
































There were to be many of them
across the land in the next century,
and in Maine, Michigan or Oregon they
had a common denominator—booze. It
was hard, tough work out there in the
silent woods for months on end, and
the loggers stored up their meager pay
and their bottomless energy for the two
great escapes of the year—Fourth of
July and Christias. The saloon keepers
were ready for them when they hit
town. Ordinary folk prudently stayed
indoors on these occasions. ]

For the next half century, rivers re-
mained the chief means of getting logs
to market. And that gave rise to the
most daring of New England loggers—
the river runners. They were the men
who poled the logs into the current,
who had to break loose a log jam when
the big sticks piled up, skipping nimbly
over the great jumble until they found
the key log that was blocking the mass,
then leaping for safety before they
were crushed. A Maine blacksmith,
Joseph Peavey, gave his name to pos-

by the trainload. Here were forests to
match these mighty men. For there is
nothing else in the world to equal these
trees that crowd down to the Pacific
for about a thousand miles from Cal-
ifornia to Canada, in a narrow strip be-
tween the beaches and the crest of the
mountain spine that parallels the ocean.

An acre of this country contained
more timber than any five acres of
Michigan or Maine. These fabled trees
that Midwest loggers had dismissed as
bunkhouse legend turmed out to be
real enough—sixteen feet through at the
butt, towering two or three hundred
feet into the sky, surrounded by dense
undergrowth unlike anything back east.

It called for something new to get the
logs out of there, so the westerners in-
vented the skid road. That is, they
cleared a path through the forest, laced
it with logs sunk laterally into the mud,
then hitched up a team of oxen to drag
a yoke of logs down this crude pathway.

Which brought upon the scene an-
other of the legendary men who worked

““When | hollers ‘Go Ahead,’ ” bragged Highball Anderson,
“the hemlocks bend double and the clams go down a foot.”

terity when he invented the pole that
boom men still use to maneuver water-
borne logs. :

But even as logging brought prosper-
ity to New England, that new class of
capitalists, the “timber barons,” were
looking toward the future. They found
what they wanted in the white pine
forests that covered the upper Mid-
west from the west end of Lake Erie to
the western tip of Lake Superior. The
government was happy to sell them all
they wanted at $1.25 per acre, and the
New Englanders bought acreage by the
thousands. By the 1850’s, they were
ensconced in the forests of the upper
Mississippi drainage, shipping billions
of feet of timber down the river in log
rafts to St. Louis and New Orleans.

All this time, the logger’s tool was
simply the axe. Each logger treasurefi
his own, and some would even take it
to their bunks at night, keeping it un-
der whatever served as a pillow. On
a Sunday, they might hone the axe edge
razor sharp, smear soapy water on their
faces, and use the axe to shave off a
week’s growth of beard. Except, of
course, the mustache. Then in the
1880’s it occurred to someone to use
a crosscut saw to fell trees as well as
cut them up, which speeded up log pro-
duction amazingly. Thereafter, the axe
would be used only to chop off limbs,
and notch the undercut for the faller.

By this time the New England for-
ests had been stripped to stumps, and
even the limitless forests of the Great
Lakes country were playing out. But
now a new land of opportunity heck-
oned—and so the loggers moved West,
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in the woods—the bullwhacker. He it
was who directed this team of powerful
animals snaking their burden down the
skid road. He was paid three times as
much as the fallers, and his opinions
on any subject whatsoever consequently
carried the ring of authority. His badge
of office was the goadstick, a piece of
wood about five feet long with a steel
brad embedded in the end. He moved
his team by a combination of goadstick
and matchless profanity which at its
finest was reputed to make the bark
of adjoining fir trees sizzle into smoking
wisps and fall to the ground. If all else
failed, he might leap on the back of
the animal in the hitch and walk the
length of the team in his calk boots,
yelling like a banshee all the while,

The bullwhacker and his team
reigned supreme in the western woods
until John Dolbeer, a logger in Eureka,
California, invented a steam-powered
donkey engine which he mounted on a
sled of timbers, with a cable running
out from the drum to be wrapped
around a log for “yarding it in.” Stew-
art Holbrook remarked that this date
in 1881 marked the exact start of
converting logging bulls into steaks and
hamburger.

So the bullwhacker was succeeded by
the hooker as the Simon Legree of the
woods. The hooker was the man who
bossed the whistle punk, choker setters
and others of the yarding crew, bel-
lowing directions to start the huge
sticks on their way to the loading plat-
form. “When I hollers ‘Go Ahead’,”
bragged Highball Anderson of Wash-
ington’s Grays Harbor country, “the
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hemlocks bend double and the clams
go down a foot.”

But steam in the woods was not con-
fined to donkey engines. Back in Mich-
igan, a logger named Ephraim Shay
took out a patent in 1881 for a geared
locomotive that could haul a train up
steep grades without slippage. Lima
(Ohio) Locomotive Works soon was
turning them out by the hundreds, and
within a few more decades, the echoes
of steam whistles were bouncing off
trees from Maine to California along
thousands of miles of logging railroads.

The advent of the railroad demanded
a new method of bringing in logs to a
landing. Thus developed the spar tree,
and the most spectacular in the color-
ful gallery of loggers—the high climber.
For now what was needed was a big
tree that could be cleared of its limbs
and used as a focal center from which
cables could be hung to yard in the
logs. The man who went up this tree
to lop off the limbs, topple the crown,
and rig the tree with cable blocks—usu-
ally weighing well over a ton—was the
high climber.

He was the aristocrat of the woods,
the most daring, the best paid, the most
spectacular. His spurred boots propel-
ling him to the uppermost heights of a
200-foot tree, he leaned back against his
safety belt and sawed or chopped away
at the top until it was severed. Then
tree and man would whip back and
forth in a blurry arc as the fallen top
crashed onto the forest floor. It was an
exhilarating moment for the daring high
climbers, and they might commemorate
it by waving as if they were riding a
bucking bronco or, on occasion, reliev-
ing themselves onto the upturned faces
of their comrades.

Yet even by this time, the old ways
of logging were done for. A nation
which believed with Joyce Kilmer that
only God can make a tree began to
look askance at the men who so blithely
felled it. Leaders of government, who
once had danced to the tune of the
timber barons, now were locking up
vast tracts of timber in parks and for-
est reserves. The word “conservation”
came into the lexicon, and those who
advocated it took aim at the loggers
who for a century had been converting
trees to stumps.

And there was ferment in the woods,
too. The “Wobblies” invaded the log-
ging camps, demanding such unheard-
of amenities as the eight-hour day. bed-
ding on the bunks, and palatable food.
There were strikes in the woods. gun-
fire in Washington cities like Everett
and Centralia. The Wobblies eventu-
ally faded away, but they had taught
the loggers to strike against their mas-
ters, and inevitably were succeeded
by the labor unions. The days of cheap
labor in the woods were over.





















































































































