the most
miserable night of the ten spent on the trip. We came home with our belts tightened up
considerably but feeling like a million dollars. The only fresh tracks, big game or human, that we
observed on the entire trip were those of a big grizzly bear that was traveling in or on 12 feet of
snow without snowshoes. Game Warden O'Claire called this sort of trip and results "a water
haul."”

| was transferred to the Plains District of the Cabinet Forest in the fall of 1928, and then to the
Noxon District when Ben Saint "bunched it" in the spring of 1929. Ray Fitting was the
supervisor of the Cabinet at that time. | recall only two rather exciting experiences while on the
Cabinet. One was when a big mother black bear made for me and I killed her with one bullet
from my "22" Colt placed accidentally in her right eyebrow. My little dog had run her cubs up a
tree. The mother bear jumped on my dog and | very foolishly tried to help the dog. The bear was
about 10 feet from me and coming right at me when | pulled the trigger. Very much to my
surprise she fell dead on the first shot. | have had several bear, including grizzly, stand me off



and try to bluff me but that is the only one that ever made for me, and it was very clear that she
meant business.

On another occasion | was down along the Clark Fork River between Noxon and Heron checking
on reports that Jap extra-gang men were doing a lot of fishing. They were all aliens and the local
folks wanted me to stop this fishing. When | sneaked out to the river banks I could see at least 20
Japs, all fishing. One fellow was right down under the bank on which | was standing. | went
down and proceeded to arrest him. While trying to convince this Jap that | was placing him under
arrest | could see the other fishermen dropping their poles and disappearing in the brush. As my
victim and | got back up to the railroad tracks all those 20 Japs who had been fishing surrounded
me and my prisoner and started talking Jap to beat hell. They sounded very threatening and
convincing. About the time | could feel numerous knives tickling my back, another Jap came
running up the track. He spoke good English. I told him that I had arrested this one man for
fishing and that | wanted to take him to Thompson Falls to the court. He told me he was a
foreman and that he would see that this man was available if | would come to the extra-gang cars
about 7:00 a.m. the next morning. | was there the next morning at the appointed time but could
not identify either the foreman I had talked to or the fellow | had arrested. Just another "water
haul.” I have often thought how lucky | probably was that | was not armed with a gun when |
went out that evening to check on the fishing by the Jap extra gang. | may have tried to use the
gun and someone would most likely have gotten hurt, so it was best the way it worked out.

| have my diaries back to 1931 only, so am not sure of the year, but believe it was during August
1930 that I had a string of fires set along the country road leading from Heron toward the Idaho
divide trail up Jack's Gulch. It just happened that | was at the Noxon station when this report
came in so | went to the fires with all available men. Upon arrival it was immediately evident
that they were deliberately set by someone. | followed tracks from one fire to the next, and next,
etc.

The tracks finally led out into the dusty county road and up the road toward Jack's Gulch. At the
end of the county road the same fresh tracks continued on up the Jack's Gulch trail. I called
Supervisor Fitting from an emergency telephone at the end of the Jack's Gulch road and advised
him of my intentions to follow those tracks which I believed were those of an incendiarist. |
suggested he call the Coeur d'Alene supervisor, advise him of my suspicions and intentions and
ask him to send someone out from Magee Ranger Station to intercept the suspect, or at least meet
and help me in what | was attempting to accomplish.

After phoning Fitting | took off up the Jack's Gulch trail in high gear. | followed the suspect's
tracks about 12 miles across the Montana-ldaho divide and down to within a couple hundred
yards of a cabin on Independence Creek, known as the Planting Warehouse. At that point the
tracks left the trail. | checked the cabin and all trails leading out from the cabin. | found no
further tracks. The cabin was locked and all shutters were in place on the windows. It was about
midnight by then so | decided to spend the rest of the night in the cabin and continue my search
for the suspect in daylight.

I unlocked the cabin and found and lit a couple of candles. I then noticed something in one of the
bunks which resembled a man's body covered with blankets. I pulled the blankets back and, low



and behold, there was a wide-awake man staring at me in the dim candlelight. It sort of startled
me because | had checked for signs of anyone's forcibly entering the cabin and found nothing to
indicate that this was the case. | asked the stranger if he had any objection to my occupying the
cabin with him for the balance of the night and he said, "Sure, that will be 0.k." I did not identify
myself or question the stranger that night concerning how he got into the cabin, who he was,
what he was doing in the locality, etc. | ate a bite, rolled into the top bunk above the suspect, and
pretended to sleep, but | was actually just waiting for daylight. By this time | was sure | had a
"firebug"” on my hands and was determined that he was not going to be permitted to set more
fires, regardless of what | had to do to restrain him.

About 3:00 a.m. | heard horse hooves pounding the turf near the cabin, and in just a jiffy Deputy
Supervisor Ashley Roach came to the door, flashed a light on me and said, "Is that you Cramer -
did you find the firebug?!" ljumped out of bed without answering the question, went outside and
held a brief, whispered conference with Ashley, followed by another secret conference somewhat
later. We decided to arrest the stranger and, providing he did not resist, | would take him back
across the Montana-ldaho Divide which was by far the shortest distance to road and car
transportation.

After a breakfast of short rations we placed the stranger under arrest. Upon searching him we
found nothing in his pockets except a small bar of soap, some matches, a short fish line, and one
fishhook. The man denied setting any fires, and claimed to be a mining engineer prospecting for
minerals. | hiked the man ahead of me back to my car at Jack's Gulch where 1 telephoned
Supervisor Fitting, and he in turn consulted Attorney Charles Brothers at Missoula for
instructions. Mr. Brothers advised that we erred in bringing the man out of the state in which we
had arrested him. Fitting and | said we would take him back into Idaho by car. Mr. Brothers said,
"You can't do that, it would be illegal, you will just have to turn him loose.” We told Mr.
Brothers that, legal or not legal, we were not going to turn him loose and were taking him back
into Idaho.

| then proceeded by car to Heron where Fitting met me, another secret conference was held and it
was decided | should head for Coeur d'Alene with my prisoner. Upon arrival in Coeur d'Alene
the prisoner was arraigned before a U.S. Commissioner and officially charged with willful
setting of fires. A short time later a sanity hearing was held in a Federal Court at Coeur d'Alene
and the man was placed in a Federal asylum where he spent the rest of his life, | believe. The end
of another firebug's career.

This case was a good example of how a forest officer can get up against making vital and
important decisions in the backwoods. We made the mistake of illegally taking this man across a
state line while he was under arrest and before he was arraigned in court. There could be no
question but that getting a firebug out of the woods and keeping him out was morally right, so
the thing to do was to take him back into Idaho and worry later about the legality of our actions.
Our legal errors were never brought up or questioned either by the defendant or the prosecuting
attorneys.

| was transferred to the Pend Oreille Forest in North Idaho on April 4, 1931, and was assigned to
the Sandpoint Ranger District. Ray Fitting was the supervisor and Albert Cochrell the deputy



supervisor. The fire season of 1931 was a nightmare. | started fighting fire on my own district in
May, and was called to the Deer Creek fire north of Bonners Ferry, ldaho, on July 26. On our
way to this fire we could observe the cauliflower top on the fire, indicating it was going places. |
was in charge of various sectors of the Deer Creek fire; there were some good and a lot of bad
results. Hundreds of miles of fire line were built, hundreds of miles of line lost, and at least some
incendiarism to contend with, including the initial setting of this fire. I was finally released from
this fire on August 15 by Supervisor Clyde Webb of the Kootenai Forest. He brought Ranger
Bert Bealey to my camp near Pete Creek Meadows on the Kootenai Forest and placed him in
charge. That camp was near where the fire crossed the Canadian line and continued on into
Canada, at least 30 miles airline from where the fire started.

I will never forget one night during this 20-day fire assignment. | had about 300 men camped in
a big meadow. The fire seemed to be coming in on us from all sides, which was unusual. | am
sure there were firebugs working that night. | fed the entire crew before dark and put all men
back out on the fire line again because it seemed that we were going to have to fight to save our
camp. About midnight a tall white pine snag struck one of my men squarely on the head,
bursting his head in two pieces and literally driving him endwise into the ground. | pulled the
entire crew into camp and told them to hit the hay. | found a bedroll and just passed out. The next
thing | knew Regional Forester Evan Kelley was shaking me and peering down into my face. It
was daylight. As soon as he got me fully awake, he said, "What the hell is wrong - kill one man
and order 500 to replace him." The Major then informed me that the sight of this dead man when
they carried him into camp the night before had apparently caused my timekeeper to blow his
top, resulting in his jumping in a car and driving to Bonners Ferry and ordering 500 men and
equipment for my sector of the fire. The Regional Forester just happened to be in the Sandpoint
office when this order came in and thought he had better come out and see what was going on.
As it turned out we didn't need or get the 500 men the next morning, but | will agree that it
looked like we would need a thousand men when the firebugs were working the evening before.

The afternoon of August 3, 1931, Supervisor Jim Ryan called and wanted help on the big
Freeman Lake fire which was going hog-wild. That fire had started near Freeman Lake and
traveled several miles that afternoon to a point where it was threatening to destroy the Priest
River Experiment Station by that first evening. This fire fooled everyone by spotting across wide
ravines, burning a number of ranch homes and other buildings which were normally considered
fireproofed by their surroundings. I picked up a 30" x 8" x 2" thick cedar shake about 6 miles
from where it was known to have been torn from the roof of a barn that burned. That scorched
shake had actually been torn from the roof and thrown that distance by the force of the heat and
wind during the time the fire was making its big run that first afternoon.

| learned a lesson the first day on this fire which I have never forgotten. My 50-man crew and |
became trapped by a blowup behind us. A big,?mouthy strawboss that | had immediately started
to try to outrun the blowup and take my crew with him. I knocked a handle out of a grubhoe,
stood my ground in front of this strawboss and the crew and threatened to crown the first man
who tried to pass me. In just a minute or two this strawboss and the crew saw what would happen
to them if they did not obey my orders. | took the crew into a nearby crowned-out area where it
was still hot and smokey but safe, and no injuries resulted. Experience paid off again.



The evening of August 25, 1931, | got called to the big McPherson fire that was coming off the
Magee District of the Coeur d'Alene and onto the Noxon District of the Cabinet. George
Duvendack was District Ranger at Noxon. Assistant Regional Forester Glen Smith was placed in
charge of the Cabinet end of the fire. It was on this fire that I first met Axel Lindh and a number
of other Region Six overhead. | was released from the McPherson fire on September 5, and the
next day another bad railroad fire broke out near Sandpoint.

I will never forget the close call about 50 men had on that fire. This crew had established a line
across a canyon at the head of the fire and were holding it. Supervisor Ray Fitting was watching
the fire from the window of the Supervisor's Office in Sandpoint. About noon he became
convinced that the fire was getting set for a big blowup that afternoon. He sent a messenger with
orders to pull all men off the front or north end of the fire and be prepared for blowup conditions
that afternoon. The orders to pull all men out of the canyon at the north end reached the foreman
and sector boss of the canyon crew just in time. They abandoned the line and rushed down the
canyon to the shore of Lake Pend Oreille where they waded out into the lake as far as possible
and put fires out on the shirts of one another, with the flames from the fire burning the green
leaves off the cottonwoods almost over their heads. There can be no question but that years of
experience and mature judgment paid big dividends on that occasion.

The mature judgment gained by the old timers through years of experience has been a blessing to
the Forest Service over the years. The young foresters of today who are taking over from the old
timers must not overlook the extreme importance of developing men along these lines, and
seeing that at least one of them keeps in close touch with big fire situations at all times. All of us
who have fought a lot of big fires have had numerous close calls. Experience, mature judgment
and foresight have saved human lives hundreds of times. I repeat, keep a generous supply of that
sort of fire overhead developed and on the job at all times. With modern fire weather forecasting
and communications, which we did not have even 25 years back, there is no excuse for not
recognizing blowup conditions and taking action which will prevent disasters such as the Mann
Gulch fire where 13 smokejumpers perished.

During August 1932 | had three fires reported in the Carywood locality. | went to the fires with
three men. suspecting there was something wrong about three fires showing all at the same time.
Upon arrival at the first fire | found fresh tracks nearby. The footprints had easily identifiable
print patterns customarily found on rubber-soled shoes. By taking lots of time | was able to
follow the tracks from the first to the second and on to the third fire. From the third fire the
tracks led westerly across a 40-acre brush flat and out across a plowed field directly to a
farmhouse. By the time | reached the house | had firmly made-up my mind that if | found a man
with those easily-identifiable soles on his shoes | had my "firebug." By the time | reached the
house | was getting mad; | had had so much trouble with this sort of fire and so little success in
getting confessions because of handling the suspects with kid gloves. | was also disgusted with
how the attorneys would prosecute only lead-pipe-cinch cases, with the consequence that Uncle
Sam was stuck for all costs on numerous fires of this sort.

As | approached the house | noticed many tracks of the type | was looking for in the dust around
and near the house. The man who responded to my knock on the door was wearing a new
looking pair of tennis shoes of the type suspected. I informed the man of the fires and he



pretended to know nothing about any fire in that locality. | decided | might have to get rough
with this fellow, and since | didn't want to have both him and his wife to handle I invited him to
go with me to a point behind his barn from where I could show him the smoker. He fell for my
suggestion. On our way to the barn I observed that the tracks the suspect was making were
identical to tracks I had trailed from all three fires. | was really getting mad and determined.
When my suspect again denied any knowledge of the fires I just couldn't keep my hands off him
any longer. | grabbed him right by the shirt front with my left hand, and with my right fist
clenched and drawn back ready to strike I told him a lot of things in a very short time. | don't
know what all I said but it must have been convincing, because within a half minute or less this
full grown man of 50 years started to cry like a child. He confessed that he had set all three fires
that morning in hopes that they would spread over all of his and adjoining range which was
brushed up quite badly.

| took the man to the fires and had him tell his fire-setting story to my crew and then had him
sign a written confession with the crew as witnesses. About 15 days later the District Judge at
Sandpoint gave this man the minimum sentence of 60 days in jail. The judge then gave the
confessed "firebug" and a number of his neighbors who had been character witnesses at the
hearing, a good, sound 10-minute fire lecture. At the conclusion of the lecture the judge
suspended the sentence and told the farmer to go home to his family. This farmer shook my
hand, and with tears streaming down his cheeks thanked me for what he called "extremely fair
treatment,” and assured me that I would have no more trouble with him. I had no more fire-
setting trouble in that locality.

In August 1934, | was called to the big Pete King fire on the old Selway Forest. | was told that an
airplane would pick me up at Sandpoint. Even though | had fought a lot of fire at home that
season, | was thrilled when the call came because it involved my first airplane ride. | traveled in
style to that fire in an open cockpit plane. | put in the next four weeks fighting fire on a number
of different sections, winding up the season at the Falls camp on the Selway River on September
7, when the first general rain finally cut loose.

I will never forget how sick | was when | was released from that fire assignment. The stomach
trouble, which most all of us had when we left that fire, was traced to the fact that the fire got so
big that nearly everyone had to live, eat, sleep and work inside the burned area and drink the fire
ash and lye-impregnated water, not for a few days, but for several weeks. | never fully recovered
from this sickness and finally on January 9, 1935, | submitted to surgery in a Spokane hospital
for stricture of the esophagus. My doctor blamed my throat trouble to irritation started in the
esophagus by the fire ashes swallowed and lye-impregnated water drunk while fighting fires
during the 1934 season. | was hospitalized 20 days, using all my 15 days sick and 15 days annual
leave, before | was able to get back on the job. I paid all the doctor and hospital bills and am still
living with an abnormal and bothersome esophagus.

| suggested to my Supervisor that this should be a compensation case but he was unable to
convince the higher ups that it would be approved, so the matter was dropped. I will always feel
that this was an injustice to me that would not be dealt out to a forest officer today. The Forest
Service has become more considerate and humane in recent years. | have heard old timers say



many times that the Forest Service was more considerate of its horses and mules than of its
personnel in years past.

This reminds me of another incident along this same line. During one summer season while |
was District Ranger at Sandpoint. Idaho, one of my smokechasers almost drowned. Alternate
Ranger Donald R. Nelson and Headquarters Smokechaser David Harris, after coming in from a
dirty fire, decided to take a swim in the Clark Fork River after supper one evening. After
washing their bodies at the water's edge near the old wagon bridge, both of them dived into the
river and swam in approximately the center of the river channel. Both were expert swimmers.
The river is close to 500 feet wide at that point. All of a sudden Don heard Dave call for help.
Don looked around just in time to see Dave go out of sight with his arms spread wide apart as if
in cramps. Don swam to where he estimated was the spot where he saw Dave go down and dived
several times looking for Dave. Finally Don became completely exhausted and had to swim to
shore to keep from going down himself. Don spent a minute or so on the river bank beating his
arms across his chest and otherwise exercising, and dived back into the river. He swam to where
he believed he had seen Dave go down and began diving and looking for Dave again. Finally, by
sheer luck, he located Dave lying on the bottom of the river. Don swam back to the river bank
with Dave in tow. Dave's body was turning black and very rigid by that time. Don had recently
taken Forest Service first-aid training and lost no time in starting artificial respiration. Don says
that after what seemed to be fifteen to thirty minutes Dave's body began to limber and soften up
and he finally regained consciousness. Dave spent the next couple of days in bed but fully
recovered within a few days.

| have repeated the facts concerning this near serious accident as related to me by Don and Dave
the day following the incident. Knowing these two men as well as | do and also the river and
water conditions under which this rescue was made, | wish to say that Donald R. Nelson
performed a Herculean and heroic task in locating the body of David Harris on the bottom of the
river and in getting Dave to the river bank. Dave Harris can thank his lucky stars that a young
"bull-of-the-woods" like Don Nelson was near him and saw him go down. There is not one man
in a hundred who would have had the physical ability to make this rescue, to say nothing of the
guts and whatever else it took to accomplish this job. Dave Harris can also be thankful that Don
understood how to administer artificial respiration; otherwise it would have been taps for Dave.

| reported this near serious accident to the Forest Supervisor. So far as | know, to this date
nothing further was done toward giving Don Nelson some sort of official recognition of this
heroic deed. | wonder if it is too late still to do something along that line. It is my understanding
that medals are given for heroic deeds of this sort. If that is correct | believe Don Nelson is
entitled to be awarded a medal. Don Nelson is at the present time a successful rancher living near
Plains, Montana. David Harris, a World War One veteran, and father of a large family, lives on
his homestead near Clark Fork, ldaho, I believe.

| was promoted to Chief Ranger on December 1, 1936, and assigned to the Supervisor's staff of

the Lewis and Clark Forest. R.T. "Fergie" Ferguson was just replacing Bill Willey as Supervisor
at Great Falls, and Adolph "Wee" Weholt was Deputy Supervisor. | was placed in charge of fire
control improvements and wildlife management. It was here that | met old time District Rangers
Dave Lake, Emory Wilson, Stacy Eckert, Lester McLean, Walt Streeter, Lawrence Howard, and



Tom Wiles. A fine bunch of fellows, all from the old school. Fred Kennedy replaced Weholt and
George Duvendack moved to the Choteau District within the next couple of years. They were
young sprouts like myself at that time.

The season of 1936, when almost the entire Little Rockies Divison burned, demonstrated that
eastern forests will burn. This was true of the 1940 season also. | wish to say that | was on a big
percentage of the large fires of Region 1 from 1919 to 1955, and none of them burned more
fiercely or were more dangerous than the Hungry Horse and Teton River fires on the Lewis and
Clark in 1940. The 1936 Little Rockies fire was another example of a very dangerous and rapid-
spreading fire. Don't ever underestimate the potentialities of eastern Montana fires in bad years.

In the spring of 1941 | was promoted to the position of Regional Law Enforcement Officer and
transferred to Missoula. | enjoyed this work, and in my opinion, accomplished a great deal of
good, sound law enforcement work during the next ten years. I could write a book recording
interesting and worthwhile law enforcement accomplishments during that period. However, this
write-up is already getting too long so | will close this period mentioning a couple other
incidents.

While in Virginia City one day | met and shook hands with a sheriff whose name | can not recall
at this time. He asked me if | was a brother of an Art Cramer who back in the 20's was Ranger at
Ennis. I told him Art was my kid brother. The sheriff shook my hand again and said, "I want to
tell you Cramer, that brother of yours had the most guts of any man I have ever known." He then
recited the circumstances of how Art had called him one day to report that a sheepherder on one
of the Forest Service sheep allotments had gone nuts and had run the owners of the sheep off
with a rifle, threatening to shoot anyone who tried to come near his sheep wagon or bother his
sheep. Art asked the sheriff to go with him and arrest this crazy man and put him where he
belonged. The sheriff accompanied Art to the sheepherder's camp. They were both armed with
rifles. As they came within sight and rifle range of the camp it was agreed that one should stay
by the car and the other walk up to the herder's wagon and make the arrest.

Although it was actually the duty of the sheriff to make this arrest, Art volunteered and insisted it
was his duty to approach the herder and disarm him. The sheriff covered the herder with his rifle,
with the car as a shield, while Art approached the sheep wagon. The herder aimed his gun at Art
as he approached and shouted numerous threats, but Art just kept on walking straight toward the
herder while trying to reason with him. The sheriff said he didn't know how he kept from
shooting the herder to save Art's life because the herder kept shouting threats and aiming the rifle
right at Art's guts. Art finally grabbed the rifle right out of the herder's hands.

If Art were alive | feel sure he would object to my putting this in writing. However, | believe
episodes of this sort are worth recording and | doubt if this one has been. | believe all who
worked with Art over the years realize that he had guts and also lots of what it took to get the job
done. Also, even some of the higher-ups with whom Art tangled at times, will have to agree that
Art's work saved a lot of topsoil for future generations in both Region 1 and Region 2. It is too
bad that he could not have lived to enjoy a few years in retirement and do a little writing about
his experiences and the pursuit of his ideals.



On September 19, 1951, | got notice from my boss in Missoula that the Chiefs office was
insisting upon termination of my official position as Investigator and offering me a transfer back
to administrative work in Region 1. This notice fell on me like a bomb out of a clear sky. | was
52 years of age and had planned to stay in Forest Service investigative and law enforcement
work for probably another 10 years, and then retire as a Federal Law Enforcement Officer under
an August 25, 1949, amendment to the Federal Retirement Act (5-USC-691-Par. d). This would
have been far more to my advantage than retiring as a regular forest officer. | was thus forced to
make an almost over-night decision as to whether to accept a transfer back to an administrative
position, thereby losing the special law enforcement officer retirement rights | had accumulated,
or to apply for immediate retirement on the basis of a law enforcement officer. The advantages
of retiring as a law enforcement officer wherein, with 30 years' service at age 50, full-pay credits
applied, were very obvious so I decided to apply for retirement rather than accept a transfer to an
administrative position on some Region 1 forest.

Finally, on October 3, after a great deal of work and wonderful support from all fellow workers
and bosses in Region 1, my retirement application went to the Chiefs office, supported by
volumes of statements, etc., etc. Finally on October 18, after numerous wires, telephone calls,
etc., between the Regional Forester's office and the Chiefs office, | was given notice that my
retirement application had been disapproved and immediate transfer to the supervisor's staff of
the Coeur d'Alene was the only way out. | reluctantly agreed to this transfer with the definite
understanding that the transfer was not to jeopardize my rights to retire at some future date on
the basis of my service as a law enforcement officer.

On December 6, 1951, | loaded my wife and 30 years' gatherings into my car and headed for the
Coeur d'Alene Forest, where | served as fire, lands, range and wildlife staff officer until my
official retirement at age 56 on May 31, 1955. Before applying for retirement in 1955, | asked a
U.S. Senator to check into and ascertain why my 1951 application for retirement as a Federal law
enforcement officer was not approved. After several months' investigation the Senator came up
with the answer that my 1951 application was not approved by the Civil Service Commission
because it came to them without the approval of the Chiefs office of the U.S. Forest Service. |
don't mind saying that this information, cut me deeply and made me mad enough to head straight
for Washington, D.C. and twist a few noses.

| greatly appreciated how wonderfully my coworkers in Region 1, who had just heard knowledge
of the facts, had gotten behind and approved and pushed my application for retirement as a law
enforcement officer. It was hard to realize that the "big shots" in our Washington office would
absolutely disregard regional recommendations and disapprove my application, thereby beating
me out of approximately $100 per month retirement pay which | was honestly entitled to for the
rest of my life. I have my ideas but will probably never know just why the Chiefs office insisted
upon terminating the position of Investigator in Region 1 in 1951. Could it be that I shot too
straight and refused to pass up or wink at facts in certain fire cases to which | was assigned to get
and record the facts but was later called off for some unknown reason? | realize now that | made
a serious mistake by agreeing to accept a transfer back to administrative work in 1951, thereby
relinquishing the retirement rights which I had accumulated while working as a law enforcement
officer.



I have all my diaries for the last 25 years of my 36 years' service. | have recorded a few
highlights of my 25 years as an administrative officer. The many interesting and unique
experiences during the ten years | was assigned as regional law enforcement officer for Region 1
would make this write-up too long, so that will have to be another story someday.

In closing, | wish to pay tribute to the hundreds of wonderful Forest Service men and women
with whom | have worked and associated down through the years. Most of them have by now
retired and many have passed to their reward. Even though I have voiced criticism, registered
complaints and made suggestions for improvements, I realize fully that the Forest Service is in
good hands. My wife and | have no regrets that we were for many years members of this fine
organization. We point with pride to Forest Service accomplishments over the years with full
confidence that the good work will continue.

Timber-marking group on Cooper Sale on Mill Creek, Yellowstone Forest Reserve,
Absaroka Division, 1906.

1. Cal West, Ranger 2. Allen, a visitor 3. Yerkes, Ranger 4. John Keach, Forest Assistant 5.
E.C. Russell, Forest Supervisor 6. Bert P. Kirtland, Forest Assistant 7. Gifford Pinchot,
Forester (Chief) 8. Harry Kaufman, Ranger 9. Thos. H. Sherrard, Asst. Forester 10.
Ramsey 11. Coley, Laborer




By E.H. (""Smokey'") Cunningham
(Custer National Forest)

In August 1934 three CCC camps were established in southeastern Montana and one in South
Dakota. The three in Montana were at Ekalaka (one), and Ashland (two), and that in South
Dakota was at Camp Crook in the Long Pines. They were created because of the crop failures in
eastern Montana and the western Dakotas resulting from the drought. The boys were recruited
from these areas, and | believe they were some of the best CCC boys in the organization. There
were very few "gold-brickers,"” they knew how to work and most of them were willing to do their
share. |1 worked in all these camps.

When these camps started we were building the Fifteen Mile road at Ashland. We had an Austin
patrol, a "40" Cletrac dozer, and a 35" Allis Chalmers crawler tractor. We rented work horses
from the ranchers and built roads and reservoirs with team and Fresno. It would seem awfully
slow now to move dirt that way, but we got a lot of stock-water dams and roads built. Most of
the boys were pretty good with horses.

The two camps at Ashland were there a little over a year. They built about 200 miles of range
fences, 100 miles of road, about 50 reservoirs, and developed around 200 stock-water springs.
They also built about 100 miles of telephone line from Lame Deer to Fort Howes and to White
Tail station. This line was so well built that the Bell Telephone Company bought it and is still
using it, with very few changes. These camps also did a lot of thinning and pruning of timber,
got out thousands of fence posts and telephone poles, and peeled and treated them. This was a
winter project.

The Camp Crook and Ekalaka camps were there about two years. Their work was about the same
as that at Ashland, except there was no power equipment the first year and all the work was done
with team and Fresno. They built about 150 miles of road, 40 stock-water dams, 200 miles of
range fence, and developed about 150 stock-water springs. Their winter work was mostly
thinning and pruning timber, getting out fence posts and telephone poles and peeling and treating
them. They also made a deer count in the Long Pines in the spring of 1936. | don't remember
what the count was but it was very low, | believe. There were only 16 whitetail counted, and now
there are thousands of them. The Montana Fish and Game Department are doing all they can to
hold them down but are having a hard time "holding their own."

Each camp had about 200 boys; the Army kept 40 or 50 around camp for their work. A lot more
would have been accomplished if the Army had eased up on their restrictions and let the Forest
Service hire their own overhead instead of having to use the political appointees assigned to
them as crew foremen. One of the camps | was in was sent two construction foremen. One had
been a railroad conductor most of his life. The other had been a school teacher and had also
worked in a post office. One of them asked me what I did, and I told him | was a dozer operator.
A few days later I was coming down the road with the little cat and ripper and he looked it over
and said, "That dozer is quite a machine.” I told him that wasn't the dozer. Within the next few
days | passed him with the patrol grader, which he thought must be the dozer. | told him it
wasn't, and he wouldn't believe anything I told him after that and thought 1 was kidding him all
the time.



The superintendent took one of these men out with some CCC boys to build a reservoir. He
showed him where to set camp, then took him over a hill about one-quarter mile and told him to
cut poles for a corral. He left him there and returned to the main camp, but the man was lost and
the boys had to go find him.

This same foreman had been told how to build a dam, but he got mixed up and started putting the
core up and down the creek instead of across it. One of his crew was an L.E.M. (local experience
man), who had quite a time getting him to change it.

Another political appointee was an engineer. The engineer in the other camp was told to keep an
eye on him and check his work, so he would call him up and ask how he was doing. He got the
same answer every time: "Right on the button.” A lot of his work had to be done over.

In January 1936 | was transferred to Camp Crook, S.D., from Ashland. | had a Model A coupe,
hooked a trailer on behind and took off with my wife and daughter from Miles City for Camp
Crook, a distance of 150 miles. The weather was very cold and there was a lot of snow, and it
took us two days to make the trip. Between Buffalo and Camp Crook the snow was so deep you
couldn't see the fence posts. There was just a narrow trail through that the snow plow had made.

I dumped my family off at Camp Crook and went out to a spike camp that was set up for the road
crew. There were about 40 boys in this camp, living in tents, but they were all happy and
contented.

The first night there | thought | would get acquainted with the boys so | went into the tent next to
mine. It was called the L.E.M. tent. They were talking about life in the penitentiary. They were a
pretty rough-looking bunch. One had been sent up for stealing a cow, another for horse stealing,
and | don't remember what the others had done, but they turned out to be some of the best men |
had.

A few days after I got there we received a call to head for the main camp with our two dozers.
There were only two men in camp who knew anything about operating a dozer. | took along
three men for each dozer, and two trucks. It was 47° below zero when we left camp and the wind
was blowing. Five to ten minutes was as long as a man could stay with a machine due to snow
being thrown back in the operator's face. We got to main camp and found they were out of coal.
The Army had failed to lay in enough coal for winter. We plowed out to a strip mine about 20
miles with a bunch of trucks and started mining coal. The temperature was holding from 45-50°
below zero, and it stayed there for about two weeks, the wind blowing all the time. We would
plow out to the mine, wait until the trucks were loaded, then plow back to camp. We would get
word that the roads were open to Camp Crook, so we would take the dozers and trucks and head
for town for supplies. | thought | had moved to the end of the world. This was not long after
Admiral Byrd had set up camp at the South Pole, so someone hung a sign at Camp Crook,
reading, "The Little South Pole,” and I think it was just about as bad.

Camp Crook had the distinction in 1936 of being the coldest, the hottest, and the driest in the
state of South Dakota. We had only a little over four inches of moisture that year - all snow, no
rain all summer.



I meet some of the CCC boys often. One owns a hardware store, another is a dirt-moving
contractor and operates a sawmill in Ekalaka, but most of them went back to the farms and
ranches. They do not regret the time they put in the CCC. I believe it was good training for the
boys. They learned discipline and how to be on their own, and some of them learned a trade. |
personally would like to see them back. They did a lot of good for themselves and for the

country.

After the CCC we had E.R.A, made up of local farmers and ranchers. We didn't get the work
done with them that we did with the CCC. We were always short of money for supplies. We
would have 40 or 50 men working through the winter, but as soon as spring came they would all
go home to put in their crops. They would be back with us in the fall after harvest. It was quite a
job to find work for 40 or 50 men in the hills when the snow was hip deep.



QUOTES FROM THE CUSTER FOREST FILES
by L.W. Shevling

The following is from historical data prepared by L.W. Shevling, who was appointed forest
guard September 1, 1905:

During the month of September 1886, both the West and East Short Pines were burned
over, destroying 90 percent of the reproduction and the larger part of the young timber,
doing but little damage to the mature timber. On July 5, 1905, the Short Pines were made
into national forest. In 1902 forest fires burned uninterrupted in the Long Pines covering
most of the hills; no effort was made to extinguish them, but rain finally did the work.
September 24, 1906, the Long Pines became a forest reserve.

Taken from THE RANGE GAZETTE, Camp Crook, South Dakota, and Ranger Shevling's
writings:

May 8, 1908 .... The office of the Long Pines National Forest was completely destroyed
by fire. May 14, 1908.... Forest fires burned over a stretch of ground 10 miles long and 22
miles wide, covering over 10,000 acres. It was out of control from Friday night until
Sunday morning. All the women and men in the vicinity who were able turned out to
help. Nearly all the timber burned. This fire was the young growth of trees that had come
up since the fire of 1886.

In July 1908, national forests started paying 25 percent of gross proceeds derived from
national forest proceeds, such as timber and grazing. The total amount to go to the three
states ...Montana, Wyoming, and South Dakota ...was $447,063.79 Montana -
$75,807.79; Wyoming - $41,402.38; and South Dakota $8,456.60. Prior to this year it
was 10 percent.

In the fall of 1908, the forest office was in the W.B. Padden residence which burned; the
office was moved to the hospital and later the same year to Shunign's store which burned
at a time when a large forest fire was burning in the Long Pines. All the supervisor's
records and equipment were destroyed; the forest offices were then established in the old
post office building.

W.H. Benton, construction engineer from the Washington office, came to Camp Crook
and drew up plans for a Government-owned supervisor's office, and by a special
appropriation of $1100, this building was constructed during the fall and early winter of
1909. In the erection of this building, Camp Crook has the proud distinction of having the
first building erected in the United States solely for Forest Service office purposes. The
building is 24 x 28 ft.; all rooms are commodious and well lighted and were planned for
the future as well as the present needs.

October 1909.... A Civil Service examination was held for Forest Ranger by Supervisor
Ballinger. There were 5 applicants. The first day written tests, including land survey,
estimating and scaling timber and the livestock business. The second day was taken up



with field tests which included riding and packing horses, pacing, and estimating contents
of an irregular field after pacing around the area. The five taking the examination were
the Rangers of the Sioux National Forest.

From THE RANGE GAZETTE:

Washington, January 8, 1910 ... Forester Pinchot Fired ... His Official Doom Sealed Last
Saturday by Order of President Taft.

November 26, 1925 ... Harding County will receive $990.19 as its share of National
Forest receipts from the Custer National Forest for the fiscal year ending June 30, 1925.
Including this amount, the county will have received from this source since the creation
of the Custer National Forest a total of $9,108.70. It was created July 2, 1905.

August 6, 1917 ... The Dakota National Forest in North Dakota has been abolished by
proclamation of President Wilson. This area comprised of 22 sections of land was
administered by the Sioux National Forest at Camp Crook, S. Dak. Land is restored to
settlement and open to homestead.

January 23, 1913 ... Forest Assistant K.D. Swan left before the holidays for a visit to his
former home near Boston, returned Tuesday with his bride, having been married only a
short time ago. Mr. and Mrs. Swan will make their home in the cottage near the forest
office.

(Note: This is the same K.D. Swan who was forest photographer in Region One
until his retirement.)

March 16, 1913 ... K.D. Swan transferred to Clearwater National Forest.

June 26, 1913 ... Alex MacNab, Forest Ranger of the Long Pines and Miss Ruth James
leave, for Bowman, N. Dak., where Saturday they will be married.

(Note: Mr. and Mrs. MacNab are both alive and reside on a small ranch in the
Ekalaka Hills. A story they tell about Alex: He is a Scotchman; they wanted him
to take a transfer and he didn't want it so they told him it was a transfer or else. He
said, "Be jasis, it will be or else then.")

July 15, 1920 ... Wolf drive next Sunday in Long Pine Hills. A day of real sport in
prospect for all who take part in big hunt for gray marauders next Sunday, July 15. The
start will be at 5:00 o'clock in the morning from the McClary Ranger Station, and
everybody is urged to be present at the station on or before that hour. Gray wolves have
become a serious menace to the livestock industry in the hills. It is known there are at
least six old wolves which frequent the south end of the Long Pines, besides a litter or
two of pups which will in time be committing depradations. Six head of yearling cattle
are known to have been pulled down by the wolves last week, and the situation has
become so serious that strenuous measures are called for. Everybody in this region of the



country who owns a good saddle horse is invited to participate in this big drive. A large
number of riders are needed in order to make the hunt a success; the more riders the
better chance there will be for accomplishing something. It promises to be a day of real
sport in the Long Pines.

From Ranger Shevling's writings:

The Sioux National Forest was created by Presidential Proclamation July 2, 1908. They
are Slim Buttes, North and South Cave Hills, East and West Short Pines, Long Pines,
Ekalaka Hills and Chalk Buttes, small isolated pieces of timber land, about 200-thousand
acres scattered over Eastern Montana and Northwestern South Dakota. Captain Seth
Bullock was appointed Supervisor. Rangers, or Forest Guards as they were called at that
time, were L.W. Shevling, A.F. McDuffie, C.A. Ballinger, S.J. Emswiler, and E.R. Clark,
and were part of Region 2 with the Regional Office in the Black Hills. In September 1908
they became a part of Region 1. In November 1908, the Dakota National Forest was
created. It was in the Little Missouri breaks of North Dakota. In the spring of 1917 the
Dakota Forest was abandoned. The rest of it is now one Ranger District under a Ranger,
an assistant Ranger, and an alternate Ranger, headquartered in Camp Crook.

In May 1918, the Sioux National Forest and the Custer National Forest of Ashland were
consolidated and the Supervisor's Office was in Miles City with J.C. Whitham as
Supervisor.

The personnel of the Custer National Forest - December 1921: J.C. Whitham, Supervisor;
W.E. Lockhart, Deputy Supervisor; E.W. Hartwell, Forest Examiner; Elsie M. Ruppert,
Chief Clerk; and Mary E. McClain, stenographer, all in Miles City. Rangers: Glenn L.
Dodge, Whitetail; Warren Akers, Twenty Mile; R.B. Rolfs, Otter Creek (now Ft. Howes);
Glenn Flathers, Poker Jim; J.O. Thompson, Ekalaka; J.N. Templer, Long Pines; L.W.
Shevling, Short Pines; M.G. Harvey, Slim Buttes; and O.E. York, Cave Hills.

In 1932 the Custer and Beartooth were consolidated and the Supervisor's Office was
located in Billings, W.J. Derrick, Supervisor.
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By Walter A. Donaldson
(Retired 1944)

In January 1897, news came via Western Union to Custer, South Dakota, and other Black Hills
towns, that President Grover Cleveland had signed a proclamation "reserving all public lands
containing timber which was more valuable for timber than for other purposes.” These were to
be known as Government Timber Reservations, under the administration of the General Land
Office, Department of the Interior.

About June that year, a Mr. Greene, Special agent for the General Land Office, arrived in Custer.
He hired a livery team and driver at $3.00 per day, and visited several sawmills in that vicinity,
interviewing the operators relative to their land holdings and the timber they were cutting. About
twelve sawmills operated in that area then, and after Mr. Greene had sized up all of them he
started doing business. The operators who would sign up for a sale of 100 M ft. B.M. kept on
operating. After the first 100 M ft. was paid for, cut and released, the operator was required to
put up another $100 in cash and went on cutting timber. No record was ever found, however, that
showed more than one $100 payment by the sawmill man to the Government.

My father, .M. Donaldson, was hired at $75 per month from the summer of 1897 to January 1,
1898, to scale logs at the largest mill. At that time timbermen all used the old Doyle scale rule,
six feet long, with a hand-hold on one end and a steel hook on the other for hooking at bark-
edge. There was no such thing as the Decimal C at that time. Logs were marked with a crayon
only, so my father took an old four-pound, single-jack (a one-man rock-drilling hammer) to the
blacksmith and had him make a "US" on one face for stamping the scaled logs. I think this
hammer was one of the first, if not the first, to be used on a Government timber sale.

| used to help my father stamp the logs, but the hammer was heavy for me to handle and my
father would take over when | tired. | was then fourteen years old. I delivered groceries evenings
after school and on Saturdays with a one-horse delivery wagon. The store was owned by my
father and operated for him by my uncle. My wages were $5.00 a month. Saturday, when my
deliveries were finished, 1 would drive to the sawmill to bring my father home for the weekend.

It was my delight to mark down the figures in the scale book when father called them off to me.
He also showed me some things about the use of the scale rule on logs. Many of them scaled
from 200 to 400 ft. B.M. | believe some forestry fever got into my system from this experience,
to crop out later.

Early in August of 1897, a forest ("timber") fire was reported by one of the range riders. Special
Agent Greene hired a man and seven boys to report at the livery stable the next morning to go to
the fire. | was among this crew. We had been promised $1.00 per 12-hour day and that was big
pay for the "Roaring '90's," so we were all "Johnny-at-the-rat-hole™ the next morning at 6:30.
The man in charge of our crew chopped down some saplings, trimmed off the limbs, leaving a
"brush™ at the top, and each boy was given one with which to beat out the blaze. On returning to
the livery stable that night, each of us signed a little blue slip and was given a silver dollar by Mr.
Greene for our day's work. | afterward learned that the blue slip was a subvoucher for an expense



account, and that the Government was allowing 20 cents an hour for firefighting. Six days later
the rains came, ending our firefighting job as well as part of Mr. Greene's income!

Mr. Greene left Custer, S.D., late in June 1898, bag and baggage, for parts unknown. He was
replaced by a fine gentleman named Hamaker from Indiana. Mr. Hamaker appointed three more
men who had been recommended to him by reliable local businessmen. These appointees were
James McFadden, J. Freeman Smith, and Cicero Graham. Under Mr. Hamaker, most timber
trespasses were settled, and the U.S. Treasury thereafter received all the money due it for timber
sold in that vicinity.

Seth Bullock was U.S. Marshall for Dakota Territory, with headquarters at Deadwood, and an
oldtime friend and range-riding and hunting partner of "Teddy" Roosevelt. He was also a
personal friend of Mr. Pinchot, and was appointed the first Supervisor of the Black Hills Forest
Reserve early in 1905.

One of the range riders on the Pactola District - Pitts, by name - sent in his diary at the end of the
month, which read in part about as follows: "Rode up Rapid Creek to sawmill; found everything
all right there; caught mess of trout on way back to camp. Started work 8:00 a.m., rode 8 miles;
quit work at 5:30 p.m." Bullock read the diary and immediately wrote the range rider: "On (date)
your diary shows, 'Rode to sawmill, etc.' On this date there was a considerable fire two miles
west of the sawmill on Rapid Creek. Why did you not go another two miles and put out the fire?"
Pitts replied: "I had been to a dance in Pactola the night before and had I gone any farther it
would have interfered with my afternoon nap." Bullock then wrote Pitts: ™Y our resignation will
be expected by return mail." Resignation submitted.

*khkkkk

Gifford Pinchot was appointed Chief Forester by James Wilson, Under Secretary of Agriculture
in 1905, when the Forest Reserves were transferred from the Department of the Interior to the
Department of Agriculture. From 1897 to 1905 the Reserves had been administered by Special
Agents from General Land Office personnel. The Secretary of the Interior made these political
appointments.

Following his appointment, Mr. Pinchot made a hurried inspection of the Black Hills, as well as
the forests in western Montana, ldaho, Washington, and Oregon. On his return to Washington he
started plans for reorganization under Civil Service rules. Some of the Interior Department's
political appointees whose consciences wouldn't permit a good night's sleep saw the handwriting
on the wall and resigned. However, there were some good men on the job who stayed, took the
Civil Service examination and received appointments.

Richard P. Imes, a native of the area, was the first forest assistant (technical forester) to be
assigned to the Black Hills under the Pinchot administration. He finished his forestry schooling
in Michigan, and passed the examination for forest assistant in the spring of 1905. The
Washington Office started sending out technical dope from Mr. Pinchot's office, some of which,
presumably, was composed by Forest Assistant H.C. Neal, a forestry graduate from Yale. He
was, it seemed, author of a letter directed to Supervisor Bullock which stated that the



Washington Office desired a full report on the extent and nature of the bug infestation then
current in ponderosa (yellow) pine in the Black Hills by the beetle technically known as
Dendroctenus Ponderosa. Mr. Neal was rather fond of throwing around as many technical terms
as possible, with which Bullock was unfamiliar.

Bullock read the letter over a couple of times and then handed it to Forest Assistant Imes, saying,
"Dick, what in h—- does this mean?" Imes told him, whereupon Bullock jumped from his chair
and left the office. He returned in about half an hour and penned a letter to the Washington
Office, which read about as follows: "My dear Gifford: Your letter of (date) received and
contents noted. Out here we call a tree a tree and a bug a bug, and I have a very good boy here,
Dick Imes, who knows more about technical forestry now than I ever will know. Please accept
my resignation, to take effect as soon as you can get someone to take over ..." Shortly following,
J. Freeman Smith, head Ranger from Custer, was called to Deadwood to take over as acting
Supervisor, and Bullock was reappointed as United States Marshall.

When Smith was appointed acting Supervisor, he hired me to look after his 40 head of cattle,
along with 21 head of my own, on Government range near Custer. This same arrangement
continued in 1906, when he agreed to pay me $60 per month for the season. | was also to put out
or report any timber fires | saw, and to make notes of anyone who wanted timber for fuel or
building material so that a free-use permit could be issued. He furnished me with a nickel-plated
badge about two and one-half inches in diameter, with this wording, as near as | can remember,
circling the edge: "United States Department of the Interior, Timber Reserve Service." Across
the middle of the badge were the words, "Range Rider." I soon learned to wear this badge under
my vest unstead of outside, as it made a very prominent target. | had no knowledge whatever
about any forest regulations, never having seen the Use Book or knowing even that one existed.

In February 1906, Mr. Smith posted a notice in the Custer Post Office, stating that a Civil
Service examination for assistant Forest Ranger would be held at Hill City, S.D., early in March.
He interviewed several young fellows and took applications for admittance to the exam. Fourteen
applied, including myself. The salary of assistant Ranger would be $900 per annum, and as | had
not done too well on the little stump ranch I had been farming, this salary looked like a fortune to
me.

This group met at the Harney Peak Hotel in Hill City on a March morning. The package of
examination papers was opened in our presence so we could see that there had been no finagling
of any kind. The written portion of the exam took all of the first day. | felt sorry for two or three
of these young men, as they seemed to get stage fright or something and just could not think of
anything to write. When time was called, one of them handed in his paper with nothing on it but
his name and address, and Mr. Imes showed him where to put that.

The second morning we went to a timbered area near Hill City for our field test. Each of us was
given a blank map sheet and a plainly marked section corner as a starting point. We were to
locate and describe all four corners of a designated forty acres, make a map showing the
topography and the approximate amount in board feet of all timber of the area. | was fortunate in
having had some experience in dragging chain for a good mineral surveyor, and was quite



accurate in pacing distances. He had also shown me how to read a compass, which also helped
me considerably in my mapping.

This work consumed the forenoon, and after lunch we were assigned a tree to chop down, trim
off the limbs, pile the brush, chop notches to indicate the proper log lengths, and give an estimate
of the number of board feet it contained. My previous experience with my father helped me in
this operation. Next we had to saddle and bridle a horse, mount and ride him fifty yards at a
walk, trot him another fifty yards, and lope him back to the starting point. We were timed, and
rated on efficiency. All made good scores on this, having practically been raised on horses.

Then came the packing test. Strewn around on the ground was the "outfit." It consisted of a
sawbuck pack saddle, blankets, ropes, bedroll, grub, pots and pans, dishes, shovel, axe, teepee,
dutch oven, gun, duffel bag, and a gentle horse; also three 6' x 6' canvas pack covers (manties)
for cargoing all that "junk.” Here the fun started. Imes, Peltz, Shoemaker and | were the only
ones who had ever seen a horse packed, to say nothing of ever having tried to pack one, so Imes
held us back until last and let the other boys figure it out as best they could. For the horse's
safety, the boys were coached in getting the pack saddle on the horse right-end-to.

Some of the boys put the bedroll on first and started to pile stuff on that, then the teepee, and
then began to rope it on. It was a real circus. None of them knew how to use the standard pack
cinch. Some of them tied all they could get to stick on with the sling ropes, threw the teepee over
the top and put on the "Oregon wind," which is to throw the rope over the top and then under,
and tie a slip knot. From there on it was "round and round" until the rope was used, and then tic
the end. When the horse was walked around, things began to fall off, and when the horse was
trotted around a circle, nothing remained on him but the saddle, teepee and a bunch of tangled
ropes. A few of the fellows made the pack stick on the horse by much weaving of rope and all
kinds of knots, but did not rate very high on their papers.

The marksmanship test, using pistol and rifle, was given next, and all made good scores because
we had been handling rifles since we were big enough to shoulder a gun. After the exam was
completed, Mr. Imes gave us a talk on forestry practices, including watershed protection, forest
fire prevention and suppression, and public relations, which was very interesting to us.

Of the fourteen who took the examination, those who passed were William Wiehe, Theodore
Shoemaker (not the same man by this name who later came to Region 1, and retired some years
ago from the Division of Fire Control), Frank S. Thompson, Standish Smith, Ed Clark, and
"Yours truly." Bob Peltz missed passing by two points, but on Supervisor Smith's
recommendation, the Civil Service Commission passed him because of his previous experience.
A timber sale had been made in the fall of 1905 to the McLaughlin Tie and Timber Company for
50 million feet of western yellow pine, "insect-infested, standing and down, as designated by the
forest officer in charge.” Peltz was sent to the Beasant Ranger Station with Ed Hamilton and
Imes to work on this sale. The Company's sawmill was located at Nahant, S.D., on the CB & Q
Railroad. The stumpage price was $1.00 per M ft. B.M. for dead, standing and down, and $2.00
per M for any infested green timber which might be marked for cutting by the forest officer in
charge.



A few old buildings and some twenty acres of pasture had been appropriated by Hamilton and
Neal and set aside as the Beasant Ranger Station. The buildings consisted of one 12' x 24" log
house, one 10' x 14' log chicken house, one log barn, and a good pole corral. There was a fine
mountain spring near the house, into which the boys had sunk a 50-gallon oak barrel for a water
supply. These buildings were on Government land that had been surveyed and reported to
Washington, D.C., for approval as an administrative site. They had been repaired and were being
used by Hamilton and the other men working with him on the sale.

Those who had passed the examination were notified to report for duty on November 1, 1906.
My wife and | had been married just a year when we started on the 60-mile trip to our new
location, the Beasant Ranger Station. Our household effects, loaded on my nearly new Mitchell
lumber wagon, consisted of a Monarch range with copper reservoir, dining table, four dining
chairs, a rocking chair, one oak bedstead, mattress and springs, a dresser with mirror, a trunk of
clothing, a box of kitchen utensils, a barrel of dishes packed in clothing, a roll of bedding, one
fair-sized box of grub, two sacks of spuds, and two sacks of oats for the team. We drove into
town for the night where my wife stayed with her parents and | stayed with mine.

The temperature was just above zero, with snow threatening, when we left at 8:30 the next
morning, | dressed in an old "sourdough™ (a long sheepskin-lined coat), and my wife in a
coonskin overcoat. My father loaned us an old Indian-tanned buffalo robe to put over our laps, so
we were well protected from the weather. Our first ten miles the traveling was fairly good, but
after that the road got progressively worse, and about 10:00 a.m. snow began to fall. By noon
there was about eight inches and the wind was blowing. We were passing the ranch of a German
family when the man came out to the road and invited us to come in for dinner and get warm. He
put the team in the barn and fed them. We reached the Charles and Toby Vonderlehr ranch after
twelve miles of travel that afternoon and were put up there for the night. Here we received the
same hospitable treatment that had been accorded us at noontime.

About fifteen inches of snow had fallen by the next morning, and we encountered some difficult
drifts in our fifteen miles of travel that day. We stopped at the Tony Matt ranch on Castle Creek
during the day, and went on to Reynolds Prairie where we spent the night at the Reynolds' ranch.
We got started soon after daylight the next morning, and arrived at the Beasant Ranger Station
after dark. Snow was up to the horses' bellies at the Ranger Station.

Several of us helped Thompson and Wiehe lay up the square of a cabin at Railhead, where they
could live near the job, and we had a "housewarming" Thanksgiving Day, with venison in place
of turkey.
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Completing the boundary posting on the western portion of the McLaughlin Company sale and
cruising and marking for cutting all insect-infested timber, was no small job with three to five
feet of snow on the ground. We were all equipped with snowshoes or skis. Bobsleds with nine
foot bunks were used, and some tremendous loads were hauled. "Snap" teams helped to break
sleigh roads in the woods to assist in getting the loads out to the main roads. At the landings
where logs were loaded onto cars there was a crosshaul jammer powered by a 1500-pound



skidding horse and a driver. This old "pony" and some of the other skidding horses were so well
trained they scarcely needed a driver. In addition, there was a "top-loader” and two hookers who
set the hooks in the ends of the logs. This made up the loading crew at each of the five landings.
Ten to fifteen loads per day were hauled to the mill.

The small village of Nahant was headquarters for the big mill. Six miles west was Camp One
where the cutting and hauling had started and was two-thirds completed. At Camp Two, eleven
miles west of Nahant and three miles east of Beasant Ranger Station, full-scale logging was
being done. A railroad siding for loading logs existed here.

Camp Two was operated by a man named Skinner - a stable boss who had charge of caring for
the work horses. His wife operated the boarding house under a contract with the Company.
Skinner had quite a large family - a girl about fifteen years old, and five other children ranging
down to a toddler. Mrs. Skinner had a great curiosity as to what was going on up and down the
line, and as we had telephone connections from headquarters to all camps, Mrs. Skinner spent
some of her time at the phone "rubbering.” Whenever the telephone would ring, the receiver at
Camp Two came down and we could hear the elder girl banging the pans and dishes around, the
baby crying, dogs barking, the middle-sized kids fighting, and we knew Camp Two was listening
in.

The senior McLaughlin had two sons, Ray and Ed, and a son-in-law, with the Company. Pat
Flynn, the son-in-law, was quite a joker, and one day he framed up with Ray to call from Camp
Three on some pretext or other, and this is about the way the story goes:

Ray: Hello, Pat, how's everything going down there?

Pat: Oh, about as usual but rather cold. Oh, yes, by the way, did you hear about the bad accident
at Camp Two?

Ray: No, what was it?

Pat: Well, when you rang me up a while ago, Mrs. Skinner at Camp Two ran over her baby and
tromped it to death trying to get to the phone in time to hear the conversation.

The receiver at Camp Two went up with a bang, and only some of the men would answer the
phone at Camp Two for nearly a month. My wife heard the foregoing conversation over the
phone, but there was no noise at the Ranger Station to give her away when she rubbered, so she
got away with it; however, she was mighty careful after that when she listened in.
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I received word in late February 1907 that | was to be transferred to the Hill City Ranger District,
to be stationed at the old Jackson ranch some fifteen miles west of Hill City. | was to be
responsible for supervision and administration of the Fred Beaman timber sale operation, and
rehabilitation of the improvements of the Ranger Station. | was to report March 1, and would be
given an allotment of $50 with which to buy material to repair the house there.



My wife and | were very happy about our transfer back to what we considered God's country
after the winter we had experienced in the deep snow. Peltz also was happy about it as it would
permit him to get married immediately and bring his bride to the Beasant Station, where he was
to take charge.

Mr. Beaman had agreed to furnish me accommodations at the sawmill camp until I had the house
at the Jackson ranch habitable, when my wife was to join me. | reached the Beaman sawmill in
time for supper February 28, having ridden my horse to my new station. When daylight came the
next morning, things did not look so hot to me. There were only two white men in camp, other
than the Beaman family. The others were Negroes, most of them ex-soldiers from the Ninth
Cavalry (all colored) at Fort Robinson near Crawford, Nebraska. They had been in the employ of
Beaman for a long time on wild-hay-cutting contracts, putting up hay for the Ninth Cavalry at
Fort Robinson. The Beamans furnished me board and room so | would not have to eat or sleep
with the colored people, which was quite agreeable to me.

In a short time | had made the house habitable and my wife's father brought her to our new home
and helped me build a brick chimney and do a lot of carpentry work; he was a professional
carpenter. He also helped me repair fences and build some new fence around sixty acres of good
meadowland, thirty acres of tillable farm land and thirty acres of horse pasture. Then he
borrowed a disk harrow and a drag harrow and walking plow, and cultivated the farm land,
disked the meadow and made the ground ready for planting. Supervisor Smith had allotted me
$30 for feed for my saddle horses, with which | purchased half a ton of seed barley for $8.00,
500 Ib. of seed oats for $4.00, and 100 Ib. of mountain timothy and Alsyke clover mixed, for
$10.00.

While we had been at the Beasant Station the men paid Mrs. Donaldson 25 cents per meal for
their board, and we were able to deposit $50 of my monthly $75 salary in the bank, giving us a
little money to go on when we moved to the Jackson Ranch Ranger Station (later named
Medicine Mountain Ranger Station by Mr. Imes, this name being given because of a highly
mineralized spring in the side of Medicine Mountain just west of the Ranger Station).

My nearest point of communication was Oreville, S.D., on the CB & Q Railroad, nine miles
southeast of the Ranger Station, and consisted of a railroad section house, siding, post office,
small store, and sawmill. The only trail to Oreville was one | routed and blazed. | traveled this
trail to get my mail and on one trip received a letter informing me that the Beaver Creek Cattle
Company had a grazing permit in that area for 100 head of cows with calves, and instructing me
to inspect conditions and report. | learned that this Company had about 400 head of steers in
addition to the 100 head of cattle grazing in the area. | had very little knowledge of the grazing
regulations up to then, as my principal experience had been in timber sale work; however, my
judgment told me that a permit for 100 head of cattle did not permit 500 head to graze on the
forest.

On my way home, I encountered cattle branded "M-W" most everywhere, so | set up camp near
Bull Springs. | decided to ride about three miles to Antelope Springs to look things over in that
part of the country. On my way | smelled wood smoke and rode over a little rise in the ground to
see a log cabin with smoke coming out of the stovepipe. | decided to see if | could have dinner



with whoever was there. As was my custom, | stopped at a respectful distance to let my presence
be known. When | "halooed,"” the door opened part way and | was looking at an old black felt hat
with a lot of black whiskers under it and a pair of beady eyes. This character asked me what the
h—- 1 wanted, and I told him I would like a drink of water. About that time he caught sight of
my Forest Service badge and said, "So you're the d—- S-of-a-B who has been running my cattle
off the hill, are you?" He reached behind the doorjamb and came out with a carbine of some
kind, and let drive with a shot near my horse's feet. This kicked up gravel onto the horse's belly
and he "blew his top™ and tried to unload me. Every time | thought I had him stopped from
bucking, the "bastard™" would cut loose with another slug and start my bronc to bucking again. He
fired three shots, but not at me. Those guys don't miss at that range; most of them can knock a
coyote over at a hundred yards, running.

Next day I rode to Oreville and reported to Supervisor Smith by phone. Two days later, Smith,
U.S. Marshall Seth Bullock, the sheriff of Weston County, the manager of the M-W cattle outfit,
and | left camp for the old cabin where "my friend" had been. We found nothing but a couple of
dirty old "soogans," dirty dishes, and a bunch of black whiskers mixed with "Monkey Ward"
catalog, where the guy had come out of the brush and left the country. The manager of the cattle
company disclaimed any knowledge of the fellow so we could do nothing about the shooting.
The Company agreed upon a settlement of $1.00 per head for trespass of the 400 head of steers.

The Forest Service had its first Ranger meeting ever to be held in the Black Hills the latter part
of March 1907. I still have a large photograph of the group attending that meeting. Much
information and knowledge was obtained at this meeting which was to benefit all of us later on.

The entertainment committee had made arrangements for a banquet at the Franklin Hotel, with
all viands, beer and cigars to be furnished by the hotel for $1.50 per head. The banquet lasted
until about 11:30 P.M., and we were trying to sing "Sweet Adeline," "Clementine," and "Auld
Lang Sync," and not doing bad at that, when Art Lynn proposed a period of fifteen minutes for
toasts before adjournunent. One which received a big hand was the following, composed and
delivered by H.C. Neal:

Here's to the Bug Dendroctenus,
Who lives on the bark of the pine.
He likes to eat pitch,

The son-of-a-b——,

And is harder to kill than a lion.

Motion to adjourn was unanimously approved, with the stipulation that those who cared to would
take in the town. Most of us did so, visiting China Town, Mike Russel's "1876" Bar and Casino
on Main Street, Patsy Carr's "1878" Saloon and Dancehall on Placer Street, and a few other
intervening points of interest. Nowadays you seldom if ever meet a police force as congenial,
and with the old pioneer spirit, as that we encountered that night in Deadwood. They very
obligingly and gently escorted several of the boys to their private rooms at the Franklin Hotel
instead of to the brig, and gave several others of us some fatherly advice, which we accepted
with many thanks.



About the first of May following the Ranger meeting, we all received a circular letter signed by
Mr. Pinchot and approved by Secretary of Agriculture James Wilson, regarding a new regulation
which prohibited "the drinking of any intoxicating liquors in public,” and advising us as to our
personal conduct. As a result of that regulation we never got quite so wild at any of our
succeeding Ranger meetings.

*kkkk

In the spring of 1907, many applications were being made for forest homesteads under the Act of
June 11, 1906. Paul D. Kelleeter was sent out from Washington, D.C., to make examinations and
reports on these applications for entry.

About August that year, Mr: L.F. Kneipp, General Inspector, came to the Black Hills to make a
thorough inspection. | was in the field when he and Ranger Shoemaker arrived at my station. The
next morning they saw the cattle that Supervisor Smith and I were running on Willow Creek, and
made a count of them and of the brands - "JFS" and "WAD." | was in the woods hammering the
good old "US" on cordwood piles for all | was worth when | heard someone yell, "Hi, there,
Ranger." Looking around, | saw Shoemaker and Kneipp sitting on their horses and each leading
a packhorse. They both had big grins on their faces and nearly a week's growth of beard.

We sat on a log and had a smoke and a chat, and then rode to camp where we had supper at the
sawmill boarding house. After setting up Shoemaker's and Kneipp's tepees for the night, we sat
down to a business session relative to the work on my District, and regulations, laws, etc., for my
enlightenment. Mr. Kneipp had his "Little Black Book" and brought up the subject of grazing
and the matter of my cattle and those belonging to Supervisor Smith. | explained the situation,
and he told me that a forest officer or other Federal employee was not permitted to own or have
any interest whatever in any business affecting the use of the National Forest resources. Also,
that within a reasonable time | would be required to choose between the cattle business and the
Forest Service job. | agreed to sell my cattle at the earliest date I could locate a buyer, and he told
me that if | could dispose of them not later than September 30, he could report me "in the clear,"”
and this I did.

Mr. Smith had previously sold his cattle but the purchaser had let them continue to run on the
range where they were located, but we both had to pay for a full season's grazing permit. No
trespass case was instituted against us. Later on, when | became more familiar with the
regulations governing the uses of the National Forests, | realized how fairly Mr. Kneipp had
treated me, and it was a lesson | never forgot.

When | was transferred to Hill City to succeed Art Lynn, the $100 a year increase really pepped
me up. Art lynn had been the only Ranger who was using a typewriter, and when he transferred
from Hill City to Deadwood he soled me his typewriter since there was a clerk-typist (male) and
a later model typewriter in the Deadwood office. I paid him $20 in two monthly installments
(which was no bargain at that) for the old beat-up Remington "invisible" (it printed from
underneath and the roller had to be turned back to see what had been written). Due to my
inexperience with typing and my innumerable errors, | nearly wore out the hinges on the roller in
order to produce a legible letter or report.



| worried through the winter with this old wreck, and in the spring traded it in on an old used No.
3 Oliver, paying the salesman, in addition, ten dollars "cash on the barrelhead.” In the fall the
typewriter salesman returned and, feeling rather prosperous by then, I bought a new $90 No. 5
Oliver for my old No. 3 and $60, to be paid in twelve monthly payments of five dollars each. I
had made all but three payments on the new typewriter when the Forest Service started
furnishing the Rangers with No. 5 Olivers. The Supervisor made a deal with the Oliver agent to
list my typewriter as one purchased on the Government contract and refund me my purchase
price, partially due, I imagine, to the fact that | had “pioneered” the use of a typewriter on a
Ranger District.

In 1909 the supervisor's office sent me out one of those old crank-type magneto wall telephones.
With the help of a burro he borrowed, my brother-in-law, Gus Reder, and | strung wire to hook
us up with the Keystone and Custer Ranger Districts, Hill City, and most of the northern Hills
country. After completing this job, Gus constructed a lookout table while | prepared a map of the
entire forest to mount on the table. Taking Harney Peak as the center, | made a circle twelve
inches in diameter, drew in the four cardinal points of the compass, and spaced off the circle into
degrees between all the four points. When this map was properly oriented and thumbtacked
down, the alidade could be sighted in on a smoke, and a lookout who was familiar with the
country could turn in a very accurate location of most any fire, although the distance had to be
estimated.
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The middle of July 1910, the CB&Q Railroad sent out their track inspection engine and a
combination coach to check the tracks from Edgement, S.D., to Deadwood, and a twenty-five
mile branch line from Hill City to Keystone. If anything looked bad they could stop and make a
close check. Out of Hill City the railroad made a long "S™ curve of about two miles to get on top
out of the valley toward Keystone. There was very little inflammable material in the valley and
they made it to the top without any trouble, but their cinder tray began to fill up and the fireman
lowered the screen so he could get a better draft. By so doing, about a six-inch space was left
between the firebox and the ash tray; the cinders heaped up in the pan and sifted out onto the
railroad track, starting some small fires along the right of way.

Some farmers along the railroad extinguished some of the fires and then reported the fires to me.
| arranged for firefighters and then took off for the fires. When 1 arrived | found twelve small
fires, some of which the farmers, their wives and children had taken care of by carrying water in
buckets and beating out the flames with burlap sacks. | heard the whistle of the inspection train
on its way back from Keystone to Hill City. As it came around a curve | could see a stream of
sparks coming out from under the firebox like a blow torch. | rode over to the track and tried to
flag them down, but they just tooted their whistle and waved, and gave 'er the "Casey Jones™ and
out of sight, still pouring out the cinders.

Now, I'm telling you! If you ever saw a mad Ranger there was one heading for Hill City on a d—
good horse. | made it to the depot within about five minutes after the train pulled in, and found
four "big shots" from the train talking to the agent. | was wearing my "Pine Tree" badge in plain
view, but introduced myself and informed them under what authority | was acting and that they



were under arrest by the Federal Government for "knowingly and carelessly setting fires to
private as well as Government property."

The division superintendent was a big, burley Irishman and inclined to get tough; however, | am
part Irish myself, and instructed them to pull the fire from their engine, spot the engine on the
siding and not move it until it was released by the Government. The division superintendent
wired Omaha for legal advice and requested an attorney to come at once by special conveyance.
In the meantime the deputy sheriff, at my request, came to the depot to my assistance. | wired
Supervisor Kelleter of the action | had taken. He arrived on the passenger train late that
afternoon.

In all, 47 fires were started that day by the inspection engine, as witnessed by ranchers along the
way. This case was finally settled in Federal Court in Deadwood, with the railroad company
paying all costs and a heavy fine for damages. They were served with an injunction prohibiting
them from using that type of locomotive, were required to put spark arresters on the smokestacks
of their engines, and a few other restrictions were imposed on them.
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In June 1912, as all my immediate relatives were then in ldaho, I guess | was somewhat
homesick and asked Supervisor Imes if | could transfer out there. He gave me permission to
write the Forest Service for a transfer. William G. Weigle, then Supervisor of the Coeur d'Alene,
wrote me that several local men had priority for jobs and that he would be obligated to hire them
in preference to men from other localities. | thought it over, and after receiving some letters from
"Mama," decided to go out there anyway, so | submitted my resignation effective June 30.

Mrs. Donaldson and | arrived in Coeur d'Alene shortly after the Fourth of July. | was fortunate in
getting work at the Blackwell Lumber Company sawmill on the slab-sorting elevator, which 1
soon learned was no "kid's job."

Supervisor Imes had given me a very good "To-Whom-it-May-Concern™ letter, and with this in
hand | visited the Forest Service office, hoping to meet Mr. Weigle. However, | found Acting
Supervisor Roscoe Haines in charge, with Joe B. Halm, Deputy Supervisor, and Forest Assistant
William W. Morris also there. Mr. Haines asked me several questions regarding my past
experience in firefighting, tree planting, etc., and then called Mr. Morris into his office to explain
details of the planting operation.

Haines said they could use me at the Prichard Ranger Station in connection with the planting job
on Lost Creek about ten miles above the station. My wife and | were very happy at my good
fortune in getting back into the Forest Service so soon. | drew my time at the Blackwell mill
office, receiving a check for $24.00 for one week's work.

| was to leave the following morning by boat (the "Flier") for Harrison. The memories of my first
trip up beautiful Coeur d'Alene Lake in the early morning will always remain with me. Several
deer at the water's edge watched us go by, and in one shady inlet we saw a mother bear with two



cubs. From Harrison | went by train to Prichard, arriving about 4:00 p.m., and called at the
Backman Inn to inquire about how to get to the Ranger Station.

Mrs. Backman was a friendly, good-natured person. She invited me in a and when | told her |
was to be stationed at the Ranger Station, she refused to accept payment for my lunch, saying
that they never charged the "local Ranger" in cases of that kind. I told her my wife was in Coeur
d'Alene but planned to come to the Ranger Station a little later. She asked if Mrs. Donaldson
could sew, and when | replied that she was an expert dressmaker, Mrs. Backman asked me to
have my wife come up and stay at the Inn, saying that she would pay her for the sewing, and that
she could help with the meals and housework for her board and room, which she did.

Mrs. Backman operated the Inn with the help of her son, George Purdin, and his wife. He ran a
pack string for the Forest Service in the summer and trapped during the winter, Frequently there
would be a dozen or more men on their way out from work and some coming in, making quite a
crowd to feed. The charge was 35 cents per meal or three for one dollar; and fifty cents per night
for use of the bunkhouse nearby.
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Morris, Halm and | went up the river to Big Creek and to Lost Creek to look over the tree-
planting site and get the lay of the country, maps of which Morris had made for use on the
planting job. When | returned to the Ranger Station several days later, | received a telephone call
from the Ranger - | believe it was Phil Neff - at the station some ten miles southeast between
Prichard and Enaville. He told me that the rest of my pack string had been brought from Kellogg,
Idaho, to his station by Howard Drake, who was running a pack string to the lookouts in the
Wallace-Burke and Mulelan area. Ranger Neff had picked out his ten head of horses, Drake had
done likewise, and my string was what was left. Six of these horses | could not complain about
but the seventh was sure a "lemon™ if ever there was one in a pack string. She apparently was a
replacement for one of the string that had died during the winter. She weighed 1500 pounds, had
long, overgrown hoofs, one hip "knocked down," was blind in one eye, and balky besides.

| told Neff that I couldn't see where she was a pack horse, and he advised me to take her over to
Prichard and let Haines take the responsibility for that, so I started out with all seven head. This
big mare would not lead well and the other horses were too light to drag her, so | tried riding her
and leading the others. She could hardly stand up on level ground, and when there was a small
pole or a rock in the trail, she would stumble over it and nearly spill me off.

Because of our slow rate of progress, | was beginning to think I might have to camp out that
night. 1 had made about one and a half miles the first hour and was becoming desperate, having
used up all my "muleskinner™ vocabulary, when | came upon a man cutting hay with a scythe
and loading it onto a "go-devil™ to skid to his hayshed for the winter. He was driving a large bay
gelding - about the size of my overgrown "pack horse" - and a small, bald-faced mare. Many
gunny sacks were being used to pad her collar, and all new holes had been punched in the
harness to make it small enough to stay on this little mare.



| visited a little while with this settler and was eyeing his little mare as he was watching the big
mare in my pack string. Pretty soon he asked me if | was expecting to pack the big mare, and |
told him | was not sure about that yet, He then called my attention to the little mare and said she
was an experienced pack animal and "how would | trade?" | looked her over, found her perfectly
sound and bearing pack-saddle marks on her back. We traded mares and halters, and as | rode the
little mare around the bend I could see the man still fitting his harness to the big mare. During
my three months' tour of duty at Prichard, | never saw the man again.

Later on when | had everything in full swing on the planting job, Supervisor Haines came out
with Morris to look things over. Haines was very familiar with all the pack horses as he had to
inspect them every season and make a report on their condition in case any of them needed to be
replaced. He asked me where | got the little mare with the "blaze-face.” I told him the story, and
he sort of laughed and said, "Where did you get the authority to dispose of Government
property?" | said, "Roscoe, there was not another damn thing I could do under the
circumstances." He then said he would go by the stumprancher's place and get a bill of sale from
him, and would put the "US" brand on the mare in the fall when they took the horses out for the
winter. He told me not to brag, however, about my horse-trading ability, and later mentioned to
me that he thought I had "skinned" the stump-rancher badly, as he had seen the big mare when he
went to get the bill of sale.

*kkkk

The plan was to plant white pine on the north slopes and in the bottoms, ponderosa pine on the
south slopes, and Douglas-fir in a small, flat area on Lost Creek east of camp. The area had been
heavily burned over in 1910, leaving no trace of any previous Government surveys. It was
necessary therefore to locate a section corner in a patch of green timber some one and one-half
miles west and run a line into our planting area, establish a point on the boundary, build and
mark a cairn and run a traverse around the planted area after the planting was done. To this job |
assigned two of the forestry students.

These boys did an excellent job until they came to a cedar swamp near the planting area
boundary. As they approached a cedar snag they heard a rustling in the underbrush and caught a
glimpse of a cub bear going into the hollow roots of their "marker" tree. One of them got a stick
and poked up inside the tree where he could feel the cub, which scrambled farther up inside the
tree. They decided to try to capture the cub, but, as a precautionary measure, cut and trimmed
several strong clubs to have handy in case the old bear returned. When they could not get the cub
to come out by poking him with a stick, one of the boys picked up a heavy limb and pounded on
the tree above where the cub was located. This seemed to be accomplishing the desired results as
they could hear the cub approaching the opening. While one of the boys pounded on the upper
end of the tree the other stood by with a club. Pretty soon the cub made a dash for the brush, and
it was such a surprise that all the guy with the club could do was hit the cub on the rump, which
only made him run faster. A few seconds later, they heard more scratching in the tree and
decided there was another cub in there. Their efforts to capture him met with success when one
of the boys who had played football at Moscow volunteered to "make a tackle™ on the bear. He
got down on his knees in front of the hole and spread his coat across his knees. When the cub



emerged with a dash, he hit the coat between the "tackle's" knees and was trapped. With their
belts and heavy twine the boys succeeded in getting the cub wrapped up and into camp.

It was very fortunate for them that the old bear did not return; however, she probably was a
young mother and had not learned how to count to two yet, so just took the other cub and left the
country. The boys tried to feed the little fellow they had captured, but he would not eat and since
he was rather puny anyway, | talked them into taking him back the next day, and turning him
loose to take his chances.

*kkkk

On one 160-acre section of the planting area, we broadcast-sowed with so-called "whirl-wind"
seeders - a machine with a seed container carried in front of the man and supported by straps
over his shoulders. It was operated by a crank which rotated a set of blades, scattering the seeds
on a strip about thirty feet wide.

As | write this, July 20, 1960, I realize it has been forty-eight years since this planting job was
done. There should be several sizable trees in that area which were planted in 1912. | have never
had the pleasure of returning to that area and seeing conditions there.

*khkkkk

We returned to Coeur d'Alene on November 1. | expected to be out of a job on November 15,
when | had completed a contour map and other details concerning the summer's work. However,
Mr. Haines called Supervisor Tom Spaulding at St. Maries, Idaho, and was told that I could be
used on map work under Forest Assistant Fay G. Clark, who had been out with a crew of M.S.U.
students all summer on timber reconnaisance in the Fishhook drainage near Avery, ldaho.

The winter of 1912-13 was spent in the St. Maries office on compilation of reconnaissance data
and preparing a map of the Fishhook drainage, showing topography, timber stand types, etc. On
January 1, 1913, due to action by Supervisor Spaulding, | was reinstated to the position of Forest
Ranger at $1200 per annum.

| was assigned to string telephone “tree line™ up the Fishhook trail to the lookout at Big Baldy
and the packer's headquarters at "49" Meadows, where the horses were kept and from where fire
lookout camps were supplied.

We were at the completed end of the line at noon on June 10, 1913, and were eating our lunch
when the buzzer on the field set sounded. Ranger Daughs was calling to say he had a telegram
for me and that it was very important that | come down to the Ranger Station at once, which |
did. The message was from Silcox, and read about as follows: "Report Supervisor Leavitt, Great
Falls, at once. Ranger meeting June 13. Permanent. Expenses authorized.”

| arrived in Great Falls by train about noon, Sunday, June 12, 1913. The Ranger meeting lasted
all the next week. At its conclusion, Supervisor Scott Leavitt instructed me to accompany Ranger
Morgan to the Belt Creek Ranger Station, thence via Neihart and Kings Hill over the Little Belt



Mountains to White Sulphur Springs and the Four Mile Ranger Station ten miles east of White
Sulphur Springs. However, due to reports that the Neihart road was washed badly, | took the
train to White Sulphur Springs, following a roundabout course.

Supervisor Leavitt had assured me that an allotment would be made after July 1 to complete the
house in good shape at the Four Mile Station. My first job was to install the two outside doors
and eight windows, after which | hauled out the Government property and records and a good
cookstove which the Forest Service had purchased, also a heating stove, stove-pipe, etc. Mrs.
Donaldson joined me at the station late in June. She and | fenced forty acres of bottom land that
summer, and part of an another forty acres the next spring for extra pasture.

In the spring of 1914, applications for grazing permits were received, and this was my first
season to contact stockmen for this purpose.

The winter of 1913-14 was really tough, with temperatures from December to March dropping to
50° below zero at times. We had lots of snow and wind, making it difficult to get to White
Sulphur Springs with the team and buggy for supplies. My wife bought a small "wearer" pig late
in the summer which we butchered just before Thanksgiving for part of our winter's meat. She
also bought two dozen hens which we kept in the old log cabin that we heated with an old stove
all winter so that the hens would be comfortable and furnish us a few eggs. Our nearest neighbor,
about half a mile from the Ranger Station, loaned us a cow so we had plenty of fresh milk.

There was a fine stand of pole timber about a mile south of the station. Our near neighbor,
William Reed, loaned me a bobsled, and I cut and hauled 125 telephone poles 26 feet long, to
build a telephone line from the Ranger Station to the Dogie Ranch five miles to the north, where
it would connect with another rural line and would give me connections with White Sulphur
Springs, John Bonham's Ranger Station at Martinsdale, the Sheep Creek Ranger Station, and
Lew Nforgan's Ranger Station at Belt Creek. Supervisor Leavitt authorized me to hire a fire
guard on June 1, and the guard and I constructed the five miles of telephone line in June, before
the fire season started.

On the Castle Mountain District there were seven bands of sheep (1500 ewes plus lambs), about
1200 head of cattle and about 300 head of range horses. The Sheep Creek District was much
larger and grazed fourteen bands of sheep, five of which lapped over onto Ranger Morgan's
district about fifty percent of the three months' high-country grazing season. Each band consisted
of 1500 ewes and their lambs. On the lower grazing areas of the Sheep Creek district there were
2250 head of permitted cattle and 300 head of horses.

Ranger Bonham's district, which adjoined mine on the east, grazed about the same number as my
district. Ranger Guy Meyers' district, joining mine on the north and northeast, grazed about the
same number as mine; and Lew Morgan's district carried much less livestock due to the fact that
there was not as much open grazing land but ran heavier on the timber sale work, as the Neihart
mines and several sawmills purchase. a considerable amount of timber.

These four Ranger Districts joined corners at Kings Hill, where there was a Forest Service
lookout cabin, horse corral and small barn. When we made our monthly grazing inspections, we



would meet at the Kings Hill camp with our pack horses and inspect the higher sheep ranges,
using Kings Hill camp as headquarters.

Morgan, Myers and | each had a pair of good Airedale bear dogs, and on our final grazing
inspection in September we would take the dogs and make about a three-day bear hunt, which
was sometimes very exciting and usually netted us three or four good, fat bears to take home for
meat and lard. Sometimes in the spring, before the livestock was taken into the mountains, we
would meet at Kings Hill and exterminate several stock-killing bears. The bear very often made
it next to impossible to keep cattle on their allotted range since, once they were attacked by
bears, they refused to stay in the mountains even for shade, fresh feed, water and salt. A mother
bear with two yearlings would sometimes get into a band of sheep on their bedground on a
moonlight night and kill as many as 75 to 100 sheep and lambs, "just for the fun of it,” it seemed.

*kkkk

The next several years was not spent in the Forest Service, but was in close cooperation
therewith most of the time, except for the years 1918-1921, when I filed on and proved up on a
June 11 homestead on the North Fork on the Musseleshell River eighteen miles northwest of
Martinsdale, Montana.

When World War One was declared, | went to Butte, Montana, and signed up with the Spruce
Division, which was composed of practically all forestry men, to go to Alaska to assist in the
production of spruce for the Government shipyards. However, | was caught in the flu epidemic
and was incapacitated for Army Service, as | nearly died during the winter of 1917-18, and the
next spring went to my homestead.

I made final proof on my homestead in 1920, the papers for which had to be approved by the
Forest Service. When Supervisor Leavitt noted that | had proved up on my place, he wrote me
that there would be an examination for the position of Ranger in October 1920, and said if | was
interested | had better take this exam. | did so and passed.

The latter part of May 1921, the Regional Office at Missoula wrote me that there was an opening
for a Ranger of a district just east of Glacier Park, on the Lewis and Clark Forest. The letter was
addressed to me at White Sulphur Springs, Montana, but was missent to White Sulphur Springs,
Virginia, and it did not reach me until the Fourth of July. After | finally received it, | wired the
Regional Office that | would accept the job if it was still open. They replied, saying that job had
been filled but that there might soon be a place open on the Madison Forest which | could have if
| wanted it. | accepted this offer, and reported to Supervisor W.J. Derrick at Sheridan, Montana.
He sent me to West Yellowstone to relieve Ranger George E. Martin, who was being promoted
to the position of deputy supervisor on the Absaroka Forest at Livingston.

| was Ranger at West Yellowstone until June 30, 1925, when | resigned to take a job as deputy
sheriff of Gallatin County, at West Yellowstone. | held this job until the next election when
"politics changed" and the sheriff and | were both out of a job.

*kkkk



| left West Yellowstone in the fall of 1927 to spend the winter in the Black Hills with my
parents, two sisters and only brother. While at Custer that winter | met an old acquaintance who
was then district leader in southeastern Wyoming for the U.S. Biological Survey. He asked me to
take a job with them as a Government hunter on predatory animal and rodent control. | accepted
and made a good showing in my work, receiving a promotion and increase in salary; but in 1931,
when the depression hit the stockmen, they could not afford to contribute to the cooperative fund
and during April and May, out of 36 field men, 32 were laid off for lack of funds.

Final payment on a new Chrysler coupe | had bought the previous fall had to be made out of my
last salary check, which found me rather financially embarrassed and "out on a limb," as it were.
| settled up my affairs, sold my saddle horses, and visited for a couple of weeks with my folks at
Custer before heading back to Montana.

There was no work to be had in Montana, so | went on to Spokane, Washington, and finally
connected up with a cooperative deal between the State and U.S. Biological Survey on predatory
animal and rodent control. | was in this job during 1932, in Kootenai and Bonner Counties, and
in 1933 was assigned to rodent control at the Priest River Experiment Station, exterminating
Columbia ground squirrels, and pocket gophers. This work was under the direction of Owen W.
Morris of Lewiston, Idaho, and John B. Thompson, Superintendent of the Priest River
Experiment Station. Thirty CCC enrollees were used on this work, and were assigned to me from
a camp being set up at the mouth of Big Creek, about one mile south of the experiment station.

In the fall of 1933 | was sent to Bonners Ferry to trap predatory animals from Sandpoint to the
Canadian line. | was also trapping beaver for the State on a 50-50 basis. By the middle of
December about thirty inches of heavy snow had fallen at Bonners Ferry and in the surrounding
country. This was followed by a chinook and heavy rains, flooding the area where my beaver
traps were set, and | never did recover them.

In June 1934, | was assigned to the Pullman-Moscow Soil Erosion Experimental Area - some
50,000 acres of farm land - on rodent extermination work, and again CCC labor was used. When
this work ended late in September, | was assigned twenty-five LEM's (local experience men) to
cut and haul 300 cords of wood for fuel to heat the CCC camp at Moscow during the winter.

In 1935 | was allotted 50 CCC's to use on rodent-control work. We covered the entire 50,000-
acre project, making close to a ninety percent kill of ground squirrels, as compared to about a
seventy-five percent kill on 45,000 acres of the project in 1934. This work was discontinued in
1936, except for that done by individual farmers who were provided the poison grain at a very
low cost.

| assisted in construction of the first Soil Conservation Camp (SCS-I1-1) in 1934, and worked out
of that camp for six years when | was transferred to Weiser, Idaho, to help build a new camp
there in 1939. | spent two years there and then returned to Moscow for another year, until 1942,
when the CCC's were called in the Army and the CCC camps were all disbanded.

While on annual (terminal) leave, my wife and | went to Coeur d'Alene to contact the Forest
Service relative to a job. There | saw Howard Drake, the logging engineer with whom | had



become acquainted on the Coeur d'Alene in 1912, and met Supervisor Clarence O. Strong and
also William W. Larsen, who had taken my place at West Yellowstone when I resigned there in
1925.

It was agreed that | should report for work at the expiration of my leave on June 30, 1942, when |
would be assigned to scale long logs at the Blue Creek landing for the Ohio Match Company,
who were cutting several million feet of white pine way back on the North Fork of the Coeur
d'Alene River. Virgil Moody was the Ranger in charge of the Ohio Match Company sale, and as
senior scaler | worked under him, as did William H. Pruitt, another experienced scaler. Part of
our job was to break in the new men who were hired. Two of the young leads we were training
that summer were Terry Payne and Edward Slusher. By this time the Army was taking men right
and left, and both Payne and Slusher left that summer for military service. Slusher had become a
very good scaler and had been assigned to a Russelele and Pugh sale on LaTour Creek where
John Stroble was gyppo logging the area. When Slusher left | was sent to do the scaling at this
camp. At Christmas time the logging operations shut down for the winter and | was put on
furlough for three months.

When Paul McGrew, Area Conservationist for eastern Washington, learned that | was on
furlough from the Forest Service until April 10, he hired me to relieve Engineer Joe Blue at
Colvilele, as Blue was leaving for military service. My work that winter consisted mainly of
hydraulic engineering problems, such as water table measurements and records, cooperation with
the U.S. Weather Bureau in recording streamflow, monthly reports on snowfall, etc. The
Colvilele district had a very serious drainage problem as the Colevillee River flooded the valley
on both sides from Addy, Washington to Kettle Falls. There were many low places where the
peat subsoil had burned out and left depressions of from five or six acres to as much as sixty
acres, from which there was no outlet for natural drainage. | used dynamite by the propagation
method for blasting out drainage ditches, and accomplished the drainage of something over 300
acres which otherwise could not have been farmed the following summer season.

*kkkk

On April 10, 1943, | reported back to the Forest Service at Coeur d'Alene, and was assigned to
another Russell and Pugh sale on Beauty Creek drainage. | had good quarters in the old Beauty
Creek CCC camp, part of which was occupied by a gyppo outfit logging for Russell and Pugh
and bossed by a man named Bob Woods. Mr. Woods and his wife owned a sizable tract of land
near Clarkia, Idaho, on which there was a large amount of merchantable timber. Woods had
logged off his timber as well as some purchased from the Forest Service, but had made no
attempt at brush disposal on either his own or national forest land. The Ranger made a report on
the sale and Woods was required to pile and burn the brush on Government land. The State Fire
Protective Association pronounced his private-land slash a menace to the forests, and made him
burn his brush. This entire deal cost Woods considerable money. He was always "ferninst the
Government™ after that deal, and the men he hired were generally about his type - very much "to
the left,” 1 would say. | always had difficulty in getting complete compliance with the terms of
the timber sale contract from Woods and his men; however, Supervisor Strong, Bill Larsen and
Logging Engineer Drake gave me their full support, and eventually very good compliance was
secured.



The contract required that all logs be scaled in the woods before being hauled to the landing,
where they were dumped from the trucks into the lake. Woods had one logging truck driver who
had driven logging trucks in the woods at Green River, Wyoming. He was so crooked he could
not holed ajob there anymore, so had come to Coeur d'Alene and hired out to Russell and Pugh.
He was a good driver and could manage some terrific loads of logs, but otherwise, he was "just
simply nasty" for me to get along with on the sale area.

| had to drive from five to seven miles up the hill to work every day. One morning | stopped to
talk to one of the loggers who was skidding logs, and while there | heard a logging truck coming
down the hill. It was "Jackson Hole Monty" with a good, big load of nice logs. I flagged him
down to examine the logs, as | knew he would try to pull something if he thought he could get
away with it. Sure enough, the logs had been loaded from a deck where the jammer was skidding
in fresh logs, and to save moving the jammer to load Monty's truck with scaled logs, he had been
loaded up with the unscaled logs just skidded in.

Monty did not like being stopped, and was very disagreeable while | was scaling his load. | had
them all scaled and was putting the "US" stamp on the rear end of the load while standing on a
long log near the top some twelve feet high, when Monty started the truck. This threw me off
balance and | had to jump down on the hard road, which gave me an awful jolt. | could feel
something like a knife cutting into my groins and abdomen. | sat on a log by the roadside for a
while, and when the pain eased up a little I went on up the road and tried to scale some more
logs. But | got sicker all the time and could not stoop over, so told another truck driver that | was
going to camp and for him to stop there when he came down with his load and | would scale the
logs there.

| had to drive about five miles downhill to camp and nearly ran off the road several times, as |
was very dizzy and sick. | drove the last two miles with the car in low gear, traveling about six or
seven miles an hour. When | reached camp, my wife came out to see why | had returned so early.
When she opened the car door I fell to the ground and passed out. She got help from the camp
cookhouse and | was put to bed. From there on | only know what they told me afterward.

This all happened the day before Thanksgiving, 1943. | was taken to Dr. Barclay's Hospital at
Coeur d'Alene, where | was "hanging bar my eyebrows" between life and death for over a week.
Dr. Barclay notified the Coeur d'Alene Forest office and several of the personnel came to see me
and gave blood for transfusions, so | got some real forestry blood in my veins that time, eh? |
was so far gone | did not recognize any of these visitors.

On January 20, 1944, | was moved to Spokane to be with my daughter, who was a registered
nurse. | gradually recovered and the last week in April went back to Coeur d'Alene to see about
returning to work, but Mr. Strong told me | would have to have a certificate from the doctor
regarding the condition of my health before they could put me back to work. The doctor said
"nix," so that was "it" for me. | have been retired now for nearly seventeen years, and have never
been as well as | was before this sickness.

I look back over my years in the Service with many fond memories of the fine group of men,
with very few exceptions, whom | have me and associated with, and hope to greet many of them



by means of this narrative, if not in person. The years of our lives go swiftly by ands, from where
I sit, the sun is approaching the western horizon and | can see the Everlasting Twilight. The Old
Man with the whiskers and scythe is standing in the shadows, just waiting for my number to
come up, when | will be on my way to the place where Forest Rangers will no longer fight forest

fires.

Ranger Meeting at Deadwood, S.D., March 1907. Front Row, left to right, 1, Unknown; 2.
Fred Shields; 3, Theo. Shoemaker; 4, Joseph Conlon; 5. Ed Clark; Frank T. "Cap" Smith; 7.
Louis Knowles; 8. Clyde Leavitt; 9. William Wiehe; Middle Row, left to right, 1. McDuffy;
2. George Smith; 3, Frank Thompson; 4. William Poe; 5. Robert Peltz; 6. John Murdock; 7,
Carl Peterson; 8. W. A..Donaldson; 9. James Corner; 10. C. A. Ballinger; 11, Leo F.
Kneippe; 12. H. C, Neal; 13. Ed M. Hamilton; Back Row, left to right, 1, McNabb; 2.
William F. Hill; 3. Butterfield; 4. Dave Hilton; 5. Julius Gundlach; 6. George F. Pollack; 7.
W. J. Hall; 8. A. L. Lynn; 9. Standish Smith; 10. Homer Reed; 11. James Dougherty.




MY EXPERIENCE ON REFORESTATION (TREE PLANTING) ALL ON THE ST. JOE
NATIONAL FOREST
By Lloyd V. Donally
(St. Joe National Forest)

At the age of 29, | decided | wanted to work for the Forest Service, and applied for employment
on the St. Joe National Forest. On May 26, 1927, | received notice to report for work on a tree
planting project.

Another fellow and | boarded a C.M.St.P. & P. Railroad passenger train at Superior, Montana,
destination Herrick, Idaho. On May 28, 1927, we were assigned work planting trees, mostly
white pine, on the Middle Fork of Big Creek. The job location was 15 miles by trail from
Herrick. Our salary was $0.53-1/8 per hour less $0.40 per meal. All supplies, camp equipment,
and seedlings were brought in by mules. Quarters for the men were in brown-colored army
pyramid tents; 6 to 8 men to a tent. Bunks were made by using two 6-inch poles or split cedar
placed on the ground about 30 inches apart and filled with straw. Blankets and a tarp furnished
— no pillows or hand towels those days! The work was hard; the food delicious with all you
wanted to eat. On June 20 the spring tree planting was finished and | was assigned to district
work.

(In the fall of 1926 an epidemic of spinal meningitis had hit the camp on Big Creek. Two men
died. Then the men slept on the ground with whatever they could find to put under them boughs,
ferns, grass, etc. It was decided this was not good healthwise and in 1927 bunks were made, as
previously described.)

On September 7, 1927, | was assigned to help set up camp on Slate Creek, 15 miles from Avery,
for the fall tree planting of white and yellow pine. The planting lasted until October 21 when
winter weather set in. My job at this camp was supplying by mule pack, trees and water to the
crews. There were no trails in the planting area and in some places there were so many windfalls
and such thick brush the mule would get tangled up and fall down with his legs up in the air. The
crews were chiefly men hired out of Spokane. It seemed a crew would be working, another crew
coming, and still yet another one leaving, most of the time. The men were offered 25¢ a day
bonus, plus board and railroad fare, if they would stay until the job was completed. Not many
stayed. The disadvantage of planting in the fail is that so much time is lost due to rain. |
remember that fall, during the latter part of September and the first part of October, it rained and
snowed for ten days straight. Free board was declared in order to hold the crew so they would
finish the job.

On May 17, 1928, | arrived at the tree-planting camp on the North Fork of the St. Joe River
above Avery on Ramsey Creek. We started planting on the 18th and by the 30th we had to give
up as the weather was so hot and dry that when a hole was dug the dust would fly up in your
face. When this happens it is too dry for little trees to grow. My salary on this job was $4.50 per
8-hour day, less $1.20 per day for board.



| wasn't assigned to tree planting again until April 13, 1930, on the North Fork of the St. Joe
River, north of Railroad Creek. | was on this job until May 5th when | was called for district
work.

On September 27, 1930, | was placed as foreman of a 14-man planting crew on Slate Creek. My
salary was $110.00 per month and board. The crew was chiefly Forest Service men with a few
locally hired men. This job closed down when winter weather set in on October 17.

On April 27, 1931, 1 was assigned as camp foreman in charge of a 40-man planting crew on the
North Fork of the St. Joe River on Rougin Creek. The camp closed May 15.

Again on September 17, 1931, | was placed in charge of a 40-man planting crew as camp
foreman on Slate Creek near Slate Creek Ranger Station. My salary rate was $125.00 per month
including board. Crews were comprised of Forest Service employees and locals. Men were
arriving as some were leaving. Tree planting is rough, hard work; climbing steep hills over
windfalls and through thick brush. Very little level ground is involved. Men were expected to
plan 1200 trees per 8-hour day. | believe I sent more men down the road talking to themselves
who were unable to meet this quota than on any Forest Service job | was ever on. Anyone who
ever worked under my supervision on tree planting never forgot how I routed them over the hills.

From April 25, 1932 to May 26, 1932, | was camp foreman in charge of a 48-man planting crew
on the East Fork of Big Creek. Crews were made up of Forest Service employees and locals.
Bunks at this time were made from split dead cedar and a tick filled with straw for a mattress.

From May 5, 1933, to June 4, 1933, | was camp foreman of a 50-man planting crew near Early
Creek on the Middle Fork of Big Creek. Salary rates were going up. On this job | received
$155.00 per month gross.

From September 12, 1933, to November 10, 1933, | was general camp foreman (Civil Service)
of a 65-man camp planting trees near Flume Creek on Slate Creek. Here we had four crews
requiring one foreman for each. This was during the depression days and the men were paid
National Relief Association (NRA) wages.

Men stayed on the job as jobs were scarce. At that time | was receiving a salary of $3,000.00 per
year. My! | thought that was a lot of money; and thought to myself that this was more money
than | would ever make again.

From April 10, 1934, to May 26, 1934, again | was assigned to a 60-man planting camp near
Horseshoe Creek on Slate Creek. Here again the men stayed on the job. These men were from all
walks of life; railroad men, lumbermen, farmers, etc., going to work wherever they could get a
chance. Planting camps were becoming more modern. Folding canvas cots with a pad 4" thick
for a mattress were now regular camp equipment. Kapoks with 2 blankets were now issued
instead of just blankets.

From April 1, 1935 to June 4, 1935, | was general foreman of five foreman and 65 CCC boys
planting trees on Avery Creek and the North Fork of the St. Joe River about 5 miles above



Avery. The average number of trees planted per day dropped considerably when CCC crews
were used. The daily average planting was only 400 to 600 trees per man. At that time my salary
was $1.20 per hour.

On October 11, 1935, | was placed as Forest Service foreman of a 75-man Emergency Relief
Association (ERA) camp at Collins, Idaho. Our work was hazard reduction and tree planting.
Crews were worked planting trees in the fall of 1935 and the spring of 1936. My work ended
here the 5th of May, 1936.

From May 10, 1936, to June 15, 1936, | supervised a Forest Service planting camp on the head
of Setzer Creek, and the crew of 60 were all CCC boys. To this day | have never seen boys who
could stow away food as they did. At meal time everything was cleaned up. The cook couldn't
seem to put out enough food. One morning at breakfast a boy ate 32 hotcakes! Another ate 28!
These hotcakes were ordinary size, 6" to 7" in diameter. This is not an exaggeration — | was
there. It apparently did not bother them as they immediately went to work. After being there
about two weeks these same boys couldn't eat over 6 hotcakes and then they wondered how they
had gotten away with 32. Sometimes some of these boys would lie down on the job and would
not plant correctly. | would say to them, "You either keep up your end of the work, plant the tree
correctly, or go back to the main CCC camp." With such good food as an incentive, they would
pitch in and do their part rather than go back to the main CCC camp.

Again from October 15, 1936, to June 13, 1937, | was in charge of a 90-man Forest Service ERA
camp at Collies. As in 1935 and 1936, these men were from almost every profession and/or
vocation. They were now on relief and allowed to work a limited number of hours a month.
Many men with very good past experience worked at whatever they were called to do. There
were cooks, carpenters, mechanics, plumbers, truckdrivers, and many more. Some of these men
were used planting trees in the fall of 1935.

In the spring of 1936 all ERA crews and CCC boys from Clarkia were put to work planting trees
on ground that had been prepared and burned over during the winter and early spring. These
plantations were at Collins, on Nat Brown Creek, and southwest of Bovill. Ray Fitting won a box
of cigars from Elers Koch on a wager that when the first examination of these plantations was
made they would show survival — and they did: My salary while on the ERA project was
$1860.00 per annum.

From May 1, 1940, to June 10, 1940, | was with a 10-man CCC crew. We planted trees on
Beaver Creek on the Red lIves District. This crew was the poorest tree-planting crew | have ever
supervised. For some reason they were not interested in what they were doing and about 60% of
the trees were not planted correctly.

From October 1, 1940, to November 30, 1940, | supervised three 10-man crews of CCC boys,
planting trees on Marble Creek, Secs. 20 and 21, T 44 N, R 3, E. B. M. | also supervised as
foreman the same set-up in this area the spring of 1941, April 2 through May 31.

From April 10, 1942, to May 30, 1942, | supervised two 12-man CCC crews planting trees on
Charlie Creek north of Baldy Mountain. These crews were fairly good tree planters but of all the



CCC boys | worked with, these possessed a real streak of orneriness. They would steal, lie, were
destructive, and out for a fight. Later I learned some of them were former jailbirds from back
East.

I was with a small Forest Service crew planting trees on Marble Creek near the mouth of
Daveggio Creek from April 20, 1944, until May 8, 1944.

From May 1, 1948, to May 20, 1948, | supervised a forest crew planting trees at St. Joe City near
Bond Creek.

Outside of a few replanting jobs on Willow Creek, Ramskill Creek, and Bechtel Creek, this
concludes my planting experience.

Today, Dent, Ames, and Early Creek Plantations, near Bronson Meadows on the Middle Fork of
Big Creek, and Mowat Creek Plantation on East Fork of Big Creek, are recognized as some of
the finest white pine stands on the forest.

St. Joe Ranger Station after new house was built following forest fire of August 20, 1910.
(Taken October 1910)




Crew CCC planting ponderosa pine on cut-over and slash-burned lands along Butler Creek.
Trees were grown in the Savenac Nursery. Lolo National Forest, May 1938.




By G.M. DeJarnette
(Retired 1962)

These reminiscences aren't much different from any that another Forest Service fellow could
write. My career in the Forest Service started as a forest assistant on the old Pend Oreille Forest
in northern Idaho in 1921. On August first | reported to Joe Fitzwater at Sandpoint. Since the
appointment papers clutched in my hand said Sandpoint was to be my headquarters, | asked Joe
where | might find a room. "You won't need a room " he replied; "you are leaving town at 10
a.m. If you've got a trunk you can leave it here in the storeroom."

| stored the trunk, loaded my old No. 2 Duluth packsack with socks, underwear, a couple of
shirts, my tin pants and boots and a few toilet articles, and asked, "Where do | go?" "Well," he
said, "1 guess I'll send you to Copeland. Frank Casler has some fires and there's a telephone line
to build, and he can use you on some timber cruising for a sale. When you get that done, Bill
Blackman over at Snyder can use some help. He has a telephone line to build and some special
use surveys to run out, and some brush to burn this fall. After that we will see.” So | scattered.

| next saw Sandpoint and my trunk about Thanksgiving. | got a room but the trunk wasn't to be
unpacked before "Monk™ and his packsack took off for the Falls District to help Larry Dunn. At
that time the Pend Oreille and Kaniksu were administered as separate units but under one
supervisor. That was a World War | economy move - economy of both manpower and money.
After doing some odd chores for Dunn, | got home for Christmas at Missoula, but no sooner
back than my pack and I hit the Falls again. | shoveled snow off buildings, marked and scaled
timber on the old Dalkena Lumber Company sale, ran out June 11 homestead lines on
snowshoes, took care of the pack and saddle stock at the old Gleason Station, and saw my trunk
again about March.

So it went until the forests were divided again on January 1, 1924. | was assigned as timber
staffman on the Pend Oreille. | began to see my trunk more frequently then. There was a chance
to see more of the Sandpoint "schoolmarms" trio, and one of them put the noose on me in 1925.

That's the way most of us were broken into the Forest Service in those days. For my part, |
wouldn't part with a day of it. Some say we were just custodians. True, we did a lot of custodial
work, and much development work. But we did a lot of management and silvicultural work, too,
under the guidance of old masters like Joe Fitzwater, Elers Koch, W.W. White, Clyde Webb, and
Phil Neff. And we shouldn't forget C.E. "Skip" Knouf, who was one of the toughest and best
timber sale inspectors and check scalers in the business. On the "communications improvement”
side was old R.B. (Ringin' Bell) Adams, who gave me so much hell for the way | built my first
telephone line that I sure learned how to build 'em "neat and pretty" but quick. He was the first
man | ever heard predict the radio for our communication, and that was almost before "radio
was."

So, we have come a long way - from packsacks to overnight bags; from grounded lines to "ultra
high;" from calked shoes to "ground-rubbin® Chevrolets; from cutting and burning bug trees to
fighting bugs with ‘copters and chemicals. We have gone from pulling bushes to high powered
antibiotics for blister rust. We now use almost as much paper to hire and fire a man as we once



did to write a year's reports. We now plan and replan, where we used to get out and do the job.
But, withal, we have made wonderful progress: | am proud to have had a part in it all.

This may sound like a "swan song.” It isn't, quite, but what I treasure and will continue to
treasure most in looking back over the years are the memories of the fine people there have been
to work with. I have had the inspiration, encouragement, and friendship of some of the finest
men and women to be found anywhere. They have been that, and they are that. Our technological
advancement has been beyond the fondest dreams of the early foresters who laid the foundation
for what we are today in the field of forestry. The men and women of the Forest Service have
made it great and, God willing, they will keep it great.



By Lewis E. Ewan
(Retired 1950)

In July 1929 | was detailed to Missoula for fire duty. The first fire I was on was one on the West
Fork of the Bitterroot River. We had five camps which were first located a short distance below
the Aleta Ranger Station and later, as fire conditions changed to a point a short distance above
this station. That district was then under one of the Ranger Tennants. I can't remember which
one. (It was Ray Tennant —Ed.) His brother (Earl) was then a Ranger on the Lolo Forest.

This fire was started by a coal or wood-burner shovel owned by the Missoula Mercantile
Company, and which was being moved from a few miles above Aleta to someplace down the
Bitterroot River near Darby. The Forest Service had assigned a guard to follow the engine during
the move. This engine started 12 fires which were all put out by the fire guard. The thirteenth fire
got away from him.

Phil , an Assistant Regional Forester in charge of roads and trails, as well as |
remember, was assigned to this fire. (This may have been Phil Neff, Regional Logging
Engineer— Ed.) | was sent out with him and a good many men. After three days we had it pretty
well down and Phil and I, and trucks of men, went down the road to Hamilton. A few men were
left on patrol. Phil was sure the fire was safe, but recommended to Supervisor Lowell that he
placed me in charge of it, which he did. | then returned to the fire and worked on it, but it soon
became bad again. | would get it down pretty well when all of a sudden it would blow up again,
somewhere along the line in the general location of where a certain crew strawboss was working.
| detailed an Indian from one crew (I've forgotten his name but we called him "Chief’) to spy on
that section of the line. He soon brought me the information that he was sure one man, he
thought it was the crew leader, was setting fires ahead. | sent that boss and all his crew down the
road, with Ranger Tennant's approval, and they were fired. We soon had the fire down to an
eight-man patrol crew, and Mr. Lowell transferred me to the Lost Horse Creek fire west of
Darby.

| became acquainted with Than Wilkerson and, if | remember right, seven of his brothers, while |
was in that locality that summer.



http://www.foresthistory.org/ASPNET/Publications/region/1/early_days/3/images/fig9.pdf

JUST REMINISCENCES
By Eugene (Gene) R. Grush
(Retired 1952)

In the early spring of 1910 | decided to take Horace Greeley's advice and go West, so | left
Pittsburgh and worked my way across the country, arriving in Spokane in August. Men were
being hired to fight fires, so | decided to take that on. A crew of us was sent to Troy, Montana.
We arrived there early in the morning, had breakfast at the old Doonan Hotel which at that time
included a bar, and some of the boys got pretty well tuned-up.

A wagon pulled up to the hotel partly loaded with grub, and we added our bedrolls to the load.
When we got down to the ferry on the Kootenai, the wagon and some of the men were part way
across the river. A well liquored Irishman named Kelly, anxious to get to the fire apparently,
stripped off and jumped in the river with the intention of swimming across. We fished him out
and dressed him. At O'Brien Springs the cook prepared a lunch for us of bacon, eggs, fried
spuds, bread, and coffee. I can still smell the aroma of that bacon and coffee.

We made camp that night at the spring on the east side of Yaak Falls. Next day part of the crew
was sent up to the Bob Holmes homestead camp about three miles above the town of Sylvanite
which had just been completely burned out. The Forest Service had built a bridge across the
Yaak at the falls that spring. The fire was closing in on us so the team and wagon were moved
across the river "just in case."”

One of my duties was to keep the fire crew supplied with water. Water bags were either
nonexistent or we didn't rate any as | was given a 12 quart pail and a tin cup for this duty. When
we were trying to head the fire off up Arbo Creek | had to go down a very steep side hill to the
creek. Before | got very far up from the creek the contents of the pail included not only water but
twigs and leaves from the thick brush through which I traveled. | dumped it, refilled the bucket,
tied my red bandanna over the top and returned to camp with clean water.

When the rains came and doused the fire we moved down to Charlie Dennis' homestead below
Kilbrennan Lake (Charlie was Ranger of the Troy District at that time). We were assigned to
build trail up O'Brien Creek and got quite a little way before the fire money was cut off. We were
paid in cash at Troy - no checks at that time.

Three of us had been traveling from Edgemont, South Dakota, when we hired out in Spokane.
The other two had been taken up to the camp on the Bob Holmes homestead. | waited a couple of
days for them but when they didn't show up | took my bedroll and a little grub and started out to
find them. On arriving at Sylvanite | found the town had been completely leveled by the fire,
except for one hotel. Later oldtimers told me that when the town was going full tilt, about 1896,
there were about a thousand people there and dance halls, saloons, a post office, stores, and the
best hotel in Flathead County. It was a part of Flathead County at that time. The two-story hotel
that survived the fire was located along Fourth-of-July Creek. I had been told that the only
reason it was still standing was because a lot of liquor was stored therein and the boys fought like
hell to save it. Of course the ground was a bit swampy back of the hotel.



When | arrived at the upper camp | found that one of my chums had left some time previously
and the other was going to trap that winter with a chap he had met on the fire. The next morning

| started hiking back to Troy. On the way down | met an old fellow, Harry Higgins, who had
squatted on the land at the old Half-Way House (the present Buckhorn Lodge). He talked me into
staying with him that winter. | trapped part of the winter then went to work for Johnny Ehlers
who held a water right on the Yaak Falls. He had dreams of generating enough power to run the
mine at Sylvanite and for other uses. Higgins and | had an argument and parted company. |
kicked the pack rats out of an old prospector's cabin about a half mile below the falls and moved
in. | started clearing a place for a power house a short distance below the falls. One day |
returned to Higgins' place to get my axe and some of the meat | had left there. | loaded half a
deer in a pack sack that | had made from a gunny sack and started back, deciding that the "going"
would be a little better on the river. This proved to be a poor decision when the ice broke and |
found myself sitting in water up to my shoulders. | removed my snowshoes and the pack sack
from by back and got out of the hole, but had to go back in the water to fish out my axe.

While clearing for the power house, every time | sank the axe into a tree my head seemed to
jump into the air, caused no doubt by a back tooth that had been giving me trouble. I no longer
had access to the cotton and carbolic acid that Higgins, while | was with him, had let me use to
pack the cavity and relieve the pain. So | decided to eliminate the tooth, with a ten-inch file and
four-pound single-bitted axe to serve me in this operation. | placed the end of the file against the
tooth and took a swipe at it with the axe, missing the file and batting myself on the side of the
jaw. After repeating this operation several times with the same result, | took off for Leonia,
Idaho, twelve miles away, to get some acid. When | found that the acid no longer gave me relief,
| caught the train to Troy to call on old Dad Woods who, | had heard, pulled a tooth now and
then.

It was late when | arrived. Dad wanted me to wait until morning as they had only coal-oil lamps.
When I told him I had to leave on the 4:00 a.m. train he asked Josh Inman, his bartender, to get
the lantern. Dad fished out some kind of pliers and picked out the tooth he thought should be
pulled. I told him, "No, it's the one behind that one.” The one he wanted to pull had a large filling
in it which no doubt looked like a hole to him. We finally compromised. He said, "OK, we will
pull that one and | will keep on pulling till we get the right one.” Lucky for me the first tooth
pulled was the right one.

In the spring Les Vinal (later supervisor of the Kootenai) brought a group of students up, most of
them equipped with six-shooters and cameras. They lined up on the bridge and took pictures of
the falls. That summer and the next, eastern white pine and red oak were planted at Sylvanite
Ranger Station. The white pine are now beautiful, thrifty trees. The cayuses browsed on the red
oak. Jack Baldwin saved five of them by moving them to the back of the dwelling where his wife
kept them watered with her dishwater, and they are now beautiful trees. The largest one is taller
than the dwelling.

The Yaak Falls power didn't materialize so I pulled out for Manitoba where 1 worked in the
harvest fields until October, then returned to Pittsburgh, entered business college and worked for
the Pennsylvania Railroad. This was in 1913, and the railroad company assigned me to work in
connection with the Ohio Valley flood where | was paid straight time (24 hours a day). | then



returned west, where | had wanted to be all the time, and went first to Night Hawk, Washington,
to trap. | wound up back on the Yaak where the winter of 1914 was spent trapping. The next
spring | built a two-story log cabin for a homesteader and filed on a homestead myself before
leaving for the Palouse country to make some money to support my homestead.

In the fall I arrived in Spokane with $90, bought a little black mare and buggy | saw parked
outside a saloon with a sign reading "For Sale $40.00." | bought my winter's supply of grub and
headed back for the Yaak, a five-day trip. One night during a hard rain | was bedded down under
the buggy when an automobile went by. | said to myself, "One day | will have one of those
things."

Jack Baldwin, later Ranger at Sylvanite and still later in charge of the Engineering Shop in
Spokane, had just homesteaded. I helped build a log house for him. Later that winter I helped Hi
Crum build a log house on his homestead, which we started in 23-below-zero weather.

| worked on fires for the Forest Service, cleared land, and in August 1916 went to Canada and
enlisted in the Army, returning from overseas in the fall of 1919. | made cedar posts that winter
and went to work for the Forest Service the next spring maintaining telephone line. While | was
away the Forest Service or B.P.R. had built a road from Sylvanite up the Yaak to where the radar
station is now - about 18 miles. This was quite an improvement from the old trail I had hiked and
snowshoed over a number of times.

John Brobst, L. Dooley, and | moved the telephone line over from the trail to the new road. We
used some new wire from half-mile rolls. Jack Baldwin and Johnny would put them on a reel on
the back of the wagon and drive up the road stringing the wire out, after which they would hook
the end of the wire to the axle and go up the road again, as Jack said, "to take out the slack." |
was doing the climbing. One day | had taken the wire across my arms and started up an old burnt
fit, a remnant of the 1917 fire. It was on a curve and leaning toward the road. | got up about ten
feet and, luckily, wasn't using my belt when they took the slack out. It threw me clear across the
road. | was plenty mad and started up the road with blood in my eye. | had gone quite a little way
when | realized I still had the climbers on. By that time | had cooled off, had a good laugh and
went back to work. Later | was up a tree, had the insulator fastened to my belt, and Jack was
under the tree telling me how they used to do it when he worked for the telephone company back
in Kansas City. The insulator pulled loose and conked Jack on the head. Jack’s hair was rather
thin so I imagine it didn't feel so good. | am sure he thought 1 did it on purpose to get even with
him for yanking me out of the tree.

Just before the 4th of July we put a young, newly married couple on Mt. Henry. During the
summer a lightning storm came up one night and knocked them out of their tent, or so they said.
She had a rather bad burn and had to eat standing up for awhile. Anyway, they said they'd had
enough, and we had to replace them.

Fourth of July night when we got back from the lookout the road crew had completed the right of
way to the lower ford and were throwing a party. The settlers were invited, and danced in the old
schoolhouse. It was quite a party, lasting most of the night.



From the basin on to Rexford over the Dodge Creek summit the county had built a wagon road,
which amounted to only a double trail. Some brave soul, not a native, decided to make the trip
through with a car. The boys dragged the car through the river at the lower ford with a team and
he took off. Later we heard that after prying out rocks and cutting off stumps in the road, what
remained of the car, arrived in Rexford behind a team of horses. That was the first car to make a
trip up the Yaak and through to Rexford.

After maintaining the telephone line to Mt. Henry and Baldy from our two tent lookouts, | spent
the rest of the summer as smokechaser at Long Meadows. We had a number of fires, the largest
on the West Fork. Hiked in with my fire pack about 15 miles, bedded down that night at Pete
Creek Meadows and the mosquitoes had a field day. I built three smudges in an effort to get
some sleep, but they crept in under the smoke and gave me the works.

For a number of years | had seasonal work with the Forest Service. In 1922 | was on final
surveys. They were trying to wind up the homestead business. During the off season | worked on
various things - clearing land on my homestead, prospecting, logging, helping in the Yaak log
drive, doing assessment work. In the winter of '23 | took care of a herd of cattle and horses for a
rancher who had moved out for the winter. It was a cold winter with the temperature dropping as
low as 52 below.

In the spring of 1924 we were taking the drive out and when about a mile above the falls the
water dropped, causing a large jam in the canyon below the falls. Weyerhauser's men were
having plenty of trouble too skidding logs off the bars in the Kootenai with teams. Later | blasted
the key rocks out from under the jams above the falls and also blasted the jam in the canyon. In
blasting a ledge out that stuck up at the head of the falls, the logs were battered up pretty badly. |
had to shinny out on a pole to get at it and it was a ticklish job to keep from going aver the falls.
The next year Weyerhauser took the drive out in good water. That was the last drive on the Yaak.
This timber was all logged by homesteaders from their own lands and went to the Bonners Ferry
mill.

We now had a mail route up the river, 44 miles from Troy, with the Yaak Post Office at the end
of the route. By changing teams at Sylvanite the mailman made the round trip in two days. | kept
one team at Sylvanite. The winter of '24 the freight business got too heavy for his once-a-week
trip, so I hauled freight for him from Troy to Sylvanite, a two-day trip. He took it on from there,
another two-day trip.

During the winter we had a very warm spell, then the thermometer dropped way below zero in a
few hours. Sap must have been in the trees as it Killed a lot of fruit trees and turned the needles
yellow on many evergreens, most of which survived however.

| believe it was in 25 that we had a lot of fires, the largest on 17 Mile Creek. The coming of
snow finished it. Late that fall we built a lookout house on Roderick Mountain and had lots of
snow and wind during construction.

Activity during 1926-27-28 was pretty much routine; maintenance, construction, telephone lines,
trails, roads and buildings, and some fires.



In the fall of 1928 | loaded the family and a camping outfit in the car (a 1926 Chevrolet touring
car) and started on a trip that took us to the Coast, down to California and Mexico, across to
Florida through the Southern States, up the East Coast to Canada, and back across the northern
tier of states, a total of 12,000 miles. We arrived home in April. It was a nice trip and quite
educational for our two children, although at times they were rather trying. Once in Arizona |
stopped the car to get something to work them over with, but the best I could find was cactus and
| had no gloves. | had my tire chains along "just in case," but the only place they were needed
was in coming through from Noxon to Troy via Bull Lake. We encountered quite a lot of road
construction on the trip and still had gobs of red clay of the South and gumbo of the Dakotas
under the car when we arrived home. When we got back in Montana the water tasted so good we
stopped and drank our fill at every creek and spring. We also commented that this was the only
state where they surfaced the roads with boulders.

In 1929 we had quite a few fires. A big one in 1931 started on Deer Creek in Idaho on a Sunday
morning. By that night it was burning on Baldy Ridge. That fire occupied me the rest of the
summer. Of course we had help from other forests and from the Regional Office - Frank
Jefferson, Lloyd Hornby, Hartley Calkins, and F.K. Stewart. On the Montana side we had 31
camps on the fire and 1500 men, with crews coming and going, and 300 head of pack stock.
Quite a few of these were "knotheads" that had just been rounded up from the range. The packers
had to break them but "knew their stuff.”

At that time we had only a one-way road into the Yaak, with a few turnouts. We had a man at
Tepee Springs and another at the Sylvanite Ranger Station. In this nine-mile stretch the vans and
buses couldn't pass. Some of the drivers on the buses and vans were quite angry as they had
scraped their rigs on the cliffs at the falls. On one occasion, instead of the grub we ordered for
the fire, Spokane sent us a large vanload of mixed vegetables, salad variety. They must have
been overstocked on these. An odd thing about that fire was that every Sunday from somewhere
inside the line, fire would be thrown quite a distance outside, causing us to lose considerable
trench. Art Greeley traversed the fire line. We had 90 miles in held line in Montana; | don't
remember how much they had in Idaho. By the time the fire was out our road was beaten to
pieces. | broke five springs on my Model A that summer.

Later came the CCC's and a 200-man camp for us. These boys rebuilt our road and surfaced it
with crushed rock, for which we were all grateful. They did a lot of good work - built a steel
bridge across the Yaak below Sylvanite, several steel bridges across the creeks, some side roads
and trails, and worked on fires and in other places where we could use them. First we had a camp
of L.E.M.'s (local men) who were fine, then a camp of Jewish boys from New York. Later on
farm boys from Ohio and the mountains of Tennessee arrived. There were many amusing
incidents, but that's another story.

Next came the E.R.A., and we fell heir to a crew of transients from another county or forest.
They were not too satisfactory, but we did get some road right of way cleared. When the money
ran out we sent them back to where they came from, but it seemed they weren't wanted there
either, since more money was allotted us and the crew returned. Along the way they had got hold
of some "joy juice™ and when we opened the endgate of the truck some of them rolled out on the



ground. We finally got them tucked in for the night. The next morning they craved tomato juice,
and the cook had to run them out of the kitchen with a cleaver.

Then came the N.R.A., and we were allotted some money to build a combination building and a
five-stall machine shed. Sylvanite Ranger Station was beginning to look up. Quite a bit different
from when | first saw it in 1910. After the 1910 fire the Forest Service had built a general-
purpose building out of rough lumber, for which they had traded stumpage to the sawmill at
Sylvanite. The mill had been hauled in from Troy to Sylvanite via Kilbrennan Lake and Yaak
Falls with a four-horse team the winter of 1910. The boiler was the big load. The road crew had
left a couple of shacks in 1917 which were converted into a cookhouse, warehouse and office.
Previous to this time the Sylvanite district had taken in part of the old Troy district, extending
from Kootenai Falls to the Idaho line and north to Baldy Ridge. We had ten lookouts and many
miles of trail and telephone line.

An odd thing is that sometimes you can have a lot of lightning going to the ground and get very
few fires, but in 1940 it seemed that every strike started a fire. We had 44, some of them pretty
good size. That year we had outside help which we greatly appreciated. I.V. Anderson from the
Regional Office came to the Ranger Station and among other things commented that he had been
on a lot of fires but that this was the first time he had been given a whole drainage to take care
of. Upper Ford district had assigned him the Spread Creek drainage. Our district wasn't bad off
compared to the Raven district which got 100 fires out of that first two-day storm. This was the
first year we used planes. A fire outfit was dropped on Yaak Mountain for us, but the water was
missing from that load.

In the fall of 1942 | was mapping and classifying private land for fire protection. One evening |
received a call from the Supervisor's Office instructing me to leave the next day for the Guayule
Rubber Project in California. | went to Spokane where | was to meet two other boys and drive to
California. Something didn't mesh so we took the train to Missoula, picked up a car there and
proceeded to Salinas. On arrival, Major Kelley, who was in charge of the project, showed us the
nursery and the processing plant. It was very enlightening and instructive. We went from Salinas
to Indio where a nursery was being established. Major Kelley had told us that our operations
would compare somewhat with those on a big fire. We worked ten hours a day, seven days a
week. The temperature rose to 100 in the shade every day - quite a contrast to the cool days we
had left at home that October. We had a motley crew of laborers because the armed services had
taken so many men. Our needs were filled from skid row in Los Angles.

About Christmas time the wind took over and covered our little guayule plants with sand. We
rustled all the push brooms we could get in Indio and put the crews to work uncovering the
plants. A 1000-man camp was set up which proved of great help. I believe this was the largest
nursery with overhead sprinkling system that had ever been established. We had about 80 miles
of various-sized pipe in the system.

About the first of January | was sent to El Paso to help Ed Mackay with a nursery located in New
Mexico a short distance out of El Paso. | headed for home at the end of my six-month detail.
When I left El Paso the railroad station was packed; many were boys in uniform. The weather
was hot and sticky. | awoke early the next morning, raised the shade of my berth and looked out



to see a stream of water rushing over the rocks, green grass just peeking out from under the
snow, and evergreens, and realized with a feeling of pleasure that | was back in Montana. It was
my birthday and | thought, "What a nice present."

In 1944 Karl Klehm and I, while on a district inspection trip that took us to the sheep camp on
Buckhorn Ridge, spent the night at the head of Red Top Creek. The third day while traveling up
the Cool Creek ridge we encountered two bear about three miles from our destination of
Roderick Lookout. These 300-pounders looked as though they disputed our right to pass as they
stood up on their hind legs and appeared very belligerent. Karl kicked his horse, yelled and went
after them. One of them broke over the ridge, but the other acted as though he were going to take
Karl on. Karl was only a few feet from him when the bear decided discretion was the better part
of valor and took off down the other side of the ridge. Karl rode back and asked what kind of
bear they were and | told him they were silver-tip grizzlies. He said, "Maybe | shouldn't have
done that."

In early April of 1945 a 50-man crew of Mexican Nationals arrived to work on blister rust. We
still had a lot of snow and they were not dressed for the type of weather we were having. Harold
Zwang and a representative of Montgomery Ward came up and took orders for rubbers and
warm clothing for them. They were assigned to pruning our white pine plantation, burning brush,
road work, etc., until the snow melted and they could work on blister rust. They were good
workers.

The next few years we were busy with timber sales, grazing permits, improvements, blister rust,
beetles, etc. It was pretty nice having the blister rust crews handy when we were hit with a bunch
of fires. Region 1 had recognized the value of planes for fire suppression and under the direction
of Regional Forester Kelley had inaugurated and developed the smokejumper program. We made
very good use of the smokejumpers, also the drops of camps and equipment.

The work load on the district has increased greatly due to blowdown and invasion of the spruce
bark beetle. Thousands of trees were killed by the beetles. Many miles of road have been built to
most parts of the district to salvage the millions of board feet of lumber in these dead trees. It is
now possible to go by car in short order to most parts of the district where it used to take us a
couple of days to make the trip.

Many changes and improvements have taken place. The radar station was built near the Yaak
Post Office (incidentally, the post office was closed and the mail route extended up the river).
The Air Force rebuilt the Yaak road by contract and have improved and maintained it since that
time with the cooperation and help of the Forest Service. We now have a very fine road.

Homesteaders no longer are seen with their pack strings of cayuses on their way to Leonia (this
town no longer exists) for their year's supply of grub; just cars, trucks, logging trucks and, yes,
jets overhead. Many of the old timers have slipped over the Great Divide to the Happy Hunting
Grounds and are no doubt swapping yarns about "the good old days."



Sylvanite Ranger Station a few years after the 1910 fire, Kootenai National Forest. J.K. John
Brobst in picture.

Sylvanite Ranger Station, Kootenai National Forest, August 1923. Area behind building was
burned over during 1910 fire.




Sylvanite Ranger Station, Kootenai National Forest, 1958.




THE FIRST TEN YEARS WERE THE TOUGHEST
By Ralph L. Hand
(Retired 1955)

If in order to qualify as an oldtimer in the Northern Rocky Mountain Region, it is necessary to
have toughed it out through the critical fire seasons of 1910 and 1919, I'm afraid | can't make the
grade.

| believe it was during the former year that, as a schoolboy in southwestern New York State, |
first got smoke in my eyes and ashes in my hair from hardwood slash fires. | remember too that
for a time we were pretty badly smoked up from the big Michigan and Minnesota fires and |
expect it was just about then that | first began to think of the Forest Service as a possible career.

This was before the Weeks Law had been passed and there wasn't an acre of national forest land
within many miles of my home, so the idea was still rather vague when, in 1915, | attended a
summer forestry camp in the Adirondacks. This camp was in conjunction with the regular
summer camp that was attended by all second-year students of the New York State College of
Forestry at Syracuse University, but it was open to practically anyone who was interested in
forestry.

Henry H. (Hal) Tryon, whom the students often referred to as "The Harvard-educated
lumberjack," was in charge of our group. Others whom | remember well include Dean Hugh
Potter Baker; his brother, J. Fred Baker, who taught Silviculture; Dr. Chas. C. Adams, who later
directed the Roosevelt Wildlife Experiment Station for many years; Wm. L. Bray, the ecologist;
and a professor of botany named Harry Brown.

That summer at Cranberry Lake convinced me that | was on the right track, but after many talks
with students and instructors. | was equally convinced that there was little chance in that part of
the country for the kind of employment | was looking for.

For the next couple of years | worked at various jobs including tree surgery on Long Island,
cutting saw logs and chemical wood at a Pennsylvania lumber camp, ice harvesting on
Chautauqua Lake and all sorts of furniture factory work from the lumber yard to the finishing
floor. Then came World War One and a hitch in the Army with a little more than a year overseas,
and so just about the time that the 1919 fire season was well under way, | was a footloose "G.I."
with an Army discharge and what was left of a $60 bonus in my pocket - looking for a job. It was
not until the fall of 1920, having in the meantime wangled a $150 scholarship at the University
of Idaho and a one-cent-per-mile landlooker's ticket on the Canadian Pacific Railroad, that |
headed for the Northwest.

At the time | entered, in late October, the Forest School staff at Moscow consisted of Dean
Francis G. Miller, Henry H. (Heinie) Schmitz, and C. Edward (Eddie) Behre. In addition to the
regular instructors we had special lecturers from the Forest Service. One of the first and best-
remembered was Howard Flint, at that time an inspector in the District (Regional) Office at
Missoula. Then there was a quartet of Supervisors, Joe Fitzwater from the Kaniksu, C.K. (Mac)
McHarg from the Coeur d'Alene, Jonn B. Taylor from the Deerlodge and Guy B. Mains from



one of the south Idaho forests - I think it was the Boise. | remember Supervisor Mains as a
somewhat stocky individual with bristly, black whiskers; he reminded me of pictures | had seen
of General U.S. Grant. When one of the local students asked him if he had ever worked on a
north ldaho forest, he said, "Yes," and then added, "If the reproduction on my face had been as
heavy as it is now, I'd still be hanging out there in the brush." Evidently he preferred the open
range and yellow pine of the Intermountain Region to the brushy jungles of the Idaho Panhandle.

Among my fellow students who later followed Forest Service careers were Ray Ferguson, Albert
Cochrell, Fred Shaner, Howard Higgins and Frank Folsom. | believe Albert was a Ranger at the
time, but had taken a furlough to attend school for a year.

In the spring of 1921, | was offered a seasonal job on the St. Joe, and since | wasn't to report at
Avery until June 16, | had a few weeks in which to replenish my now badly depleted funds.
Among other jobs, | buried a dead horse, whitewashed the interior of a cow barn, packed trees at
the University arboretum, addressed envelopes and hoed a huge field of cantaloupes and
watermelons. The latter job was at Lewiston Orchards where the University maintained an
experimental farm, and while there | managed to take a couple of days off to visit an Army
buddy who had recently started practicing dentistry at Grangeville.

That long train ride over the prairie and across the high wooden trestles, is one that | won't soon
forget - especially the return trip. | was accompanied by a Grangeville attorney whom I had met
through my friend the dentist. | have long since forgotten his name, but I can still remember
some of the things he told me about Idaho County; he was literally loaded with information and
not a bit backward about passing it on to a comparative stranger.

On arriving at Lewiston, we ran smack into some sort of convention and the Bollinger Hotel was
full (the Lewis and Clark hadn't yet been built). My companion must have used his influence
with the management for they set up two cots behind a screen on the second floor corridor and
that's where we slept - at least it's where we spent the night. When some barbershop quartet
wasn't howling in doleful tones through the wide-open transom, or a staggering drunk trying to
find his room by pounding on each door successively, my roommate was regaling me with
statistics about the vastness and eminence of Idaho County which | learned was larger than the
state of Connecticut. I learned, too, that it contained enough merchantable timber to build a five-
room house for each family in New York City, and cattle enough to keep them supplied with
meat through a hard winter. Furthermore, its fabulous Camas Prairie produced sufficient wheat
to sustain all the flour mills of Kansas, while the gold that had been taken out of Florence, EIk
City, and the Buffalo Hump would have paid off the national debt in 1917.

If some of these statements are a little bit debatable, blame me, not the lawyer. After all, this was
almost forty years ago and my memory isn't perfect.

1921
| reported to Joe Mahoney at the Avery Ranger Station on the morning of June 16. Joe was the

Ranger who handled the dispatching, bossed the packers and functioned generally as manager of
the Avery Supply Base.



The St. Joe and Coeur d'Alene had recently been combined into a single administrative unit
under Supervisor McHarg, whose headquarters were in the town of Coeur d'Alene. Ashley
Roche, his deputy, remained at Avery where he was nominally in charge of the Main division
with its four Ranger Districts. Clyde Blake was in charge of the Avery District, Franklin Girard
had Roundtop, Allen Space, Quarles Peak, and Charles Bradner was the new Ranger at Pole
Mountain. The Palouse District, separated from the others by a wide area under jurisdiction of
the Coeur d'Alene Timber Protective Association, was handled by Billy Daugs, who functioned
pretty much as a "little supervisor"” on that isolated unit.

The main Division at that time was really a backwoods forest; there wasn't a foot of road within
the entire three-quarter-million acres except within the town of Avery, a division point of the
Milwaukee Railroad. As I recall, there was just one powered vehicle in town a light truck that
was used to haul groceries and other merchandise from the freight depot to the general store. It
had been shipped in on a flat car.

| had been assigned as lookout at Pole Mountain, but the first job that I did for the Forest Service
was to help old "Dad" Propst clean out the Avery sewer system. It always became plugged after
the spring rains and it had become sort of a tradition that all newcomers take a whirl at the
disagreeable task. The college student, the seasoned lumberjack and the drifter who had just
dropped off from a boxcar - each took his turn and was judged according to whether he rolled up
his sleeves or turned up his nose. Over a year later | was told that | had been recommended for a
Ranger appointment, at least partly because | had been one of those who placed personal
sgueamishmess subordinate to the importance of getting a dirty but necessary job done. As a
matter of fact, | wasn't conscious of trying to "butter up™ anybody; it was the way | had been
raised, or perhaps the credit should go to my New England ancestors.

Following the Avery episode, the next thing | remember with any degree of clarity is of
shoveling through snowdrifts east of Bearskull, to get the pack trains around Hoodoo Ridge.
There was quite a gang of us seasonal employees, headed for our stations on the Roundtop and
Pole Mountain Districts.

As backwoods cabins go, the Bearskull bunkhouse was larger than most, as befitted an important
pack station, and it contained three or four double-deck bunks made of lodgepole saplings and
split cedar puncheon. These had all been pre-empted by the time our gang arrived and even floor
space was at a premium. The weather was nasty, and several inches of wet snow covered the
ground. I had dumped my packsack and blankets in a vacant spot, only to come back later and
find that they had been kicked into a corner and a big coil of telephone wire now occupied the
spot where | had intended to bed down. | was down on the floor struggling with that heavy coil
and wondering what to do with it when a hard-looking individual who had spoken little up to
then, came to my rescue. "If you'll kick that wire over here," he said, giving me a somewhat
supercilious look, "I'll roll it outside for you, unless you want to use it for bed springs.” That was
my introduction to Ashley Roche.

Among the four or five packers who were awaiting the snow removal was one named Joe, who,
despite the bad weather, elected to sleep outside. | learned later that he never slept indoors; rain
or shine, he spread his blankets where he could hear the musical tinkle of the horse bells. Joe



claimed he was so used to listening to them that he always awoke when he couldn't hear them
any more. Then he would shoulder his bedroll and follow the mule tracks until he was sure the
stock was on good grass. By morning Joe might be miles from camp, but at least he had the
biggest half of the wrangling job behind him.

It was about the Fourth of July when we finally completed our share of the main-line
maintenance work and arrived at our summer headquarters the Pole Mountain Ranger Station.
My partner was a Texan named Frank Moore who had worked seasonally on the St. Joe since
1914. With us were two brothers, Slim and Tige Frantz, who were to occupy the Mallard Lake
camp some ten or twelve miles beyond our station.

For the first week or so, we were all busy constructing camp, for, though this was the Ranger
Station, there were no buildings except a small, practically windowless log structure supposed to
be a tool cache. Frank was a genius when it came to making a comfortable, even luxurious camp,
with nothing but a few handtools and what the Lord had provided in the way of native material.
We had two tents and a fly, and of course there was no cedar at that 6500 foot elevation, but we
split shakes and puncheon from lodgepole pine with a froe (shake-splitter) that Frank had made
out of a broken brush-hook. We walled up the sides of the kitchen fly, made shelves, cupboards
and racks for utensils, floored the tents, and even made lockers for our personal gear.

The smaller of the tents was to be the Ranger's office, and though Frank was rather scornful, he
spared no effort in making a neat shelf for the manual and files and a stand for the old Oliver
typewriter. But he just couldn't help comparing it with the office of one of Brad's predecessors. It
had consisted of one wooden box to sit on, another to serve as a desk, and two large spikes
driven into a post that formed part of the tent frame. Incoming mail was pegged to spike number
one until action had been taken or the Ranger had decided to ignore it. Then it was transferred to
spike number two which never became filled because its contents - always dealt from the bottom
- as used to kindle the fire each morning.

We had just about completed our camp when Brad arrived with a wooden mapboard and alidade,
an iron telephone that weighed ninety pounds, and a set of lookout instructions that had been
prepared in the office at Coeur d'Alene the preceding winter. Brad carried the telephone and
alidade in a packsack, while I struggled along with a quarter-mile coil of wire over my shoulder
and the mapboard under my arm, up the steep trail to the lookout.

We fastened the phone to a broken-topped snag, made the proper connections, and strung out the
wire to establish a ground at a small lake below the lookout. Then we nailed the mapboard to a
stump with a twenty-penny spike; Brad handed me the alidade and the instructions, shook hands
and was gone. | saw him only once afterward until the Pole Mountain District had been
blanketed under a foot of snow in early September.

The instructions which Brad had handed me in a somewhat offhand manner, consisted of two or
three mimeographed pages and a couple of blueprints. One was of a standard garbage pit, the
other a simple but adequate toilet. Since Frank and I had completed the latter to a considerably
higher standard than required, we ignored the directions and eventually the chipmunks chewed
up part of the pamphlet. It ended up, finally, alongside an outdated saddle catalogue on the wall



of that ornate structure that we had built. Ours had four walls, a roof, a door and a ventilator,
while the plan had called for nothing but a shallow trench and two forked stakes, spanned by a
stout pole.

The summer of 1921 turned out to be an easy fire season, but | didn't get bored for lack of things
to do. As soon as the main camp was completed, | began making daily trips to the lookout,
leaving after an early breakfast and returning in the evening. There was a lot of snagging to be
done to increase visibility, and there was no shelter of any kind on the mountain top. I set up a
pole frame and roofed it with fir boughs as a shelter from the blistering sun, but a few days after
its completion it served another purpose.

There was an invasion of flying ants - one of the worst | have ever seen - and since these insects
always congregate on the highest point, I ducked under my new shelter. The ruse appeared to
work at first, then the ants began to filter through the loosely woven boughs; at first a few at a
time, then by the quart and finally by the bucketful. They crawled down my neck and up my
sleeves and pant legs until, in desperation, | dashed into a fir thicket, ripped off my clothes and
shook then out. One good thing about flying ants - they don't last long. A breeze came up and in
a few minutes they were gone from the mountain top.

Brad arrived on the heels of the first fall snowstorm and we closed up and packed out a few days
later. After a short but highly successful fishing trip on the upper St. Joe, | went to Pendleton to
take in the famous roundup, then back to school again. Later in the fall | took and passed the
Ranger examination at Orofino. As I recall, it was practically an all-day session, presided over by
Lloyd Hornby, Supervisor of the Clearwater Forest. Before the following spring | had accepted
an appointment to the assistant Ranger position at Roundtop.

1922

At the close of this, my second and final year at Moscow, | packed my belongings, took the train
to Avery and reported to Frank Girard whom | had met briefly the previous summer. Most of the
townspeople and everyone in the Forest Service who knew him, always referred to him as "The
Judge.”

The St. Joe and Coeur d'Alene were still combined as a single unit under Supervisor McHarg,
but when the fire situation became serious, Mac went up to Avery and remained there until the
break came in late August. Roche was still deputy and the Ranger force remained unchanged
except for the Pole Mountain District. Bradner had been transferred to the Coeur d'Alene as a
scaler and a new Ranger, Tony Yack, had been assigned in his place.

According to the record, 1922 was not listed among the historic fire seasons, but on the St. Joe it
was really tough. More than one-third of the 44,000 acres of burn chalked up to the Region that
year occurred on the Joe, and that doesn't tell the whole story. Most of our 16,000 acres was
divided between two fires, Marble Creek and Foehl Creek, the latter just a rough little 6,000-acre
smudge - the kind we used to "herd around" with a few small crews until the snow finally put it
out; in other words, a back-country fire.



Marble Creek was an entirely different proposition. We had inherited the hot end of a 30,000
acre blaze that started on Association land, crossed the main drainage, swept up the east side and
threatened what was then the largest remaining stand of virgin white pine in the United States.
Both of the big fires and about forty others of various sizes were credited to the Roundtop
District.

The town of St. Maries - referred to by all oldtime loggers as "The Maries," was the center of a
region that had sent millions of feet of white pine to the mills and was still going strong. There
was no national forest installation there, but it contained the headquarters of the association with
which we had a telephone connection by way of Fishhook Peak and Marble Mountain. Although
I never saw Warden Billy Ross until some years later, | figure that we developed a speaking - or
rather, a shouting - acquaintance that summer. That line wasn't in very good shape to begin with,
and since a lot of it was inside the firelines, it frequently went dead; then we had to talk through
a series of relays by way of Avery, Wallace, and Coeur d'Alene.

While the Foehl Creek fire didn't make headlines for burned area, it held the spotlight in the local
news for another reason. That country was pretty rugged, which may account for the fact that it
produced at least one fatality and more injuries than all the other St. Joe fires put together. |
recall that at one time there were ten firefighting casualties, mostly from Foehl Creek, in the St.
Maries Hospital, not to mention the many "camp cripples” including one with a severed toe. It
became known as a hoodoo fire and we had trouble recruiting anybody but seasoned
lumberjacks, once the word leaked out that Foehl Creek was the destination.

| remember one time when | helped packer "Summy" Stonebraker change a load to a fresh mule
so he could complete the trip to Avery that day. The load was the cargoed body of a firefighter
who had been killed by a falling snag the day before, and while we hadn't planned it that way, we
did have quite a crew of spectators. There were about twenty-five of them, resting at the station
before starting out on the second lap which would take them to the fire camp. The victim was a
rather tall man and one of his feet stuck out through a rip in the pack mante. | noticed some of
the men talking to one another in low tones, and agitated looks on a few faces, but thought little
of it until time for them to start up the trail. When the foreman counted noses, nearly half of his
crew was missing; they had headed back toward town and so far as | know, didn't even stop at
Avery to ask for travel pay which they wouldn't have gotten anyway.

Roundtop was at least ten airline miles from the front of the Marble Creek fire, but when it made
its biggest run, the ground at the station was white with ashes and | picked up charred twigs as
big around as a lead pencil and over a foot long. Some of them were just scorched a little,
indicating that they had been blown ahead of the fire by the terrific wind that it had generated.

When | started out on the Roundtop assignment, | wasn't fully aware of just what my job was to
be, but I soon found out. Although my title was assistant Ranger, | discovered that the actual
work consisted of cooking, housekeeping, assisting two lumberjacks who were building a log
cabin (spare time, of course), and dispatching. It was well along in August, the cabin work was at
a standstill and | was preparing meals for firefighting crews almost daily when relief finally
came. A cook who could also handle routine dispatching, arrived on the scene and Girard and |
took off for the Marble Creek fire which had made another run in the head of Homestead Creek.



It was sure a relief to get away from that grind. Frank and | camped that night on the shore of a
little lake below Breezy Point and spent the following day scouting the unmanned portion of the
fire. After that, | was in and out of the Ranger Station until about the first of September, when
Frank sent me to Jug Camp with a pack load of supplies for the smokechaser and instructions to
visit the Foehl Creek fire and bring back a report on its condition. It started to rain before |
arrived at the camp and turned to snow during the night; next morning my horses were standing
knee deep in snow on the lee side of the cabin. The fire season was over.

During those weeks that | spent running back and forth between the telephone switchboard and
the cook stove, a lot of visitors had passed through the station. One or two packers came by
almost daily and there were few nights that | didn't share my bed with one of them or with some
forest officer detailed to one of the fires or on an inspection trip. Among those | remember best
were Herb Stone, who later became head man at the Winter Range at Perma; George Decker, one
of the Decker brothers of packsaddle fame; Tom Crossley from the Nezperce; Jack Thompson,
then a Ranger on the Custer; D.L. Beatty from the District (Regional) Office; Jim Girard, Frank's
older brother; and Mel Bradner, who was later Director of the Northern Rocky Mountain
Experiment Station.

Among the packers who came pretty regularly, was one known as Rocky Mountain Pete, a name
he had acquired while serving as a packer and guide in one of the western National Parks. Pete
was a big, goodnatured, happy-go-lucky Dutchman with an ironic sense of humor and a
vocabulary that was a curious mixture of cowboy lingo and drawing-room English. Earlier that
year, before the fire season was well under way, Pete had packed upriver to where a trail crew
was blasting through some heavy rock. The powderman, though an expert in his line, was one of
the most peculiar-looking physical specimens it is possible to imagine, and Pete's reaction upon
first seeing him was characteristic.

Dynamite Smith was a string bean of a man, about six-feet-one and 125 pounds, with a long,
skinny neck and an Adam's apple that stuck out like the drawbar on a freight car. He walked with
a stumbling stride, his long arms hanging loosely at his sides and his big, bony hands flapping
alongside his knees like shirttails on a windswept clothesline. When Pete saw this apparition
shambling up the trail toward the cook tent, he stared in openmouthed wonder for what seemed
like a full minute, then in a stage whisper, he remarked, "What a magnificent physique!"

Another week at Roundtop, then | said goodby to Girard and headed for the Coeur d'Alene where
| had been assigned to a timber-cruising and mapping crew. The next time | saw "The Judge" -
years later - he had left the Service and was running for Secretary of State on a ticket headed by
Ben Ross, Democratic candidate for Governor of Idaho.

After a combined train, stage, boat and calked-boot trip that took up the better part of two days, |
reported at Big Creek to Red Stewart who was in charge of the mapping crew. Frank Tobey
headed up the cruising end of the job and other members of the combined crews were Tom
Watkins, Roger Billings, two Michigan State boys named Putnam and Mitchell, an Irishman
whom we called "Jiggs," and Dave Robertson, a character whose exploits are still legendary on
the Coeur d'Alene. A latecomer to the outfit was a young fellow named A.A. Brown; we called



him "Brownie." I'm sure none of us surmised that at some future date he would hold the top fire
control position in the U.S. Forest Service.

Red Stewart took me out for a few days to teach me the use of the compass and Abney level and
the intricacies of mapmaking. He knew the location of every chute, flume and skidroad in the
country and he knew how to utilize them in making it back to camp in record time. His favorite
stunt was to find the head of one of those V-shaped wooden flumes, climb aboard and run all the
way to the bottom. It might be a mile long but he never slackened his pace. The technique was to
maintain your equilibrium by alternately hopping back and forth from one side to the other. It
required a good sense of balance as well as sharp calks and there was always enough water
running through the flume to make a misstep interesting if not disastrous. Red claimed that it was
just a matter of practice but I think Dave Robertson had a better answer. He said that in Red's
case it was simply centrifugal force combined with a low center of gravity. Anyway, all | got out
of it was a wornout pair of loggers and a Charley horse which Dave diagnosed as "Coeur d'Alene
knee."

We wound up the job in early November, spent a week compiling data, followed by a shindig at
the Prichard Ranger Station, then reported to the Supervisor's office at Coeur d'Alene. | parted
company with Red in Spokane a few days later, then headed east for the holidays.

1923

A day or two before Christmas, | received a wire from Missoula, offering me an appointment as
Forest Ranger on the Selway Forest. | was to report to Supervisor Frank Jefferson at Kooskia,
Idaho, on January 1. The wire was signed by G.l. Porter.

| reported as directed and took the oath of office next day in Major Frank A. Fenn's little printing
office where he published the once-a-week "Kooskia Mountaineer." The Major had retired from
the Forest Service a few years before, and besides running the newspaper, was engaged in the
practice of law with his son, Lloyd.

Besides Jeff, the Selway field force consisted of Deputy Supervisor Francis Carrol, Fire
Assistant Charlie MacGregor, another staffman, Fred McKibbin, and five District Rangers. They
were Jack Parsell (Middlefork), C.S. (Red) Crocker (Selway), Al Kolmorgan (Lochsa), Bert
Kauffman (Moose Creek), and Albert Campbell (Meadow Creek). The sixth district, Bear Creek
was to be handled for the summer by Floyd Cossitt, who was then attending the University.
Kolmorgan resigned a short time after | arrived and | was assigned the Lochsa District. Two
more appointments were made early in the spring Ray Ferguson took over the Smith Creek cedar
sales and John Rice who had formerly been Ranger at Meadow Creek, was reappointed and
placed in charge of the Pete King warehouse and supply base.

My first assignment was to join Parsell and Campbell at Pete King, where a series of winter jobs
had been lined up. The first one was to move a two-story log building from one end of the flat to
the other, to make room for the construction of a new warehouse and commissary building. This
we did with a homemade stump-puller and a team of pack mules.



Our first big mistake was to attempt to do the whole job from a single setup. That building was
heavy and we were moving it on skids with one set of blocks; the stress on that long length of
cable must have been terrific. The mules, though gentle, weren't exactly draft animals and
Campbell, who took on the job of mule skinner, had plenty of trouble.

It would take two or three complete revolutions of that long sweep before the tension was taken
up and even then, at the start, we had to use jackscrews at the back of the building. After the
cable was tight as a fiddlestring we would apply the jacks, and when the pressure was strong
enough the building would surge forward several feet in one sudden jerk.

It so happened that a big gray tomcat was lying asleep on a window ledge at the back of the
cabin when it made its first forward surge. Old Tom had been a fixture at the station for some
time, having been brought there with the idea that he would keep the woodmice out of the
building, but it didn't work out that way. Tom preferred to do his hunting outdoors, so the mice
moved inside where they could enjoy greater security as well as better rations. The nearest Tom
ever came to sharing a human habitation was when he took those daily snoozes on the window
ledge and there he was, a picture of peace and tranquility, when the jolt came.

Did you ever have a house pulled out from under you unexpectedly? That's what happened to
Tom. He rose in the air as though sprung from a trap; his tail grew three sizes bigger around and
he let out a yowl that must have been heard at the Lowell Post Office, a mile away. Then he lit
out in a beeline in the general direction of the Pacific coast. He didn't show up again for several
days and | don't believe he ever resumed those window ledge naps on the sunny side of the
cabin.

As the distance lessened, the cable became correspondingly shorter and the movement less jerky,
until finally it had gotten down to a slow, steady motion; but then we developed other troubles.
That stump-puller was old and the cogs were badly worn. Occasionally they wouldn't hold and
when it came time to rest the mules, Jack and | would have to brace ourselves against the end of
the sweep while Al unhitched the team and got out of the way. Then we would let it unwind and
start from scratch again.

We were almost finished, with only a short distance to go, when a storm came up and we had
several inches of wet, slushy snow. We could hold that sweep against a pretty severe strain on
bare ground and with a good foothold, but now it was different. Once again it became necessary
to unhitch, and when our feet commenced to slip we yelled at Al to hurry because we couldn't
hold much longer. Just as he got the team in the clear, we had to duck and that long sweep
unwound like a suddenly released watch spring, but while the mules were out of range, Al had
miscalculated his own position, The butt end of the sweep caught him square in the seat of his
pants and with arms and legs spread wide, he went round and round like the button on a
woodshed door. Finally, losing his balance, he was dumped off in the snow, minus part of his
overalls which had become attached to a sliver in the sweep. Jack and I lay flat in that wet snow
and laughed until we were weak; it was one of the funniest sights I ever saw. | think even Al
appreciated it when he looked up and saw the seat of his pants waving like a flag at the end of
that pole.



Our next job was a short one, but it provided enough thrills to more than make up for its brevity.
A new steel bridge had just been completed and the old ferry that had served for crossing the
Lochsa during the past years was now of no further use. It was beached on the opposite side of
the river and our job was to bring it across so we could salvage the blocks and cable before
cutting it loose.

It didn't take long to cut some stout poles and pry the big raft loose from the rocks on which it
was grounded. Then it was just a matter of winding up the windlass until the ferry was canted at
the proper angle into the current; there were a few creaks and groans from the rusty sheaves and
we were Off.

| suppose we should have anticipated what might happen, since the river was at en extremely
high stage for so early in the year; trees, logs and debris were coming down with the floodwaters
at frequent intervals. We were a little past the center of the stream when suddenly we saw a big
cedar - roots, top and all - coming right for us. There was nothing anyone could do, and when the
tree hit us its weight, combined with the force of the current, snapped the heavy rope just above
the drum. This caused the ferry to swing straight with the current and at the same time it nosed
under; we had to grab the guard rails and hang on for dear life to keep from being swept
overboard. Our old dog Ben didn't have a chance and in less time that it takes to tell it, he had
disappeared around a bend in the river, struggling for all he was worth.

As we hung there with the water well above our knees, debating whether to try and swim for it or
climb up the lead cable and "coon" our way to shore, the matter was taken completely out of our
hands. Another tree bore down on us from dead ahead; if we were helpless before, we were
doubly helpless now - however, it proved to be the best thing that could have happened.
Somehow, the roots of the oncoming tree tangled and locked with the one that was fast to our
bow in such a way as to swing the whole mass, including the ferry, at an angle with the current.
We were moving again, without guidance, but in the right direction.

That should have been the end of the story, but fate had evidently decided that we had another
thrill coming. Just as we touched shore and were about to congratulate ourselves, there was a
muffled explosion, followed by a shower of dirt, rocks and chunks of rotten wood. One rock the
size of a football slammed onto the deck and a piece of stump about as big as a fence rail
splashed in the water alongside. The river bank at this point is high, and it was impossible for the
two ranchers who were blasting stumps to see either the ferry landing or the river channel. Of
course they didn't know that the ferry was in use or that anyone was near, but barring a few
minor bruises, nobody was injured and even old Ben showed up later, tired and wet, but
apparently unhurt.

Early in March it was decided that someone should check on the trappers that were operating
under special-use permit from three Forest Service cabins in the back country. Since two of the
cabins were on my district - one, the Ranger Station - I, naturally was elected. Andy Hjort, the
local game warden was to accompany me, but shortly before the planned takeoff, Andy came
down with the flu, so Bert Kauffman went instead. Bert was familiar with upper Pete King and
Canyon Creeks, which were on our route, otherwise, neither of us had ever been in that country
before.



We strapped on our snowshoes at the Pete King loading platform and for about two weeks they
became as much a part of our daily apparel as anything we wore. The Canyon Creek Station,
about twenty miles out, was supposed to be well stocked with grub, so we took only a good one-
day ration; it could be stretched a little, we thought, if necessary.

Twenty miles is an easy day when snow conditions are just right, but we found it two of the
toughest days either of us had ever put in. The snow was so wet and slushy that it oozed over the
tops of our webs and we had to lift pounds of it each time we raised our feet. It was after dark
when we reached the Cedars Cabin - a little past the halfway point and we wouldn't have found it
at all but for Bert; he was still in familiar territory. It was just a little trapper's shack, unfurnished
and seldom used, but we had hopes of finding a smokechaser ration or two, for our grub was
nearly gone.

Yes, we found the cabin, but it was a sorry mess; sometime before, a huge cedar tree had fallen
across it, smashed in the roof and now occupied most of the interior. We had to crawl in on our
hands and knees, but at least it provided some shelter. Our luck wasn't all bad, for we did find a
couple of chocolate bars with the corners gnawed off by woodmice, a little sack of rice, similarly
violated by hungry rodents, and a quarter-pound package of tea.

We toughed it out that night and it really wasn't too bad. By morning it had tightened up some
and the shoeing was better; we had only seven or eight miles to go and were thinking about that
nice warm cabin at Canyon Creek, a good bed and lots of grub. It's a good thing we felt that way,
for we needed that shot of optimism later in the day when the snow softened up again.

We arrived at what was to have been our first day's destination only to find that something was
terribly wrong. The cabin was supposed to be occupied by one of the trappers, but he was not
there. He was supposed to have packed in his own supplies and to have left intact a sizeable,
well-balanced ration of Government grub that had been stored the previous fall. It was gone too.
A window was broken, the stove was rusty, there was no firewood, and the half-dozen blankets
were damp, musty and full of mouse holes.

There was nearly a full can of baking powder, but after scraping the bottom of the flour bin and
separating its meager contents from you know what, we managed to make one small batch of
biscuits, without salt or shortening; there wasn't even a bacon rind. The remainder of the supplies
consisted of about twenty pounds of rice and a whole shelf full of tea. And that night a real
blizzard hit us.

For two whole days, the wind howled, the snow came down, and all we could do was just sit
there and wish we were somewhere else.

Two days we sat and chewed the fat
While outside the snow piled deep.

Two nights we lay on the musty hay -
‘Till we'd shivered ourselves to sleep.

First we'd rustle some wood and stoke up the fire
Then we'd thaw out a bucket of ice



And cook up a ration of rice and tea;
Next time it was tea and rice.

By the morning of the third day the blizzard had subsided, but now there was three or four feet of
new, fluffy snow on the ground. We didn't mind it at first; it was light and feathery and though
we sank almost to our hips, we could kick our snowshoes through it without much effort. But
after hours of that endless wallowing, our leg muscles began to protest and we were glad to make
camp on the lee side of Middle Butte, which meant another supper and breakfast of rice and tea
without benefit of salt or anything else.

When we arrived at the Boulder Creek Ranger Station, which was to be my summer
headquarters, it was like heaven after what we had been through. The trapper who had that cabin
under permit was energetic and intelligent, and everything there was in good order. He had an
excellent catch - his estimate of the value was over two thousand dollars, a lot of money in those
days. He had even spent some of the long winter evenings whittling out furniture from split
cedar, using a draw-knife and a hand plane. A desk and chair that he made adorned my office for
several years afterward; but it was his fried ham, potatoes and sourdough bread that really hit the
spot; that and coffee. If he'd given us tea we would have thrown it and him out the window.

The remainder of the trip was uneventful, and on the whole, it really wasn't bad except for that
restricted diet. But for a long time after ward, whenever | saw the sign of a Chinese restaurant, |
had an almost uncontrollable urge to cross the street and pass by on the other side.

The fire season of 1923 was mild and without incident and late in October we packed out for the
winter.

1924

This was the year of the early spring; a dry March and April and no rainfall of consequence until
early June. We had packed in over miles of hard-packed snow along the Lochsa-Fish Creek
Divide, but when we reached the river our horses were kicking dust out of the trail. We started
the season with a build-up that the oldtimers said resembled 1910 and 1919; then, just when we
needed it most, the heavens opened up and we experienced drenching rains.

I remember first, the Willow Creek fire. A two-man crew had started cutting out the trail and
hanging the telephone line from Fish Butte and | was about to start another small crew up
Sherman Creek when the call came. A fire had been sighted in the heavy cedar bottoms of
Willow Creek and one of the maintenance men had headed for it, while his companion had
hurriedly spliced the line together so he could call us. After getting in touch with Pete King and
ordering all the men they could spare, we headed for the fire, but it was too late.

We gained a little headway at first, but there were just too many snags afire - big cedar shells,
some of them six feet or more in diameter. About noon one of the biggest of them crashed down
and the whole hillside exploded. Up the ridge it went, fanning out along the dry southwest slope,
snapping and popping like a bunch of giant firecrackers, as only cedar fires can. It couldn't go
far, hemmed in as it was by a snowline, but by nightfall it had covered a couple of hundred acres.



Within this area were hundreds of big cedars afire in the roots, many of them in the butts and
some in the tops from which they showered firebrands far up the slope.

That night we had a regular cloudburst. Ed Pell, the foreman, who had been dispatched from Pete
King with a six or seven-man crew, got caught in the downpour a few miles below the fire. They
avoided the worst of it by taking refuge in the hollows of some of the biggest cedars, but still
they were drenched when they arrived early next morning.

After that, the fire was pretty quiet and we went to work with the conviction that with continued
wet weather - always predicted for that time of year - we could control it without further
reinforcements, and we did. But a controlled fire in early June is a lot different from one
controlled in the normal midsummer fire season. Anyhow, | turned the fire over to Ed and his
crew and sent the others back to their maintenance jobs; those trails had to be opened and the
lines hung before we got into some real trouble.

We soon found that we had an unusual problem. The rains continued at frequent intervals and
were just heavy enough to deaden the fire and make it impossible to find the snags that were still
burning. After a day or two of sunshine, with an afternoon breeze, we could count those smoking
chimneys by the hundreds; and this situation occurred time after time. Meanwhile, the snowline
was receding and fire danger increasing with the advancing season.

There was one man in the crew - he happened to be the cook - who had logged on the coast and

knew something about springboards, so | ordered the longest saws in stock and got him to show
us how to get above the swell on those bug "churn-butts.” That helped some; we did make better
progress, but it was still far too slow, so we tried another scheme.

| had heard about using dynamite to blow down timber in advance of a running fire, but never as
a mop-up tool on one that was just smouldering and that tied up only a few men. Yet, it seemed
that this might be the answer, so | ordered a ton of it. The next thing was to get it to the fire.

The best route was up a fairly open ridge to a point above the fire, then down a spur ridge to a
low saddle about two hundred yards above our campsite in the creek bottom. The problem was
all in that last two hundred yards. The route had been blazed out to the saddle and a sign had
been put up for the benefit of the packers. Marked with lumberman's keel, it read, "Unload here
and back-pack to creek bottom;" but "Pop” Flynn, the first packer in, failed to see the sign or,
more likely, just ignored it. A firefighter who went in with him said those mules sat down on
their hind quarters like tired jackrabbits and slid to the creek bottom.

It was much too steep for them to come out the same way, so we had to build a shotgun trail
down the creek; but a precedent had been established and all the loaded strings continued to
come in over the "otter slide," as we called it. Furthermore, there wasn't a single mishap on that
route, while the empty strings going down the creek chalked up plenty of minor accidents.

It was still a long, difficult job and we used up that ton of powder and two or three more
stringloads before | felt it was safe to pull out the crew. | wouldn't have done it even then, but for
the fact that the Fish Butte lookout could see every foot of the burn, and | sent him down at least



twice to knock over another of those big cedars that had belatedly smoked up too close to the
fireline for safety. And of course the fire wasn't out even then. The game warden made a
snowshoe trip through that country the following winter and swore that he saw at least a dozen
smokes coming out of Willow Creek, and I never doubted his word. In fact, | firmly believe that
a fire which occurred there early the next summer - pegged as a lightning strike because nobody
would believe otherwise - was in reality started when one of those big cedars that had caught fire
a year earlier, finally gave up the ghost and toppled to the ground.

After those June rains we had a short, hot summer and a few narrow squeaks, but no real trouble.
Then came an early break with more heavy rains shortly after the middle of August, followed by
a dry fall and another workout. Again, we packed out in late October, and for the remainder of
the year | was assigned to the Agricultural Census, one of the most unusual and interesting, but
at times exasperating jobs that | ever tackled.

There were three or four of us, all Rangers, assigned to a large area of agricultural land that lay
to the west of the forest boundary. It was our job to visit each ranch owner or tenant and help
him fill out a questionnaire. As | remember, the form contained about a hundred questions and,
in view of travel conditions at that time of year, we considered ourselves lucky if we averaged
three or four contacts a day. Roads were all but impassable - even the rural mail carriers resorted
to pack horses in some areas, so we traveled by saddle horse and spent the nights wherever we
could find someone who would take us in.

| drew the block that extended between the South and Middle Forks of the Clearwater - a sort of
wedge-shaped area between the two rivers with the forest boundary forming the third side of the
triangle. It contained the little settlements of Clearwater, Battle Ridge, Clear Creek, Tahoe, Red
Fir, and Big Cedar; also the area between Kooskia and Harpster. Within this unit there were a
good many homesteaders, quite a few Nezperce Indians who were living on their original
allotments, most of the local moonshiners, including a few who were believed to be fugitives
from justice, and an assortment of ranchers and would-be ranchers, ranging from the moderately
successful to some who barely existed on a few acres of partially cleared stump land.

As might be expected, | put up with some unusual, not to say unconventional, situations. |
believe it was about the second night on the job that I stayed with an old man who lived alone on
a small, rather rundown place. The old fellow was nearly stone deaf and partially blind, but he
appeared to be happy on his little "ranch™ with an old, bony horse, a collie dog, a few cows and
some chickens. He had convinced me that the next place was an hour's ride away, difficult to
find even in the daytime, and it was already dusk. So | shared his one-room cabin and we slept
together in the biggest bed that | have ever seen. He had evidently made it himself and it
contained a corn-husk mattress that was equally oversize. When old Joe blew out the kerosene
lamp and | rolled over on my side, it felt as though someone had jabbed me with the small end of
a baseball bat. Evidently most of the stalks and at least a few cobs had been included with the
husks; I'm not even certain that some corn hadn't been left on the cobs.

Five minutes after Joe had doused the light, he was snoring like a steam locomotive and aside
from a few brief lapses, I believe he kept it up all night. Meanwhile, I rolled and squirmed and
tried to find a spot where some solid object wasn't gouging me in the side or back. When | finally



did find a position that was relatively comfortable, | was partly outside the covers and when the
cold night air began to penetrate, | had to crawl back in and resume my battle with the cornstalks.

Then there was one night when | shared a two-room cabin with a family of twelve, consisting of
a man and wife, their nine children and an aged grandfather. The kids ranged in age from a
fourteen-year-old chip off-the-old-block, down to a tiny sliver of something less than a year. The
baby spent a good part of the evening asleep in the double bed that Grampa and | occupied later,
and | suppose | should have anticipated the situation. The mattress was one of those dished-in
affairs where all drainage is toward the center and | practically splashed when 1 hit that hollow.
Grampa didn't seem to mind it at all.

The first of the Indian ranches that I tackled was not far from the town of Stites, and the place
looked fairly prosperous. The house was neat appearing and had been recently painted, but when
| knocked on the door, a young Indian woman directed me to a tepee that had been set up in the
back yard; so | opened the flap and entered. There, squatted on the ground, was an old Indian
whetting away on the biggest, longest bladed knife | have ever seen. He grunted and motioned
for me to sit down on a wooden bunk - the only piece of furniture in sight - and | did so, but |
couldn't keep my eyes off of that big knife, which he continued to whet. | wasn't really worried;
there was something about his looks - something beyond the inscrutability of the typical "blanket
Indian” - that put me at ease. | thought, "Probably he can't understand a word of English, but that
doesn't mean that he's going to start carving up on me." He just didn't look like he felt that way.
If I had only known then what | learned later: That long hair, buckskin moccasins and a poker
face might conceal a Carlyle graduate or a delegate to the National Indian Congress. He could
easily have been either one, or both. "Well," | thought, "It's worth a try anyhow;" so | stated as
simply and plainly as possible, just why | was there and what | wanted. He looked at me intently
for a long time, then in a guttural monotone with pauses between syllables, proceeded to give me
all the information I asked for, but he never stopped whetting that knife.

| think maybe the other Rangers were a little bit sorry for me when I drew that particular area
with its peculiar problems, and | know that | had a few qualms myself. However, when we
compared notes after the detail was completed, | found that I had missed some of the problems
that the others had encountered. | had not once been threatened with violence nor ordered off the
place and | didn't have to make a single deadhead ride to town because nobody would put me up
for the night. | don't believe this was due to any particular technique on my part, but rather to a
condition that exists in those regions that are not far removed from a frontier status. The
struggling homesteader on a "forty" of partly cleared pine land is likely to have more
consideration for the traveling stranger than is the prosperous wheat grower on a thousand-acre
ranch. Out of something over a hundred interviews, | found only two individuals who really
posed a problem, and two or three more who might be classed as uncooperative. My experience
with one of the former illustrates the attitude that was characteristic of both groups.

| had been warned that Mr. D. would be a tough customer. He had immig