
I REMEMBER

This book is not a story. It is made up of

things I remember over the last seventy-five

years that happened to people in the Squamish

Valley, including myself.

A few years ago I wrote an outdoor column for

a newspaper and several people advised me to

write a book, using the column where I could.

So, I.REMEMBER is the result. The reader will

find some of it amusing and some sad.

I have not used the names of my pardners and

friends because some of their relations are

still living and it would not be proper to use

their names.

TA KAYA

(LONE WOLF)



It was April 1907 that ray parents decided to leave the State of

Washington and move to Squamish, British Columbia. My father and

grandfather had made the trip the fall before and each had taken up a

preemption. My father located ten miles from the small village of

Squamish and my grandfather located 12 miles further up the valley.

My father was a saddle tree maker and saw filer and my grandfather was

a carpenter and rancher. But both were able to turn their hand to

most any job. They, had done some trapping in the States and brought

their traps with them.

This country was pretty wild then and they both trapped the first

winter and got enough fur to buy food for the year. Game was

plentiful and the creeks and rivers full of fish, so it did not cost

too much to live. It was four miles to the school and my sister, who

was two years older than I, had to wait until I was six to start

school, as our parents didn't want her walking through the woods

alone.

We walked to school until the snow got too deep in December, then

stayed home until spring. People thought nothing of walking in those

days. I remember when I was three years old we would walk the twelve

miles to my grandparents' ranch to visit or they would come down to
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visit us.

At first we lived in a shake shack on the preemption with only a

trail leading to it from the wagon road. When we moved in, my parents

had to pack everything in on their backs. The cast iron Wisconsin

range must have weighed at least 250 pounds after the lids, oven doors

and reservoir were removed, yet my father packed it in with only one

stop to rest.

When I was five years old my father gave my sister and I each six

number 0 jump traps and said we could set them out around the clearing

for weasel and that we could keep the money we received for the pelts.

One morning I went to look at a trap I had set in a hollow cedar tree

and found a bobcat in it so I took off on the run to get my father.

We took the 22 rifle and went back and my father told me to shoot it.

I took a rest over a log and hit it in the forehead.

My father worked in logging camps and sometimes he would get a

little work on the government road. I can remember my father being

away for months at a time working in logging camps up the coast,

leaving us alone on the preemption. After the first year we raised

most of the vegetables we needed. The second year one of my uncles

came up and helped my father build a larger house. This house was

built with split cedar boards and gave us plenty of room.

My father was a very good rifle shot and at Xmas time he would go

to the turkey shoots and win two or three turkeys and trade them off
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for geese as we didn't like turkey. He had a 30-40 single shot

Ballard rifle and he was deadly with it. He shot 13 deer and six

mountain goats with one box of twenty cartridges. He shot them all in

the head and missed the seventh goat. He was a bit hard to get along

with after missing that goat.

One day my father came back from town with a wire haired terrier

dog which he had picked up in the pound and said he might be able to

train it to hunt cougar and bobcats. The first time that dog hit a

cougar track he took off on the track and treed the cougar after a

half hour run so he did not need any training. He treed several more

cougar and bobcats while we were on the preemption. When the snow got

too deep he couldn't get through it with his short legs so had to give

up hunting until the snow packed down or got a crust on it.

Sometimes when my father went out on snow shoes to run the

trapline when the snow was deep and soft he would take Jack, the

terrier, along as he could run in the snowshoe trail. On one of these

trips when he had Jack along he came to the end of the trapline set

for marten and came on the tracks of a large herd of mountain goats

and followed them up into the steep cliffs where they were lying on a

narrow shelf of rock with a sheer drop about one hundred feet to the

timber below.

He shot a yearling goat and at the sound of the shot Jack ran over

to the goats and would not stop when my father called him. He ran

right up to the first goat which was a big nanny and she picked him up
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on her horns as he couldn't dodge in the deep snow. She tossed him

over the cliff and the last my father saw of him was when he went out

of sight on a timbered ledge below. There was no way he could get

down to the ledge where the dog was so he stayed and called until he

had to leave so he could get off the worst part of the mountain before

dark.

Although my father went back and called and looked for Jack a

couple of times there was no sign of him, so we thought that Jack was

gone for good. One evening a good two weeks later I heard something

at the door and when I opened it there was Jack. He was just skin and

bones and we could see two holes in his side where the goat's horns

had penetrated but. they were just about healed over. After a few

weeks Jack was out running cougar again.

My father started teaching me to shoot a 22 rifle when I was four

years old and a good many grouse ended up in the pot when Jack treed

them around the edge of the clearing. One hot summer day when I was

six years old we were out in the garden pulling weeds. My mother told

me to take a pail and go down to the creek and get some fresh water to

drink, so I headed out over the gravel bar and when I got about fifty

feet from the creek I saw a large five point buck standing on the

other side. I dropped the pail and went and got my father's target

rifle and although I could see the deer from the house I walked back

to where I dropped the pail and took a rest over a big boulder and

dropped that buck in his tracks.
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All lay mother could do was dress the deer out and put it under

water until the sun went down and the blow flies left and my father

came home from work to help her. Some of the meat was given to the

neighbours and the rest was dried. There were no game laws in those

days and only three ways to keep meat — dried, smoked and salted.

One Sunday my father said we had better go and catch a mess of

trout so we took a fishing rod and the 22 rifle and headed down the

creek to our favorite fishing hole close to where the creek ran into

the main river. After we caught a few trout I looked down the creek

and saw a large bear coming up the other side of the creek and told my

father. He loaded the rifle and said to keep perfectly still. The

bear came up and stopped on the other side about thirty feet from us.

When he stopped my father shot and the bear rolled into the fishing

hole and we could see he was a silvertip grizzly. We couldn't get him

out of the water so I went over to a logging camp and three of the

men came and helped get the bear out and skin it. They wouldn't

believe my father shot it with a 22 rifle until they skinned the head

and found the bullet hole in the butt of the ear.

My father often took me deer hunting with him from the time I was

three years old. When the going got rough or the snow was too deep

for me he would carry me on his shoulders sitting straddle on his

neck. I often saw the deer first as I was higher, then I would pull

his hair and he often said that I nearly pulled his hair out when I

got excited. I never could figure out how he could shoot a rifle with

me on his shoulders, but he seldom missed and always shot for the



8

head.

We lived four years on the preemption and during the summer my

mother would be alone a lot of the time with us kids at school and my

father working at a logging camp, it must have been a lonely life for

my mother as the nearest woman was three miles down the valley. About

four times a year there would be a dance or a basket social down at

the small settlement where our school was. We would all walk down and

all the kids would be put in a back room to sleep. I can remember

going to sleep in that room and waking up next morning in my own bed

at home. My father would carry me all the way without me waking up.

The only woman visitor I can remember coming to the preemption was my

grandmother. She thought nothing of walking the twelve miles to visit

us and one of my aunts from Washington came a couple of times.

Every winter was bad in the early days with snow up to five feet

deep at times before it settled. My father used to make skis for us

kids to get around on. They were clumsy and the snow would stick to

them but we managed to get around and look at our weasel traps every

morning. When I was five years old my father bought my mother a 25

Stevens single shot rifle and of course I had to try it and liked it

far more than the 22 single shot Winchester.

I can remember bringing down a chicken hawk from the top of a dead

fir tree at the edge of the clearing. I was on the watch for a buck

to try it on but when I did see one I decided to use my father's heavy

rifle as I wanted to make sure of that buck and the 25 looked pretty
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small.

After we had lived on the preemption for a few years an old Indian

Chief took to visiting us. He really liked children. He spent a lot

of time with me and taught me a lot about hunting and in later years

taught me to handle a dugout canoe on the river. He was the best

canoe man on the river and the only one to run the canyon on the main

river. He was an expert hunter and a crack shot and swam like a seal.

One day he came over and told me that three trappers had upset their

canoe in an eddy thirty miles up the river and lost their winters

food, guns and traps.

He wanted me to go with him and his wife to see what we could

salvage. We got to the place where they upset the following evening

and the next day, although it was late November, he told us to hold

the canoe in one place and he stripped off and dove in. It was not

long before he came up with a rifle, then he dove again and came up

with a ten gauge shotgun which he kept until he passed away.

The Chief's name was Jimmy Jimmy and no one knew his age. When

asked his age he always said seventy snows, meaning seventy years. He

must have been nearly a hundred years old when he passed away. When

his eyes started to fail he had to hang up his rifle and use his

shotgun loaded with buckshot to get a deer. After a few years I

really felt sorry for Jimmy when he came and told me that his eyes had

failed him completely and that he couldn't see a deer more than forty

feet so had to quit hunting. A few of us always shared our meat with
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him. He never had any children of his own to carry on his skills.

We had been on the preemption about four years when my father got

the preemption surveyed and paid one hundred and fifty dollars for the

job which was a lot of money then. It was not long after that when

the timber cruisers came in and cruised several places. Then a month

later my father got a letter from the land office telling him he would

have to give up the preemption as there was too much timber on it.

Two days later we were on our way to Westport, Oregon, and it wasn't

safe to mention Canada to my father for a long time.

After living at Westport for a short time we moved to a small

logging and fanning, village on the Coweman River in Washington. My

father filed cross cut saws at camp three miles from home. Then he

took on a job milking twenty cows morning and evening, so he put in a

long day walking to camp, working nine hours and doing the milking.

My father put out a trapline on the river for mink that fall and

told us we could look after the traps. One day we found two mink in

the traps and my mother tapped them on the nose to knock them out then

held them under water until they drowned, so she thought. We put them

in a sack and took them home and hung them on the wall back of the

stove to dry off. We were out of the house for a few minutes and when

we came in one of the mink was trying to climb the wall so my mother

knocked him out again and made sure he was dead that time.

The next spring my father rented a small ranch down the river near



11

the town of Kelso, Washington. There were several fruit trees on the

place and we were able to grow a good garden. There was good fishing

for carp in the river not far from the house and we spent a lot of

time fishing.

One hot summer day our neighbour came over with his two children,

about our ages, and said it was time all us kids learned to swim. So

they took us down to a big eddy in the river and he and my father

threw us one at a time as far out in the water as they could after

telling us how to swim. All four of us made it to shore, and after

two hours of that we could swim the sixty feet to the far side of the

eddy with our father going with us. We were not afraid when they

threw us in as they could both bring up a jack knife from the bottom

of the pool. We made them both retrieve the knife two times then we

felt safe. After that it was hard to keep us out of the water.

My parents separated that fall and my mother, sister and I went to

live with an uncle near Cedar Falls, Washington. I soon found a boy

to chum around with and one day we were walking the track when we came

on an old dugout and went in and found a box of electric detonators

which we had never seen before so did not know what they were. We

each took one and rolled the wire up and put it in our pockets

thinking they were some kind of battery. A few days later I had sawn

off a block of wood and sat down to rest when I took the detonator out

of my pocket and decided to cut it open with the axe. The first time

I cut it in two and nothing happened, so I took another swing at it

and it went off filling both hands with bits of copper.
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There were nineteen pieces in my right thigh and one piece in the

corner of my left eye. Over a period of two years about half the bits

of copper worked out including the piece in the corner of my eye. And

now at the age of seventy-six I'm still packing the rest of it around

in my hands and leg. I never saw a doctor until I had my hands and

leg x-rayed ten years later. The doctor said that as the bits of

copper had not bothered me in all that time it would be better to

leave them there.

We stayed that winter with my uncle, then came back to British

Columbia in the spring. My sister and I went to live on the ranch

with my grandparents and my mother went to work. I soon got a job

greasing skids in a,shingle bolt camp. I would get up in the morning,

milk two cows, have breakfast, walk over two miles to camp, then walk

up and down the skidroads for nine hours greasing skids. Then I would

walk home, milk the cows and sometimes work in the garden until dark.

My sister finally got a job doing housework in the valley so we were

all working but very little money coming in. I remember I got a

dollar fifty for working nine hours.

The camp shut down the end of October then my grandfather and I

started to lay out three traplines high up on the mountains for marten

and weasel and about every half mile we had to make sets for cougar

and wolverine. We had to make these sets in places that wouldn't snow

under. Sometimes we had to build up "V" shaped log cubbies and cover

them with brush if we couldn't find a hollow tree. When it came time

to set the traps we had fifteen miles of trapline - about five miles



13

on each mountain.

Marten stayed above the twenty-five hundred foot level on the

mountain so it was a hard climb up to the start of the line even

before the snow came. We had a heavy snowfall just before New Year's

and we ran two lines finding a good catch, then it snowed again and we

started up the third line before daylight. When we got half way up

the hill my grandfather said he would have to go back as he was

sinking in the snow nearly two feet with his snowshoes. I said I

would keep going and try and make it as I didn't sink so deep.

I made good time and when I got near where we had a large trap set

under a big cedar tree that had fallen down I could see dirt and snow

flying out from under the roots of the tree. When I got to the set I

found a large wolverine in the trap. I had no gun, just a cane about

five feet long and he was in a hold in the snow and hard to get at.

Every time I would take a swing at him he would dodge.

After what seemed like an hour trying to hit him I took a snow

ball and threw it behind him and he turned around and I swung as quick

as I could but he must have known he had made a mistake as he turned

back just in time for the cane to catch him on the head and he

dropped. I left him in the trap and went on up the line and picked up

two marten and a weasel. When I got back to the wolverine I took him

out of the trap and put him in my pack and reset the trap and threw

snow over the spot to hide the damage he had done.
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When I checked the time I knew I would really have to make time if

I was to get off the mountain before dark. Half way down I came to a

real steep place and was hopping down the hill on my bear paw

snowshoes when I heard a growl coming from my pack. I threw the pack

off and beat that pack with my cane for at least ten minutes. I

watched it for awhile and it didn't move so I carried it all the way

home in my hand.

When I got home I told my grandfather about what I thought was a

growl coming from the pack and he had a good laugh and explained that

what had really happened was that when I jumped down the hill the jolt

jarred the air out. of the wolverine's lungs producing a growl. He

said that no animal could come back to life after lying in a trap for

over two hours like that.

I decided then that killing a large animal in a trap with a club

was no good, so I went to town and bought a Stevens 22 calibre tip-up

pistol with a three inch barrel to finish off large animals.

I had a good laugh at my grandfather's expense. We had another

heavy snowfall and I went with him on his line. He had two large

traps set about a quarter of a mile apart and when we came to the

first one we had a lynx in it so he said to kill it and reset the

traps and he would keep on up the hill to the next trap. It took me

quite awhile to cover up the danage the lynx had done and then I

headed up the hill.
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The next trap was three hundred feet from the trail and when I

came to the turnoff I could see his tracks going in and none coming

out so I came in to see what was holding him up. When I got halfway

in I could hear him swearing a blue streak and I hurried on down when

I could see what was going on I really laughed. He had a wolverine in

a springpole set and the snow was so deep that when the pole spring up

the animal's hind feet were touching the snow.

The base of the pole was wired to a tree and the pole could swing

more than half a circle. The result was that when he would take a

swing at the wolverine with his cane the wolverine gave a kick with

his feet and swung clear. I watched the performance for awhile then

took out my pistol and shot it. When I told my grandfather that I had

been watching him and having a good laugh for at least five minutes he

really swore.

Although I trapped for a good many years that was the only lynx we

caught. That was the winter of 1916-1917 and we averaged two dollars

for marten pelts and we got thirty dollars for the lynx pelt and eight

dollars for wolverine pelts. We did not make any fortune that winter

but made enough to live on and buy our clothes and put a little money

aside for a rainy day.

We quit trapping marten the last week in February and my

grandfather said that mink would be coming up the river any day and as

their pelts would stay prime for five or six weeks I could try my luck

at getting a few. I put out about fifteen miles of traps along the
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river and creeks. At one spot along the river I noticed the tracks of

two inink and one was the largest I had ever seen. I made a good set

near where they travelled and when I looked at that set two days later

I had the female mink, so reset the trap thinking I would have the big

male the next time I looked, but when I looked next morning the bait

was gone and the trap was not sprung and tracks of the big mink all

around so I knew I was up against a smart mink.

I shot a fish duck and used the feathers to cover the trap and shoved

the duck in the hole beyond the trap for bait. When I looked at the

set next morning the partly eaten duck was in the trap. Then I caught

a trout and found a place where the water was about four inches deep

near where the mink,travelled and there was moss on the bottom. So I

drove a stake down about two inches below the surface then drove a

nail down through the trout's head into the stake then concealed six

traps around the trout in the moss. I would have bet twenty dollars

that I would have that mink in a day or two.

When I checked that set again I could see that the mink had pulled

the trout off the stake and dragged it under a log jam. I went on

looking at traps and picked up a small mink and when I skinned it

there was black spots showing on the back of the pelt. My grandfather

told me to take up all my traps as the mink were starting to shed

their fur.

I got a better job at the shingle bolt camp putting in skid roads

at two dollars and fifty cents a day. It was a much cleaner job than
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I had the summer before as my pants used to get soaked with grease on

the left side where I carried the can, and there was less walking on

the new job. I gave my grandmother all my cheques. All I wanted was

food and clothes and extra traps.

The camp shut down after two months and there was no other work so

we cleared more land. We bought a team of horses and some stumping

powder and took all the stumps out of the old clearing. Before we

bought the team we used to cut the hay for the cows by hand then carry

it into the barn on our backs. When we couldn't hire a team to plow

the garden we had to dig it by hand and that meant spading nearly two

acres. There was one job I really hated, so I talked my grandfather

into buying the team and renting a field of hay and we bought a light

wagon.

One of the horses which we called Chub did not like my grandfather

and would kick him when he went near him in the stable. I told one of

our neighbours who was very good at breaking horse about it and he

said stuff a bran sack full of hay and hang it behind him so it would

touch his lets. I hung the sack and let it swing against him and he

started to kick the sack so I left him to it. We left him for an hour

and when we went in he was standing with his head down and covered

with lather. I swung the sack and he never moved and never kicked

again in all the years we had him.

The man we bought the team from was leaving for the prairies and

he gave me an old model 44-40 Winchester rifle and a twelve gauge
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hammer shot gun. Both guns were in bad shape, the shot gun had no

extractor so I made one out of a cross-cut saw blade. I had no drill

to drill the holes in the extractor for the push and guide rods. The

first time I went to the city I took the barrels and extractor into a

sporting goods store and they turned me over to a gunsmith. He said

to wait until closing time and he would show me how to locate the

holes and countersink them and turn the ends of the rods down a bit to

give a solid shoulder when I riveted the rods in the extractor.

When I asked him how much I owed him he said nothing and said I

had done a good job for a twelve-year-old boy. The rifle was dirty

and the bore was pitted but when I gave it a good cleaning it would

shoot on the mark for a shot or two, then throw the lead bullets all

over the target. My grandfather said that one shot was enough for a

good hunter so it should do for deer. We had spent all the money we

had saved so I could not buy a new rifle.

One day in late October I went over my grandfather's trapline to

make sure it was ready for the winter. My grandfather had told me

that we needed meat and if I had time I should try and get a deer. I

got to the end of the line about noon as there was very little repair

work to do. I had not gone far along a high ridge when a two point

buck jumped up and I shot him. I knew I could go straight down the

hill through the cliffs and rock slides and hit the trail.

We used a spliced loop of rope to drag deer with and someone had

told me that if I put the loop around a deer's neck and sit the bottom
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jaw and passed the loop out through his mouth the horns would not hang

up in the brush. This worked fine until I came to a rockslide and

went to lift the deer up about two feet onto a large flat rock. When

I lifted the deer's jaws split open and the rope flipped off and I

ended up in the rocks below, out cold.

When I came out of it I got up and fell down again as I had hit

hard on my left hip and it was about useless. I could feel blood

running down the back of my neck from a cut at the back of my head. I

managed to get back up and get my rifle and slid down to the bottom of

the hill. Then, using a cedar limb and my gun for crutches I made the

half mile to the ranch. My grandmother put me in bed and kept putting

towels as hot as I could stand on my hip and after two days I went up

and brought the deer down.

I had a close call a month before. I was tracking a herd of goats

high above timber line; there was two inches of new snow nearly down

to the timber line. I had noticed as I crossed a few draws among the

cliffs that there was old snow under the new snow but crossed them

without any trouble. Finally I came to a draw that was fairly steep

and concave in the middle. The draw was thirty feet wide and went

down about seventy feet then dropped off two hundred feet to the rocks

below. When I stepped out into the draw my feet flew out from under

me and I was sliding down the draw at a good rate.

I saw at once there was clear ice under the snow. There was a

large rock about fifteen feet from the drop-off and it stuck up
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through the snow about two feet. I managed to roll and kick and hit

the rock feet first and quickly straddled it. I could see that the

only way I would make the ten feet to good footing was to cut deep

steps in the ice with my hunting knife. It took me a good half-hour

as I was afraid to reach out too far while cutting steps in care I

lost my balance and slid over the cliff.

We trapped all that winter but did not do too well so I set out my

trapline for mink again. The first time I ran the line I could see

that a large mink had taken the bait from a set not far up-river from

where I had failed to catch the mink the year before. I tried every

set I could think of for a month until one morning I was ready to give

up when I heard a canoe pole strike against a canoe, so I waited to

see who was coming up-river. When the canoe came around the bend I

could see that it was my old Indian friend, Jimmy Jimmy.

I told him that the mink had me beat and was ready to give up.

Jimmy was not a trapper but he sat there thinking and said that maybe

if I caught a mouse and let it stiffen up in a sitting position and

tied it to the pan of a large trap and dug a hole in the dry sand near

where the mink was travelling and set the trap level with the sand and

cut a cross in a piece of think paper and covered the trap leaving the

mouse in plain view. Then he said to cover the whole set with dry

sand to make it looked like a mouse sitting on the sand. After a

couple of days I caught a mouse and made the set using a large number

four trap.
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When I went to look at the set next morning I had the big mink.

The big trap had killed him instantly and I think if he had been alive

and not injured too badly I would have let him go as it seemed as if I

had lost an old friend. When I skinned the big mink I found he had

been in a trap before and had lost two toes.

The shingle bolt camp had closed down for good but we got a

contract clearing two acres of land at fifty dollars an acre. We had

to clear everything but the stumps. It took us until the end of

October to finish but we had a hundred dollars to see us through the

winter. We had no time to hunt that fall as we had the crop to

harvest and we wanted to finish the land clearing and get our money.

We had killed off all the young roosters and did not want to butcher a

pig until the new year.

So I went hunting. I was still using the old 44 rifle and started

out before daylight with a full box of cartridges. I went down the

valley three miles then climbed the mountain to where I knew there

would be deer at that time of the year. I thought I would work back

along the side hill towards the ranch. I soon spotted a buck and

missed him and in the next two miles I missed two more bucks. We

always shot for the head in those days.

Then I jumped a large covey of blue grouse and they flew up into

the trees and I can't remember how many shots I fired at them trying

to hit them in the head, but I finally gave up and continued on until

I came to the trail that led from the ranch up to my grandfather's
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trapline. I thought I had better count my cartridges before I went

any further. Although I started out with a full box of fifty

cartridges I only had nine left but decided to keep hunting and come

off the mountain two miles beyond the ranch.

I had not gone far before I saw a spike buck and two does coming

towards me on the same game trail I was on. I let them come until

they were about thirty yards from me, then whistled and when the buck

stopped and raised his head I shot at it and missed and he took off.

I kept going on the game trial until it came out on some high cliffs.

When a large blue grouse flew into a tree not more than forty feet

from me I took a rest over a rock and fired my last cartridge and he

still sat there. I swung the old gun around my head and sailed it

over the cliff.

Then I picked up a rock and threw it at the grouse and hit him in

the neck and he came fluttering down and I grabbed him and wrung his

neck. I found out later that if I had kept that old rifle I could

have got three or four hundred dollars for it as it had a brass

receiver and was very rare.

So there I was with hunting season coming on and no rifle. Then I

remembered that my uncle had told me I could have an old single shot

rolling block rifle that was upstairs. It was 40-90 calibre, octagon

barrel thirty inches long and must have weighed fourteen pounds. With

it I found seven empty cartridges, a bullet mold and powder measure.

One of our neighbours was an old militiaman and a gun crank. He owned
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a muzzle-loading shotgun so I knew he would lend me some black powder.

I told him I had some lead weights off an old fish net that I

would use to cost bullets. He said it might work but I should put in

a small amount of tin to make the bullets a bit harder. Then he asked

me if I had primers and I said I had not thought about them, but I had

noticed a small box with the reloading tools but hadn't opened it.

When I got home and opened the box there was nearly a full box of

primers.

I loaded all seven cartridges, then set up a target at eighty

yards, and took a rest from a sitting position over a sand bag. I set

the hair trigger, ,took good aim and fired. I hit the two inch

bulls-eye so my grandfather said I had better fire two more shots to

make sure. When we looked I had two bulls and one hole at the edge of

the bull. I reloaded the three cartridges and was ready to go

hunting.

I started out at daylight next morning and it was not long after I

got up into the deer country that I spotted a buck looking at me. I

took a rest against a tree and held on the white spot under his chin.

He dropped and when I saw the damage the bullet did to that deer's

neck I knew I had a rifle more suited for grizzly bear than deer. I

told our neighbour about it and he said to cut the powder measure in

half and it would be equal to the 44-40 charge. He told me I had

better try it on a target with the reduced loads. I did and found it

hit the bottom of the bull so figured that was good enough. After
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reloading those cartridges a few times the brass cracked up and I was

without a rifle again.

Then one day I thought about some black powder 44-40 cartridges I

had and tried one in the chamber of the 40-90 and it was a good fit

but I was afraid to fire it as I knew the bullet was a bit larger. So

I tied the rifle down on a stump and tied a fish line to the trigger

and went around behind the barn and fired it. The empty cartridge

showed no sign of gas leak so I fired a few more with the same

results. Then I got up nerve enough to fire one at the target and hit

the bull, so fired a couple more and got a two inch group.

That rifle was really heavy for a boy to lug around the hills. I

decided to cut the barrel down to twenty-four inches, then I filed a

dovetail slot for the front site and took it out to sight it in and

found it was shooting so far to the right that I couldn't move the

sights far enough to get on the target. I knew then that I had not

filed the end of the barrel square, and although I tried several times

I couldn't get it right. I was about ready to give up when I thought

of the old gunsmith who had helped me before.

The first chance I got I took the rifle down to him and he put it

in the lathe and countersank the muzzle after squaring it and when I

tried it out I soon had it shooting perfectly.

I still didn't like lugging that gun around the hills and one day

I came home after a day on the hill land found my father and my uncle
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at the house and told them that I wished I had a lighter rifle. They

didn't say anything and soon went back to the States. About two weeks

after they left I went over to the post office for the mail and there

was a long cardboard parcel for me.

I tore the parcel open and there was a new 25-35 model 94

Winchester which they had sent. I carried that rifle for years

and killed every animal that we have here. The gun experts now say

that it is too light for most game. I never lost any game with it and

never had to shoot the second time to finish an animal.

That was the year they brought in game regulations in British

Columbia, which was ,none too soon as they and been letting people sell

game meat and it was hard on the animals. When I went to get my

trapping licence they told me one of my parents had to sign for me so

my mother signed and they said the licence would be ten dollars and

with it I could trap or hunt any animal in Canada. I was told I was

the youngest registered trapper in Canada.

The rifle they gave me had a twenty-six inch octagon barrel and

much easier to handle than the old single shot. Then two days before

the deer season closed a hunter walked into the house with the first

Model 94-30-30 Winchester carbine I ever saw and said he had been told

I would guide him to a good buck. He said that if I could get him a

shot at a big buck four points or better he would give me the rifle.

We hunted hard for two days and although we saw plenty of small bucks

we failed to spot a big buck.
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The next morning the hunter left with his rifle and my grandfather

and I headed up to the trapline, and on the way up the hill we saw two

large bucks. I felt pretty blue after trying so hard for two days to

spot a big buck for the hunter and get that rifle and then run into

two when I didn't want them. But my grandfather said that it was all

in the game and I should take it with a smile.

We only ran two short traplines that winter as the price of fur

was not too good. We kept busy cutting wood and making quilts and all

three of us knitting sox and mitts. I was making a stock and forearm

for my rifle out of burly maple and that was a tough job as the grain

ran in every direction. It took me over a year to finish them and

they really looked nice on the rifle.

One day I was coming down the hill and put the rifle over my

shoulder pointing back when all of a sudden all I had in my hand was

part of the stock. It had broken off back of the tang so all the work

was for nothing.

Two young fellows about my age always came up the valley to stay

if they were out of work and like all teenagers we were never happy

unless we could play a trick on someone. The next spring the price of

black bear hides went up and my grandfather set a trap on a bear trail

down the creek. I didn't like the idea of trapping bear as the large

trap made a mess of the bear's leg. Then I remembered that my young

cousin had left a large beat-up teddy bear upstairs in the house I

sneaked it out and took it down and snapped the trap on one of its
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legs.

Then I told ray two friends to meet me early the next morning and

we would go to the set and hide until my grandfather got there. We

only had a short wait until he came and when he saw the teddy bear in

the trap he swore a blue streak and headed for home. I took a

different route home and was in the house when he got there. He was

pretty mad and told my grandmother that there was no use trying to

trap bear with a bunch of damn fool kids around that had nothing

better to do than play tricks. It took a long time for my grandfather

to see the humour in that trick.

A few months later one of my friends came over and said he had

figured out a way to play a trick on the man who hauled the mail once

a week. He carried the mail in an old democrat buggy which had wheels

about the same diameter front and back. We had found out that he

would be away from home the day before he had to go for the mail, so

we turned the democrat around in the barn, wired the shafts to the

back axle and turned the seat. Then we told most of the neighbours to

be on hand and well hidden when he hitched up and went to drive out

onto the road.

The barn only had one small window and the main door opened onto

the road. We could hear him getting ready to leave and taking to his

horse and knew the fun would soon start. He slid the barn door open,

jumped into the rig and snapped the reins and the horse came out in a

hurry. Then we heard him bellowing, "Gee, Maud, blast you, gee," but
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the horse went straight across the road into the brush with the back

wheels switching from side-to-side. Then we all jumped in and put the

rig together properly and it was not long before he was on his way.

He took it very well but he never hitched up again in the dim light of

the barn without checking the rig. He took a lot of kidding about the

stunt that had been played on him that morning.

The man that carried the mail also had the post office and most of

the people in the valley would be at the post office waiting for him

every Thursday evening when he returned with the mail. They would

have the house warmed up and his diner ready for him. Someone would

put the horse in the barn, pull the harness off and feed it. After

the man had eaten his dinner he would sort the mail.

He told us how he had lost three plymouth rock chickens the winter

before. He had bought six hens and had no chicken house so they were

put in the barn with the horse. He had built a crude box-like roof

over his sleigh to keep the weather out. It was built out of round

cedar poles and split cedar shakes about five feet high. He kept the

sleigh in the barn and the chickens found it a perfect place to roost.

He said that when he would start to drive off in the early morning the

chickens would fly down off the sleigh. One morning he hooked up and

took off and heard the chickens fly down as usual and after he got

down the road about a half mile it was getting daylight when three

hens flew off the top of the sleigh and landed out in the woods a good

two hundred feet from the road.
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He tied the horse and thought he would catch the hens. There was

about three feet of snow in the woods with a light crust on it that

would hold the hens and when he wallowed through the snow after them

they ran off deeper into the woods, so he had to give up and never saw

the hens again.

He was a remittance man from the old country who had not married

and there were a good many tales about him; most could not be put in

print. The last stunt we pulled on that poor old fellow was when one

of the boys shot an old billy goat that was thin and tough and a

yearling goat that was tender. We cut a large piece of the steak out

of the old goat's ham and took it down to him.

The old fellow had very few teeth so we knew he would try to put

it through the meat grinder. When we gave it to him he said fine, he

would grind it up and have it for supper. His table was made of six

inch shiplap and the boards were lengthwise on the table. When I saw

him clamp the grinder on the end of the same board the lamp sat on I

slid over so I could grab the lamp when the fun began. He cut the

meat into small pieces and you could see the muscle all through it.

When he started to grind it was not long until he was having a hard

time to turn the grinder and finally it stuck so he sat on the corner

of the table and gave a heave on the crank and the board ripped off,

but I managed to grab the lamp in time.

Then one of the boys went out and brought in a piece of tender

meat. He took it very well and had a good laugh himself. The old
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fellow must have had an iron constitution as he told us that the first

job he had when he came out from England was as a valet or sort of

companion to a man who owned a brick yard, and he said that for five

years the hardest part of his job was to walk down and meet the weekly

boat and carry back a gallon of rum and quite often there would be a

few bottles of scotch. Then he and the owner would drink it all

before the next boat. He said that he was never really sober for five

years until the brick yard shut down.

Then he managed to skimp along on the small check he got from the

old country. He had the best education a man could get in the old

country but could not leave liquor alone so they shipped him over

here. When he got ,the job of postmaster and carrying mail he netted

six dollars a week. When some of the people moved away they closed

the post office and a year later he was seventy and got the old age

pension so had enough to live on. He was just one of the tough men

who helped open up this valley.

I think that this would be a good time to name and describe some

of these men.

First there is an old friend and chief, Jimmy Jimmy. He was noted

as the best canoe man that we ever had on the Squamish River. He had

a large thirty-three foot dugout canoe that he made himself. He

charged ten dollars a day for himself and the canoe to carry freight

on the river and charged extra for any help he needed. A day then was

from daylight until dark.
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A party of timber cruisers came up and asked Jimmy if he would

take their outfit thirty-eight miles up the river and he said he would

need two Indian lads to help him and their wages would be three

dollars a day and board. The boss of the crew thought that he charged

too much so he went down to the Fraser Valley and hired a crew of

Fraser River Indians and started upriver.

When they got thirty miles upriver they lost control of the canoe

on a rapid and it went under a log jam drowning two Indians and one

white man. They lost all their equipment and gave up the job.

The next year another party came up to survey and cruise the

timber above the second canyon and asked Jimmy if he would take their

outfit to the start of the second canyon, then go to the head of the

canyon and make another canoe and while he was doing that the crew

would pack the outfit over the seven mile portage and then they could

work their way upriver.

Jimmy took their outfit through the first canyon and landed it at

the start of the second canyon safely. Then he went up and made a

thirty foot canoe and they did not have all their outfit packed over

the portage yet. When the boss saw that the canoe was ready he told

Jimmy that he would have to help pack as they would be a week or more

before they finished. Jimmy didn't say anything just made up a pack

of his clothes and tools, and when the boss asked him what he was

doing he said he was going home as he had been hired as a canoe man,

not as a pack horse.
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He hiked down to his canoe getting there about noon, then he

headed for home forty miles down river. The river was high and there

were waves in the first canyon and now sixty-five years later no one

has ever tried to run it.

When Jimmy left his young Indian bow man took over as canoe man

and did very well until they were moving camp for the last time when

they upset in a rapid losing all their field notes and making the

whole summer's work a complete loss. The young Indian managed to hang

on to his canoe pole and stay on top of the canoe as it rolled and

finally poled it ashore. One of the crew told me it was the best foot

work he ever saw.

When I asked Jimmy how he made out when he ran the canyon he said

that there was about six inches of water in the canoe when he got

through so he landed on a sand bar to bail the water out and get his

wind back. Then he saw that the bottom of his canoe was cracked near

the bow from slapping down off the waves. He stuffed the crack with

rags and made it home without any further trouble.

One trip I made with Jimmy and his wife I will never forget. We

went thirty-two miles upriver to catch and smoke trout and do a little

hunting. In two days we had all the trout we wanted to smoke so we

just hung around camp for the rest of the week. Then one morning

Jimmy looked at the trout and said one more day smoking them would be

enough. Then he said we had better go get a couple of deer. We each

came in with a deer before noon, then went and caught some trout to
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take home with us next morning.

We had noticed the clouds rolling in all day and just before dark

it was snowing hard and Jimmy said we had better pack up and go home.

I asked him if he meant to go at once and he said yes, if we waited

until morning there would be so much snow floating in the water that

we would not be able to control the canoe and might have to stay there

for days.

By the time we had the canoe loaded it was dark and I was a

worried boy and asked how he was going to keep the canoe clear of the

snag and logjams. He said his wife had good ears and said that when

she said to paddle .hard to paddle as hard and fast as I could. He

warned me about keeping quiet, no talking and not to touch the canoe

with my paddle as his wife wanted to catch every sound the river made.

We took off and every few minutes she would shout and we would really

dig the paddles in and we could hear the water roaring under a log jam

as we went by.

It seemed like we had only been travelling a half hour when they

ran the canoe ashore. I made no move to get out so Jimmy said "do you

want to go to your house or come on home with us". I jumped out and

lit a match and found they had hit the landing at the end of the road

that led down to our place. We unloaded my stuff and they took off to

run another twelve miles to his place. I worried about them as they

still had some bad water to run through.
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The next morning I was still wondering about them so I jumped on a

horse and rode down to his place and when I went in the house they

both had big grins on their faces. I asked Jimmy what the joke was

and he said "You think maybe we drown last night and couldn't rest

until you come look." I have always thought that old woman could see

in the dark although she denied it.

Charley Schoonover was an old time woodsman and was the guide for

the survey party that Jimmy had left upriver. He told me some

interesting tales about that trip. When they got to the start of the

portage they could see a herd of goats not far above the flat on the

other side of the river. One fellow had a rifle and wanted to shoot

one but Charley told him not to as it was late May and it would be

poor and not fit to eat. The next morning they were to take the first

packs up over the portage and Charley had Jimmy up to build the canoe

and blaze the trail. He told the boss that he thought fifty pounds

would be a fair load for each man to carry over the trail.

The boss said that was foolish as a husky young Swedish fellow he

had brought up with him could carry one hundred pounds all day in the

hills. So the young fellow took two sacks of flour on his back and a

ten pound pail of lard in his hand for his load, the rest took fifty

pounds and told the boss that was all they could pack. Charley said

that before they had gone a half mile he looked back and could see the

young fellow was failing to keep up but didn't worry about him as the

trail was well marked.
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They never saw the young fellow again although they made several

rest stops and made the camp at the head of the canyon about

four-thirty that afternoon. After they had a bite to eat Charley told

the boss that some of them should go back down the trail and help the

young fellow in with his pack, but the boss said no that the young

fellow was an old hand at backpacking and would be in before dark.

Finally it got dark and then the boss began to worry, so Charley

made a light with an empty lard pail and a candle and three of them

started off. When they had gone two miles down the trail they found

him lying in the trail sound asleep with his head on the pack. They

woke him up and he was so weak he could hardly stand. Two of them had

to help him walk while the third held the light and it was after

midnight when they got back into camp. The young fellow was satisfied

with a fifty pound pack after that.

They could not make the return trip over the portage in a day and

that seemed to bother the boss as they only took four hours coming

back down without a load and they had nothing to do the rest of the

day, but there was nothing the boss could do about it.

Charley said that one day they were resting in the tents after

coming down over the portage when they heard a shot on the other side

of the rive. They erne out of the tents to see the herd of goats

running up the hill and one rolling down the hill. The man who owned

the rifle had sneaked out, taken Jimmy's canoe and went over and shot

one of the goats. Charley told the boss to fire the fellow as soon as
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he got back or he, along with most of the crew, was going home.

The boss didn't like it and said he couldn't send a man out alone

but he didn't think a young English lad who hadn't come off the

portage yet would last out the job, so he fired them both and sent

them out next morning.

They had left a lot of food at the head of the canyon and after

they upset they ran down the river and decided to build a ten by

twelve log cabin to cache the leftover food in as Charley had made up

his mind to trap in the area. They had no saw, just single bit survey

axes and a brace and bit that Jimmy had used to check the thickness of

the canoe when he built it. When they had the walls and gable ends up

they split boards two inches thick and up to eighteen inches wide the

full length of each side, then bored holes through the boards into the

roof logs and drove in yew wood pegs.

Before putting the roof on they hung all the leftover food, such

as ham and bacon, and some that was in fifty pound coffee tins, on the

peak roof log. They had not cut a door or window as they wanted to

leave it as safe as possible. The boss said that anyone could have

the food.

They came out and Charley rounded up three fellows to go up and

trap with him. They bought a large dugout canoe and loaded it pretty

heavy with traps, tools and food for the winter. Charley said it was

November when they took off upriver with a light snow on the ground
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when they came to a very steep rapid. They started to line the canoe

up with three men on the rope and one man holding the canoe out with a

pole. When they got half way up the rapid the rope broke and the

canoe shot down to quieter water below but was in the middle of the

river so one of the young fellows ran down river, stripped off his

clothes and swam out and got the canoe. Charley said that the young

fellow was so cold he could hardly speak until they got a fire going

and wanned him up, but he suffered no ill effects from it.

When they got to the start of the first canyon one of the young

fellows said he would like to build a cabin and trap around there as

it looked good to him. They put lip a small cabin for him in one day,

then he went up with them and helped build a large cabin at the forks

of the river which was the start of the second canyon. In later years

they called that the Silvertip Cabin.

The two young fellows never did go back up there but Frank, who

was older, went up with Charley several winters. One fall they landed

at the Silvertip Cabin about two in the afternoon and Frank told

Charley that he might as well go out and try to get a deer and he

would bring in everything from the canoe. Charley went up on a low

hill that stuck out from the mountain behind the cabin and said that

he saw a few does but no bucks.

When he got to the north end of the hill he hit a flat spot and

decided to cross over to the main hill then go down the creek on that

side. When he got to the other side he looked down and could see a



38

small pond in the trees about fifty yards from him. Near the pond he

saw what he thought was a black bear asleep in the bushes so he shot

and it never moved. Then after a minute or two he saw a bear's leg

poke up above the low brush a good six feet from the spot he had shot

at so he fired another shot at the same spot. He watched it for

awhile and nothing moved so he went down and found he had killed the

largest silvertip grizzly that was shot in this valley and that's how

they came to name the cabin.

One spring Charley brought in a young mountain goat about a week

old and his wife raised it on a bottle. They put it in an old chicken

yard with a picket fence about five feet high and one morning when he

was about five months old they found him on the back porch. They put

him back in the pen and watched him and he just walked up to the fence

and jumped over it, so Charley raised the fence to eight feet and

three months later we were visiting Schoonovers one Sunday when

someone noticed the goat was out of his pen. We put him in the pen

and he took a short run then jumped up and caught his front feet on

the top of the fence and boosted himself over. Shortly after that he

was shipped to the London Zoo but he died on the boat, the rough water

was too much for him.

The next animals Charley brought home were two small cougar

kittens. The way he got them showed he had plenty of nerve. He had

set out some large traps on the flat for cougar, lynx and bobcat. He

said that something had been stealing the bait from one of his traps

until one morning there was a new snow and he came to that trap. The
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bait was gone and he could see that a large cougar had taken it. He

followed the tracks on five feet of snow and they led to a large cedar

tree lying on the ground. It had been partly burned and there were

three holes burned through the side of it and the cougar had gone in

through one of the holes.

He walked around the tree and could see that the cougar hadn't

come out. Then he went back to the hole where the cougar had gone in

and lay down on his stomach and slid down into the hollow log, head

first. He said he landed almost standing on his head with his rifle

pointing to the left and when he looked to his left in the dim light

he could see the cougar just starting to get up and the kittens

crawling over her., He raised the rifle and shot with one hand,

killing the cougar.

He brought the kittens home and again his wife had the job of

bottle feeding them until they started to eat meat and fish. I often

played with the cougar kittens and they would lie under the kitchen

stove like house cats. They both died on the way to the London Zoo.

One spring Charley came home with a pair of live marten and said

he was going to see if marten could be raised in captivity. He built

a large pen of chicken wire around some thick bushes with wire

underground so they could not dig out. He kept them for two years and

they never mated, then one day when he went out to the pen he saw that

someone had kicked a hole in the wire and they were gone. We know now

that marten will not breed in captivity.
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The last animal be brought home was a bear cub which he named

Teddy. The cub grew fast that first summer and in the fall Charley

made a good dugout with plenty of hay nearby so Teddy could den up

when it got cold, however Teddy would have no part of it and was awake

all winter. From the time he was small Teddy liked to wrestle but

when he got older we always had to give him a big feed before we

played with him as he would get mean if he was hungry.

When Teddy was three years old people were starting to tease him

and Charley was afraid someone would get hurt so he took Teddy twelve

miles up the river and turned him loose. When Charley got home next

day he found Teddy tied up in the yard. His wife said Teddy had come

home at eight-thirty the night before. So there was nothing for it

but have him done away with.

Charley made several large dugout canoes and used them to take his

supplies up to the trapline and while driving logs and shingle bolts

down river. In later years Charley was crippled with arthritis and a

bad heart and did not trap for a few years. Then one fall he picked up

a young fellow to go trapping with him. They made it up to the home

cabin with all their food. After they got everything squared away

they thought they had better go and see that the line cabin was ready

for winter. The line cabin was seven miles up the north branch of the

river and the trail followed a rough sidehill.

Charley said when they started out that November morning the

weather was clear. They found the trail blocked in some placed with
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fallen trees and cleared the trail as they went. He said that when

they got half way to the cabin they noticed black clouds rolling in

from the west but thought if it did storm it would be rain. When the

storm hit it was snow but it was too late to go back to the home cabin

so they went on to the line cabin. They did not take their snowshoes

as Charley had never seen any amount of snow fall there until

December.

When they opened the cabin door next morning the snow was hip deep

and still snowing hard. They knew they had to get down to the home

cabin as there was very little food in the line cabin. They got

breakfast and started out at daylight. Even though Charley was

crippled he took his turn breaking trail over half way down. Then he

told the young fellow to go on to the cabin, have a bite to eat, then

bring him back his snow shoes.

Charley said he kept going as best he could until he hit the river

bottom over a mile from the cabin. He had been expecting to meet the

young fellow any minute but it got dark and still no sign of him. He

could not see to go any further so he walked back and forth between

two large logs that were lying across the trail all night as there was

no way to get a fire going in all the snow and darkness.

He soon had a good trail beat out between the two logs and said he

just walked fast enough to keep from freezing as he surely would if he

sat still. He said that after the longest night he ever put in it

finally was daylight and he thought that the young fellow must have
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met with an accident so struggled on to the cabin. When he got there

he found the young fellow asleep on the bunk with all hs clothes on

with a couple of blankets over him.

When he woke him up the young fellow told him he was going to take

a few minutes rest then take the snowshoes back to him, but he had

gone to sleep and never heard a thing until Charley woke him up. We

thought that would be Charley's last winter out on the trapline but he

decided to try it once more and even though he could not get anyone

to go with him he made a smaller canoe and headed upriver by himself

that fall. Later on I took a fishing and hunting party up to a camp

about twelve miles below his home cabin.

We got to the camp and were eating supper when Charley walked in

and I really felt sorry for him when he told us that he had to quit

the hills as he knew he couldn't make it anymore. We knew he was

really beat when he asked us if he could stay and ride down with us in

the canoe. Charley never went back to the trapline, but he managed to

build a large log bungalow which was a work of art and he lived in it

a few years until he passed away.

Frank Cushman, who had trapped a few winters with Charley, was, I

think, the smartest man I eve knew and crowded more into one lifetime

than anyone I ever heard of. He had taught math at university, and

was a first class steam engineer. He ran passenger engines on an

eastern railroad, worked as a trouble shooter for the Washington

Donkey Works and in later years ran logging donkey in the woods and
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sometimes went out to the fish canneries as a steam engineer.

But he liked to go out and trap when there was no work during the

winter which happened quite often. He was one of the three men that

Charley took with him the first time they went up to trap. Charley

took the north branch and the young fellow took the west bank.

They went up over the portage and found all the food in perfect

shape in the cabin after they had cut a doorway in the end of the

cabin to get into it. They cut the doorway with an axe, made a door

and cut a hole twelve inches square in the center of the roof to let

smoke out. There was no floor in the cabin and they cooked on a

campfire in the center. If the door was closed the cabin would fill

with smoke and if the door was left open a bit of the smoke would

leave but it would be cold.

I can remember hitting that cabin just at dark more than once when

it was storming and it looked pretty good to me. It was called the

smoke house cabin. One summer Frank decided to try some of the

northern trapping so he went up to lie La Cross then north down the

big river and trapped all winter and did very well and was very

satisfied with a silver fox pelt he brought back. That was before

they started farming foxes and a good silver fox pelt was worth up to

a thousand dollars.

Frank came back to the valley the summer of 1926 and told us he

was her to stay as his children were all grown and earning their own
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living and he had left his wive with a nice home in Seattle and money

enough to keep her as long as she lived.

When he found that Charley could not trap anymore he said he would

go alone. There was no one to take him up river and the river was too

high for him to take a canoe up by himself so he packed his food in

over the twenty mile overgrown trail. He carried a large butcher

knife to cut brush as he packed his food in and he said that by the

time he had everything at the home cabin he had a good trail cut. He

was busy that fall cutting wood, packing food up to Charley's line

cabin and up to the smoke house cabin as he was going to trap all

three lines.

The ground around the cabin was an old sand bar and as Frank

wanted a garden the next year he took all the rocks out of a patch

fifty feet square, then after the salmon had spawned and died they

drifted up all along the shore. He packed the salmon in and buried

them side by side in the sandy garden plot until he had covered the

whole area. The next summer he grew a bumper crop on that sandy

ground and he brought out samples of potatoes, carrots and turnips to

show us.

He did very well the first winter he trapped alone. He caught

twenty three marten and several weasel. He came out the first week in

March, sold his fur and bought enough food to last him a year up there

and asked me if I would take him up in a canoe he had borrowed. I had

a young friend staying with me so we loaded up Frank's outfit and took
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him up to the start of the first canyon. He said that was far enough

as the canoe was too small to take through the canyon and he had

decided to stay at the home cabin making it his permanent home.

We put all his food in the cabin the young fellow had built there

the first time they went up trapping and Frank said he had all summer

to pack it up to the home cabin. Frank did not drink tea or coffee,

he always had a large mug of hot water with his breakfast. He always

had tea and coffee on hand for visitors. He said that if they wanted

to poison themselves that was their business. He used to get empty

fifty pound coffee cans from the hotels and stores and paint them and

put all his food in them before he started upriver. The cans fitted

on the packboard and were the right weight. They kept everything dry

and clean.

He did not bother with canoes the first three winters he trapped

both sides of the second canyon. He split out a dry cedar slab four

inches thick, eighteen inches wide, and six feet long. When he wanted

to cross the river he would strip off, put his clothes and pack on the

slab then swim over with one hand on the slab. He had another slab at

the head of the canyon where he crossed back to the smokehouse cabin.

He said that the third winter the cold water was beginning to

bother him so the next summer he made a small canoe for each crossing

but he said that was not such a good idea s it was always a struggle

to get the canoes in and out of the river when the snow was deep and

they had to be pulled up well clear of any sudden rise in the river.
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That fourth winter was his last up there.

He used to come down and help some friends get their hay in during

the summer. One day they had unloaded a load of hay and he sat down

for a few minutes to rest and everything went black and he fell off

the box he was sitting on. When he came to he knew he had just

survived his first heart attack. He took it easy for a few days then

went up to the home cabin and brought out all his belongings and said

it would not be safe for him to go trapping anymore.

He had injured himself the winter before. He told me he was going

up the east side of the main river on six feet of snow when he came to

a place where the trail went down a steep hill for three hundred yards

so he sat down to slide down to the bottom as he had done quite often.

On the way down he ran onto a dry cedar limb that was under the snow

and tore himself up pretty bad. He made it to the smokehouse cabin

and lay on the bunk for two weeks. He had enough medical knowledge to

realize that he would have to stay on a strict liquid diet until he

was healed up. He had a case of tinned milk in the cabin so he lived

on that while he was laid up. He lost a lot of weight and was still

thin when he came out in March.

When Frank first started trapping along he never carried a watch

or rifle. He always made it into camp by dark. We tried to tell him

that he should carry a rifle every time he left the cabin, at least

until the grizzly bears denned up. One day he was coming down for

another load and came to a creek that the trail followed for a mile.
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The creek was full of spring salmon and he could see by the tracks

that there was both black and grizzly bears fishing the creek. He

came to a place where the creek ran around a log jam and saw a big sow

grizzly and two cubs coming up his side of the creek.

He said he waved his arms and shouted at her but she just kept

coming. He looked around and could see there were no trees big enough

to climb. Then he noticed a cedar tree that lay up over the logjam

with the top twenty feet from the ground, so he ran up it to the end.

The sow came to the bottom end of the tree and put her front feet up

on it, then he hammered on the log with hs cane which he always

carried and the sow dropped down and went on up the creek with her

cubs.

From that day on you never saw Frank without a rifle if the

grizzles were out. He said he ran into grizzlies a few times after

that but they always took off in a hurry and he had no time to skin

and dress a hide if he shot one.

Frank worked at odd jobs after he had to quit trapping for a few

years. Then one fall the trapping fever hit him and he told me that

he was going to run a short trapline above a mine on the Ashlu River.

He was going to stay in a prospector's cabin two miles past the mine

and he said he should be alright as there were two watchmen with their

families at the mine so they could keep in touch. The snow came early

in December that fall and we had not hard from the watch man by Dec.

20th so the manager of the mine asked me if I would go in and check on



48

them as they hadn't come out for their mail.

I told him to put all their mail into a bag including Xtnas

presents as I knew the kids would be looking forward to their

presents. By the time the manager had put in three bottles of scotch

whisky my pack weighed forty-seven pounds. I hit the trail to the

mine before daylight on snowshoes and found the last four miles to the

mine heavy going as I was going down eighteen inches every step. I

hit the mine at twelve-thirty and found them all in bed. They said

Frank had been out the day before and hadn't gone for mail because

they didn't think they could make it in all the snow.

They wanted me ,to stay the night but I just had a cup of coffee

and made it back out, covering sixteen hard miles that day. Frank

came out the first of February and said the trapping was no good so he

quit. Frank had a great memory and it would not be fair if I did not

give an example of it. One day we were walking down the road when we

came to a railroad crossing just before a freight train passed and

after it had gone by Frank said he could remember the number of the

engine, and all the cars including the caboose. There were 22 cars in

the train and when we got down to the station he wrote out the

numbers, without one mistake.

Another time he was helping the road foreman measure the width and

depth of a slough that had to be filled for a road crossing. When

they finished all the measuring the foreman said that he would figure

out the yardage that night and Frank told him he had figured it out
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and gave him the exact number of yards required. The foreman would

not believe him until he figured it out on paper. We used to try and

stump him by writing out a large number of figures for him to add up.

He would watch us and when we were finished he would take out a pencil

and write the answer without any hesitation.

He learned to file crosscut saws and saw down large trees by

himself.

He left some turnips in the ground when he quit trapping and two

years later two of us stopped at his home cabin for the night on our

way up to trap the headwaters of the river. The next morning I ws

washing dishes by candle light when I saw a movement outside the

window. I picked up the candle and went outside and there was a four

point buck that was feeding on the turnips that had reseeded in the

patch.

We left the cabin that morning at daylight, each with a heavy pack

and counted twenty-seven buck deer as we hiked over the seven mile

portage. We didn't try to count the does and fawns; we met the deer

coming down from the headwaters of the river. The next morning my

pardner said that he would do some repair work on the canoe and

suggested that I might be able to get some meat as the deer had most

likely left where we were going to trap up river. I decided to go up

the mountain after a mountain goat and when I got near timber line I

spotted a good fat buck coming down the hill so shot him and dragged

him down to the cabin, hung the quarters up for the night and next
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morning when we took the firs loads down to the canoe there was a nice

buck about twenty feet from the canoe.

We finished loading the canoe and headed up river in a freezing

rain. We had to keep turning our canoe poles to keep the ice from

forming on them. Our hands were so numb we had a hard time to hang

onto the poles. When we came to a large loop in the river my pardner

said we had better leave the canoe, take our packs and walk along the

foot of the hill. We would come to the cabin in about thirty minutes

and it would be dark if we took the canoe around the two mile loop.

The next morning I went down to bring the canoe up and saw two

deer heading out and found a marten eating on the deer meat in the

canoe. We could hear ducks and geese as we passed by the old beaver

meadows and one day saw a flock of geese drop down into a small pond

in the timber so decided to try for one. We crawled up behind a large

log at the edge of the pond and got ready to shoot. We both had heavy

calibre rifles so it had to be a head shot or nothing. My pardner's

rifle had a two stage trigger pull so I told him to count slowly to

three then shoot. When he got to two he fired and the goose I was

aiming at jumped and I shot and he Iande3d back in the water again

minus his tail and flapped to shore. We had no way to roast the goose

so we boiled it in a large pot. It was good and fat so we were not

long eating it up.

One afternoon the weather turned clear and cold and about midnight

we could hear the geese heading down river and it was not long until
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we could walk across the river on the ice. We did not have food

enough to last all winter so finally decided to bring our traps in and

head out. The day we picked up our traps it was snowing hard all day

and when we got up next morning and were ready to leave at daylight it

was waist deep. My pardner tried his snowshoes but sank nearly to the

ground in the light fluffy snow. We made the cabin at the head of the

portage well before dark and from there down the snow got less as we

came out.

On our way in we had left food at each cabin as we went in but

when we got to the cabin the third day we found someone had stolen our

food. I hunted around and found an old devon minnow and ten feet of

fishline so went down to the creek and caught two Dolly Varden trout

before the line broke. We had boiled trout for supper and breakfast.

That was the first time we ever had anything stolen from a

lockable. They were never locked and although people would stay a day

or two in them they never took any food and always left the cabins as

they found them with plenty of wood, kindling, and shavings ready for

the next man who came along. When I went down the creek fishing the

day before I was surprised to see fresh grizzly tracks in about

sixteen inches of snow where they had been pulling out salmon. I had

never seen bear out that late in the winter before. We planned to

leave the cabin before daylight as we knew we had a long hard day

ahead of us to the next stop which would be at the first ranch we hit

so we cut holes in the sides of five pound lard pails to hold a

candle, put a bail on them and they gave a good light. This type of
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light we called a bug.

My pardner was a bit worried about the grizzlies on the creek as

our trail followed the edge of the creek. He said that if one

bothered us he would hold the light so I could shoot it. However, we

travelled two miles along the creek to where it joined the river and

the nearest we came to a grizzly was when we heard two leave the creek

and tear off through the bush well out of range of our lights. The

tracks showed that they were a large sow grizzly and a yearling cub.

Soon after leaving the creek it was daylight so we hung up our

lights and kept on down river, sometimes on the flat and quite often

being forced to climb up the hill where the river ran against the rock

bluffs. We hit the first house just before dark and when we went in

there were three fellows there and we were a bit put out when the

first thing they asked us was if we had any tobacco, as the mail rig

made the trip to the store only once a week. I had a half a plug of

Big Ben chewing tobacco and my pardner had part of a plug of

McDonald's smoking tobacco so we shared with them.

The next day we made the fourteen miles down to the store near

where my pardner lived and a man came in and gave us a drink of

overproof rum. I just took a taste of it and my pardner took a good

pull on the bottle and it took effect at once. I made sure that he

got home and hiked down another seven miles to my home.

In thinking back over the years I learned a lot of things the hard
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way. The old-timers told me that a hunter never shot deer on a road

or in a field and to always make sure I had a knife and matches

whenever I went into the hills, even on s short trip. I broke the

first rule when I was eleven years old. One afternoon our cow didn't

come home so I took my rifle and went to look for her. While walking

down the road I spotted a big four point buck near the road and shot

him. I went on and found the cow and took her home, then told my

grandfather that I had got the deer. He asked if we could get the

horse and stoneboat near it and I said sure. I hooked up the horse

and we went and got the deer, skinned and quartered it and hung it up,

then went in the house. He told me to clean my rifle and put it up on

the gun rack and leave it there until next fall unless I was going

over to a trapline on the other side of the valley, and only use it if

a grizzly gave me any trouble while crossing the flat where the bears

fished some years. Then I remembered what I had been told.

The second mistake I made was when I left the ranch one morning in

September in a hurry to climb up above timberline to try and get a

deer. I was walking along just above the timber when I saw a nice

buck stand up in his bed down the hill a good hundred and fifty yards

below me. I shot him back of the shoulders and he made a few jumps

and dropped. When I got to him he was dead so I reached for my knife

and found I had forgotten to take it that morning. I rolled him on

his back fired a shot that cut the skin open for about six inches in

his stomach, and finished opening him with a piece of sharp shale

rock. I found that he had bled inside form the shot back of the

shoulder. From that day on I made sure that I had my knife at the
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start of a hunt.

The third time I forgot to double check my pockets was when I left

the ranch about 1:00 p.m. to go up to one of our trapping cabins in

late fall to make sure that the trapline was ready to be set a few

weeks later. I knew I had plenty of time to make the cabin before it

got too dark. I got to the cabin just as it started to get dark, when

I reached for my Marble match safe to light a candle and get a fire

going I remembered that I had changed to wool pants and forgotten to

take the match safe out of the other pants.

I started looking for the small baking powder tin that we left

matches in and although I felt all over the shelves, even the bunks, I

failed to find it. By that time I was really cold and hungry so I

pulled the blankets down off the wire and went to bed. It took quite

awhile before I warmed up and went to sleep. The next morning I

looked for the matches and there was no can to be seen. I went home

and my grandfather told me that the last time he had been at the cabin

he put the match tin in the fire box of the stove so it wouldn't rust

and forgot to tell me, so we were both at fault.

Another time I forgot was when a friend and I had gone up river

and a heavy rain brought the river up over the banks flooding the

flats. We waited until the river dropped back to near normal height

and started down river for home. The river runs pretty fast up there

and as we came around a bend we could see the old channel was partly

blocked by a log jam with a new channel cut through a stand of second
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growth cottonwood trees and looked to be clear so we swung into it.

All went fine until we came around a sharp bend and saw that a tall

slender cottonwood had fallen across the forty foot channel and was

whipping in the current. The center of the tree would go under the

water then whip up nearly out of the water.

I knew the water was too deep and fast to stop with the canoe

poles even if we had time. I kept the. canoe straight and my friend

jumped back to the stern with me to bring the bow up. We hit the log

while it was still under the water but coming up we shot over it and I

think that for a few second our canoe was all in the air. We hit the

water with quite a splash and after going a little way I saw that our

canoe had a three foot crack in the bottom and was leaking so I put

ashore and we caulked the crack with rags. Then I remembered that my

old Indian friend had told me to never run strange fast water without

checking around bends on foot first, and to be extra careful after a

flood if going down river.

Another time that I found myself in a tough situation was when I

had been over on the flats on the far side of the river and saw where

a large grizzly had headed up the hill on the trail I used to go up to

one of my traplines. As it was the middle of December I knew he was

heading for his den somewhere on the canyon that my trapline followed.

I went home and told my grandmother I would go up to the cabin and

stay that night, run the trapline in the morning then try to find the

bear's den and would be away at least two nights. When I started up

the steep trail there was the bear's tracks and when I got up into
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deep snow he made a perfect ditch for me to follow. When I broke over

into the canyon near my cabin I saw that the bear had headed down

towards the creek. I knew he was going to cross over and go up the

other side. I went on to the cabin after putting my snowshoes on.

Before going to bed that night I wound up an old clock and set the

alarm so I could get an early start next morning.

When I started out next morning I thought I had better check a

couple of traps down near the crossing log and make sure that the bear

had crossed over and found his trail heading straight for the

crossing, so headed back up to the main trapline. When I got back to

pick up the bear's track it was ten-thirty so I left my pack and took

my snowshoes off and hiked along in the ditch he made. When I came to

the crossing log I could see that the old snow had built up and

widened out until it was four feet above the log and ws nearly as wide

on top. It had built up on the twenty inch log when the snow was wet

and frozen solid/ with three feet of snow on top of it. How that bear

made it across that log without the whole works rolling into the box

canyon with him, as he was a heavy bear, I couldn't understand. Even

though he had pushed most of the new snow off I was afraid to cross it

as I could see where chunks of the old snow had broken off.

The creek ran through a box canyon of solid rock and was at least

twenty feet deep and about thirty feet wide. Close by a small hemlock

had fell across the creek, it was no more than six inches in diameter

where it lay on the far bank, it still had green needles on it so I

knew it would hold me. I straddled it and knocked the snow off as I
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went and made it without any trouble. After following the bear for

awhile I thought I had better check the time as I had gone a good

three miles on the track. It was one-thirty so I figured that I could

keep going until three o'clock and still make it back to the cabin by

dark. The trail led through timber at first and it was a dull, cloudy

day so about an hour after I had checked the time the trail broke out

of the timber and I could see it was starting to get dark so I pulled

out my Ingersoll watch and it still read one-thirty.

I headed back down the trail as fast as I could go as long as the

light lasted; then it was a matter of staying in the ditch the bear

had made. After floundering for what seemed like hours I came to the

crossing, found the, small foot log and made it over. Then I knew I

had a problem to try and find my snowshoe trail where I first hit the

track that morning as it would take me back through the heavy timber

to the cabin. I found my pack and snowshoes without too much trouble.

I remembered that I had snowshoed up to the edge of the ditch, sinking

a good foot in the snow, so I followed the ditch with my left hand

dragging in the snow until I felt the snowshoe track in the snow. I

must have fallen down fifty times before I got to the cabin.

When I looked at the clock it was 10:00 p.m. After getting a fire

going I stepped outside and threw that dollar watch as far s I could

and the first chance I got I bought a good watch.

Another time I got into trouble when my chum had come to visit me

and we went down the creek to look at some mink traps. I had made one
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set by wading up the creek and setting a trap where the mink were

running along a narrow ledge above the water. The bank rose straight

up for six feet so when we came to that set I lay down and hung on to

a bush and leaned over to see if I had caught anything. I saw that I

had caught a civet cat, commonly called a skunk. I tried to get out

of the line of fire when he let me have it. He had crawled up the

length of the chain so my face was about three feet from him when he

let me have it. He was hanging onto some roots so his aim was not dead

on but I got enough of it to make my eyes burn and it was about

fifteen minutes before I could see and ray chum was still laughing.

When we got home my grandmother opened two half gallon jars of

tomatoes, dumped them in a basin, and told me to wash my eyes, neck

and hair with the gooey mess and it took all the scent away.

That afternoon a couple of young fellows came over and we had a

target shoot. They had heavy rifles and i let my chum use my 25-35

Winchester and I used my 25 Stevens single shot rifle. We put up four

targets at one hundred yards and each fire five shots and found that I

had put all five in the bull's eye. My chum had four in the bull and

a nine, the other fellows only had a couple in the bull and wanted to

try again so we each took five more shots at new targets. I was lucky

and had all five in the bull. So did my chum but my group was nearer

the center of the bull. The other two fellows didn't improve their

score any and asked me how I was able to shoot like that and I told

them that all a person had to do was get a dose of skunk eye opener in

the morning and he would have perfect eyesight for the rest of the

day! Now, sixty years later, I still have that 25 Stevens rifle and
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it still shoots a good group.

One fall we were busy on the ranch and one of our neighbours came

in and told us that he had seen a huge buck while and they swore he

had antlers like an elk. I wanted to go after that big deer but my

grandfather said we had better get the crop in first as the weather

could break anytime.

One day a few of the hunters came over and asked us if we would

help get the big deer, as the buck was always jumped out of the same

area on the hillside and took one of the deer trails over the ridge.

Their plan was to put a man on each trail where it broke over the top

and have the others, come up from the bottom and chase the deer up to

the men on top. My grandfather said that we didn't have time and

anyway he didn't think much of hunters that wanted to take advantage

of an animal like that instead of a single hunter going out and

matching his skill against the big bug. So they went away in a huff.

A few days later one of them came over and told us that they had

rounded up enough men to make a try for the buck, and he had been put

on watch on the main deer trail where it broke over the ridge.

He said he had been waiting about half an hour when he could hear

something coming up the trail, then two does came over the ridge and

the big buck behind them. The buck turned around and looked back down

the hill and he was just going to shoot when he remembered what my

grandfather had said about shooting a deer that way so let him go,

much to the disgust of the rest of the party. He also said that s he
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was close to the deer he was disappointed to see that his antlers only

had two points on one side and three on the other.

We finally put the last of the crop in the root cellar and I

decided to give the big buck a try. I knew the area he hung out in

and climbed up above it so I could look down into it from the steep

rock bluffs. When I got opposite the spot I crawled out to the edge

of the bluff just in time to see the big buck disappear into the

brush. I was sure he would take the trail over the ridge about two

hundred yards south of me so I ran as hard as I could but he went over

well ahead of me and I would have sworn he had at least seven points

on each antler.

Although several hunters got a glimpse of him that fall no one got

a shot at him.

The area the big buck hung out in was where the deer hung out in

the winter when the snow was deep and I always had cougar traps set

near the main trails along the hillside above their feeding grounds.

We had an early snow on the hills that fall and one day I went to look

at the cougar traps just before Xmas. When I came to the place the

big buck hung out I snowshoed out to the edge of a rock bluff and

could see several deer lying down under the trees where the snow ws

not so deep on the downhill side of the tree. I looked almost

straight down below and a little to one side there lay the big buck

stretched out full length, sound asleep.
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Although his antlers were huge, I could see only two points on each

one. The hunter that let him go said he had a brow tine on one antler

about three inches long so that would make it three one side. I never

saw the buck again that winter although I always looked for him when I

checked that line of cougar traps.

The mountain the big buck stayed on was called Pill-Chuck

Mountain, and I had some queer things happen while hunting it. The

mountain sloped from near timberline gradually down south to the four

hundred foot level, while to the east it was a jungle of ridges and

canyons sloping south for three miles and to the west it dropped off

very steep to the valley where we lived. One morning in early

November I saw there was new snow down a the fifteen hundred foot

level so I climbed up to the snow and hit two fresh deer tracks

heading east into the rough country.

I decided I had better follow them as deer were scarce that fall.

They went a little ways east then headed at an angle up the hill. I

found them lying down in nearly a foot of snow about two miles east of

the ridge. One was a spike so I shot him, cleaned him out and toggled

him up to pack out. When I got about a quarter mile from the ridge

with that deer on my back I saw a big buck get up in his bed in the

snow and his tail was up so I knew I had to shoot quick. I aimed as

best I could and shot. By the way he took off I thought I had missed

him.

I dropped the deer off my back and went over to look for sign that
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I had hit him. I followed his tracks down the hill until there was no

more snow and there was no sign of blood so I went back up, picked up

my deer and headed over to the place the hill dropped off into the

valley and there was a good trail to go down. When I had gone down

the steep hill about a half mile I sat down to rest just above a flat

bench about fifty feet wide that ran along the hillside. There was a

deer trail on the bench and I could hear something coming along it

from the south. Then I could see a big buck coming on a dead run.

There was a big fir log lying across the deer trail below me so I

got ready to shoot after he jumped over, when he jumped that log he

landed on his side and slid a ways and there was no more movement. I

couldn't think what,had happened. I threw rocks at him, even hitting

him and still no sign of life so went down and found he was dead.

Then I found a bullet hole up high back of the shoulder. It had gone

out the other side without touching a rib. When I went to bleed him

there was no blood and when I opened him up I could see that he had

slowly bled out inside. I checked with all the hunters and found that

I had been the only one on the hill that day so I figured out that the

deer had run down the hill over a half mile, crossed over the ridge

and took the trail along the hillside. That was once I was in the

right place at the right time to prevent a lot of good fat meat

spoiling.

Another time I was hunting on that hill on a cold, snowy day with

a bit of wind blowing the snow off the trees making visibility very

poor, when a bout a hundred yards away from me I saw what looked like
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a small animal moving up a large log that had fallen up the steep

hill. The top of the log was six feet off the ground. I put a

cartridge in the chamber of my rifle but did not shoot as I could not

be sure what it was. I watched it and when it got where the log was

smaller the chills ran down my back when a man's shoulders showed up

under the bundle of fur. I went over to see what he had on his head

and found he had wrapped a bobcat hide around his head to keep his

ears warm as he had nothing else.

Although he was old enough to be my grandfather I gave him a good

talking to. He said that he didn't realize that he was in danger when

he walked up the hill beside that log and he was really scared when he

saw what a close call he had. The same man had another close call on

that hiss several years before when he trapped with my grandfather.

He went to look at a cougar trap and walked across a flat spot then

angled back to where they had a cougar trap. When he got there he

could see that they had caught a cougar. It went straight down hill

with the drag. Then he looked down to the flat spot he had crossed

and there lay the cougar in the trap. He could see by his tracks in

the snow that he had passed within five feet of the cougar. It gave

him quite a scare. His first shot hit the trap and broke the jaws and

the cougar was free but just lay there and his second shot killed it.

Bad luck seemed to follow that man around. I remember one morning

he came in the house and said he was going hunting. I noticed he had

a new pair of shoepacs which had no soles and wondered how he was

going to climb the hill, as there was about two inches of snow. He
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had a cup of coffee and headed for a footlog that crossed the slough

near the house. We heard a yell and ran out and saw him wading out of

the slough, up to his waist in dirty water. He had slipped off the

footlog and gone in head first, so he was soaked. We gave him a

change of clothes and shoes and he went home. My grandfather said it

was the best thing that could have happened to him as he might have

injured himself if he got up on the steep hill with those things on

his feet.

The same man married a widow who owned a ranch about a mile from

our place. He was very lucky to marry into a deal like that as the

widow's former husband had kept the ranch in good shape with no help

from a son who was, at least thirty-five years old at the time his

father passed away. But he had no ambition, spent most of his time

reading and he created quite a stir when he nearly burned the house

down. It happened this way; he had been reading up on how to pit

lamp deer at night so he bought a miner's carbine lamp and cap, loaded

up some cartridges with buckshot for a ten-gauge shotgun and was all

set to try it out.

One rainy evening I was out feeding and bedding down the stock

when I herd a shot from the direction of their ranch, followed a few

minutes later by three shots evenly spaced with was a call for help.

I ran to the house and told my grandfather and took off as fast as I

could go by lantern light and when I got there I helped put out a fire

in the front room of the house. Then I found out what had happened.

The young fellow had picked the dark rainy evening to try and pit lamp
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a deer i the fields so he filled his lamp with carbide and water and

wandered around the fields until he noticed his light getting weak.

As he thought he was about two hundred yards from the house he

started out and only went a few steps when he spotted two eyes and

took the best aim he could in the feeble light and fired. What he

thought was eyes were two holes in the window blind and just inside

the window ws a round upright coal heater in which they had a hot wood

fire. When he fired the shot he just missed his mother in a rocking

chair by the stove and hit the heater, near the top, knocking it over

throwing fire all over the room. His mother fainted and after

dragging her out and making sure she was not injured she was left

until more help came. That was his first and last attempt at pit

lamping and he never would touch a gun after that.

Before the first owner passed away the ranch was a showplace with

good crops of vegetables, small fruit and hay. After the widow

married again the place started to go to ruin, weeds in the small

garden, brush creeping into the fields and snow piled up on the

chicken house until it fell down one day while the chickens were out.

They just herded the chickens into the wagon shed to roost on anything

they could find. That was fine as long as it was not too cold.

During January we had a spell of zero weather and I went over and

noticed that over half the flock was missing. I asked what had

happened to them and they said that the hens had been roosting on a

set of steel harrows that were leaning against the wall. The first

cold night they roosted on the harrows they left the skin from the
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bottom of their feet stuck to the harrow teeth. When they dropped

down in the morning and their feet were in such bad shape they had to

kill them.

They had the biggest parrot I ever saw. He was raised on a ship

and if he got mad he would really swear. My grandmother was the only

person he would have anything to do with except the woman who owned

him. One warm day in July we went over to visit. Jumbo, the parrot,

was sitting on his favorite fence post about a hundred feet from the

house. After we had been there a few minutes a large blue chicken

hawk swooped down and picked Jumbo off the post and headed for the

woods with Jumbo yelling bloody murder. A couple of us made a search

but as they soon went beyond hearing we thought that was the end of

Jumbo.

Three weeks later my grandmother was on her way over for another

visit and when she got to where the trail led through some large cedar

trees she heard Jumbo call "mama" two or three times but at first she

could not locate him as it sounded like he was a long way off. Then

Jumbo called again and she looked up and he was sitting on a limb

about thirty feet above her. She called him and he dropped down on

her shoulder and she took him home. Most of the feathers on his back

were missing and he was just about healed up and after his new

feathers grew in he was as good as new. We often wondered if he

killed the hawk.

We thought when that man married the widow his string of bad luck
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had changed, but we later found out the ranch had been left to his

wife and stepson and as he did nothing to improve the ranch they

refused to sign any part of it over to him. About the middle of the

first war he joined up as a wireless operator and when the war ended

he came home and talked the soldiers settlement board into buying the

ranch for him and when his wife and stepson got the full payment for

the ranch they took off for good and left him holding the bag. Of

course the board was stuck with the ranch which they sold some years

later for a fraction of what they paid for it.

There were some queer characters living up the valley and every

month or so one of them would pull off a stunt that ws harmless but

very amusing. However, one of them pulled a really foolish move which

was not so funny for the animal concerned. He had borrowed a 16 bear

trap and set it down in the flats where there were always bear at that

time of year. Someone had told him to hang the bait from a limb about

six feet from the ground and set the trap in the ground directly

underneath, covering the trap and drag with moss and leaves. The next

morning after he made the set he came over and asked me to go with him

to see if he had caught a bear and kill it if he had one. When we got

to the set we found the trap gone and it was easy to follow the torn

up trail the bear left as he took off down through the salmonberry

bushes. I was ahead and after going abut a quarter of a mile we broke

out into a skunk cabbage swamp that the bear trail went through.

On looking ahead I saw what I thought was the bear in the trap

which was on top of a log that lay across the trail. I thought it
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queer that there was no sign of movement so went closer and saw that

all the trap held was a piece of bear hide which the trap had torn off

the bear. That trap, when set, had a jaw spread of sixteen inches so

it was holding a good size piece of hide. He asked me what I thought

had happened. I took the piece of hide out of the trap and laid it

out and I could see that the bear had sat down in the trap and when he

went over the log the drag went underneath, bringing him up solid.

The bear tore loose leaving a lot of hide. I went home and got my dog

and although he treed two bears we never caught up to that one. I

couldn't spare any more time to look for the bear and as my dog

wouldn't go with anybody else that was the end of that caper as the

man took the trap back to the owner. If that bear lived he must have

suffered for months.

During the first war a fire broke out ten miles up river from the

end of the road and the fire warden came up to round up a crew to go

up and try to put it out. He hired two Indians with a canoe to take

the food, packs and camping equipment up the river. When he finally

got the crew rounded up there were three remittance men, a young

English lad, a sailor and myself.

The first day we arranged to hike up the river five miles and camp

on a sand bar as that was about as far as the canoe could make it that

day. A few miles up river we came to where the trail led over a hill

and was quite steep, then we noticed that one of the old fellows was

not keeping up to us. I dropped back down and saw that the shoes he

had on had smooth leather soles which were turned up like skis and



69

were at least two sizes too large for him. I called the sailor down

and we just about packed him up to the top of the hill then he came

along by himself and made it back to the river bottom and out onto the

sand bar where we camped.

The next day we made it to the fire which was on the mountain

about a half mile above the flat, so we decided to set up camp well

out on a sand bar where our camp fire would not start another bush

fire. The firs thing we had to do was to cut a trail through thick

salmon berry brush from the edge of the sand bar to the foot of the

hill below the fire, this trail was a good half mile long and crossed

small branches of the river on large logs that crossed them. We had

spent a hot day at ,the fire and were on the way to camp and when we

hit the bottom of the mountain I counted the crew and they were all on

the trail that was cut wide and well marked.

I never gave it another thought until we sat down to supper and

found the young English lad was missing, but then we thought that he

would soon come in. After we had finished our meal we decided to go

out and look for him, although some of the crew refused to go as they

couldn't see how a man could get off that trail without fighting his

way through the brush to leave it. We stayed out until dark covering

two miles of that river bottom calling as we went but the only sign of

him was a track I found in the sand a mile up river Some thought he

may have drowned in one of the side streams. We talked it over and

decided to get up at daylight and look for him as the boys thought

that I might be able to follow his tracks from where I found them just
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before dark. We were having a quick breakfast and were about ready to

start out when someone shouted "here he comes" from down river. We

all ran out and when he walked into camp and dropped down on the sand

we could see that all that remained of his clothes was the waist band

of his pants and half his shirt and he had lost one of his shoes.

He slept until the following morning and then I took him out. It

took twelve hours to get him over the trail on which I made the trip

back, with a fifty pound pack, in a little over four hours. We had

given the old fellow with the turned up shoes the job as cook and he

did very well. When someone asked him why he wore shoes like that he

said that was the only pair he owned and they had been given to him

and he couldn't afford to buy new ones with his small monthly cheque.

So much for the manpower situation in war time. With the exception of

the young English lad we were either too young or too old to join up.

I had notice that the owner of the canoe had used some of his

spare time making two paddles out of yellow cedar. The only tools he

had were an axe and a hunting knife and a piece of window glass picked

up at the old broken down camp building. When he finished them they

were so smooth and one would think they were factory made.

We had one more exciting event before it rained and we headed for

home. One morning one of the crew woke up early and went over to the

old broken down shingle bolt camp to dig around and see what he could

find. He found two iron pots and an iron frying pan plus two axes,

and a few other small items so he had his hands full when he headed
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for the sand bar and camp. When he got about two hundred feet from

the sand bar in the thick brush he came to a small branch of the river

that he had crossed on a small log on his way in. He didn't want to

cross with his arms full. He threw the pots and pans to the other

side and heard something running through the brush towards the sand

bar.

Our cook tent was close to the river and a couple of us were

sleeping in the open between the cook tent and the woods. I woke up

when I heard rocks rattling out on the bar and there was a big buck

and a doe coming down the bar near the river. About that time the

deer saw the cook tent and veered off towards the woods and didn't see

our beds until they .were right onto us. I sat up and they jumped over

the foot of my bed and one of the deer jumped over the other fellow

who had sat up. He swore he could have grabbed that deer by the leg.

It started to rain one evening and we made a quick move into the

bunk tent and next morning we woke up to a rainy, foggy morning and

packed up all ready to leave when the old Indian said he wanted me to

go down in the canoe with them. We said it would be better if he took

the old fellow with the bad pair of shoes but he said he needed more

power on the paddles as there were a few bad places to run through on

the way down river which he had to by-pass on the way upriver by

taking small side streams and cutting out trees that had fallen across

them. He said that he had looked at all the bad spots on the way up

and was sure that with the help of one more good paddle we could run

them all non-stop to the end of the road. When he said that there was



72

no more trying to hitchhike a ride with him and they asked me if I

wasn't afraid and I said no, as I had travelled a lot on the river

with different members of the band and had plenty of confidence in the

older fellows as they had been on the river all their lives.

By the time we had loaded the wet tents, tools and packs in the

canoe it was loaded to the limit and I could see that we had our work

cut out for us to keep the canoe moving a lot faster than the river so

the stern man could steer. I remember one tight spot we came to,

there was a log jam on the right side of the river and two-thirds of

the river running under it and about a hundred feet below, on the

other side of the river, was another log jam with the river hitting it

head on then turning sharp to the right.

We shot by the edge of the first jam going wide open and really

poured it on. We had to help swing the bow of the canoe while at the

same time keeping up speed.

We cleared the second jam by a good ten feet. When we got to the

landing at the end of the road I looked at my watch and it had taken

us thirty-seven minutes to run that nine miles. Then the old Indian

said that the young Indian bow man and I did most of the work as all

he did was steer except when we were in bad water.

I had two spills in that river one fall. The first, was in early

September and I had planned to go up in the mountains on the other

side of the river and get a mountain goat. One of the neighbour's



73

boys wanted to go with me so I picked him up and when we got to the

river and put my small canoe in the river I told him to sit in the

bottom of the canoe and I would take it across the river and up into

an old channel where it would be safe in case the river rose while we

were away.

All went fine until I had to pole up around an old bridge pier

that had been left when they took the bridge out. This young fellow

was always willing to help and when he saw I was working hard he

grabbed a pole and stood up before I could stop him and lost his

balance and went in backwards. He grabbed the side of the canoe as he

went in and upset it. There were three big eddies below the pier and

I saw the young fellow come up in the first one and just before I got

to him he went under so I swan hard down to the next eddy and was

lucky to grab him as he came up. I knew I had to try and get out onto

a sand bar that ws in the middle of the river as there were several

sweepers on the home shore.

On the way down river I saw the stock of my Ross rifle bobbing up

close to me but I had all I could do to hang on to the young fellow

and try to swim to the sand bar before we were carried past it. Twice

I stopped swimming with one hand and let my feet down but could not

touch bottom. Finally I tried again and hit bottom just as my head

went under so kicked hard towards shore and was soon out on the sand

bar. My young friend had ten on too much water and just lay there,

his heart was beating and I had read somewhere that if you rolled a

person over a log with their head down you could get he water out of
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them. I looked around and there was nothing big enough on the bar so I

rolled him over my knee and it only took a few seconds until he

started coughing and spewed the water out, much to my relief.

My rifle was gone so I couldn't use it to fire call shots. Then I

remembered by 22 pistol I had in my pocket and a box for cartridges

that I had thought of too late to put in the pack. I fired call shots

about every ten minutes for over an hour and finally a man came over

and spotted us then got an old skiff and if I hadn't waded out and

grabbed the boat he would have missed the bar. I waded along the

shore with the skiff to the top end of the bar, we all got in and I

rowed like mad and landed in an eddy on the home side.

The next day I went looking for my canoe as it had twenty feet of

light chain instead of rope to tie it with and I thought it would hang

up and sure enough four miles down rive about forty feet from shore

there was my canoe, bottom up with the chain hung up in a tree top

that was under water. I saw that the river was clear of snags down to

a sand bar and the current ws setting in to my side so I stripped off,

swam out to the canoe, pulled the chain up onto the canoe and laid

down on my stomach and kept the canoe at an angle and let the current

carry me ashore.

Later a man came over to the ranch and asked me if I would like to

go up river as far as the first canyon with them as he was taking up

some food to his trap line and although he had his young son and a

friend with him he could do with more help with the big thirty-three
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foot canoe. He said we could fish and hunt before coining home. We

made the trip without any trouble and after two days had over two

hundred trout and I had a fat deer.

The second morning I spotted some mountain goats on the other side

of the river about half way up the mountain and suggested we shouldn't

build a camp fire as the goats would leave. But hey started a fire

anyway and got breakfast and I saw that the goats had gone. They said

that the goats would be lying down in the timber so we all went across

the river after them. After climbing for awhile I saw that they would

never get up to where we saw the goats in time. We had seen them on a

hill that stuck out into the valley from the main mountain and was

about three thousand feet high.

I took off by myself and reached the top of the hill and found the

goats had left the hill on a game trail and gone back up the mountain.

I noticed a deer track headed down the opposite side of the hill when

checking the goat tracks so went and followed it down the hill about

half way when I spotted him and made a clean head shot. After

cleaning him out I knew that I had a problem, he was too big to take

back up the hill and down the other side to the canoe. The only thing

I could do was drag him down to the foot of the hill and then I would

have to climb back over the hill as there was no way to follow the

flat down as the river ran in against the high cliffs and only a goat

could travel along the cliffs facing the river.

When I got to the flat I laid the deer over some small poles and
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put a spreader stick in the body opening and hung my coat over him to

keep animals away. While doing this I saw that a dry hollow cedar

snag had fallen down onto some rocks and shattered so I picked out a

piece of it four inches thick, fifteen inches wide and about ten feet

long. I took it down to where the river hit the mountain and was not

too swift. Then I took off all my clothes, put them and my rifle on

the dry cedar slab and with one hand on the slab I swan across without

any trouble.

I was soon in camp on the open sand bar and made myself a good

meal as the other fellows were not in yet. When they came in they

said they saw the fire in camp and thought some stranger had walked

in. They couldn't figure out how I had got across the river so I had

to show them the slab which I had packed in to use for kindling wood.

The next morning we took the canoe up and crossed over and picked

my deer up, loaded our camping gear and trout and headed down river

for home. The river had dropped two feet while we were up there and

when we had dropped down a few miles we started down a steep rapid. I

could see most of the river running under a log jam at the bottom. I

thought the ?tern man would call for us to grab the canoe poles and

snub the canoe down by the jam but he decided to run it with the

paddles.

Just as we started to turn to clear the log jam the stern of the

canoe hit bottom and we hit the jam head on, throwing the bow man onto

the jam and the canoe swung around broadside. The stern man was able
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to grab a pole that was sticking out from the jam. As the canoe

stated to turn over I told the young lad to dive in as deep as he

could and dove in myself as there was no chance to get on the log jam.

I seemed to be under the water a long time and felt something strike

my right hip when I came up on the lower side of the jam and grabbed a

log. I saw the canoe coming up, bottom up, and in a few seconds I

could see the young lad resurface so pulled him onto the canoe and

lost my hold on the log so down the river we went lying on the bottom

of the canoe.

The young lad had on a pair of knee boots so I told him to take

them off and we would lay down on the canoe and paddle with our hands

and feet and try to angle the canoe so the current would take us

ashore. We drifted into a big eddy where the river made a sharp turn

and made shore. When the other two fellows came down we turned the

canoe over and our packs were underneath it but the four rifles were

gone, along with the trout and my deer.

I noticed something spinning around in the center of the eddy

where we landed. After watching it for a few minutes I saw it was my

deer so stripped off and swam about fifty feet and towed it in.

A piece had broken out of the stern of the canoe when it went

under the logjam and I had a broken watch and a black and blue spot on

my hip where I had hit something while going under the jam.
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We ran the canoe down stern first to an Indian fishing cabin and

then the subject of matches came up. They said we would not be able

to build a fire as all the matches were wet. I pulled my marble match

safe out of my pocket and we soon had a hot fire going, hung up our

clothes and blankets to dry and had fat deer ribs roasting by the

campfire which was in the center of the dirt floor with a hole in the

roof to let the smoke out. We found some split cedar boards and each

used our hunting knives to whittle rough paddles for the trip home

next day.

Soon after we left next morning we started to pick up some of our

trout which had drifted ashore in the quiet spots along the river. It

took us a long time,to run down about seven miles as we lined down all

the placed that looked like we might get into trouble.

That made two rifles I had lost in two month; the last one was

my twenty-five Winchester which had been given to me and I really felt

the loss as it was very accurate and I had made a lot of clean kills

with it on every large animal we have here, including grizzly. I had

just bought the Ross rifle, it was still in the carton packed with

grease and had never been fired. It was an army rifle so I had a lot

of work to convert it to a sporting rifle.

After putting new sighs on it I took it out and lined it up and

shot two groups at one hundred yards that were under two inches so was

going to try it on mountain goats when I lost it. A friend said he

would sell me his thirty-eight fifty-five Marlin rifle for twelve
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dollars so I bought it, but didn't like it. After using it one season

gave it away and bought a 303 sporting Ross rifle second hand which I

kept for a long time.

Shortly after the first war one of the big department stores

bought a large amount of 303 British arm ammunition that had been

converted to soft point for sporting use. They advertised the

cartridges at two dollars a hundred and as we both had that calibre we

bought one thousand rounds. When it came we each tried a shot at a

target and both hit the two inch bulls eye at one hundred yards so

thought we were in business.

We were checking our trap lines and getting them all ready to set

when the fur was prime, we went up to check a line that was at timber

line on a high divide to the headwaters of another river and had a

small cabin on the divide. We took a load of food to the cabin and

next morning I told my pardner to go up and get a yearling goat and I

would check out the trapline which ran in a circle for about seven

miles at timber line around the divide which was shaped like a huge

basin.

We left the cabin at daylight and I headed around the trapline

finding some sets needed a bit of work and up until two o'clock didn't

hear my pardner shoot; then I heard him shoot six times in a few

minutes. I head six more shots and finally four more shots and after

about twenty minutes I heard one shot. I couldn't figure it out as my

pardner was a dead shot. I worked my way back to the cabin and got
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I finally ate my supper and started to image all kinds of things

that could have happened to him. It was getting dark and I was

getting a light ready to go look for him when I heard him coming down

the hill back of the cabin. I opened the door and he threw his pack

off and I saw that he had packed in the biggest hind quarters of a

goat I ever saw. I asked him what he had shot a big old billy like

that for; then he told me a story that, although sounding far

fetched, proved to be true.

He climbed up to where he knew that a large herd of goats hung out

and when he looked .over the heather ridge he could see goats spread

over the steep cliffs, some feeding, some lying down; but could not

spot a yearling that he wanted. Then he looked at the bottom of the

cliff and there was a yearling feeding at the foot of the cliff and a

good thirty feet above him lying down on a flat spot was the huge

billy goat. He said that goat looked oversize even at two hundred

yards. He said he rolled up his jacket, lay down behind a clump of

heather and used the jacket to rest his gun on.

When he fired at the small goat the huge goat came rolling down

and scared the small billy which took off over the heather and rocks

so he started to shoot at it and broke a hind leg the first round,

reloaded and fired six shots without touching him, reloaded again and

got off four more shots before the goat went out of sight down the

cliffs. Then he noticed that the big billy still lay at the foot of
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the cliff so went over and bled him. Then he went to see where the

small goat had gone and saw him about a hundred feet down the cliff on

a narrow ledge and was lucky enough to hit it in the head and it

didn't go over the edge or it would have gone down at least five

hundred feet.

He had a hard time getting down to it and cleaning it out and said

we would have to take the ropes off our pack boards to get the meat

up. We went up next day and packed out the small goat and a good

hundred pounds of the big goat and the third day we brought out the

balance of the big goat and figured he dressed out well over four

hundred pounds. While we were skinning that big goat we kept watching

for bullet holes and were just about convinced that he had died of

heart failure when I cut the head off and threw it down. Then I

noticed a bloody spot on the side near the eye and saw that the hide

had an inch and a half cut, so pulled the hide open and could see that

the bullet had hit flat and hard enough to kill the goat. Either that

or it stunned him and he broke his neck when he fell over the cliff.

I dug the bullet out and there was not any sign of it hitting a rock

then glancing up and hitting the goat as the bullet was still perfect.

I asked my pardner if he heard anything strange when he was

shooting and he said he did hear something like a high pitched hum and

wanted to know why and I said that I thought we had bought some bad

ammunition as the bullets were keyholing.

"Well anyway, it's not everybody that can shoot at a goat and kill
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another one thirty feet above it," he said.

When we got back to the ranch we put up a target at one hundred

yards on a cedar stump five feet in diameter and six feet high, set up

our bench rest with a sand bag and started to shoot. We fired twenty

shots each, using both rifles and only got one in the bull's eye and

two others on the paper which was nearly two feet square. Some missed

the stump and most that did hit the stump hit flat or at an angle. We

dumped the rest of the cartridges in the slough and I walked down

twenty miles to the store and bought four boxes of Winchester

ammunition.

My pardner did not want the large goat's horns so I cut them off

and packed them out and measured them as I knew they were extra large.

They measured ten and three-quarter inches on one horn and ten and

seven-eights on the other. After my pardner got married he wanted the

horns so took them home. After several years I read about the Boone

and Crocket Club which kept a record of large horns, antlers and

animals and saw that my pardner topped the list for goat horns. I

went down to see if he still had them and he said that when he moved

the last time he left them in the woodshed but when I went and looked

they were gone.

The next fall we went in with a load of food to check the line

again and as I knew my pardner really liked to hunt I told him to get

a goat and I would check the trapline. Then he said he would hunt the

high country north of where he got the goats the year before. We
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travelled together until he headed up into the goat country and I

followed the trapline around the basin finding most sets in good

shape. I came to the end of the line about one o'clock and as it was

a sunny day I decided to climb up well above timber line then go

straight down to the cabin. When I got over to the place where I had

to go down to the cabin I realized I had not heard my pardner shoot

all day so sat down to take a rest.

From where I sat I was looking down about fifty feet to a rocky

bench below me. I heard a rock roll then saw a yearling goat walking

along the bench below me. I got out my twenty-two Stevens pistol,

loaded it and when the goat was just below me I whistled and he

stopped and looked. away from me so I shot from a sitting position

holding the pistol in both hands and resting on my knee. I hit him in

the back of the head killing him instantly. I cleaned him out and

tied him on the packboard and went down to the cabin, skinned him out

and took the meat over to a glacier nearby. We stored meat in the ice

tunnel where the creek ran out from under the glacier, and took some

ice back to put in the water I had put the liver in. My pardner came

in just before dark and said there would be no goat liver for supper

as all he saw all day was nannies and kids and old billys.

I told him I would fry up some goat liver. When I brought the

liver in his eyes stuck out and he said "How did you get that? Did it

fall over a cliff? You had no rifle."

I told him how I did it.
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On another trip up to that trapline we had stopped at the halfway

cabin so got to the main cabin early. I decided to take my 25 Stevens

and try and get a couple of blue grouse out on the blueberry meadows.

As I was walking along the sloping sidehill I heard a mumbling sound

coming from the other side of a ridge about twenty feet in front of me

so I crawled up to where I could see over and there were four

grizzlies feeding on blueberries and making a queer sound.

Two of them were large and two were yearling cubs. One was nearly

white on the back and down the shoulder. As they were only fifty

yards from me I knew I could kill that yearling with one shot but

didn't know what the old bears would do. As there were only about

four trees to the acre and the nearest one a hundred feet from me, I

dropped back out of sight and when I got far enough away I ran back to

the cabin to get my heavy rifle. My pardner went back with me and when

we looked for the grizzlies they were gone.

We hiked all around the basin and glassed the sloped but never saw

them again. They must have winded me as I know they didn't see me as

they were still feeding and mumbling when I left. We could have

gotten a hundred dollars for a hide that showed that much silver, it

was the best I ever saw.

The third fall when we made our first trip up to that trapline it

was late October to that trapline it was late October and when we got

near the cabin I saw a piece of Hudson Bay blanket near the trail and

told my pardner we were in trouble as I knew that something had raided



85

our cabin. When we got to the cabin the door was still closed but we

could see where a wolverine had dug a hole under the bottom log,

chewing through several roots to get in. The inside of the cabin was

a mess.

We kept our food in fifty pound coffee cans which had screw tops

seven inches in diameter. The wolverine had torn the tops off and

spread flour, sugar, beans and rice all over the cabin. Then he

pulled the two heavy Hudson Bay blankets down from where they were

hanging on a wire near the peak of the roof, tore them up and dragged

some pieces outside. We found some pieces three hundred feet from the

cabin.

After spending the night with one of us sleeping and the other

keeping the fire going part of the time we headed out to get more

blankets and pots as the wolverine had bitten holes in some of the

pots. Later that fall we caught and held a large brown wolverine in

the smallest leg hold trap made.

We had a set at timberline in the face of a cliff. There was a

square hole in the rock about five by ten inches five feet from the

ground with a two inch yellow cedar growing out from the hole then

curving up, so I put the bait well back in the hole and set #0 Victor

jump trap just inside the hole and wired the chain as far out on the

cedar as it would reach, making no effort to hide the trap or chain as

it was set for marten.
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Two days later we were making the round to see if we had caught

anything. When we got to a place where we could see that set in the

distance we could see the top of the small cedar tree was jerking and

bouncing but we could not tell what was in the trap until we got about

a hundred yards from it. Then we could see we had a large wolverine

hanging in the trap but he couldn't get a purchase on anything to pull

free.

I took a rest with my 25 Stevens and shot him in the neck. That

was the only wolverine I ever caught in a trap that was not well

hidden. I think he must have smelled the bait and jumped up and put

his paw in the hole to catch himself and ended up with two toes in the

trap, then hung there, helpless.

Although I caught a lot of black wolverines while trapping I only

caught two brown ones. I always admired this animal as it has more

courage than any animal I know of. Whenever I came on one in a trap

he would come out to the end of the trap chain to try and get at me

and never gave up until he was dead.

The following is a good example of how a wolverine would act when

caught in a trap. One February it had rained nearly up to timberline

then turned clear and cold and a friend of mine came up to visit me

and wanted to go over the trapline with me so I aid he could go as we

could walk on the crusted snow without snowshoes. We were about half

way along the line that went along the hillside on a flat bench when

we came to a set I had in a hollow cedar that had an opening about ten
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inches wide on the downhill side. This was my favorite wolverine set.

When we got to it we found the trap and drag gone. The animal had

tore the drag loose from the frozen snow. We could see that the

animal must have just been caught, but the snow was so hard I could

not tell which way it went with the drag. Below the bench the

hillside dropped off in a jumble of ravines and ridges.

I told my friend to go over a little ways than walk down a ridge

and watch for the animal and I would do the same below the set as I

was sure the animal would go downhill. When I ha gone down the hill a

couple hundred yards I heard my friend let a bellow out of him. He

seemed to catch his breath then call again so I ran across the

hillside as fast as I could and ran up onto a ridge.

I saw him running down a ravine with a wolverine twenty feet

behind him, sometimes the drag would slide ahead and throw the

wolverine off balance but not for long. I called to my friend to run

up the steep side of the ravine, then shot the wolverine.

I asked my friend what he was doing down in the ravine after in

had told him to stay on the ridge and call me if he saw anything. He

said he had noticed some small balsam trees lying in a bunch in the

bottom of the ravine as if someone had cut them off and put them there

so went down to investigate. When he got close the wolverine came out

from under the bush straight for him so he took off down the ravine.

He said he never thought to run up the hill to get away.
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We found the wolverine had chewed down nearly a dozen small balsam

trees and must have just got clear when my friend came along.

When we decided to trap the high timberline country we knew we had

to have a small cabin near the divide as we would not reach it from

the first cabin down in the canyon. This proved to be quite a problem

as the snow slides were bad and we had to be careful where we built.

After spending a while day we found a place safe from slides, lots

of logs but with nothing to make shakes for a cabin roof. Finally we

found a place where a ridge of rock stuck out up the hillside that

shunted the slides off to the right and left with a good sized patch

of old growth timber at the bottom.

I found a big yellow cedar that looked like it was straight

grained so we fell it and it made perfect shakes. Most of the timber

was too big and scrubby for cabin logs so that turned out to be the

smallest cabin I ever built. It was seven by ten feet inside and we

had to carry some of the logs three hundred yards.

When I went up to that cabin fifty years later there was just a

mossy square, prospectors had packed away all the dishes and traps and

a quart of thirty overproof rum that we had buried under the bunk in

the dirt. They must have burned up most of the cedar shakes as I only

could find a few moss grown ones and they still had not rotted away.

When they started to use helicopters for transportation that was
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the end of the country we trapped on the high divide, also all other

hard-to-get-at places around the province and also just about the end

of the big game in that area. When we trapped that area in the early

twenties we could count over two hundred mountain goats most any clear

day. That is the only place I saw all five species of big game

without moving.

There was a large rock bluff that overlooked most of the basin and

meadows a well as part of the goat country not too far from the cabin.

One afternoon in early October just before sundown we took the

binoculars and went up to see how much game we could spot. We could

see mountain goats as we walked out on the rock and sat down. My

pardner started glassing the berry patches and soon spotted two black

bear and in a few minutes spotted five deer in the meadow by a small

lake.

Then I started to glass the berry patches on the other side of the

basin and spotted a large brown bear. I let my pardner have a look

then started to glass a ridge higher up and spotted a good sized

silver tip grizzly nosing around in the open. That was a once in a

lifetime experience.

After I retired I went back to that country to take pictures and

pick up some traps for my collection. I only saw eleven goats and two

deer, but plenty of evidence of helicopter camps and even saw where a

small float plane had been landing on the largest lake in the meadows.

The old game trails were all grown over from lack of use. I made the
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mistake of taking color slides or I could have included some pictures

in this book.

One day while exploring high up among the rock cliffs above timber

line I could see a herd of goats a half mile above me, so decided to

go up and look them over. That's when I made a discovery that had me

puzzled for a long time.

I was walking along a flat bench looking for a place to climb up

higher when I came to where the rock above hung out over the bench for

thirty feet forming a perfect shelter. I could see that the goats had

been using it for countless years as the manure completely covered the

rock and it was hard to tell how deep it was. We called the places

goat houses as they shelter in them during severe weather.

I was about to walk away when I noticed two poles standing well

back in a corner. I took one down and saw that it was weathered white

but still sound. I put the pole back and soon found that I could not

climb any higher. When I ran into an old Indian friend of mine I

asked him if he knew how the poles got there and he said yes, back in

his grandfather's time whole families used to go there to hunt goats

and dry the meat in the early fall. He said the hunters would chase

the goats up the mountain using the poles to climb up the rock faces

until they cornered the goats then they would shoot them with bows and

arrows.

The poles were made of red cedar and were well over twenty feet in
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length which they had dragged up through the brush for miles from

where red cedar grew. I could see that the poles were made out of

fine grain old growth cedar without a knot in them. It must have been

a lot of work to split them out, round them off and they may have

brought them all the way from the valley. My Indian friend said that

there should be climbing poles on other mountains but we never found

any more.

After my pardner got married I trapped the line by myself for a

few winters and when I was coming out one trip on fifteen feet of snow

one of my snow shoes broke in two, so I pulled the lacing out of it,

cut some yellow cedar limbs and made a frame and put the lacing in.

It was heavy but it held me up until I got down out of the snow.

However, it delayed me enough that I had to cross the river in the

dark. The river was low so I made it without any trouble.

Writing about wolverines brings to mind two fellows who loaded up

a winter's supplies and went up river to trap marten. They said they

would be back in the spring. We were surprised when they showed up

the middle of January with a sad tale of wolverines robbing their

traps. They only had three marten pelts to show for all their work.

They said that two wolverines kept wrecking their sets and taking

any fur that was in the traps. They tried every type of set they

could think of but could not catch them. One of them told me that he

was making a set for wolverine in fairly open woods in a hollow cedar

when he looked up and saw seven wolves, none more than a hundred feet
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from him. He said some were sitting and some standing so he grabbed

his rifle and was so excited he missed the first shot and managed to

kill one with the next four shots and by the time he could reload they

were all gone. They said they had to give up as all they were doing

was fattening the wolverines.

Some time in the late eighteen hundreds a large family moved into

the valley from Newfoundland. There were four brothers Read, Rod,

Holman and Hiram who was the only one married and he had two grown

sons. They must have been real woodsmen and tougher than us here on

the coast because the old timers told me that they never had any

blankets in their small low roofed cabins on their traplines; just

kept a fire going in the middle of the dirt floor. I ran onto a few

of their old cabins and a person had to crawl to get into them.

All six of the men trapped every winter and would catch up to

eighty marten some winters, also cougar, wolverine and lynx so they

must have been good trappers. They took up land five miles up the

river above the last rancher, as they lived to be by themselves and

did not encourage company. They took all their supplies up by canoe.

They all pitched in and built a good house for Hiram and cleared

up enough land so they could have a garden and hay enough for two cows

and wheat for a flock of chickens. Then they built cabins on each of

the three brother's land but only cleared enough land on each place to

prove up on the land. They bought a pack horse and cut a trail down

to the end of the wagon rod then used the horse to bring in their
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supplies.

One summer the six of them hand logged along the river and drove

the logs down the river and boomed up over two thousand dollars worth

of logs. They had the logs towed to Vancouver and turned them over to

a timber broker to sell. They did not hear from the broker for a long

time so went down and found out the broker had sold their boom along

with several others and left the country. They never did catch up to

him so they really took a beating as they had gone into debt to the

store.

They decided to cut shinglebolts as there was a good market for

them. About that time a bachelor took up the land joining Hiram on

the south and two families moved up on the other side of the river

about three miles below them. They did not like people coming so

close and wanted to make money enough to pay their debts and have

enough to give them a start in a place that was not so well settled.

They cut over one hundred cords of shingle bolts and when the

river was low drove them down, boomed them up and had them towed to

Vancouver and Hiram stayed with them and sold them himself getting

enough money to pay their debts with plenty left over to over to

Alaska. Hiram was the last to leave the valley and when my father

came up on the boat to look for land he met Hiram on the wharf and

asked him why they were leaving. Hiram said it was getting too damb

civilized over thirty miles up the valley!



94

A few years ago I had a letter from a fellow who said that he had

taught some of the offspring of that family up north while he was

teaching school up there in the Yukon, and that they had buried old

Holman in Cottonwood Flats. So the family must have broken up and

spread out.

I never met any of that family but accordingly to what the old

times told me they must have been real pioneers as they would never

buy anything that they could make themselves, such as snowshoes,

handles for tools, even buckskin for jackets.

Some years before we came to the valley a man was shot dead and

nothing was ever done about it. The way I heard it one day a young

Swedish fellow stopped at a store on his way up the valley to visit a

friend and bought a few things. When he went to pay he pulled out a

large roll of big bills and the storekeeper said he must have had

several hundred dollars on him. The only other person in the store

was a man from the valley by the name of Hulbert, who was said to be a

bit mental.

The Swedish lad went up to his friends place and the following

afternoon told hs friend that he was going to go up the road and see

if he could find some salmon berries. A few hours later Hulbert came

in and told the rancher that he had shot his Swedish friend, mistaking

him for a bear. The man that told me about it said that he went back

with them to see just what had happened. He said the lad had left he

road and found a good patch of berries along a trail and the body and



95

pail were in a place that he could not be mistaken for a bear.

They left the body there and when the police came next day Hulbert

was one of the party that went in to bring the body out. The police

searched the body but found no money. The police asked for volunteers

to pack the body out and Hulbert said he would do it himself, which he

did without a rest until he reached the wagon. Then the police went

to the room that the Swedish lad used but found no money. There was

no trial and what really made the old timers mad was that one day

Hulbert and a couple of them had gone downtown and were sitting in the

hotel lobby when a stranger walked in and asked if the Squamish Valley

was a good place to live and if a man could earn a few dollars once in

a while.

Hulbert spoke up and said sure, if a man runs short all you had to

do was shoot a Swede and the government will pay you twenty dollars to

pack him out.

Evidently he had received a cheque for packing the body out to the

road. The money was never found and everybody was sure Hulbert got it

as he made no attempt to find work for two years and then left the

valley.
*

After Hiram and his family left the valley a man and his married
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son moved onto land they bought on the far side of the river and a

couple of batchelors took up land over there. They then kept after

the government to build a bridge over the river and a road up the

other side to this property. The work went ahead on the expensive

bridge which required three Howe trusses to span the two hundred and

fifty foot wide river.

The job was done with primitive equipment. They used an old

steam piledriver donkey and the saw and carriage from an old saw mill.

They drove the piling for the false work for the bridge including the

piers for the bridge to rest on. Then they hooked up the donkey to

the saw mill and sawed out all the timber for the bridge.

They started that job December first and finished it by April

first in spite of the worst kind of conditions. The snow never seemed

to let up for long that winter, yet they managed to get logs to the

mill somehow using horses hooked tandem and shoveling trails to drag

the logs out on. When they finished the bridge the settled snow lay

five feet deep on the ground.

After the snow went in the spring the road foreman came up and

hired a crew and soon had completed the three miles of wagon road up

the other side of the river. The sad part of that job was that it was

a waste of money. One year after the bridge was built all the people

left the far side of the river, some leaving the valley and some

taking up land in more settled parts of the valley. The only people

to use that bridge for years were trappers, hikers, hunters and
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fishermen. There was a deep hole under the bridge and when the river

was low we used to go up on a Sunday and catch all the trout we

wanted.

This brings to mind an amusing incident that happened one day

while we were fishing there. When the river was low it was twenty

feet down to the water so the odd fish was lost while being pulled up.

On this particular day there were ten of us strung out along the

railing and in the middle was a very religous woman who would never

think of using bad language or allow anyone in her house that used it.

All at once she called "fish on", so the people near her pulled their

lines to avoid a tangle.

We could see that she had hooked a large trout. Finally she

started pulling it up hand-over-hand and we could see that the trout

would weigh at least twelve pounds. When she had the trout about

three feet from the rail it dropped off and she said, loud enough for

most of us to hear, "Damn it, one more pull and I would have had him".

That bridge stood with very little repairs until nineteen

nineteen then they took out the spans leaving the piers which had to

be blasted out twenty years later which shows the quality of work they

did then.

in thinking back I can remember some real funny things that

happened when I was young. One fall I could see new snow nearly down
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to timber line on the mountain so left early the next morning to climb

up and get a deer. When I got up into the new snow I saw a big buck's

track leading off along a flat bench on a game trail so I followed it

to where a rock ridge cut the bench leaving about four feet for the

trail between the rock and a steep grass and heather slope that went

down a few hundred feet to another flat spot.

When I went to step around the rock I met two good sized black

bear which were no more than six feet from me. When they saw me they

both jumped over the edge and lost their footing in the snow and went

down the slope, sometimes end-over-end, and sometimes on their back,

going head first then tail first, until they hit the flat spot down

below. They made a queer whining noise on the way down. By the time

they hit the bottom I had laughed so hard that if a buck had walked

out forty yards from me I don't think I could have hit him. That

would have been priceless on movie film.

I did not get the big buck as he went down the wrong side of the

mountain and I did not want to have to pack him up hill. I swung back

south and got a fat three point buck just below the snow.

Another time I got too close to a bear was when a young fellow

and I took our dogs out early one morning near the end of February to

hunt raccoon. He had a whippet bitch and I had an Airedale dog that

had over one hundred raccoons to his credit. When we let them go they

went over a low ridge into a logged off valley and I could tell that

the Airedale had hit a hot trail and it was not long before he was
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barking treed. When we got to the far side of the ridge we could see

the dogs had something holed up under a big cedar stump on the far

side of the narrow valley.

When we got over to them we could see that the stump had grown

over a large rock and that the dogs were barking at a hole that ran

down between the rock and part of the stump that had grown over it.

This left an opening a foot wide and about two feet and went almost

straight down for five feet then made a right angle turn around the

rock and the opening got a lot smaller. Thinking that we had a

raccoon holed up I got out my flashlight and slid down the hole head

first until my hand reached the bottom. Then I put the light down so

it would show what was around the corner and was going to slide the

rest of the way down when a two yer old black bear put his foot on the

flashlight.

I told my friend to pull the dogs off me as they were trying to

get in with me and to give me my twenty-two rifle. Just as he gave me

the rifle the bear stuck his head out part way and I held the rifle

with one hand, put the muzzle about two inches from his ear, and

fired. One shot finished him and we had quite a struggle to get him

out around the rock and up out of the hole. We saw that we had a good

pelt and I noticed the pads on his feet were peeling off, he must have

just left his den when the dogs ran him back into it.

I knew that I was in no danger from the bear as he would have a

hard time to squeeze himself out of the small opening and around the
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corner to get to me. That is the only bear I know of that took to a

hole when chased by dogs. The only reason I can think of is that the

area was logged and the nearest tree was nearly half a mile up the

hillside and he could have been a bit groggy and not thinking

properly.

Bears do use their brains more than a lot of people think as

demonstrated by a four month old cub that my father brought home after

someone had shot its mother. He chained the cub to a small hemlock

tree so he would have some shade. We had three hounds, two were

always kept on the chain, but the big redbone hound we called Red was

left to run loose as he never ran away. My mother always fed the cub

when she fed the hounds and Red would gulp his food and if we didn't

watch he would go over and eat the cub's food. My father said that

the cub might get fed up with Red hogging his dinner and do something

about it when he got a bit older.

Sure enough, one warm evening my mother fed the hounds and the

cub. She put the cub's dish close to the tree he was tied to and

filled it. By that time Red had gulped his and went over and started

on the cub's food. My father said to leave him alone as the cub

looked mad with his ears down flat. The cub sat up and raised his

left paw then very slowly grabbed ahold of the small tree with it and

brought the right paw up as far as he could then he slapped Red on the

side of his head, and although that cub didn't weight a quarter of

what Red, did he knocked Red flat.
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Red never went near the cub again and the cub showed good

thinking when he hung on to the tree to give him more power and

balance when he slapped Red. We kept that bear until he was over two

years old then had to get rid of him. I swore then that I would never

take another wild animal for a pet, but after I moved onto the ranch

with my grandparents I found an orphan raccoon was hanging around the

ranch. He was only a few months old and got quite chummy with an old

sheep dog that my grandfather had. They would eat and sleep together

and the raccoon never bothered the chickens, ducks, or geese and the

old dog would not allow a wild raccoon to come near. My grandmother

never allowed any animals in the house and when we went out to work in

the field we always shut the kitchen door.

One day we came in to find the kitchen door open and all the

cupboard doors open and sugar, flour and dishes all over the place.

There were raccoon tracks in the flour so it was not hard to tell what

did it. We thought that the raccoon must have been playing with the

door knob and accidently opened the door, then climbed up on the

counter and played with the wooden turn buckle and opened the

cupboard.

My grandmother was mad but said we would have to lock the door

when we went out. I heaved a sigh of relief as I that she would make

me get rid of him.

About that time we noticed that the old dog was going blind as he

kept running into things and one day he heard something and took off
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on a dead tun out of the yard. He missed the open gate and hit the

picket fence so hard that it drew blood on the side of his head. My

grandfather said that was enough of that and told us to take him out

and put him out of misery. I told him that he should do it himself or

get someone else to do it. He said he couldn't do it and would not

trust anyone else to do it, so much as I hated it I put the old dog

away.

I could have got a full grown Airedale to take the old dog's

place but we thought a young dog would get along better with the

raccoon. I finally picked up a pup that was half dachshound and half

wirehair terrier which turned out to be quite a dog. He and the

raccoon got along perfectly and all went well until the raccoon was

three years old when he killed one of my grandmother's prize Plymouth

Rock hens. Then my grandmother said I had to get rid of him. I asked

my grandfather if he would do it and he refused until I said "Who had

to get rid of your dog?" He said "You are right", and went out and

did the job.

By the time that pup was eighteen months old he had treed two

bobcats and several bears but I would not shoot the bears so he

finally lost interest in them. He would tree raccoons if he found a

track away from the ranch. He would fight any dog that showed up and

quite often licked dogs three times his size. He would slip in and

get a throat hold and never let go until the other dog gave up and I

pulled him off. He would tree grouse and bark at the tree until I

came and shot the grouse, but it took a long time to break him of
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tearing the birds up before I could get hold of him.

I finally hit on the idea of wiring four grouse wings on a board

one half inch thick, four inches wide, six inches long and driving one

inch shingle nails through the board from both sides. This left the

nails sticking out through the feathers. The first time I threw it

for him he really shut down on it when he picked it up, then shook it

then grabbed it again and dropped it and sat there and looked at it.

I told him to bring it to me and he very carefully picked it up by the

very edge and brought it to me.

I went and got my twenty two rifle and took him grouse hunting

while that lesson was still fresh in his mind and he soon put up a

grouse and I shot it in the head and it hit the ground flapping its

wings and bouncing around. He just stood and watched it until it quit

moving, then picked it up by the leg and brought it to me, and he

never bit a bird after that.

He used to do something that had us puzzled until the day he

died. Quite often when I would be going out on the trap line or deer

hunting I would leave him home and when I would return late in the

afternoon he would be sitting at the gate at the edge of the field

waiting for me. There were four trails and the wagon road leading

away from the ranch and one day I took the trail that led back to the

mountain to go deer hunting. I had to go two miles south along the

hill before I got a deer so dragged it to the flat then packed it out

to the main road and when I came to our road it was not long until I
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came to the bars at the edge of the field and there sat nay dog.

We thought then he may have smelled the deer I was packing but

several times I would leave by one trail and return on another and

find him waiting for me. My grandmother said she could tell when I

was coming as the dog would get up from where he was lying in the yard

and appear to be restless and trot out of the yard to one of the gates

and it woud not be long before I came. Once in awhile I would return

and walk into the yard and find him asleep so we never did figure out

how he knew I was coming.

One summer while I was away working my grandfather was playing

with him in the yard and the dog was racing around the yard when all

of a sudden he went end-over-end and lay there not moving.

His heart must have gave out, he was missed for a long time.

When I got back to the ranch early that fall I was met at the

gate by a year old water spaniel that my grandfather had bought and it

did not take long to teach him to retrieve both on land and water.

One frosty morning I took him along when I went up to a slough that

was good fishing and sometimes I would find ducks in the slough, so

took the shotgun with me.

When I got to the slough, which was fifty yards wide, I could see

a large flock of mallards feeding near the far shore, so I stood up

and let them have both barrels as they rose. Eight ducks dropped back
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in the water but two of them started to swim away with broken wings so

I shot them and told the dog to go get them.

Instead of bringing them to me he took them one at a time and

piled them up on the other shore. I tried to get him to bring the

last one to me but he just dropped it on the other side then came back

to me and was real pleased with himself. All I could do was strip off

and swim over for the ducks. I took seven and gave him one and he

brought it over, but whenever I shot ducks on water he always took

them to the nearest shore in spite of everything I did to break him of

the habit.

That dog spent a tough night on the mountain late one fall. I

had shot a large deer in a place where I couldn't drag him out so

brought home the hindquarters and the next morning I took the dog

along when I went up to pack in the front half. When I got to the

deer I put the front half on the packboard and headed for home. After

going for awhile I noticed the dog was not with me but kept on going

thinking he would catch up. I went all the way home and still no dog.

My grandfather asked me if I had left anything where I picked up

the deer, then I remembered that I had taken off my wool mitts when I

tied the load on the packboard and he said that is where the dog is,

he stayed with your mitts. He said that a few times when he had the

dog out in the field with him he would forget to take his jacket when

he went in and on going back out to the field would find the dog lying

by the jacket.
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Early next morning I headed up the hill and when I got near the

place I had shot the deer I could see the dog lying in the snow so

called him and he wouldn't come. I went over and picked up my mitts

and he came along without any trouble. That was something he did by

himself without any training.

I always got along well with dogs and have never had a dog try to

bite me. However, there is one breed of dog that I do not like, that

is the German Shepherd. The reason I do not like them is that while

on a visit south of the border I arrived on the scene a couple minutes

after a two year old German Shepherd had torn out the throat of an

eighteen month old girl that he had been raised with. Then a few

months later I read in the paper that another small girl had been

killed down there by a German Shepherd. Then just a few years ago a

German Shepherd killed an eighty year old woman in Vancouver, B.C.

She had raised him from a puppy.

I still think they should not be allowed in the country as it is

only a matter of time until they will kill again. Those dogs seem to

sense that I do not like them and some will growl and edge away when I

come near. A friend of mine tried three different German Shepherds as

hunting dogs but they did not have the nose for it. They could not

pick up a cold cougar track and hold it, a track had to be smoking hot

for them to hold it. If they were shown a track in the snow they would

follow it at top speed, running by sight. My friend also told me that

they did not have the courage to run in and nip a bear and put him up

a tree, so he got rid of them and went back to using hounds, terriers,
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and Airedales.

One time I stood a good chance of being bitten by a dog. It

happened this way. One spring one of our neighbors came over and

asked us if we still had any large traps set out and I told him that

the only traps were #1 mink traps that I had set all around the

valley. He said he wanted to try out two large Airedale dogs he had

on bear. I showed him a #1 trap and he said that if one of the dogs

did get caught in one of them it would not do too much damage to his

foot. A few days later he came over and said his dogs had ran bear

the day before and only one dog came home. When he told me the

general direction the dogs had run the bear I said I had several traps

down there and would go and see if the dog was in one of them.

When I came to a trail set I had where the mink ran along a small

creek the big Airedale was in the trap. He was covered with mud and

was a sorry looking mess. I spoke to him and it looked like he tried

to wag his stub of a tail, so I thought here goes. I walked right up

to him and put my hand on his head and he didn't seem to mind so I

squatted down keeping one hand on his neck. I slowly reached down and

got a good grip on the single spring on the trap then compressed the

spring all the way down and the jaws fell open. He never moved so I

pulled the trap away from his foot.

He followed me home and our dog jumped on him so I put him in the

barn and fed him and went and told his owner to come and get him next

day after he had rested up. We had a good look at the dog's foot next
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day and found that except for a couple skinned toes there was no

damage. The last I heard of those two Airedales they had treed

several bears, three cougar and nine bobcats.

Some of the neighbours claimed that the dog I let out of the trap

would bite but every time I went to visit his owner the dog wouldn't

even bark at me. He would put his front feet on my shoulders and lick

my face, sometimes the other dog would join him until I had patted

them both.

r

There was one thing the old timers would not stand for and that

was dogs running deer. All people moving in with dogs were told that

if their dogs were caught running deer they would be shot and there

were a good many dogs shot while I lived up the valley. Some of the

dog owners got beat up when they jumped the men who had shot their

dogs. For some reason any cur dog will run a deer when they will run

nothing else. It must be the strong scent the deer leave. I have

often smelled deer long before I saw them when the wind was right.

Years ago there were no bottled scents to rub on a dog that smelled

like a deer and when the dog finally rubs it all off he will back away

from deer scent.

I remember a large black and tan hound that my father had that

would not stop running deer so he was left at home until he could be

sold or given away as my father did not want to shoot him because he

was fast on the trail and had a good nose and voice. One day my

father brought in a big buck deer with an extra large set of antlers
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and when he cut the head off my mother asked him what he was going to

do with the antlers and he said he was going to use the head to break

that hound of running deer. He brought the hound over and tied the

head short to the dogs collar and let him drag it around the yard for

a week, letting him off to eat once a day. That hound never ran a

deer again.

To get back to life on the ranch with my grandparents. They were

hardworking people and did not believe in wasting any time from the

time they got up in the morning until they went to bed. My

grandmother ws a large, strong woman who often helped my grandfather

saw down large trees on the ranch. She could stand on a springboard

and was much lighter on a falling saw than lots of men I have felled

timber with.

They were both experts in raising vegetables and flowers. If

anyone was sick or injured they came to my grandmother for help and

she never gailed to help them. The treatments she used then may seem

crude now but they never failed. For instance I remember one time

when I was eleven years old I was packing in wood to fill the woodbox

in the kitchen. I was bare footed and had noticed an axe sticking in

the chopping block and was picking up the last few sticks when I must

have bumped the block and the axe fell off and nearly cut my little

toe off at the first joint.

When I looked around and saw that my toe was nearly off I called

my grandmother and she looked at it and went and got some cloth, a
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knife and some balsom pitch. She cleaned it off and packed balsora

pitch all around it, made a pine splint for it and bound it up and

said she did not want to see it again for two weeks no matter how much

it hurt. I kept on working at jobs where I wouldn't bump it and

except for itching it did not bother me too much. When she took the

bandage off after two weeks my toe was completely healed but the joint

was stiff.

Another time my grandfather and a man called Martin were working

on the government road cutting brush and trees along the main wagon

road and Martin fell a crooked maple that flopped over when it fell

and broke his leg below the knee. My grandfather came and told my

grandmother and she quickly put together everything she would need to

splint the leg and took along a quart of overproof rum. She told me

to go over to the neighbors and tell them to put lots of hay in there

democrat buggy and to put in blankets and a pillow.

We were not long getting the horse hooked to the buggy and when

we got down to where Martin was she had him splinted up and ready to

go. My grandfather told me that he had to pull on Martin's leg in

helping to set it and Martin howled bloody murder. They got him down

too late to catch the boat that day so he did not see a doctor until

the next evening. Martin must have been at least sixty years old and

about two months later he came walking into the yard without a sign of

a limp and said that when the doctor first looked at his leg he said

that as the bone seemed to be in perfect line he would not disturb it.
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Another time a man came over and said that his wife had jumped

off the wagon and broke her ankle so we went over and after my

grandmother checked her ankle she said that she had thrown it out of

joint and it would have to be pulled back in. She asked the husband

to hold her leg just above the ankle while she pulled and snapped the

joint back in place but he wouldn't do it so I sat down and took a

firm grip with both hands above he ankle and it was over in a couple

of seconds. I was sent home to get the goose oil and turpentine and

my grandmother told her to keep off her foot until the swelling went

down and it did not hurt to put his weight on it. Then she told her

to warm the goose oil and turpentine and rub it on the ankle every

four hours and to rub it in well each time. It was not long before

that woman put her homemade crutch away and was walking around again.

Whenever she had to treat anyone in bed with a bad cold and

congested lungs the first thing she did was to give them a shot of

cascara syrup which she made herself to make sure their bowells moved

freely. Then she would leave a bottle of goose oil and turpentine and

tell them to rub it in the chest well every two hours while the person

was awake and it always did the job.

She always kept a good supply of spider web in a box and another

box was kept full of dry puff balls and whever we saw a big spider web

or dry puff ball we always brought them in. She said that either one

would stop external bleeding. When I cut my toe nearly off it did not

bleed very much but she crumbled up some spider web and rubbed it all

around the cut and the bleeding stopped. I asked her why she didn't
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use the powder from the dry puffballs and she said it stung like fire

for a few minutes when put on an open cut.

I remember one time I didn't think that either one would work on

a man who had cut his foot. He had been limbing a tree he had fell

and the axe glanced and hit his foot leaving a cut about two inches

long in the top of his foot between the bones and not too deep. His

wife brought him over in a buggy and as soon as my grandmother looked

at his foot she told me to get the spider web and to put two feet of

cat gut in hot water as she would have to put in quite a few stiches.

I had never seen anyone bleed like that man did but she smothered

the cut with spider web and held it there for a good twenty minutes

then gently brushed the web away and it had just about stopped

bleeding so she put in the stiches, dusted on some more spider web,

put his foot on a board the width and length of his foot, then

completely covered the cut with the balsom pitch and bound his foot to

the board. She told him she would have a look at it in eight to ten

days and to let her know if it began to bother him too much. His foot

healed perfectly and the only scar that showed was where she left out

one stitch at the deep end of the cut, to let the cut drain. Another

time a woman came over and told my grandmother that the side of her

face had been aching so bad that she got no sleep the night before.

My grandmother checker her teeth and found them perfect and told her

she had a bad case of neuralgia and that heat would soon stop the

pain. Then the woman said that she didn't think heat would help as

she had tried a hot water bottle and it didn't help. After putting
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about five pounds of table salt into the cloth bags ay grandmother put

them in the oven to heat and told the woman that it had to be dry heat

not damp like the hot water bottle. As soon as the salt was hot she

told the woman to lay down with her cheek on the bag of hot salt and

after using three bags she said the pain was gone.

Another time she used heat was when I was about thirteen years

old. I had a headache when I started out for the trapline on an

overnight trip. When I got to the cabin I still felt pretty tough and

I noticed my neck was sore, but went to bed thinking I would feel

better in the morning but when I woke up my head still ached and the

cords in both sides of my neck were sore. I did not feel like eating

but had a couple cups of coffee and headed up the trapline. I had not

gone far when it struck me that something was really wrong with me and

I had better head for home so I headed down the hill. I was using

snowshoes and every step I took was painful as it would jar my head

and pains would shoot up both sides of my neck.

I made it home and when I stepped in the door my grandmother took

one look at me and said mumps. I asked if she was sure and she told

me to look in the mirror. When I looked I could see that both sides

of my neck were badly swollen. She asked me if I felt any other pains

and I said yes and described it and she said the mumps had dropped on

me and to go to bed at once. Then my grandparents took turns putting

hot towels on me for two nights and a day then the swelling started to

go down. The worst part was that she would not let me have a light in

my room and all I could do was lay there and worry about loosing some
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valuable fur on the trapline.

I can't remember how long I had to stay in bed and she made me

take a few short trips before I headed up the trapline again. When I

ran the trapline I could see that I had no need to worry as the

weather had been cold and I found three marten hanging in the traps

frozen solid. Another time I headed up to that trapline early one

morning and noticed it was very cold but thought nothing of it. I was

wearing a stetson hat and after crossing the river I felt the tips of

my ears burning and when I start climbing the mountain they really

stung but I just kept going. When I got home that night both ears

were blistered. My grandmother drained the blisters and put on a

poultice of balsom pitch and it was quite awhile before I got a good

nights sleep. As soon as I would turn on my side my ear would hurt,

so had to sleep on my back. That was my first experience with

frostbite.

I can remember a woman coming over with a bad case of chilblains

on her heels. She said she had gone to a doctor in Vancouver and the

stuff he gave her did not help. So my grandmother gave her some

balsom pitch and told her to put it in a small pan and then shave an

equal amount of brown laundry soap into the pan and heat it until the

two mixed then put it on her heels while it was still warm and cover

them. A week later she came over and said she was cured.

The spring of 1919 another young fellow and I drove twenty miles

down the valley to pick up a load of hay and oats for a shingle bolt

company. When we got nine miles down the road we ran out of snow and
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changed to a heavy wagon, went on and picked up our load and got

wanned up pretty good by the time we moved the load from the wagon to

the sleigh. We got home just before midnight and we both felt queer.

The mext morning I knew I had the flu and before the week was out

everybody in that end of the valley but my grandmother and a fellow

about forty years old had the flu. The two of them kept making the

rounds looking after the sick, and doing the chores. A few people

down the valley died with the flu. My grandfather and I were both in

bad shape. My grandmother sent out. for two gallons of hot rum and

quinine and we all got better but it was a little while before we got

our hearing back. My grandmother said the quinine was what caused the

hearing loss.

I often wondered how my grandmother and the one man still on his

feet kept going for two weeks looking after four families with

children and five single men scattered around the valley. They had to

cover at least eight miles to visit everybody. When it was cold they

could walk on the frozen snowshoe trail but had to take their

snowshoes with them as the sun would melt the crust in the afternoon

and they would break through. The worst cases she had were fat

people, but she saved them all. That flu seemed to hit fat people

hard and most of the people that died from it were overweight.

One spring after the garden was all planted I took a job that was

too far from home for me to get home at night so took my blankets down

and stayed in camp. The first night in camp I woke up and felt my

head itching but thought nothing of it and by the end of the week my
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head was really itching. When I got home Saturday night I told my

grandmother and she took a look and said it was headlice. She told my

grandfather to make a strong salt brine and she sat me on a chair out

in the yard and cut my hair as short as she could with a pair of

shears and then washed my head with the brine. I had to take a bath

in the woodshed, put on clean clothes and leave the dirty clothes

outside to be boiled next day.

The next day I went down to the camp and told the foreman that I

quit as I wasn't going to put up with the lice. He said he would burn

every mattress in the bunkhouse and that would get rid of the lice but

I put my blankets and clothes in a canvas sack and tied it and went

home and boiled the sack and all. I heard later that they burned the

bunkhouse down, I washed my head once a day with the brine for a week

and that finished the lice.

Several years later I came in contact with a different kind of

past. I took a job with a railroad telephone gang that was resetting

poles along the line. We rigged a portable ginpole that we guyed to

the rails, we would lift the poles clear of the hole, saw the rotten

bottom part off and drop it in the hole again. The first night I woke

up in the bunk car and could feel something biting me. I lit a match

and saw a bug on my pillow and killed it and the smell nearly made me

gag. Then everybody was awake and pretty mad. They lit all the lamps

we had so we got a little sleep but we all refused to go to work in

the morning.
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The foreman told us to take everything out of the bunk car and

close it up air tight then he got a steam engine over and put the

steam in the car and steamed it for five hours and told the crew they

could move back in when it cooled off as that would finish them off.

I did not want to take a chance so went over to the small town we were

camped near and bought a small tent and set it up in the tool car,

made a bunk and filled it with hay so had no more trouble with bugs.

The rest of the crew was not so lucky, they said that soon after

they put the light out the bugs started to bite and they could hear

them drop on their pillows. They said that all the bed bugs did when

they steamed the car was to run outside through the cracks and come

back in when it cooled off. Then we got a brand new bunk car with new

bunks and mattresses and thought that was the end of the bugs. I

stayed in my tent as it was cool and I had gone to a lot of trouble to

fix up ray end of the tool car.

We moved up to the sagebrush country about the first of May and

after working a few days one fellow pulled of his undershirt to take a

look at a sore spot on his back. The sore spot turned out to be a

tick and we found two more on him then we all stripped off for tick

inspection and did so every evening. One old fellow was very hairy

and seemed to collect most of the ticks, sometimes we would find up to

eight ticks on him. All we had to do to remove them was to put a hot

match head on them and they would let go. I never had one on me as my

job was to run speeder, file the crosscut saws and handle the rigging

for lifting the poles.
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Sometime in the early nineteen forties we read about wood ticks

being so thick up north they were killing moose and other animals and

a few years later a fellow was sunbathing by a lake here on a wrm June

day and he felt something bite his arm. When he looked he saw it wa a

strange light brown tick and found two more on him. The animals had

carried them all the way down from the north. I picked up one while

climbing around the mossy rock bluffs in the hills. I lit a match and

put the hot head on him but he would not let go like our local ticks

or the sage ticks in the dry belt. When I got home I sharpened the

small blade on my knife and stuck it in boiling water and got my

daughter to take ahold of the tick with the tweezers and lift him

gently as the flesh was swollen up around him them. I cut him out and

put iodine on the small hole and it healed up with no more trouble.

Several people who found one of the ticks on them went to doctors

to get them taken out. I heard of a young French logger who was very

nervous and excitable who took his shirt off one hot day while eating

lunch and someone spotted a tick on his back and hold him and he

jumped up, dumped his lunch bucket and took off across the logging

slash and it took the whole crew to catch him and put him in a truck

and send him down to the doctor. I could never understand a person

going all to pieces over things like that.

I had a big husky young helper while working as a boiler maker in

the railroad shop who drank an average of six cups of coffee at a meal

and had coffee between meals and at night. One day I told him to keep

away from a heavy piece of equipment while I moved it with a bar to
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where I could reach it with the chain blocks. I turned ay back to him

and heaved on the bar and heard him yell so looked around and saw he

had grabbed the other end and his finger was caught, taking the nail

off. He saw what had happened and took off on the run, some of the

crew caught him and got him to the doctor, the doctor gave him a shot

to put him out and he was in hospital two weeks before he recovered.

We all thought that it was the amount of coffee he drank that ruined

his nerve. He never came back to the job.

The best example of how a man should act was one winter I was

working in a logging camp down in Washington. We were rigging back

spars when we noticed a man coining up to us with what turned out to be

a dirty dishtowel wrapped around his left hand. When asked what had

happened he said he had chopped part of his thumb off five days before

but in spite of him putting lots of chewing tobacco on it, it would

not heal up. When he took the rag off to show us, some of the boys

nearly lost their lunch from the stench and the look of it with the

bone sticking out where the flesh had rotted away. When I asked him

if he wanted one of the boys to go into the camp with him he said no,

he had hiked out thirty miles from his trapline and felt he could hike

another twenty miles. He had a cup of coffee with us then hiked into

camp where the first aid man dressed his hand then he caught a boat

for Seattle. Six weeks later he walked off the boat one evening and

stayed with us overnight. One of the boys asked him if he had not

been worried about his hand and he said the only thing that bothered

him was that he had to go out and snap all his traps before he came

out so there would be no spoiled fur.
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My father told me about a man who stepped into a large bear trap

which was set on a trail. The trap broke his leg above the ankle and

he looked around for the clamps as most people hung the clamps on a

tree near the trap but he could not see them. He knew he was too far

from the road for anyone to hear him. He told my father he was really

worried as he couldn't get the trap off without the clamps. Then he

remembered that he had read that if you hit the bend in the trap

spring with a rifle bullet the spring would break. He shot at the

bend of one spring and it broke and then shot the other and he was

free with a broken leg.

He said he had no idea when the man who had set the trap would

come to look at it so he made two crutches out of forked limbs and

hobbled to the nearest road, a mile and a half, where he got a ride

into town. My father said that the trap not only broke the bone but

had crushed it so the man had a long stay in hospital but was able to

walk again.

One fall after the logging camps shut down for the winter I found

out that the price of furs had dropped so low that it did not pay to

trap. There was no work here so went down to Washington to visit my

relatives and look for a job. Things were pretty tight with no jobs

on the boards in Seattle. I heard that the Government had advertised

for man to work with their cougar hunter. I was only sixteen years
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old but thought there would be no harm in asking for the job so went

up to the office and after asking me a few questions they said Pete,

the hunter, would be coming in to report at nine o'clock next morning

and if Pete wanted me I could go to work at sixty-five dollars a

month, food, clothes, guns, dogs and transportation supplied.

Next day Pete asked me if I had any experience in mountain

country and when I told him I had trapped and hunted for six years

here in B.C. he never asked another question, just told me to sign up

and we would leave as soon as I was outfitted with clothes. When we

got to his camp there were sixteen dogs and hounds; ten hounds, two

Airedales, two Wire Haired Terriers, one Bloodhound and one that he

figured was at least three-quarters wolf.

I really enjoyed that winter although it was one of the toughest

I ever put in. Pete was forty years old and could run after the

hounds for hours and thought nothing of camping under a tree by a fire

all night with nothing to eat and climbing to a high point next

morning to see if we could hear the hounds barking "treed" which was

generally the case. Then we would go and shoot the animal they had

treed. We could hear the Bloodhound and the part wolf, which he

called Wolf, when we couldn't hear any of the other dogs.

A large bobcat gave us a lot of trouble. A woman who was alone

on a ranch up the river reported that something was stealing her geese

which fed on a meadow at the edge of the woods, so we took six hounds

and went up there. She said she had lost a goose that morning so we
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turned the hounds loose in the meadow. They soon hit a track and

headed into the woods then swung around and headed for the river and

it was only a few minutes until they were barking treed. We ran to

where they were and found them trying to get under a log jam that had

piled up on a curve on the river. We knew that whatever it was under

the log jam there was no way to get it out so pulled the dogs off and

went home.

It was a few days later that she phoned and said she had lost

another goose so we went up and Pete was all set then turned the

hounds loose. They hit a hot track and headed for the river again. I

soon heard six or seven shots over there and when I got there Pete

looked pretty blue and told me he had missed the cat. When I asked

him why he didn't use all the cartridges in the magazine of his Mauser

pistol he said there was not time to get off more shots as that was

one fast old tomcat and all he saw was a blur streak under the jam.

Then he said that I could try it next time so I borrowed a three-

fifty-one Winchester and semi-automatic rifle. One morning we were

free for the day as no calls had come and Pete said we had better try

the bobcat again. I took the rifle and picked out a good spot where I

could see the cat coming, put a cartridge in the barrel and made sure

the magazine was full. We had taken Wolf with us as he was faster

than the rest of the pack and thought he might tree the cat. It was

not long until I heard them coming and shoved the safety off and the

cat shot off the river bank heading for the log jam with Wolf about

thirty feet behind.
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The cat had about forty feet to run across the open sand bar to

get to the log jam. I fired ay sixth and last shot as it went under

the log jam. Pete soon showed up and I had just started to tell him I

had missed when Wolf came backing out from under the log jam dragging

the cat, a large female. I had hit it back of the shoulders with a

lucky shot and it died before it got too far under the log jam. Pete

sent in a report that we had cleaned up the trouble in that area.

Imagine our surprise when a few days later when Pete got a phone

call from the County Office saying that he had better make sure before

reporting that he had cleared that area of cats as the woman had

phoned the head office telling them that she had lost two more geese

and that they had better hi re. a hunter that knew what he was doing.

Pete said that we had beter take the hounds up, including Wolf. When

we got to the ranch Pete told me to go over to the log jam and get

ready to shoot as he was sure there was another bobcat there. Soon

after I got to the logjam I heard the hounds on a hot trail, then I

heard them barking "treed" so ran over and found they had a yearling

bobcat treed.

Pete said it must have been the old cat's kitten from the year

before, and it must have ran up a tree when it heard the hounds and

its mother led the hounds away. There were no more calls from that

area.

A cougar gave us a bad time later that winter. Twice we hit his

track a good mile from the rimrock. I noticed Wolf take off to the
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left as fast as he could paying no attention to the hounds so we went

as fast as we could on his tracks to where we could climb around the

rimrock and get on top. Just as we broke over the top we could hear

the hounds coming up behind us and when we got on top we could hear

Wolf giving his "kill" call which I had heard here in B.C. when wolves

made a kill.

He must have been waiting on top when the couger broke over the

top as the cougar was up a tree about fifty feet from the edge. How

that dog knew enough to go around and head the cougar off I couldn't

figure out but Pete said that as Wolf had ran the cat to the foot of

the rimrock twice before and could not follow it up the cliffs he used

the old wolf trick of heading an animal off. When we shot that cougar

it turned out to be the largest cat we got that winter.

We got a frantic call from Bremerton saying that a large cougar

had been sighted north of town and people were afraid to let the kids

go to school as they had seen the cat several times. We loaded six

hounds and Wolf into the red speed wagon and caught an early ferry

over to Bremerton and the sheriff took us to where the kids had been

taking a short cut through the woods on a well used trail. I told the

sheriff that I didn't think it was a cougar as a cougar never stayed

long where there was no game, but the sheriff said that several adults

had seen it and said it was a large cougar.

I let the Bloodhound run loose as we walked into the woods. We

had only gone about a half mile when the Bloodhound hit a track and we
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turned the rest of the hounds loose and we ran after them. I saw an

animal climb up nearly to the top of a second growth fir tree. The

country had been logged years before so there was nothing bigger for

the cat to climb. I said it was a bobcat and when I shot it and it

landed at our feet the sheriff had to admit I was right. We let the

hounds cover all the wooded country but they did not hit another

track.

We were kept busy all winter, picked up four cougar and a lot of

bobcats. About the middle of March we got a call from a cattle

rancher saying that a bear ws killing his cattle, so we loaded up two

Airedales and the two Wirehaired Terriers and took off. When we got

to the ranch we went into the house and the rancher brought out a jug

of moonshine whisky - I would not touch it but Pete took a cupful then

they each had another and I tried to get Pete started after the bear

but after the second cup he said there was no hurry.

So I asked the rancher's wife if she knew where the last kill was

and she went with me to the kill and I turned the dogs loose. I soon

heard them fighting the bear and found them holding the bear in a

small clearing in the woods. He was sitting down fighting the dogs so

I shot him in the head, and the woman helped me skin him which took

quite awhile. When we got back to the house Pete had passed out and

the rancher was talking to himself.

I loaded Pete in the back of the truck with the dogs and when we

got home I had to drag him out and dumped him on his bunk, shoes and
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all. When he woke up he was really sick. He was in bed a week and

said if I hadn't gone to the doctor and got something to offset the

effects of the moonshine he was sure he would have died.

I ran into him five years later and he told me that he had not

taken a drink since he was so sick as the smell of booze almost made

him vomit. Wolf had gone out and killed a couple of sheep and some

calves when he was hungry, so the head office told Pete he would have

to get rid of him as the county had to pay for the stock. I asked

them if I could have him and bring him back up here when we stopped

hunting and they agreed.

We were going out on our last trip that spring. I wanted to

leave Wolf home but Pete said we would be gone two or three days so we

took him. We made a three day circle in some rough country and only

got one bobcat so the dogs, as well as ourselves, were hungry when we

headed for home as we took very little food along and the cat just

made one meal for the dogs. We were hiking down the railroad track

and when we got near some ranches Pete said we had better catch Wolf

and two big redbone hounds that might kill stock if they were hungry.

I caught Wolf and Pete fastened his chain to his belt, then I caught

the two hounds and kept them with me. The moon came up and it was

almost as light as day as we hiked down the track.

I saw a mare with a small colt near the fence. Wolf spotted then

and jumped, breaking Pete's belt. He jumped the fence and I saw him

swing under the colt's head, then before I could stop him Pete fired


