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LUMBERJACKS 

eating dinner 
in the woods 

against the rules to talk at mealtime. When 
the weather was very cold the food froze on 
the plates, and the lumberjacks had to eat 
with their mittens on. As soon as a lumber­
jack finished eating he went back to work 
— no loitering. 

MY WORK at Camp 11 was somewhat 
roustabout. When anyone quit 1 was usually 
told to take over his job untfl somebody else 
was hired. Until the hauling season began 
in early December, I drove a team used in 
cleaning out roads, worked as a cookee, 
bullcooked a few days, and helped the 
blacksmith in repairing the old sleighs and 
other equipment. When the road-buflding 
crew began to thin out, I went to sawing. 
For a while I was head sawyer; that is, 1 
had to figure out the dffection in which 
the trees would fall and measure the logs. 

Besides felling trees and cutting them, I 
had to put bark marks on the logs. To do 
so 1 chipped off a strip of bark about a foot 
long and chopped the letters TBW in the 
wood. Bark marks helped identify the logs 
and protected the owners from poachers 
who could saw off the end brands. 

The job 1 disliked most was skidding. 
Until I reached this operation 1 had al­
ways considered it a good job, but the teams 
of small horses that the McCray Brothers 

owned and hired made the work unpleasant. 
We were expected to accomplish more than 
we ever did, and the bull frequently found 
fault and scolded. The horses had been 
hired with the understanding that the own­
ers should drive them, but they were actu­
ally driven by teamsters who had orders to 
get all they could out of them. 

One day I was put at tailing — that is, roll­
ing logs down the skidway skids to the deck­
ers. That was a pleasant job for me, because 
I liked to whirl and show off the cant hook. 

After the skidding progressed and the 
hauling began, I became a road monkey. 
My job was to keep the ice on the roads 
clean, shovel off the horse manure and other 
debris, and place boughs, hay, or earth on 
the down grades to prevent the sleighs from 
sliding too fast. 

About Christmas, I was given a real job. 
I became helper on the road sprinkler. It 
was my task to handle the loading barrel, 
and, at the teamster's order, pull the plugs 
from the holes and manipulate the spouts to 
sprinkle the ice ruts. This was a night job, 
because both teams and road sprinklers 
could not operate on one-way roads in the 
daytime. The teamster and I had supper 
early and went to work after the sleigh 
teams were off the roads. We worked until 
about 4:00 A.M., when hauling started. 
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After the thaws began late in February the 
sprinkling, the skidding, and the decking 
stopped. Most of the crew —the sawyers, 
swampers, and others — were discharged. 
Until then the teamsters had unloaded the 
logs on the lake. However, it was seen that 
the hauling had to be accelerated to get all 
the logs out, so I was told that I was to help 
unload them on the landing on Kabekona 
Lake. 

I was amazed to see the large area on 
the ice that was covered with logs, and I 
was curious to know how they would be 
transported to a mill. The first teamster told 
me that the logs would be loaded at a side­
track of the railroad across the lake. Each 
day I saw the locomotive smoke and heard 
trains pass. 

Working at the landing was a nice job. 
We just unhooked the binder, and bunk 
chains, then with our cant hooks we flipped 
the ends of the logs and the sleighs were 
unloaded. Between loads I end-branded the 
logs with a branding hammer —I do not 
recall the brand. If the weather was very 
cold I built a little fire on the bank with 
dry evergreen twigs and boughs. 

MARCH brought lengthening days, and 
with the increasing warmth of the sun, the 
snow began to melt. About March 10 the 
ice along the lake shore began to crack and 
break up, and the 1905-06 logging season 
ended. I had worked regularly every day 
and some Sundays, as well as Christmas 
and New Year's. From the van I had pur­
chased only mittens, socks, rubbers, and 
some Peerless and Standard chewing and 
smoking tobacco. I figured that four and a 
half months with some overtime would 
mean about a hundred and twenty-five dol­
lars—a substantial sum. When I got my 
check, it was for seventy-eight dollars and 
some cents. I had not kept my own tally of 
time worked or of my expenses in the van. 1 
looked at the check intently for a long time. 
It was much less than I had expected, but 
I knew there was no use saying anything. 

On Monday morning we dumped our 
turkeys in the box of the tote sleigh and 
climbed in. We arrived at Akeley early that 
same afternoon, and by the next day I was 
in Minneapolis. Within a week I was on 
Puget Sound, where I worked in the big 
timber camps for nearly five years. 

CAMP of the T. B. Walker Lumber Company near Akeley, 1905 
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