











called, later a policeman in Shawtown and still later the
proprietor of a small grocery store on Chestnut street in this
city, was a member of the crew and drove team. Mr.
Pelletier is still living in the city, but, I understand, is not
running the store and is something of a capitalist.

Perhaps this would be as good a place as any to speak
of camp crews in general.

CAMP CREWS IN GENERAL

Only a few days ago I was asked if lumber camp crews
were not a pretty tough lot and hard to get along with. After
upwards of twenty-five winters’ experience with many dif-
ferent crews this would not be my verdict. I think they will
rank up pretty well both in morals and good nature with the
average run of men,

The cooks have always had the reputation of being the
worst cranks in the lot and probably we have deserved the
reputation. If there was trouble between cook and crew it
was as likely to be the fault of the cook as of the crew. Good
nature went a good ways. One of the best cooks on the river,
but a notorious crank, was cooking one winter for John
Anderson. The boys got down on him and as the only
means of getting rid of him complained of his grub. A new
cook was sent up and found the old cook still on the job,
and asked him what was the trouble. He said the boys
complained of his cooking. The new man sampled the grub
and then said: "Well, if they are not satisfied with that kind
of cooking there is no use for me to tackle the job," so both
cooks "took the tote road," and an oxteamster was installed
in the cook shanty until another cook could be brought up
from below.

FIGHTS WERE FEW,

I was always, as a boy or man, able to hold my own
physically fairly well with my associates, but in all my camp
experiences I have never been obliged to try conclusions in
a unfriendly way with any member of a crew and never but
once have I'seen any fighting among the men of those crews.
On several occasions it has looked as if I might have a little
scrap, but the outcome was always amusing rather than



gory. The cook is supposed to be the boss of the cook
shanty and it is up to him to keep order. I never would allow
vulgarity in my department. In one camp the foreman was
the worst offender, I quietly told him that while he was
foreman of the crew I was running the cook shanty and
would not stand for vulgar language there. At first he
resentcd taking orders from the cook and bristled up con-
siderably, but after a little while he cooled down and every-
thing was agreeable.

In the lumber camps, as well as in most other places, if
there is trouble, whisky is very likely to be at the bottom of
it. The rules have always been strict in regard to its use in
camp. Of course there will be some smuggled in but the
amount is comparatively small. In the early days with
camps far from settlements or saloons whisky gave little
trouble. Now that logging camps are usually near railroad
lines where there are always booze joints, the task of keep-
ing it out is more difficult. Some years ago in one of the
camps where I was cooking one Sunday some of the crew
had gone out to the railroad and came back to camp well
tanked up. There was only a log partition between the cook
shanty and the men’s shanty. We could plainly hear the
carousing in the other part and fully expected to sec a
"rough house" when the crew should come in to supper.
When the call was sounded, they came tumbling in and in
the lead was a big half breed, standing six foot four, who
gave an old time war whoop as he entered. He had scarcely
got through the door when I stepped in front of him and
said: "Will--you--shut--up?" 'yes, sir, yes sir," he said
politely as could be, and the meal passed off without the
slightest disturbance. There are bullies and bluffers in
lumber camps, but that is not the only place where they are
found.

During the summer my occupation has been the run-
ning of shingle mills. A few years ago I was at Phillips and
a big Frenchman, belonging to the sawmill crew, made
himself very offensive but no one seemed anxious to try to
stop him, as they all said he was a "bad man." One day a few



of us, including the woman cook, were sitting in the board-
ing house when the Frenchman entered and immediately
began to inform those preseat, with a good deal of profanity
and vulgarity, that he could lick anyone around the place.
Stepping around to the other side of the table where he was,
I said, "I believe those remarks were intended for me." "No,
sir," said he, "I did not mean you at all." "Well," said I, "I
mean you, and I want you to dry right up." He dried up, but
a little later he met me outside the building and said, "You
darn fool. What did you want to butt in for? I had these
fellows all bluffed to a turn, and now you have spoiled it all.
I have a great mind to give you a thrashing," but he did not
try it and he gave no further cause for offense.

Woodsmen are a good ways from being angels, but the
rip roaring "lumber jack" that we read about does not
represent the great majority of the crew. A large propor-
tion of the crews of my experience were made up from the
men who worked in and around the saw mills during the
summer, with a few mechanics whose regular employment
might be slack in the winter season, also quite a number of
farmers, especially the younger ones, who had little farm
work to do in winter and improved the opportunity to earn
some money outside. Every crew would contain a number
of veterans of the camps and river, and also a number of
new recruits. The great majority of the woodsmen were as
sober and steady going men as one would find in almost any
occupation, There were some among them who spent their
winter’s wages in the saloons soon after coming down from
camp, but after giving the matter some thought, I would not
place the proportion of that class higher than about one out
of ten.

Physically a lumber camp crew would be hard to beat.
It is no place for invalids or shirks, and that class will be
"shown the tote road" in short order. Even those addicted
to drink when in town take on a healthy color after they have
been a short time in camp.

A more generous kind hearted lot of men cannot be
found any where that the average camp crew. In these later












highway between Fairchild and Neillsville in Clark County.
That route is now part of U S Highway 10 which crosses the
state from the Mississippi to Lake Michigan. There was no
standing timber along our survey route, but numerous white
pine stumps blackened by fire, gave evidence of early logging.

We knew the proprietor of the Fairchild Hotel only by
the name of Cal. Cal told us that the Foster logging rail-
road used the initial F and NE, presumably for Fairchild
and Northeastern. Cal said that some old timers had told
him that many said that the initials stood for Foster and
Nobody Else.

Cal also told us that Mr. Foster, as president of the F
and NE at times wrote to the presidents of other US rail-
roads and offered them the use of his private railroad car
on a reciprocal basis. When I read the article, I recalled
that there was a community in the area by the name of
Foster. The State Reference Bureau in Madison informed
me that Foster is an unincorporated village in Eau Claire
County.

The Fairchild Hotel was located near the mainline
tracks of the Chicago and Northwestern Railway, at a point
where the engineers blew the whistle for the main crossing
in town. One day Cal told us that his ambition was to be-
come a movie actor in Hollywood. A few years later in Eau
Claire, I spotted Cal in a minor role in a Western movie.
Cal was using a rope to secure the boxes and trunks to the
back of a stage coach. I was glad that both Cal and I had
finally escaped those loud whistles.

In making our survey, we had with us the notebook
used by the original Government Land Surveyor in the
area. He referenced some section corners by giving the dis-






that once fed twenty men at a sitting.
Thick-walled coffee cups that fit a man’s hand
far better than today’s fragile offerings;

razor sharp knives with well worn handles,
hand crafted from the sawyer’s file;

all remnants from the logging days

when men were larger than life,

and the tall white pine was king.

The hypnotic hissing of a Coleman lantern,
its circle of light defining the universe.

Flies revived by rising warmth

humm a chorus of gratitude.

An owl’s hoot defines his sphere of influence.
Rain falls lightly on crisp autumn leaves;
each drop is heard distinctly.

The wind softly phrases its tune

and adjusts its pitch through dark branches
Sounds of yesterday and generations before.

Wood split and stacked high for next day’s fire;

a hard maple log to last the night.

Enameled white buckets hold cool well water;
chilled to taste by last winter’s snow.

An overstuffed chair, rescued from prim city life,
sprawls contentedly in well worn comfort.

Steel frame beds with sagging springs;

long wooden benches where once

the camp boss laced his high top boots.

Deer antlers span a hunter’s dream.
Twenty men dressing for a drive through the swamp,
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The Empire Lumber Company bought their timber
land from the Weyerhouser Co. Some of the timber was
cut near the headwaters of the Black River and driven
down to the dam where the main line crossed the river.
Just above the dam on the east bank, there was a steam-
operated bull chain which hoisted the logs up to a loading
platform where the logs and ties were rolled off onto the
cars-- 3 cars were loaded at a time and switched out onto
the main line to make up a 20 car train for the run to the
landing. The unloading track at the river would be kept
moving out over the rollways at the river when they would
fill up. The winter’s cut would be anywhere form 15 to 45
million feet of logs. Most of these went to mills at Dubu-
que, Iowa. The Empire Co. also had a steam-operated
hoist at Bear lake. Later the Tozer outfit loaded out of
Bear Lake with a slide jammer.

There was a good-sized camp at the landing at Sauntry
where a crew was boarded also. There was a wye here to
turn the trains around so as to head back north smoky end
first. The engines used to siphon up water at the Crotty
Brook crossing. Later the Tozer engines would water up at
a wooden water tank standing where McClellan’s spur cut
southeast off the main line just south of Bear Lake.

When the grade was built across the muskeg south of
Bear Lake, full length tamaracks were laid cross ways first
so as to keep the grade from sinking. Even then when a
train of loads would cross after the spring break-up, one old
Empire veteran recalls that the rails would sink out of sight
under water and then raise back up after the train passed
Over.

The Empire Co. operated the road until 1906, except-
ing for the year of 1905 according to ICC reports, then sold
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dams could not be opened with any regularity, and while
the flood was on large crews were necessary to drive the
logs to their destination. As fast as sufficient water was
collected it was turned out, and thus it was that the mills
were supplied all summer. As the season advanced it was
still more difficult to obtain a supply of water, and the
intervals between the splashes were necessarily lengthened.
It was prophesied from week to week that the mills could
not possibly be operated an entire scason. Even as early as
June, the end of the sawing season seemed probable.
Notwithstanding all the difficulties that hampered the
lumbermen, their labors were crowned with success. Most
of the mills were supplied with logs until the latter part of
September and October. On footing up the total lumber
cut of the valley, it was learned that 324,000,000 feet had
been manufactured. This amount included the cut on the
Chippewa, also on the Red Cedar, at Fairchild and tributary
points. The mills on the Red Cedar do not draw their logs
from the Chippewa, yet it is a part of the valley. The total
cut of the mills in this city and Eau Claire, and to the mouth
of the Chippewa, was in the neighborhood of 244,000,000
feet, which was a considerable increase over that of 1888.
Nearly all the mills showed an increase, the Chippewa
Lumber & Boom Company, of this city, cutting 53,504,168
feet of lumber, which exceeded the output of 1888 by about
5,000,000 feet. The total cut of the valley for 1889 exceeded
that of 1888 by about 100,000,000 feet, and was but
45,000,000 feet less than that of 1887, 85,000,000 less than
that of 1886, and 50,000,000 feet less than 1885, which year
was one of the best on record. The large increase is easily
accounted for. The early spring of 1888 witnessed unusual-
ly high water, the late fall unusually low, and from these two
causes most of the mills lost several week’s time. Although
the continued low water in 1889 made driving difficult and
tedious, the mills lost comparatively little time, and cven
kept running quite smoothly, The mills in this city did not
lose more than three or four days in the entire season. The
Chippewa Lumber & Boom Company shipped during 1889
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camp some of the older fellows who had been in camp
before would be busy cleaning up, shaving, etc. When
asked by one of the newcomers if they were going some-
where, whey would reply. "Oh, we’re going to Callahan’s
Dance." Of course he would ask to go along. Meanwhile a
number of the men had started out ahead, a few with rifles.
By the time the others would come along with the new-
comer they would hear a loud howling like a pack of wolves,
and Indian war whoops. Then a shot would ring out and
one of the fellows would yell, "They got me!" and drop to
the ground, until several of them were lying on the "tote”
road on which the newcomer and the others were walking.
By this time he was really terrified and would usually start
back to camp yelling, "Let me in, let me in." On the path
leading to the bunkhouse those who had remained in camp
had placed pots and pans etc. over which he would stumble
in his frantic haste to reach the door. As he opened the
door he would fall into a tub of water--this completed the
"Initiation." One night a young fellow took off in the wrong
direction and got lost. They searched for him all night and
most of the next day until they found him. The camp boss
said, "No more Callahan’s dance around here from now on.
Why, that would have been a state’s prison offense for sure
if that boy woud’a died from cold and fright." T have heard
other versions of this since from different parts of the state,
and last summer recorded a similar version as told by a
former lumberjack up in Forest County.

The snipe hunt was also known among the lumberjacks
as well as among hunters in northern Wisconsin. The new
"recruit” would be given a large bag or "gunny" sack and told
to wait at a certain spot while the others would drive the
snipes in his direction. They would fire a few shots when
they were out of sight... just to make it look good. After an
hour or two of "holding the bag" he would finally realize
that it was all a joke and would start back for camp with
murder in his heart! A variant of this from Ladysmith was
stationing the newcomer in the middle of the bridge while
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the others would drive the "snipes" from both sides of the
bridge. "You just can’t miss 'em that way!"

Many of the indoor games or pastimes of the lumber-
jacks had a practical joke angle such as "Squirrel," "Shove-
shove," etc. There were many forms of wrestling too, with
the old fashioned "roller-towel," "Tirer au poigne" (wrist
pulling), and one which I remember seeing many times as
a child growing up in a typical lumbertown, "Jambette." In
this each man placed his hands on the other fellows
shoulders and had to keep them there. The idea was either
to corner him or trip him. As a result two fellows doing the
"Jambette" looked like a couple of dancers, as each did his
share of fancy foot work trying to trip up his opponent and
yet retain his balance and stay on his feet!

Paper for this issue of "Chips & Sawdust"
was provided courtesy of
Badger Paper Co., Peshtigo, WI.
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