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Upper photo:  CCC Director Robert Fechner visits CCC Camp Lower Cispus, 1933.  The group 

includes, from left to right: C.J. Buck (District Forester); T.T. Munger; Chester Morse; Robert 

Fechner; John Bruckart (Supervisor, Columbia National Forest), Ferdinand Silcox (Chief, USDA 

Forest Service); Jim Frankland; John Kirkpatrick (Ranger, Randle Ranger District).  From the 

archives of Gifford Pinchot National Forest, photographer unknown.   
 

Lower photo:  Company 944, Camp Hemlock (F-40), June 1939 (Photo Art Commercial 

Studios, Portland, Oregon, Photo No. 573178, original from the archives of Gifford Pinchot 

National Forest).  
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Introduction      

 

 
The oral histories collected in this volume are those of young men grown older who once 

worked for a short-lived, but powerful organization, the Civilian Conservation Corps (CCC).  The 
CCC began seventy years ago as the Emergency Conservation Work Program (ECW), among 
the first of Franklin Delano Rooseveltôs many national relief measures.1  The CCC, initiated 
while the Dustbowl raged in the Midwest and during the height of the Great Depression, had a 
two-fold goal -- to ñbuild men and forests.ò  The organization would simultaneously address the 
nationôs conservation needs, put the countryôs youth to work, assist poverty-stricken families, 
and stimulate local economies.  In addition, it would instill morality, and provide a sense of 
purpose and national identity to enrollees.  On March 21, 1933, President Roosevelt sent a 
message to Congress: 

 
I propose to create a Civilian Conservation Corps to be used in simple work, not 

interfering with normal employment, and confining itself to forestry, the prevention of soil 
erosion, flood control, and similar projects. 

More important, however, than the material gains, will be the moral and spiritual 
value of such work.  The overwhelming majority of unemployed Americans, who are now 
walking the streets and receiving private or public relief would infinitely prefer to work.  
We can take a vast army of these unemployed out into healthful surroundings.  We can 
eliminate to some extent at least the threat that enforced idleness brings to spiritual and 
moral stability.  It is not a panacea for all the unemployment, but it is an essential step in 
this emergencyé2 

 
Roosevelt received congressional approval on March 31 for 250,000 CCC members, 

and by April 7, 1933, the first enrollee signed up.  Robert Fechner, a prominent labor leader, 
was appointed as Director of the program.  The young men who would serve in the CCC came 
from poor families, and were between the ages of 18 and 25.  They worked five days a week, 
lived most of the time in 200-man camps, and received $5.00 per month for spending money.  
The government sent the remaining $25.00 of their monthly pay home to their families by 
allotment.  The CCC lasted for nine years, from 1933 until the beginning of World War II in 
1942.  Although brief, this was a formative era, both for the nation and for a generation that is 
rapidly disappearing. Since the inception of the CCC, the world has changed immensely.  Many 
of the men who were interviewed about their experiences in the CCC during the 1930s are the 
same people who battled in Europe and the Pacific during the early 1940s, and returned to a 
nation transformed by economic prosperity.  They are the same individuals who witnessed other 
major 20th century events, Korea, Vietnam, and the cultural, sexual, and technological 
revolutions of the past forty years.  Their recollections of the CCC experience reflect a very 
different time and place, an era when poverty and hard work were the norm, and for many, a 
time of significant personal development. 

The men interviewed for this volume worked for the CCC in the Gifford Pinchot National 
Forest, then known as the Columbia National Forest.  CCC administration engaged various 
public agencies.  The Department of Labor coordinated enrollees, and the Departments of 
Agriculture and Interior provided work projects and personnel to manage the workers.  The US 

                                                      
1
  In addition to the CCC, Roosevelt also created the AAA (Agricultural Adjustment Administration), the PWA (Public 

Works Administration), and the NRA (National Recovery Administration) during his first 100 days in office.  Other 
relief and recovery measures, such as the WPA (Works Progress Administration) later became part of Rooseveltôs 
New Deal.   
2
  Franklin Delano Roosevelt, as quoted in Cohen (1980:6).  
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Army, the only agency with the mobilizing power to organize such large numbers, ran the 
camps.3  In addition, the managing agencies -- the USDA Forest Service, the National Park 
Service, and the newly-created Soil Conservation Service -- employed skilled craftsmen, called 
Local Experienced Men (LEM) to work with the CCC ñboys.ò  Throughout the month of April 
1933, Congress authorized enrollment of various groups for Emergency Conservation Work, 
including Native Americans on reservations, WWI veterans in their own camps, and even some 
women's camps.  African Americans, too, joined the CCC, nearly 200,000 during the nine-year 
life of the organization.  In 1933 and 1934, the CCC brought African Americans to the North and 
Northwest as part of two integrated companies from Fort Sheridan, Illinois; however, after 1934 
the Army located segregated camps elsewhere.  On April 22, 1933, Congress authorized 
enrollment of 24,000 LEM, and induction began at Vancouver Barracks, one of two regional 
induction centers.4  

As soon as Congress created the CCC, Brigadier General Stanley Ford, commander at 
Vancouver Barracks, went to work organizing the district headquarters. The Ninth Corps area 
organized three sub-districts, each with its own reserve commander and housed more than 
thirty companies and twelve million acres of forest land. The Vancouver District CCC embraced 
a 44,100 square mile area in the states of Oregon and Washington.5  During the initial 
organization, the chairman of Oregonôs State Relief Committee announced that the stateôs CCC 
quota would be 2,000 men.  Washington State would recruit 2,500.  To make room for the 
incoming recruits, military troops in Vancouver evacuated their barracks and the army set up 
tents to take care of the overflow.  By the end of April, hundreds of young men had arrived at 
Vancouver Barracks where they were immediately fed, bathed and examined.  After passing the 
physical examination, the army issued clothing from re-conditioned World War I Quartermaster 
supplies.  Recognizing that many of the young men were indigent, the army also authorized 
credit at the PX to purchase tobacco and toiletry items.6  Processing continued on a daily basis 
with hundreds of enrollees arriving.  On May 5, 1933, 800 applicants enrolled.  On May 16, 
1933, Local Experienced Men became eligible for enrollment in Vancouver.  By June 3, 1933, 
over 4,000 men had joined the CCC in Vancouver, including 535 LEM.  These first CCC 
enrollees spent the summer rapidly constructing their camps in the forests of the Northwest.  
During the following years, the number of camps waxed and waned as district boundaries 
changed, with as many as fifty-five camps in the Ninth Corps area at one point in 1935.7  

The first CCC camp established in the state of Washington was Camp Hemlock, about 
ten miles north of the Columbia River on the Columbia National Forest in Skamania County.  
Erected in May 1933, Camp Hemlock was the base of operations for a 200-man CCC company 
until 1942.  When the CCC disbanded as World War II began, the camp became property of the 
Selective Service Commission and housed a small contingent of Conscientious Objectors.  After 
the war, the Forest Service acquired title to the camp buildings, and began a disposal process 
that would last for several years.  By the 1950s, when the site was developed for a new ranger 
station and expansion of the Wind River Tree Nursery, scarcely a trace of Camp Hemlock 
remained -- at least on the surface.  By 2000, documentary research had uncovered the 
complete records of CCC Camp Hemlock at the National Archives and Records Administration 

                                                      
3
  Ibid. 

4
  Official Annual (1938:28); Cohen (1980:8); Unfortunately, the African American CCC experience in the Northwest 

has not been well documented.  At least 450 African American CCC enrollees came to the Northwest from Chicago in 
1933, some serving in companies assigned to the Columbia National Forest.  Extended efforts to locate former 
African American enrollees, both in the Northwest and in Chicago, have not been successful.   
5
  Official Annual (1938:15-16, 25). 

6
  Ibid, 26; Vancouver Columbian (1933a, 1933b)   

7
  Official Annual (1938:27, 30).   
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College Park, Maryland facility (Archives II), and an archaeological dig had uncovered many 
artifacts at the original site of the camp.8   

What the research and archaeology had not uncovered was what it meant both 
individually and as part of a broader community, to be a part of the CCC.  That is where oral 
history entered the picture.  Oral history relies on taped interviews to create a different kind of 
historical documentation.  Oral history is more than a recounting of past events, or finding out 
about the history from experts.  The oral history method relies on a collaborative process 
between an interviewer and a narrator, through research and good interview techniques, to help 
individuals recall specific experience and perception.  In addition to gaining information about 
places and processes, through oral history, we are able to develop a more complex and deeper 
understanding of what historical events mean to real people.  The Voices from the Forest Oral 
History Project -- part of the USDA Forest Serviceôs Heritage Program and the culminating 
ñcapstoneò course in the core curriculum of Portland State University students -- stemmed from 
a desire to understand more about the institutional history of the CCC and the Forest Service, 
and its meaning for those involved.   

For the past three years, PSU students collected oral histories focused on the 
experiences and daily lives of those who worked in the Columbia National Forest before, during, 
and after World War II.  Senior level university students have conducted and transcribed more 
than thirty interviews to add to existing interviews previously collected by Forest Service 
employees and volunteers.9 The PSU Voices from the Forest Oral History Project was 
accomplished under the guidance of Portland State University Instructor and oral historian, 
Donna Sinclair, in partnership with the Gifford Pinchot National Forestôs Heritage Manager, Rick 
McClure.  As the project began in the winter of 2000, the issue of mortality among former Forest 
Service employees quickly became imperative, and we determined to focus on pre-World War II 
Forest Service employees and Civilian Conservation Corps members. In 2001 we interviewed 
those who worked on the Columbia National Forest during the 1920s and 1930s.  The following 
year in spring of 2002, we focused on those associated with the CCC.10  This volume of oral 
histories is the result.  While the oral history project provided specific information, such as site 
location and confirmation regarding archaeological findings, most valuable were the less 
tangible pieces of historical understanding that came out of the project.  Through its focus on 
work and daily life, student interviewers recorded a great deal of information about how CCC 
enrollees viewed their experience, the work they accomplished, skills they learned, the impact of 
the military in administration, and relationships with other enrollees, supervisory staff, and the 
local community.   

Former CCC enrollees and supervisors helped us to understand relationships between 
places, organizations and individuals.  We learned where, when, and how the CCC operated in 
the Columbia National Forest.  In addition to the main 200-man camps at Camp Hemlock and 
Lower Cispus, smaller side camps were seasonally located and removed in different areas of 
the forest, depending on work in progress.  Narrators in the project talked about snag clearing 
and road building near Camp Sunset on the East Fork of the Lewis River, an area devastated 
by the massive Yacolt Burn of 1902.  They discussed work performed at Rock Creek near the 
Columbia River, at Lookout Mountain, Twin Buttes, Willard, Smoky Creek, and other locations 
throughout the National Forest.  Those from the north end of the Forest discussed their work 
experiences and daily lives at Camp Lower Cispus in the former Randle Ranger District, and at 

                                                      
8
  McClure (2003).  

9
  The Gifford Pinchot National Forest Heritage Program now holds 87 tape-recorded interviews, a large portion 

collected by Judy Caughlan in 1981 and 1982. 
10

  During the winter of 2000 three narrators who worked on the Columbia National Forest during the 1920s were 
interviewed:  Fred Good, Ken Good, and Russell Niblock.  They were all Forest Service employees, and except for 
Ken Good, who served briefly in the CCC, their interviews are not included in this volume.  The remaining interviews 
conducted during the winter of 2002, were with individuals who worked on the Columbia during the 1930s. 
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the Sheep Creek and Spirit Lake side camps.  Other small camps previously located on or 
adjacent to the Columbia National Forest included Bear Prairie, Mineral, Peterson, Speilei, and 
Washougal.   

Work varied in the CCC as enrollees spent their days either out in the forest on work 
crews, or engaged in camp upkeep, such as kitchen duty or woodcutting.  Some enrollees 
worked on both large and small construction projects, ranging from building a concrete dam at 
Trout Creek or learning carpentry from LEM as they constructed the Hodgson-Lindberg Training 
Center. The CCC boys in the Northwest, directed by LEM, became known for their high quality, 
distinctive buildings marked by intricate rockwork, and fine carpentry.  Timberline Lodge, 
constructed by the CCC and WPA on Mount Hood is a fine example of the craftsmanship and 
skill of the CCC.  A typical day for a CCC boy would be to awake to the sound of reveille.  After 
morning cleanup, he would eat breakfast, attend a flag raising and head to his work assignment.  
Although the larger projects such as dam building and Timberline are not represented in this 
volume of interviews, former CCC enrollees discussed a wide variety of work experience 
centered around fire prevention, replanting forests, and creating future recreational sites.  Fire 
protection efforts included road building to make fire prone areas more accessible, staffing and 
building fire lookouts, felling snags, and stringing telephone lines throughout the forest for 
communication purposes.  This was the main body of work accomplished by the CCC in the 
forests of the Pacific Northwest.  According to the army, ñIt was not a case of a few miles of 
roads or telephone line or a handful of fire lookouts.  The tree troopersébuilt telephone line 
enough to stretch from Vancouver Barracks to Chicago; enough forest roads to have extended 
from Vancouver to San Francisco and return.ò  By 1938, they had built forty-five lookout towers 
and ninety-three lookout houses.11  Other CCC jobs represented in this volume included truck 
driving, working in a sign shop, rock crushing, and blasting.  

While the documentary record provides detailed work records for at least one 
Washington State camp, Hemlock,12 these interviews provide a sense of what it was like -- 
pleasurable, difficult, and at times dangerous -- with vivid descriptions of how things were done.  
In addition, a flavor of the times emanates from the language of the narrators as they refer to 
and explain terms like ñsmoker,ò the ñcandy wagon,ò and ñprune picking.ò  Narrators aptly 
described the impact of the military on their CCC experience. As one interviewee, Paul Grooms, 
put it: ñThe army fed you, clothed you, housed you, gave you medical attention, dental attention. 
Whatever your needs were, the army provided.ò13  Food was an important part of the CCC 
experience.  The government saw to it that CCC boys ate three hearty meals daily, and through 
these interviews, Hemlockôs cook, Dutch Halle, became a revered and iconoclastic figure.  We 
also learned about another legendary figure, General George C. Marshall, later Secretary of 
State and author of the Marshall plan, who served as the commander of the CCC at Vancouver 
Barracks between 1936 and 1938.   

Narrators in this project also described what life was like outside of work. CCC boys took 
their work seriously, but thoughts of romance and entertainment were rarely far from the minds 
of most Tree Troopers.  Many young men met their future spouses in local communities near 
their camps, and so settled in the Northwest.  Others came regularly to Vancouver Barracks 
where they could visit nearby Portland or cut loose in a Vancouver pool hall or movie theater.  
The army held weekly boxing matches at Vancouverôs Victory Theatre, with large crowds of 
civilians, enrollees, and soldiers in attendance.  Basketball and boxing were similarly 
organized.14  Relationships with people in nearby communities became clear as some former 
CCC boys recalled attending weekly dances at places like North Bonneville, Stevenson, and 

                                                      
11

  Official Annual (1938:22-23). 
12

 The National Archives College Park in Maryland has retained the records for only one camp per state.   
13

  Paul Grooms interview with Ari Binder, (May 1, 2002), tape 1, side 1. 
14

  Official Annual (1938:45). 
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Carson.  Many of the local boys remembered hitchhiking home for the weekend, and the sense 
of pride they took in contributing to family well-being by sending money home.  

Former enrollees recalled the CCC as a time when they were given a chance to 
succeed, through learning occupational skills, receiving educational opportunities, and figuring 
out how to get along with others.  Through this project we were able to understand aspects of 
the CCC experience that arenôt evident in the documentary record.  We found that the tenor of 
the CCC changed over time, shifting from its national relief focus in the early ó30s to a work 
opportunity for young men from a natural resource based economy.  We learned that during the 
early years of the CCC, enrollees could only sign up for one sixth-month stint, while later they 
could re-enroll for up to two consecutive years.  We found that some could hardly wait until they 
were eighteen years old to join the CCC, and so lied to join the organization.  Others were older, 
having struggled to find employment or serving elsewhere before coming to the Northwest.  
Many recalled an increasing connection between the military and the CCC.  Some claimed it 
provided good supervisory experience for military officers, and almost all recognized the impact 
that CCC discipline had on their own military preparedness and in their later lives.  ñYou could 
see military all over the 3Côs,ò claimed Don Fechtner, a former Forest Service employee who 
worked with the CCCs.15  The military influence in the CCC assumed new significance as many 
thousands of CCC enrollees moved seamlessly into military service.  Many of the enrollees had 
positive recollections regarding the connection between the military and the CCC.  The military 
lifestyle of the camps is credited for giving them a better sense of discipline, the ability to handle 
orders, and the interpersonal skills necessary to work productively in a group setting.  Armed 
service was not the only place these traits would come in handy.  One narrator, Pete Paladeni, 
noted that enrollees relied on CCC lessons later in life:  ñNo matter who we worked for we 
learned we were going to have to take orders.  Some people don't always like to take orders, 
and we learned that we had to get along with people and how to work, and we learned quite a 
bit that we didn't learn on the farm.ò16  Many credited these lessons to the combination of 
discipline provided by the military lifestyle, and the mentoring provided by LEM.  CCC enrollees 
credited these older men with teaching them not only about work, but also about life. 
 As the Voices from the Forest Oral History Project has progressed, there have been 
many unexpected outcomes.  Students formed relationships with one another and with their 
narrators, some of them long-lasting.  They learned about history, not only of the CCC, but also 
the Great Depression, World War II and the role of the individual in particular historical 
circumstances.  Many were introduced to public lands policy, the Forest Service, and the Gifford 
Pinchot National Forest for the first time.  Others came away with a more complex 
understanding of national forest management and about the significance of the individual in 
history.  These students, whose courses of study ranged across the academic spectrum, 
learned to value the past. Many likened their own experiences to those of the CCC boys and the 
LEM.  They credited them not only with teaching them about history, but also about a different 
way of being in the world.   
 To the students in this project who took this project so seriously, the narrators who 
shared their stories so freely, and to AmeriCorps volunteer Imogene Marshall who worked 
diligently to assist with transcribing, editing and indexing this volume of oral histories, you have 
our gratitude. 
 
Donna Sinclair and Rick McClure 
June 2003 

                                                      
15

  Don Fechtner interview with Arend Hall, (May 8, 2002), tape 2, side 1. 
16

  Pete Paladeni interview with Cindy Toman, (May 2, 2002), tape 2, side 1. 



 10 

 

 
References 
 
Cohen, Stan 
   1980  The Tree Army: A Pictorial History of the Civilian Conservation Corps, 1933-1942.   
Pictorial Histories Publishing Company, Missoula, Montana. 
 
McClure, Richard 
   2003  Boys to Men: Archaeology of the Great Depression and the CCC Experience at Camp 
Hemlock.  Paper presented at the 56th Annual Northwest Anthropology Conference, Bellingham, 
Washington, March 19-22, 2003. 
 
Official Annual, Vancouver Barracks, Civilian Conservation Corps, Ninth Corps Area.  
   1938  Official Annual, Vancouver Barracks, Civilian Conservation Corps, Ninth Corps Area. 
Vancouver, WA:  Vancouver Barracks Headquarters, January 1, 1938.  Direct Advertising 
Company, Baton Rouge. 
 
Vancouver Columbian 
   1933a  Detailed Instructions For Handling of Forest Workers At Local Camp Include Complete 
Outfitting.  Vancouver Columbian, 11 April 1933, pp. 1; ñ 
 
   1933b  Barracks Selected As Training Camp For Eight Hundred, Vancouver Columbian, 10 
April, 1933, pp. 1-2. 
 

 

 



 11 

 
 

CCC Camp locations within and adjacent to Gifford Pinchot National Forest.  F-33 = Packwood; 
F-34 = Lower Cispus; F-36 = Lewis River; F-38 = Twin Buttes; F-39 = Sunset; F-40 = Hemlock; 
F-41 = Peterson; F-43 = Lookout Mtn.; F-55 = Rock Creek; F-89 = Smoky Creek; F-105 = Spirit 
Lake.  GIS base map shows principal rivers and streams within National Forest boundaries. 
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Phil Amoruso, above, in May 2003, and below, driving Coleman truck-mounted crane across 
the Cispus River for bridge construction, November 1938.  The lower photograph is from the 
personal collection of Mr. Amuroso.   
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Phil Amoruso      Co. 944  (1935 -1938)  
 

Narrator:  Phil Amoruso  
Interviewer:  Rick McClure, Heritage Program, Gifford Pinchot National Forest 
Also present:  Doris Amoruso 
Date:  February 9, 2002 
Place:  Amoruso residence, Soap Lake, Washington 
 
Introduction: 

Philip E. Amuruso was born March 15, 1920 on the family farm between Heisson and 
Crawford, east of Vancouver, in Clark County, Washington.  His parents were Philip Amoruso 
and Eva Bell Amoruso.  Mr. Amoruso enrolled in the CCC in 1935, serving as a member of 
Company 944 through 1938.  After a summer of work on the Forest Service road crew, he was 
hired to operate and maintain dredges at Bonneville Dam.  In 1942, after a period of machine 
shop employment in Portland, he went to work at the Kaiser shipyard in Vancouver, and was 
part of the large workforce building Liberty cargo ships.  Upon leaving Kaiser in 1943, Mr. 
Amoruso was drafted into the army, and served with the 218th Ordnance Maintenance Squadron 
in the South Pacific during World War II.  He remained in the Air Force Reserve for many years, 
performing wartime service in Korea, a tour of duty in Germany, and field service in the Vietnam 
conflict in 1966.  At the time of his retirement in 1968, Mr. Amoruso was Senior Master Sergeant 
with the 62nd Field Maintenance Squadron, U.S. Air Force, stationed in Moses Lake, 
Washington.  Following Air Force retirement, he worked for the Bureau of Reclamation at Grand 
Coulee Dam and a John Deere tractor dealership in Coulee City, Washington.    

 
 

Why don't you tell us how you first learned about the Civilian Conservation Corps and then how 
you ended up signing up? 
 
Well, I quit high school in my junior year because I wasn't interested in anything they had in that 
high school.  It was all farming and that type of thing, and I was strictly mechanical.  My dad 
didn't even have a tractor on the farm; it was all horses. 

So I read about the CC's in the paper, so I made my way into Vancouver, Washington, 
and went down and on the old Army post there is where they had the office you went to to talk 
to people.  You had to make out like you was practically destitute to get them to even listen to 
you, and you had to be 16 years old.  I lacked about three months of being 16 years old yet, but 
I told them I was 16. 

So then I got the papers and everything, and I signed up.  I don't know what all I 
answered on the questions on there, and then I had to take it back and get my mother to sign it.  
I knew better than to get my dad because he wouldn't sign it for me.  So my mom signed it.  
That was in January of 1935, and so they took me right in in January and we was loaded onto a 
little Chevrolet van; I can't remember what we called it, but that was our supply wagon for the 
camp at Camp Hemlock.  So they loaded us into the back of that, and there was, I don't know, 
five or six of us in there.  It was a one-way trip, all the way up there to the camp, and man, it 
was cold back there going up there that time of year.  But we got up there, and then they 
assigned us to a barracks and kind of checked us out on what they expected of us and 
everything like that. 
 
And your company number was --? 
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Company 944, Hemlock.  We had our own post doctor there, Dr. Phillips.  And that winter, we 
hadn't any more than got in there and we was snowed in, and we was plowing roads with Cats 
and stuff, and boy, them Cats was breaking down because the snow would pile up in the final 
drives and break the dead shaft in the back of them old [Model] 50 gas Cats, and so we was 
practically isolated there for three months, which was good for me because that kind of broke 
me away from home.  You could get homesick as you wanted to, but you couldn't get away from 
there. 

My first job was building an equipment shed, and Walt Hockinson was the foreman on 
that, and I ended up splitting shakes.  So I split shakes there, and then they come out one day 
and they wanted volunteers for some student truck drivers, they said.  So I volunteered, and we 
ended up out there, and they had a dump truck that they backed up to the cesspool; the 
cesspool was plugged up, and you had to teeter on a little four-by-six, after the lid was taken off, 
there was four-by-six's across the top of the pool, and you had to shovel that stuff up into the 
back of that dump truck.  So boy, I learned something then:  you don't ever volunteer for 
anything, and I never did volunteer again [laughing]. 

From then on, why, we worked on that equipment shed all winter, and then in the spring 
when it started breaking weather, we went up to Government [Mineral] Springs campground, 
and we was working in there cutting brush and cleaning out around the campsite there.  Theed 
Worthington was our foreman.  Red Tooley -- Cecil Tooley, I think his name is, him and I was 
working together, and boy, we was really working and cleaning brush and packing it, and old 
Theed come around a couple times and he says, "Boy, you guys are really working," he says, "I 
don't ever have to check up on you," and he says, "You don't want to be cutting brush all your 
life; what do you want to do?" 

I said, well, I wanted to learn all I could about mechanics, and I said I liked to drive Cat 
and stuff like that.  He said, "Well, I'll see what I can do."  And -- oh, I don't know how much time 
elapsed between that and -- but they told me one morning, why, there was an old 60 gas Cat17 
there, that that was my Cat.  It had a double drum on it, and I had to take it up to Tyee Springs 
where they was going to put the hatchery in, and they were going to set it up over there and put 
a drag line across the river and scoop the river out and deepen it right there and pull gravel back 
over to the side the hatchery was on, so that they would kind of build a bunker there so that 
when the river come down it wouldn't overflow into the hatchery. 

So I worked out there, and old Wade McNee was the foreman there, and he showed me 
and told me how to release the compression on the cylinders.  You had to crank them with a bar 
and a flywheel.  You pulled it over, and he said, ñWatch out because if it kicks, and youôre out in 
the woods, it will throw it clear out in the brush and youôll have a hard time finding it.ò  So I 
cranked on that thing all morning, and I tried everything.  It would spit and sputter and try to 
start.  Heôd come along and offer some little suggestion, but he really didnôt help you do nothing 
and he just made you learn it all by yourself, what to do. 

So about noon I got the thing running, and I walked it clear on out to Tyee Springs.  It's 
about, I don't know, probably three or four miles out there, maybe farther, I don't know exactly.  
But I got it out there and got it set up, and then they run that drag line, and I was just going to 
pull that bucket across and pull the gravel out and dump it, and go back and forth with it.  To get 
my gas, the road was on the other side where the trucks come in, so they'd put a barrel of gas 
on the drag line, and I had to pull it across the river so I could pump it into my gas tank on that 
old 60 Cat.  So I worked at that till we got it all done. 
 
So they set the cables up, they tied the cables to some trees on each side? 
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You had pulleys on one side of the river, and then onto the Cat on the other side, and then 
you'd just run the bucket back and forth with it. 
 
Did you have to move the settings ...? 
 
Well, after you dug out a site, then you'd have to move it over a way, and then just keep going 
like that.  But we moved all that gravel out of there with that, and then -- I don't know, I guess 
after that, I'm not too sure about it, but it seemed like I got to work in the shop after that, 
overhauling stuff.  I worked in there, and I don't know how much time I spent there, but it was 
quite a while. 

Then I think it was that summer that I was called out and we had a fire up there above 
Tyee Springs there up on the hill there, and we had to pack them PM pumps up there, and they 
weigh 75 pounds, and when you pack it on your back to go up the hill, you know you got a load.  
But what we did, they'd put one pump down in the river, and then another one up maybe six or 
seven hundred feet above it, and put in a big canvas bag.  You'd pump water into that, and then 
you'd have another pump there and relay it on up to the fire. 

So we got all that in, and I had to just stand by and keep that one pump working.  We got 
up there, and then we got the fire under control, and they had a bunch of guys come out of 
Portland -- you'd go down to Portland on Front Street there or wherever and pick up a bunch of 
those old derelicts down there and bring them out there, and they'd get some money for fighting 
fire.  One night I was up there, we was digging a fire trail like the dickens, and them guys were 
just setting around there doing nothing.  ñBoy,ò I said, ñthis is a heck of a way for them guys to 
earn their money.ò  So the next day or, I don't know, a day or two later, why -- 

Well, I'm getting ahead of myself here now, but while we was up there it started to rain, 
and that's what helped us get the fire under control, and we had radios there, and they had a kid 
assigned to the radio, and he was trying to call the lookout station and tell them we was ready to 
get those guys out of there, and the radio wouldn't work for him, and he was fooling around with 
it, and I said, "Well, I think you probably have to dry it out, probably got some of that rain water 
in it or something like that." 

He kept arguing back and forth, and finally the forestry foreman -- I don't remember 
which one we had up there, maybe Rip Graham or one of those -- and he said, "Well, if you can 
get it running, go ahead and do it."  So he just told me to go ahead and take it.  So I took the 
radio, and I don't know what I dried it out with, dried it out with something, fooled around with it a 
little bit, and I can still remember, "This is PF-242 calling PF-26."  I kept repeating that, and 
finally I got an answer and got through on the radio. 
 
You got ahold of which lookout? 
 
I don't know which lookout it was now.  Whatever PF-242 is, that would be the lookout, because 
we was PF-26. 

So then the foreman said, "Could you take this guy down to the bus down there, take 
these guys back down to go back to Portland?"   

I says, "Sure."  So boy, I took them, and I bet you they walked ten miles farther to get 
there; if they wasn't going to work any other way, I was going to get some work out of them that 
way.  And boy, they was a bunch of tired guys when they got back down to that bus.  [laughs] 

So then I was back in the shop, then, after the fire, and then mornings, you know, they 
had roll call at seven o'clock, and you belonged to the army at night.  You had your area with a 
double bunk and a wall locker for two guys there in one little area, and you had to have that bed 
made up by seven o'clock, your floor mopped and cleaned, your footlocker open for inspection 
and your wall locker open for inspection, and they come through the barracks and inspected 
every morning.  You had to stand out there at attention at the foot of your bed, and then they 
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come through and inspected your area.  Then you'd go out at seven o'clock, you fell out for roll 
call and then were turned over to the forestry [Forest Service] for the day. 
 
So you never knew what your assignment was going to be until that morning when you.... 
 
Well, no.  They'd take you out someplace to dig trails or something like that.  So finally they 
needed somebody down for the powerhouse, and they said, "If you want to go down and check 
the grates on the dam, and if there's any trash on them, clean them out and then go down and 
check the generator and the powerhouse, and oil everything up and take care of them, why, 
then just go ahead and do that you won't have to stand roll call."  So I took that job on.  I was on 
that for quite a while; I don't remember how long but.... 
 
So you'd be down at the powerhouse before seven a.m.? 
 
Oh, yeah.  Yeah.  But I didn't have to stand roll call. 
 
Did somebody else mop your floor, then? 
 
No, that all had to be done.  Then I'd report back up to the shop then and I worked on my 
regular job up there then during the day in the shop. 

Of course, you know, being young like that you figure everything out.  One night me and 
another buddy of mine, we went down and we were going to get some whiskey, so we went 
down to Carson and got two fifths of Cream of Kentucky and come back to camp and 
proceeded, and we drank both of them, the two of us, that night.  That wasn't enough.  He had 
another pint in his locker, and so we finished that off, and talk about sick!  I was sick that night, 
and I laid in my bunk and was just blowing bubbles. 

Next morning -- but of course between times I ran out as fast as I could out to the latrine 
that was out in back, back and forth, but the next morning I was up, and I had my area clean 
and my bunk made up and everything else by inspection time.  But boy, I tell you, that learned 
me a lesson, and I never did drink that much again in my life. 
 
Well, now, consumption of alcohol in the camps was considered illegal, right?  Were you 
worried about being punished? 
 
Well, I don't know.  They didn't seem to worry too much about it.  As long as you took care of 
your area because I can remember Barracks Two was next door to us.  About every weekend 
them guys -- you'd see some big fights going on over there, and you know dang well they was 
drinking, so apparently they wasn't too strict on that, long as you took care of your job and 
everything. 

The next day when we went out, I was out working on the -- I probably got a little ahead 
of myself with my working at that shop and that because I was still working out on trails on the 
road and cleaning out brush and stuff.  I was out there, and boy, I'd start working, and man, I'd 
start heaving again.  Old Wade McNee would come by every once in a while and he'd say, 
"Well, there's a pretty good party in town tonight, I think we ought to go out and have a little 
drink."  He just razzed me all day about drinking.  He had no sympathy for me whatsoever 
[laughing].  He was just razzing me.  But boy, I'll tell you, he helped guys grow up, I think. 

So then after I got in the shop working on trucks and stuff like that, I remember one time 
it was just about quitting time, and Ray Converse was driving I think one of the 60 Cats, and he 
was bringing it in.  Well, when you bring it in before you park it in the shed you had to clean it 
up.  And he went and got gasoline, not what he was supposed to use to clean it down with, and 
that exhaust pipe -- pretty soon we looked out there and that whole dang Cat was just one big 
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bonfire.  And that thing had about a, oh, thirty [or] forty gallon tank on the side of it, and he'd just 
filled it with gas.  It was just lucky that thing didn't blow up, but with a full tank it was probably 
more safe than if it was empty because there wouldn't be that many fumes.  But that's one thing 
I remember happening while I was there. 

Another time we had a kid working in the shop, and he was working on a Dodge truck, 
working on the rear end of it, and we were just thinking, boy, he'd always drove a car and he'd 
never drove a truck much, and when he tries to find reverse in that thing, he'll try to put it up, 
you know, where a car goes.  Well, pretty soon he went in there to back it out, and here he went 
backing out just as perfect as could be, and we were all kind of scratching our heads trying to 
figure out how he knew how to do that.  Pretty soon we heard him holler outside, and he had 
four speeds in reverse and one going ahead.  He'd put the rear end in backwards [laughing].  
That was old Winston Springer that comes to the CC's.  I razz him about that yet. 
 
He comes to the reunions? 
 
Oh, yeah.  Yeah, he's the one that brings the chicken all the time.  Let's see, from then on, why, 
I was assigned to go out on a side camp, and we got up there and.... 
 
Which side camp was this? 
 
Up by Indian Racetrack.  We was up there cleaning trails, and we got up there, and there was 
about, I don't know, fifteen or twenty guys in the bunch.  And they got up there, and I can't 
remember the guy's name that was the assistant leader on there, and he said, "Well, we're 
going to have to have somebody for a cook."   

So nobody volunteered, so I said, "I'll try it, if you guys want to risk it."  So that week I 
was up there, I cooked.  I got along all right, but I guess I used too many groceries because old 
Dutch Halle, he hollered about the amount of groceries we ate that week. 
 
Dutch was the.... 
 
He was the mess sergeant.  But that week, then, they said they wanted somebody -- oh, what 
the heck was his name?  I can't remember who was running the shovel, but he got out of the 
CC's and so they had to have a shovel operator.  So Wade wanted to know if I wanted to try it, 
and I said, "Heck yeah." 

No, I'm getting ahead of myself again because I was up at Tyee Springs before that, and 
Jess Adams would take me up there in the morning, and I had a 50 gas Cat, and I was just 
pushing gravel up and making part of that retaining wall to protect the fish hatchery there.  I was 
up there by myself, and I pushed gravel with that 50 all along there, and I don't know, I must 
have worked up there for a month up there working on that. 

I used to check my gas in the Cat every night before they picked me up.  I was out there 
all alone, and he'd take me out there in the morning and just dump me off, and that's all I seen 
of him till he picked me up at four o'clock that night.  I'd check my gas, and then I'd tell him, 
"Well, I need fifty gallons of gas today," and so he'd bring me a barrel of gas. 

So he brought me a barrel of gas out, and I checked my gas, and it was the same place 
it was, so I poured that whole fifty gallon barrel of gas in it, and I went to start the Cat and it run 
a little bit and quit.  I looked at it, and here the dang inspection bottle under there was full of 
water.  Drained the water out and put it back up, and all I got was water out of it.  So somebody 
had drained all the gas and filled the tank up to the same level with water.  So I had to go into 
the fish hatchery there and have them call back in and get me some more gas, and all that had 
to be dumped out. 
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I did that whole deal, and then after that I got put on the shovel, and Wade told me, he 
said, "Now, you've got to watch the brakes on this.  When you let that bucket down," he said, 
"you've got to keep your foot on the brake to keep a little tension on the cable because if you let 
your foot off, the drum will spin from being pulled, and your cable will get in the gear 
someplace."   

I said, "Okay."  And so I loaded out a couple loads of gravel, and I had to wait in 
between times, and I was piling it up there, and pretty soon I forgot to hold them brakes, and it 
started getting into gear, and boy, I pulled that clutch and shut everything off, and I was digging 
that cable out of that gear when Wade come back, and boy, he says, "Well, did you learn 
anything?"  That was the last time that happened. 

But I run that shovel all over.  We used to go out on Panther Creek and we'd load gravel, 
just dig the gravel around the creek, and they'd haul that out and made road with it.  I think Jack 
Riggen had started working then on the shovel, and so we'd trade off and back the truck up, one 
of us, and the other one would run the shovel.  So that day I was just backing the truck and he 
was running the shovel that day, and so Wade come down, and I says, "We're having a hard 
time with the truck here.  I have to go make more room for him to turn around.ò 

And he says, "Well, just go out there in that area there and just dig it out and clear the 
brush out, and that should do it." 

So I went out there and took the Cat out there, and I just got out there, and it sunk right 
down, clear down.  So Wade come down and I said, "I think we'll have to get that 60 Cat down 
here and pull that thing out of here."   

So Wade said, "Oh, I don't think we need that," he said, and he walked over to the back 
of his pickup and he handed me a shovel.  "Here, I think you can get that out of there," and I 
dug it out. 
 
How long did that take you? 
 
Oh, I don't remember.  I had to dig underneath it, you know, where it was high-centered so the 
tracks would get some grip again.  Got that done and I got it out all right.  He was right, I could 
do it with a shovel. 

Let's see, from there, I went where?  I guess after that we went up to Mt. Hood.  We dug 
that road going up to Timberline Lodge.  There's pictures there in the book of that, back there, 
the lodge. 
 
This was the good story you told me last August about actually seeing Franklin D. Roosevelt 
and Eleanor Roosevelt? 
 
Yeah.  I was loading trucks up there, and they come by that morning, him and Eleanor.  They 
was in one of them big cars that they rode in, like a convertible with no top on it.  I was running 
the shovel, and old Jack was just up there to see the President when he went by. 

Then one day while I was there working and that -- the day before, you pick up a load of 
dirt and sling it out like that, and then the truck would back up to it.  Well, he backed up too far, 
and he hit the bucket with the back of his cab.  So I didn't think nothing of it because it was just 
an honest mistake, but the next day I seen a guy standing there watching and watching, 
watching all the time I was loading, and so I found out that what it was is the WPA was kind of 
unhappy because the CC's was running the shovel.  They thought that they ought to run the 
shovel.  So they turned it into Safety that I'd hit the cab when I swung out, and he watched me 
to see how I did it.  He never said no more about it. 
 
So how did that work out that if you were in the CCC over at Camp Hemlock, and the WPA had 
the project going at Timberline, how did they get a CCC person to help out with a WPA project? 
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Well, I guess the foresters had some interest in getting that road built, and see, before that 
lodge was there that's where they hauled the dirt there and filled in in front of the lodge there 
where the parking area is now.  And we widened that road coming up there.  They had to pay 
the Forest Service for the use of the shovel.  So we dug that. 

I remember one night Jack and I were down there in a little tavern down there at Zigzag, 
and we was in there and they had a slot machine in there, a nickel machine that paid off money.  
So we put a nickel in it, and boy, just like we hit the jackpot, it just started feeding nickels out.  
And Jack says, "Put another nickel in, quick."  We didn't want them to know; we took four or five 
dollars out of that machine that way.  It just kept paying us.  As soon as you'd put a nickel in, it 
would start paying. 
 
So when you were working on the Timberline project, were you staying in a CCC camp? 
 
No, I was staying right in -- there's a picture there of it.  They're just like tent houses.  The guy in 
the place where I slept was the guy that did all the concrete work in the lodge.  He worked that 
color into that floor.  Man, every night he was putting oil and everything on his hands.  That 
concrete, you know, working that color in, boy, it would just about take the hide right off of your 
hands. 
 
So this photograph we're looking at shows a tent camp with standard Army pyramid tents.  You 
can see another building behind it.  So this was at Zigzag or Government Camp? 
 
Well, it was just below -- we had to ride a truck up to where we run the shovel, so I don't know -- 
it was right in there someplace. 
 
This must be Government Camp in that scene.  The first town you come to when you head 
down off the mountain.  There's quite a few vehicles.  Are these all Forest Service vehicles or 
official vehicles of some kind? 
 
I don't know.  Probably WPA vehicles, probably.  That was their camp18, and that's where we 
ate, in their mess hall and everything. 

Another incident happened there.  One morning we was going up to work, and we 
crawled in the back of this truck, and here was a guy with a whole bunch of photography 
equipment, and he had a nice looking gal with him, and here he climbed in the cab and says, 
"You get in the back," and made her get in the back with us.  I thought, boy, that's some guy; he 
crawls in the cab and makes her get in the back end of the truck. 
 
And what was he doing? 
 
He was up there making photographs of different things with her in the picture around there.  I 
never did see any of the pictures of what they did. 

So then from then on we went to Philomath, Oregon about in January.  I had to take that 
shovel down that Columbia River Highway, and man, it was snowy and icy, and I thought, "I 
don't know about this."  Made it down all right, and then I had to go through Salem before we 
got out to Philomath, and that dang bucket and stuff on that shovel, with the streetcar tracks and 
all the wires up there, and I don't think you cleared them more than a foot or two, and boy, I was 
sweating that out.  I didn't want to get tangled up in some of that stuff. 
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  According to Margaret Dryden, Acting Forest Archaeologist, Mt. Hood National Forest, the WPA camp was located 
at Summit Meadows. 
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What kind of a project were you doing in Philomath? 
 
Digging a road up a hill there.  That was the southern camp.  We went out there, and I was 
digging away, and on my second or third day there the whistle blew for noon, and I just kept 
right on a-working, and the forestry [Forest Service] foreman said, "Did you hear that whistle for 
noon?" 

And I said, "Maybe so, but they ain't got nothing to eat down there but grits," and I said, 
"I can't stand them."  So he didn't say nothing.  I kept right on working.  That night he come by 
when I quit and he handed me the keys to his pickup and said, "Go to town and get yourself 
something to eat.  I don't want you to starve to death."  [laughing]  They used that to get home 
for weekends.  So they told me to just pick up the truck and drive it on out to -- which is about 
twenty miles out of Vancouver to where I lived, and just come in Monday morning and on down 
here and deliver the truck to them that way.  So that's what I did. 
 
So you got to go home for the weekend? 
 
Got to go home for the weekend.  When I was coming back through Battle Ground, why, there 
were some kids hitchhiking a ride alongside of the road, and there was a truck in front of me, 
looked like a milk truck or something, you know, that delivers bottled milk.  And those kids was 
hitchhiking, and so he just started stopping, and I thought, "Well, he's going to pick them kids 
up."  No turn signals, no nothing.  So I swung out to pass him, and about that time he swung 
into a driveway right there, and boy, I wheeled that truck up, and we ended up side by side in 
that driveway, but I didn't touch him.  Boy, I was sweating that out with a new truck.  But he 
hadn't signaled or anything; of course, you shouldn't assume what they're going to do, either. 

So then I took the truck on back down to there and finished that job up.  I've looked -- my 
wife and I went to the coast here one weekend and come back there, and I can't even find out 
where the CC camp was now.  Nobody knows much about it anymore. 

Then after that I took the shovel and went on up to Packwood and up to the camp there, 
Lower Cispus. 
 
Oh, near Randle? 
 
Yeah, took the shovel up there and Stan Cathcart, who was the forestry [Forest Service] 
foreman on that job, he had me -- we had to put a thirty-foot boom on the shovel, which is only a 
five-ton shovel, and then we had a clamshell that went on that.  When I was going to dig the 
piers for the new bridge they had there -- the bridge that was there, as you'd go across it with a 
truck with a full load of guys in it, the sides of the bridge would come in and clamp the sides of 
the truck, and you had to unload and drive on and then let the guys get back in after you was 
across the bridge. 
 
That was a cable suspension bridge, wasn't it? 
 
Yeah, mm-hmm.  So they had me digging roads out there while they was putting in -- I done 
some of the preliminary digging there, and then they made a big cofferdam out of timbers and 
logs.  So I dug that one side, and then I had to ford the river with the truck and go over on the 
other side and dig the pier on the other side.  While I was doing that, apparently so much water 
got in the clutch on the truck that it wouldn't release at all.  So when we got done with the job 
there digging the pier, why, I had to take the truck back down to Packwood, so I had to put it in 
gear, start the engine, and drive it down the hill to Packwood from there with the only way to 
shift gears I just had to do it mechanically with no release of the clutch or nothing.  That's where 
I left the shovel when I got out [of] the CC's.  I left it right there. 
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Somebody picked it up after you? 
 
I don't know what happened to it after that. 
 
So that was one of your jobs, working on the bridge? 
 
That was the last job, yeah. 
 
And when they built the cofferdam, then did you have to build the forms yourself, or did 
someone else build the forms? 
 
Well, Stan Cathcart had a bunch of the CC guys in there, and they built the cofferdam in there, 
and then I dug out inside the cofferdam with the shovel.  They did the same thing on both sides 
of the river, and then on that one side there when I was digging, that's where I said I got hooked 
onto something down there after I was digging a while, and I thought, "Well, boy, it's a big rock 
down there because I just can't wiggle it loose."  I thought I had ahold of it one day, and I looked 
around and here my truck was coming up off the ground.  With that long boom, it wouldn't take 
too much -- the weight was overcome by the truck.  So then we finally decided that was bedrock 
that was down there, so we just dug around it and then poured concrete. 

That was the first time I ever seen that done, though.  They took a tube, made one out of 
galvanized iron, and they'd pour the concrete right down -- they couldn't pump the water out, the 
river was coming in there the whole time, but he said that would make the strongest concrete 
you ever had because it was cured right underwater, and he said it wouldn't wash anything out.  
I always had a question about that, but that's the way they did it.  They just poured it, and they 
just kept working around that cofferdam until they poured it up. 
 
How did they mix the concrete? 
 
God, I don't remember now how they did mix it.  I know back at Hemlock we had some mixers, 
great big mixers that we used there. 
 
And what did you use them for at Hemlock? 
 
Well, like on building projects, when they'd pour forms and stuff.  They built that dam there, you 
know, across the river.  They built that, too, the CC guys did.  That was before I was there, 
yeah.  That was one thing, I really appreciated Dutch Halle after I went to some of these other 
camps and ate because nobody fed you like Dutch did. 
 
So you got to eat at Cispus camp when you were working up there? 
 
Yeah, mm-hmm. 
 
And when was that exactly that you were working on the bridge? 
 
That was in the first part of '38 and the last part of '37.19 
 
So it was during the winter? 
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  Official Forest Service inspection reports place these events between September 1938 and January 1939 
(MacKay 1938-1939)  
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Yeah.  Yeah.  I had a heck of a cold that winter, and I just kept right on a-working.  I wasn't 
about to let somebody else run the shovel.  This one kid come up in mess hall one day and he 
brought me something he had all peeled, and I thought it was an orange, and it was a grapefruit.  
I'd never ate a grapefruit like that before. 
 
So when you were working out of the Cispus camp, the bridge project was really the only thing 
they had you do up there? 
 
Well, when I wasn't working on the pier, they had me digging on the road approaches there on 
both sides of the road there.  On the side toward camp, we didn't have to because that was 
pretty much open over there. 
 
The other side, where it drops down off the plateau there was a little different, huh? 
 
Yeah. 
 
So you helped cut that road in? 
 
Yeah, mm-hmm.  One thing I forgot about in between time there that I was running up the creek, 
I think it was on Panther Creek Road, and I think that's when I first got acquainted with -- now, 
what's that foreman's name?  I can't think of it now.  The one I mentioned that worked on the 
bridge project with me. 
 
Cathcart? 
 
Yeah.  He come up by, and I was working on the clutch because the clutch was slipping on the 
60 gas Cat I was running, and he come over, and he had a crippled leg, and he crawled up on 
the tractor, and he was helping me and showing me how to pull the flywheel over and adjust on 
it, and that dang Cat, he was setting on the track, and he pulled that lever and the dang thing 
started, and man, it was just right over a bank like that, and I just went up and jumped on both 
brakes and killed it.  Boy I could see him underneath that dang Cat going over that hill. 
 
That was a close one! 
 
Yeah. 
 
Tell me a little bit more about life in Camp Hemlock.  Talk about the dining hall and the meal 
situation and what you'd do for lunch if you were working out. 
 
Well, everybody went in for a meal, you sat down at a table, and you had KP's.  Everybody 
pulled regular KP duty, and of course you had student cooks in there that did all the cooking, 
helped Dutch out.  They put everything on the table, they put your bowls on there, and you set 
down and you could eat.  Of course, the guys that was there for a long time, they got onto this, 
and boy, they'd take their fill out of them bowls and there was just enough left for one helping 
and you took it, you had to go fill the bowl then.  If you didn't, they'd all be hollering.  But the 
meals they put out, I tell you, was fantastic.  Good prepared meals, and like I say, when I would 
go to some of these other camps, I really appreciated the kind of meals we got there at 
Hemlock, and every so often he had enough out of the mess fund that he'd throw a party and 
we'd have a beer party and watermelon and everything like that, and he bought that.... 
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You had beer in camp? 
 
Oh, yeah.  Yeah.  He was a fantastic mess sergeant.  But then when you was out on the job, 
you took the lunches right out with you, and you had beans and coffee and everything like that.  
I remember one thing that they'd always say that -- like when you made coffee -- I can't 
remember that foreman's name, but anyway, he always said, "I don't care if there's only two of 
you out there and they send a gallon can and it's a pound of coffee, put a pound of coffee in," 
and man, it would take the hair off your head the strong coffee he made. 

One time we didn't have anything to make the coffee in, no cans or nothing.  I think that 
was Wade McNee that time, and he said, "Give me that paper sack," he said, "I'll boil coffee in 
that paper sack."  And this one kid as much as called him a liar, and boy, old Wade took that 
sack, set it full of water right in the middle of the fire, and it burned the sack down right level with 
the water, but that water set there and boiled in that sack.  And boy, that kid didn't have nothing 
more to say. 
 
Now, tell me about Jess Adams20.  What kind of work did he do, and tell me a little bit about 
your interactions with him. 
 
Well, I tell you, he was just like a dad to all us guys.  I mean, he'd listen to your troubles, and if 
you had a gripe, why, you could go right to him, and he'd air it out, and he'd give you an answer 
one way or another.  If he knew what you was interested in, he did his best to get you on what 
you wanted to do. 

At night, you know, we had the education building, and they taught foremanship and 
supervision, and you could take mechanics classes or anything like that, and if you really 
showed an interest in that stuff, then they showed an interest in you and helped you out. 
 
Did you take any classes? 
 
Oh, yeah.  I took all the mechanic classes I could take. 
 
What kind of classes did you take? 
 
Well, just on automotive, on rebuilding engines and stuff like that.  Like when you went in the 
shops, like when I worked in there, we took them old trucks, '35 Chevrolets and that, and you 
stripped them down, took the cabs off of them, stripped them right down to the bare frame, there 
was nothing there.  Then you went over it and checked the rivets in the frame; if they was loose, 
you took them out and put new rivets in.  Then painted it, and it come out of there just like a 
brand new truck. 

In the same way, like when I was running Cat, when your Cat went in the shop, you went 
in there, and you worked on it, and you knew exactly what you was putting that Cat through 
when you operated it and what string you put in here and there and what to look for in the thing 
and what to expect out of it. 
 
Now, when they were doing the work on these trucks that you just talked about, were these 
Forest Service trucks that were going out to be used by the Forest Service? 
 
Right. 
 
Were they just from your camp, or from a larger area? 
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No, just our own. We had, I don't know, fifteen or twenty of them ton-and-a-half trucks. 

That's another thing, I always tried to get home on the weekends if I could.  Well, you 
could go one weekend, but then the next weekend you couldn't go.  So I volunteered to drive 
truck to Vancouver, then.  So I'd drive truck one weekend, and the next weekend I'd just ride in 
the back.  Boy, I remember some of them [roads] was kind of -- like I say, if you were ever 
acquainted with that Columbia River Highway... 
 
Going over Cape Horn? 
 
Cape Horn, I went up Cape Horn one winter there, and you were just barely crawling because if 
you went too much gas on it, why, it would spin out.  Come down off of there and got into 
Washougal, and a dang dog run across the road, and I hit the brakes on that thing, and it was 
just like you hadn't done anything, you just kept right on going.  Dog got out of the way 
somehow. 
 
Whenever you did those kind of drives, did you have to stop by Vancouver Barracks to pick up 
supplies for the camp? 
 
No, they did that all -- they called that the ñcandy wagon;ò that took care of all the supplies for 
the camp.  That's another thing, that driver was going -- I don't know what the occasion was, but 
somehow coming down out of camp where you cross the -- what is the first bridge going out of 
the camp there?  I can't rememberé. 
 
Just about a mile from camp? 
 
Yeah.  Is that Wind River?  That's the first part of Wind River there.  And I don't know, 
something happened and he had to slam on the brakes, and old Doc Phillips was riding with 
him, and his head went right through the windshield of that truck.  Didn't hurt him any.  He was 
just lucky it didn't cut his throat or something. 

That was another thing, it was really an eerie experience driving that shovel out of there 
and going down, and you're going across that old cable suspension bridge across the Wind 
River, that high one, you was going uphill all across that bridge, and that bridge was just rolling 
in front of you all the way across that.  Yeah, you could see the bridge just roll in front of you.  
See, the shovel weighed five tons, and that four-wheel drive Coleman truck, that was a pretty 
heavy truck, tooé. that's all mounted right on that Coleman truck.  The shovel worked right off 
the back of it. 
 
So that's the one that's in the photograph that you have? 
 
Right.  Mm-hmm, yeah. 
 
It says USDA Forest Service on the side of it. 
 
Yeah.  I often wonder if they ever did -- because they was going to take it in the shop there and 
work that clutch over.  I don't know what ever happened to it after that because the truck 
actually belonged to Hemlock, or it was assigned to them. 
 
When you were living in camp, did you ever have to put on a uniform, or was it mainly just work 
clothes that you were in all the time? 
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Well, we had -- just like if you went to towns, the clothes you had was a uniform, yeah.  But you 
had regular work clothes when you were working all the time. 
 
Did you ever have to put the uniform on in the evenings? 
 
No, huh-uh. 
 
Special occasions, nothing like that? 
 
No, huh-uh.  If we went to a dance or something in town, we used to go down to Carson, they 
had dances and stuff. 
 
So you did that for entertainment, you went to dances in Carson? 
 
Yeah. 
 
What kind of music? 
 
Country-western. 
 
Do you remember any of the songs that were popular back at that time? 
 
No.  I can't think of anything else.  Lots of things that I've left out, like we had to go out and cut 
cord wood lots of times, wood for the camp, and of course no power saws then, it was the old 
misery whip. 
 
How close to camp did you cut the wood? 
 
Well, up along Panther Creek we cut some, and then some up like when you're going like to 
Silver Star [Mountain], across there, we went back up in there on some side roads and cut.  I 
tried to find some of the areas when we was there last summer, but I couldn't find any of them. 

That was another job I did with the shovel, I forgot to say, was at Tyee Springs where 
the ponds are there, the fish ponds there, I dug those, and then I went out and made a new 
channel for the river.  I'd just dig and cast it off the side and keep digging.  I was out there all by 
myself on that because I know one day I was digging and I was learning this song, and I was 
probably singing at the top of my voice with the engine and everything running the shovel, and I 
was a-digging away, and pretty soon I looked up, and here was Jess Adams and a whole bunch 
of the dignitaries from the Portland office out there, and they was all just laughing their heads 
off. 
 
Do you remember the song? 
 
Yeah.  I don't even know the name of that song anymore.  It was something about I recall a 
cottage on a hill where every day I had to pay another bill, about meeting with your wife and 
stuff like that. 
 
Was it a country-western song? 
 
Yeah, uh-huh. 
 
Do you remember who recorded that song? 
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No, I don't. 
 
So, did you visit some of the other CCC camps that were in the area? 
 
No.  No, I never did. 
 
Rock Creek Camp, do you know anything about Rock Creek Camp? 
 
No.  In fact, I was looking there, and there's a lot of camps there that I didn't realize was even 
there. 
 
[Doris Amoruso]  What's the one Bill Hanson that just died told you? 
 
He was someplace in Yakima.  He was in a camp there. 
 
[Doris Amoruso]  We tried to get him to come down to the CC deal [reunion].  Are they trying to 
get another CC deal started for kids? 
 
Yeah, they have what's called AmeriCorps, which is very much like the CCC.  It's co-ed.  It's 
really almost modeled on the CCC. 
 
Do they have the army in there, the military?  Well, that's where they'd fall down, then, isn't it? 
 
It makes a difference, doesn't it? 
 
You're darn right because that's where you get the discipline.  Like at Lower Cispus, I forget that 
captain's name, but he was an old infantry officer, and them guys stepped out of line, he had 
them out there at night doing close-order drill. 
 
How were the officers at Hemlock?  You didn't talk too much about the army people at Hemlock. 
 
Well, I never got involved much with the officers at all, except when they was trying to find their 
cars that was hid out in the woods.  That last officer was a pilot, and so he was flying over there 
and locating all our hiding places. 
 
Do you remember his name? 
 
I think it was Spinning21. 
 
And he was a pilot? 
 
Yeah.  He would fly it on his reserve training on the weekend, and he'd fly up there and see if he 
could locate the cars. 
 
Did you have a car in the brush? 
 
Oh, yeah.  Model A Ford. 
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Where did you keep it? 
 
Well, various places.  They'd find it in one place, and we'd take it and hide it someplace else.  
[laughing].  Forestry wasn't worried about you.  They didn't care about that end of it at all.  I think 
that they looked the other way.  I think they all knew that they had cars out there.  As long as 
you didn't get out of line, why, I don't think they was going to bother you much. 
 
Was there any kind of restriction on staying in camp?  You know, once you were done with your 
work, were you free to hop in your car and take off? 
 
Far as I know I was because I don't remember being restricted.  As long as you were there for 
your work in the morning and had that part of it taken care of.  I know the guys used to a lot of 
them go to town.  A lot of guys was older guys.  [asking Doris] What's that one out of Yacolt that 
had that red-headed daughter that went to school when you did?  He was an older guy, quite a 
bit older than all the rest of us. 
 
Now, there was a recreation hall in the camp, right? 
 
Yeah, mm-hmm. 
 
Did they have a radio in there where you could listen to radio programs? 
 
Yeah, radio. 
 
Did you ever do that? 
 
I probably did, but I don't recall it. 
 
[Doris Amoruso]  See, that CC made him practically like a military man, and when you got out -- 
why don't you tell him what you did? 
 
Well, it did, and yet when that guy was doing all that close-order drill up there at Lower Cispus, 
that kind of turned me against the military. 
 
You didn't see any of that kind of thing at Hemlock? 
 
No.  Some of them over in that barracks, too, could have stood some of it, some the rows they 
had over there. 
 
Were they mostly local guys? 
 
Yeah, I think all of them.  A lot of guys I went to school with, and from Battleground and 
Longview and Woodland, and then from up around the actual area right around camp there, too.  
Stevenson.  In fact, I think the one you interviewed before, Jack Leonard, he's right from... 
 
Yep, Carson. 
 
There was two brothers, Jack and Jim Leonard. 
 
Were they in the same time you were? 
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Yeah.  Yeah, they're in the picture there. 
 
Did you ever see any of the boxing matches Jack was in? 
 
Oh, yeah.  I remember one time, too, we used to have baseball games out there, and I 
remember old Bernie Jarvis, he was a truck driver, and he was up there at bat when somebody 
threw a bat, I think it was, and hit him, boy, and it popped his eyeball right out.  Golly, I can still 
remember that. 
 
[Doris Amoruso}  Could they put it back? 
 
Yeah, they put it back, but I don't know whether it was -- I guess it didn't hurt it any, I don't know. 
 
So then when were you discharged from the CCC?  Did you go right into the military? 
 
No.  After I got out -- of course the first summer I got out Jess called me back up there, and 
that's when I pulled grader for Mike Paladeni up Lower Siouxon road there, clear up to that 
lookout; we graded that whole road. 
 
The Siouxon Lookout? 
 
Yeah, mm-hmm.  Now I guess that road goes clear through there and on down below to 
Woodland, don't it?  Roads all over there.  That was a dead-end at that time.  It was all dirt road 
up through there. 
 
Did you ever go to Siouxon CCC Camp?  It was up past the fish hatchery. 
 
No, when I was out working on the ponds out there, that was an NRA camp. 
 
It was an ERA camp, I think. 
 
They had an Italian cook out there, and he took and made that pudding out of, what do you call 
them things?  Tapioca.  He made a tapioca pudding with them big tapiocas, and man, that stuff, 
I could have ate a gallon of it the way he made it.  But we didn't get to do that very long.  They 
finally put a stop to that, and we had to pack a lunch out there.  Yeah, wellé. Joe Szydlo, I think 
was his name [the cook] at the Siouxon camp, at that NRA camp or ERA, I don't know which 
one you call it.  They was more or less like a WPA, I guess, in there because they was all older 
people in there.  They stayed right there, and they had barracks there just like we did in the 
CC's.  They were working on that hatchery, putting in the forms and the sea net and stuff for the 
fish ponds. 
 
So the same time you were working the shovel digging out the fish ponds, there were ERA 
crews working there at the same time? 
 
Yeah, mm-hmm. 
 
And did they have Forest Service foremen, too? 
 
I couldn't tell you.  There was some connection there with the Forest Service because I think the 
Forest Service was interested in putting that fish hatchery in. 
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Did you know any of the ERA guys? 
 
No.  I didn't know any of them. 
 
You mentioned working for Mike Paladeni. 
 
Yeah.  After I got out of the CC's, sometime in the spring of 1938, and so that summer Jess 
Adams called me and wanted to know if I wanted to come up and pull grader for Mike Paladeni, 
so we graded that Siouxon Road then all the way back through there that year. 
 
Did they hire you as a Forest Service employee? 
 
Yeah.  Then he got me a job the next summer at Sunset, when they started building that new 
road up over Silver Star [Mountain], on the lower end of it down by Sunset, building that. 
 
So did you stay in the Sunset CCC camp, then? 
 
Yeah, mm-hmm.  Then Ross Humphries owned a machine shop there in Bonneville, and he 
called the camp up there and talked to Jess Adams about my ability at doing this and that and 
the other, and so then he went up to camp and talked to several of the foremen up there, and so 
I got the job there as an apprentice and worked in there for three years. 
 
[End of Interview] 
 
 
Transcribed by Ellen Beckett, June 2002 
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Upper photograph shows army trucks from Vancouver Barracks like those driven by Mr. Aust. 
Lower photograph of Brigadier General George C. Marshall, District CCC Commander, and 
staff, above, at Vancouver Barracks in 1937.  The photographs are from Official Annual, Civilian 
Conservation Corps, Vancouver Barracks, 1937). 
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Carroll Aust             Co. 2907  (1937 -1938)   

 

Narrator:  Carroll Aust  
Interviewer:  Donna Sinclair, History Department, Portland State University 
Also present:  Helen Aust  
Date:  January 22, 2001 
Place:  Aust residence,Vancouver, Washington 
 
Introduction: 
 Carroll Aust was born to a farming family near Vermillion, South Dakota on March 10, 
1916.  During the Great Depression, the family experienced severe financial setbacks due to 
crop failures.  As the oldest of seven children, Carroll Aust felt responsible for helping his family.  
He joined the Civilian Conservation Corps, and served for two years in the Black Hills National 
Forest of South Dakota.  In 1937, the family migrated to the Pacific Northwest, and settled in 
Portland, Oregon.  Again, the family experienced financial difficulties, and the young man turned 
to the CCC.  He re-enlisted and due to his previous experience, was sent to Vancouver 
Barracks to serve as a truck driver.  His CCC experiences later helped him to obtain a job with 
the Bonneville Power Administration. 
 
 
How did your family come to the Portland/Vancouver area? 
 
That was during what we call the Great Depression.  But we also had crop failures, a half a 
dozen years of complete crop failures caused by grasshoppers.  We dried up, held out, then 
one year even flittered out.   My dad was getting really worried about [whether] he could furnish 
the livelihood for a family of seven children and he and his wife.   That's a family of nine.  And 
he had a chance to come out to Portland to look over the situation.  And when he landed in 
Portland and started working at different carpenter jobs -- he was a master carpenter -- he said 
he was never going back to South Dakota.  So, being the oldest child, it was up to me to see 
that everything we did have got sold for whatever we could get out of it because hardly anybody 
had any money anyway.  But the neighbors tried to help us out by buying all the farm machinery 
and the horses and stuff.   
 We came out, and the closer I got to Portland I thought, "This is heaven on earth out 
here."  I don't think that they felt the Depression like they did in the Middle West or farther east 
because I understand that they had crops growing.  Which we didn't.  Just to give an example -- 
back in South Dakota during that hard times quite a few meals were just plain corn on the cob.  
That's all we had.  We had a couple of cows that gave us milk.  So we had to get out hereé.  
  
About how old were you then?  Do you remember? 
 
I was twenty-one, a very naive twenty-one.  [Laughs] 
 
And so you came to Portland, and what part of Portland did you live in? 
 
Oh it was Southeast Ankeny about twenty-something.  My dad had rented a duplex, one 
building with two families.  And my mother started cooking for some kind of a care home and my 
brothers and I -- I had one brother four years younger and one brother six years younger, we 
went out and worked for just anything we could get.  Sometimes it was just food to bring home. 
 
What kind of jobs did you do then? 
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Well, mostly lawn work, putting in new lawns.  I had to dig up yards and completely rebuild 
them, pack them and so on.  But I couldn't see doing that for the rest of my life.  After a few 
months anyways, I went back into the Civilian Conservation Corps.  I enlisted and was sent to 
Cascadia, Oregon.  And I was there about a week or so when I got orders to report to 
Vancouver.  I went in to see the captain, to see what that was about, and the fellow said, 
"Carroll, what have you been up to?"  [I] Said I had to go see the captain.  But he said, "I 
understand that you have been driving Forest Service truck in the Black Hills of South Dakota 
for two years.  Is that right?"   
 I said "Yes, sir."  
 And he said, "How would you like to be transferred in to headquarters?  
 
Were you inducted at Vancouver Barracks, the first time - - before you went to Cascadia? 
 
I don't remember where the office was.  It was what we called for short the CC's.  I enlisted in 
some office here in Vancouver, but I was told to report to Camp Cascadia.   
 
So the office wasn't at Vancouver Barracks? 
 
It could have been.  Things moved kind of fast for me and I'm kind of a slow mover.  So 
anyways, that's how come I got transferred to Vancouver Barracks headquarters.  I was 
experienced [and] I was given a semi-truck.  That's a truck with a trailer to haul supplies to all 
the camps in the Northwest.  And if my bigger truck wasn't needed I was given other trucks to 
drive.  I also chauffeured army officers different places to inspect the camps.  Periodically the 
army inspected the camps.   
 
Do you know who did that?  Who inspected the camps? 
 
The army officer.  See whenever we were in the camp we were under the command of usually a 
captain.  There was a lieutenant, doctor, and a sergeant of the army, so there were three army 
officers in each camp.  I thought "Boy, that was really the life, alright." I had no idea of dating 
and all that.  I was just interested in what was going on in the world.  
 
So when you joined, did the money go to your family?  How much was your pay at the time?  
 
My pay was thirty dollars a month here.  Five dollars a month was what I could use for my 
necessities and the rest of the money went home.   
 
And was that enough, that five dollars a month.  Was it enough for you? 
 
Well, it wasn't anything that we could splurge.  But people were pretty good.  Here in Vancouver 
we got invited to different homes -- for songs.   For some reason or other, every time I met 
somebody like that they asked if I was in the army.  And I'd say no, I was in the CCC and [then] I 
was welcome.  I don't know whether they held it against the army or what, but that was the first 
question I was asked all the timeé.  
 
What company were you in?  
 
é. I was stationed in what they called detached service.  Where I was discharged from was 
Company 2907, CCC.  I had been transferred from one company to another depending on 
where I was needed, one camp to another.   
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And how long was your tour of duty in the CCC that time? 
 
Well, it was two years in South Dakota and one year out here.   
 
é. I wanted to know if you remember the name of your direct supervisor?  Who was the captain 
you worked with at the Barracks?  While you were in the CCC? 
 
It seems like it was a Captain Hall.  Under him was Sam Coleman, First Lieutenant Infantry 
Reserve.  He was First Lieutenant Sam Coleman.  He was the last one I knew of there.   
 
Was there any contact with the Forest Service office in Portland?   
 
Just out in the camp.  See, when I drove then out of Vancouver I was under the control of the 
U.S. Army.  And General Marshall22 was actually in charge of all the camps, all the officers 
[were] under him.  So, I had no contact with the Forest Service, only when I went to the camp.  
Some of the things that I hauled out there was for the Forest Service.   
 
What kind of supplies did you take there? 
 
Packs, shovels, waterbags -- portable generators, water pumps, all that stuff.  
 
Did you take food supplies out there?   
 
Yeah, we had to supply all the food to the different camps except what they could buy locally.  
Each camp tried to buy food during the summer that was raised locally.  But mostly it was cases 
and cases of food.  When there was a forest fire, which happened once in a while, we had to 
drive almost day and night to supply all the equipment they needed.   
 
é. So you would take supplies like axes and shovels and.... 
 
é. Some of the stuff was burnt up in the fire.  We had to gather all that up and take it back to 
camp and overhaul it or whatever was neededé.  One fellow didn't make it fast enough.  There 
was one young man killed, the only one I know of, when a tree fell on him.  And we couldn't find 
him, not until after the fire.  By the signs we could really tell he had really struggled to get free.   
 
You actually found him? 
 
Yes, he was one of the fellows that was a little mentally short.  As long as a fellow could work 
good and follow orders they didn't have to take, say, a mental test to try to see how smart you 
were.  And he was one of those fellows that evidently just got lost.  He lost his head and he was 
where he was not supposed to be. 
 
I was going to ask you -- I read something about people being rejected, not very many who 
applied to be in the CCC.  I wanted to ask you what kind of reasons might someone be 
prevented from joining? 
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Well, there were some that tried to get in that were not capable, physically, of handling the job.  
That's the only thing that I know of that held up an enlistment. 
 
What kind of testing did you have to go through to join? 
 
Psychological kind of -- What would you do in case this happened or that happens?  They'd also 
ask what kind of work they had done [and] put them in a category.  That's quite a few years ago.  
[laughs] 
 
Do you remember if they asked about your family's finances or anything like that when you 
joined? 
 
Well, when we were going to enlist they might have asked you something like that.  But it was a 
necessity that we do something like that so we could get some money to send home. 
 
When is the first time you heard about the 3 C's?  Or what is the first you recall hearing about it? 
 
Well, I was working outside, out in the barn or something.  My dad said, "There's something 
about the Civilian Conservation Corps and you can earn some money there and we could get 
some more money if you'd be willing to do it." 
 "Yes, I would."  So that is all I remember about that.  I went to the nearest town, which 
was Vermillion, and had a physical exam.  Kind of a cursory exam.  They wanted to know if this 
skinny kid could work and so on.  If anybody had some handicap serious enough to keep them 
from working, of course they couldn't take them in.  
 
Did you go to a conditioning camp when you were in South Dakota? 
 
I went to the CCC camp north of Chamberlain, South Dakota on the Crow Indian Reservation.   
 
Did you work at the motor pool in Vancouver?  Were you part of the big motor pool that was 
there? 
 
Yes, that [is] what it was called.  We had two semi-trucks and we had, I think it was five or six 
smaller trucks, regular army trucks.  Instead of the army's insignia on the truck it was CCCé.  
 
How many people did you work with there [at the motor pool]?  Approximatelyé.  
 
Oh, I'd say a couple of dozen.  Other drivers and office personnel and store personnel.  They 
had a warehouse there that had other companies haul food in, and supplies and so on. And we 
would load up from that one company.  We never picked up anything from any [other] 
warehouse; it was always that one warehouse [at Vancouver Barracks]. 
 
Do you have any idea around what area that was? 
 
Well, you know where Pearson Field23 is there?  That airfield is part of it.  There were very few 
planes flying in, private planes.  Whenever one did come in to land it was coming in right over 
the Barracks.  So we must have been pretty well in line with the runway.   
 
That is where the warehouse was?  And the motor pool? 
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Yes.  There was a garage facing -- that street now that goes along what ended up being 
Highway 14.  It was the road [that] went right through the Barracks from downtown.  It wasnôt 
Main Street, it was the one that goes east and west. . . .  
 
With Fort Vancouver24, and then the street.  Thereôs the Fort, and hereôs Pearson.   
 
Well, you know where the Fort is now -- it was right along the north edge of that. 
 
Okay.  Thatôs Fifth Street.  So, you said a company would bring products to the warehouse, and 
then you would take them from the warehouse out to the forest? 
 
Yeah. 
 
Out to the camps. 
 
Now, the officer in charge of there would pay the trucks for what they hauled in.  It was a lot of 
local produce and things like that that was hauled in, and then we took it out to the different 
camps. 
 
So, different companies brought things to the warehouse then? 
 
Well, yeah. 
 
Local grocers? 
 
Yeah, commercial companiesé.  There was a lot of farmers took stuff in there too, things that 
they had grown.  I remember, about the only meat hauled in there was bacon.  The fresh meat 
they tried to get near each camp, I guess.  They didnôt want me to haul that in an open truck for 
long distance without refrigeration. 
 
So you would haul things, food supplies that were dry goods and produce? 
 
Yeah, about everythingé.  It was usually stuff that wouldnôt start perishing right away.  It was 
more long-lasting food, vegetables and so-on. 
 
What about laundry service?  Did that go back and forth, or did that happen at each camp? 
 
Each camp had their own laundry service.  Usually had a Maytag washer or. . .  
 
And did the boys in the CCC do their own laundry? 
 
Yeah. 
 
What about you when you were at Vancouver Barracks, did you have quartermaster laundry, or 
did you do your own? 
 
No, we did our own. 
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You did your own. And what part of the Barracks did you live in?  Was it a barracks that was full 
of the CCC enrollees? 
 
[It] had double bunk[s], one bunk on top of the other.  Just like regular army barracks.  With the 
army we were issued army blankets, and everything we had there was army.  We had an 
ambulance there too that, if anybody was hurt, found from camp, we had to go out and bring 
them into the army hospital. 
 
Did you ever drive that? 
 
Yep.  I remember one time, down along the Oregon coast.  It was quite a ways to go, but I had 
to go down to get somebody that had their face hurt some way or other, I guess.  When I got 
óem, I had a medical orderly with me, regular army.  And every half-hour, I think it was, he had to 
put some medical drops in this fellow's eyes.  And the ambulance had no siren.  On the way 
back somebody tried to play games with me coming up the winding road.  The longer it took, the 
more often I had to stop.  So this orderly said, ñGet back to Vancouver as fast as you can.ò 
 And this one fella, every time I tried to pass him, he would speed up, and then heôd slow 
down.  This orderly said, ñWe must get going.ò  Because the other driver was kind of poking 
along, until there was a passing place, then heôd speed up.  And I think it was deliberate.  Thatôs 
the way it seemed.   
 So finally I said, ñWell you are going to verify what I did.  Iôm gonna pass this fellow.ò  We 
had kind of a long curve -- and he started speeding up.  And I finally picked a spot where it was 
wide, level ground, and actually I run him off the road.  I looked in the rearview mirror as I went 
by and, he was still upright and everything off the road.  He had gone in the ditch.  And when I 
got back I had to get before one of the higher officers and explain what happened.  And the 
medical orderly verified that I had to do something like that to get going.  This orderly had a 
high, shrill voice, and he even rolled down the window and made a sound like a siren, really 
screamed.  Didnôt do any good [chuckles]. 
 é.It seemed like every forest fire somebody got hurt, some way or the other.  I donôt 
really recall very many injuries because they were pretty particular about safety of the men.  Oh, 
we were at some camps where [there were] mostly fellows from New Jersey and back [east], 
that had no experience at all out here.  We had to teach them how to operate the axe or 
machete or whatever we were using, and teach them to do it in a safe way.  And some of them 
were very inexperienced, so we had to have a Red Cross card, first aid card. 
 
Did you get the first aid training in the CCC? 
 
Yeah, the first one [in South Dakota]. 
 
Were there any other job duties that you had besides driving the truck, and the ambulance, and 
delivering supplies? 
 
Not at that time.  Back in South Dakota I was, guess I had experience.  My dad had got me 
started driving when I was in my middle teens.  He hauled livestock.  And when the market was 
good, and he was driving pretty near day and night, heôd take me with him to Sioux City, Iowa.  
And Iôd drive. 
 
How long would it take you to get out to, say, Camp Hemlock?  What was the truckôs speed like, 
and what were the roads like? 
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Well, as fast as the road would allow.  I donôt remember just how long it takes.  I know that when 
we left here we had to get right to the camp.  No side trips or anything.  When we had to, if we 
did stop, weôd have to give them a reason.  That happened very seldom. 
 
About how fast would one of those semi-trucks go? 
 
Oh, it would probably go sixties [60 mph], that way. 
 
So you had one of the newer ones.25 
  
It was Chevrolet vehicles. 
 
Do you recall if you got gas on post at Vancouver?  Is that where you would get gassed up, at 
the motor pool? 
 
Yeah, we had our own gas pumps and everything.  One of the rules [was] that every time the 
driver come in, to clean up the truck, clean it up and gas it up, ready for an emergency if we had 
to go someplace.  
 
So it was a truck like that [looking at photos of trucks in South Dakota], with the fairly open end? 
 
Yeah, I think, about 1937 trucks. 
 
1937.  So at that timeé  the trucks you had in Vancouver were new, werenôt they?   
 
They were all new.  This is a new 1934. 
 
1934.  Did you also haul new enrollees to camp?  Did you take people to camp? 
 
The only time I would actually haul people was Saturday night, going to town [in] the regular 
army truck. 
 
So youôd go out to a camp on Saturday night and take them into town? 
 
I would do that because Iôd get a free movie pass if I did that. 
 
Oh.  Where was the free movie? 
 
Well, any theater we were around.  Theyôd give the driver a free movie pass. 
 
Can you ever remember going into the Gifford Pinchot [National Forest]?  To Camp Hemlock or 
Camp Cispus or Beacon Rock, any of those places? 
 
I hauled stuff to all of those camps.  Every evening Iôd get the orders [for] what Iôd do the next 
day, which camp I was gonna go.  Because we had to take care of loading and unloading 
ourselves.   
 

                                                      
25

 Vancouver Barracks received fifty-five ñnice, shiny new O.D. trucksò on June 3, 1933.  According to Captain 
Frederic Fain Wolfer, who was in charge of the motor pool, camps were assigned new trucks and ñEating was no 
longer a matter of corned beef, canned tomatoes and hard bread.ò  Official Annual (1938: 35). 
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All by yourself -- just you? 
 
Well, in the warehouse.   
 
So the hauling of the CCC boys took place in the smaller, regular army trucks? 
 
Yeah, regular army trucks.  I donôt know whether thatôs what weôd drive.  We had two of those. 
This is a good friend of mine with me [looking at photos].  And that was a truck I drove too. 
 
Looks almost like a covered wagon from the back there.   
 
é. Wood hoops around there, and then the canvas covered it. 
 
And what year would that be?  Would that be a 1934? 
 
Yeah, that would be a ô34, ô35, something like that, I think. . . . And hereôs the truck I usually 
drove [at Mystic Camp in South Dakota], ton-and-a-half truck with a fella helping. 
 
And the ones you drove in Vancouver were like that, though. 
 
Yes, they were like that.  They had about five trucks like that, but it was army trucks.  They had 
them like this.  I think there was four or five of them. 
 
Four or five of the ones that look like covered wagons? 
 
Army trucks, just like this.  And then two semi-trucks.  And I had a picture of that too, the big 
one. 
 
So, if you went to a camp on Saturday night, that was your choice?  It wasnôt something you 
were ordered to do? 
 
[We went ] to the nearest town.  Depends on where the camp was located.  They usually had 
one or two truckloads that went into the town.   
 
Into the town that was near the camp? 
 
Nearest.  Yeah, they wouldnôt be very far away. 
 
Did they ever come into Vancouver for the weekend? 
 
Yep, some of them.  They did out there at Hemlock, they did. 
 
And would they stay at the barracks where you were when they did that? 
 
Well, theyôd go in just Saturday night, and then Iôd have to take them back to camp. 
 
Oh, on Saturday night? 
 
Sometimes it was kind of late, but they let them have that. 
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Did you also go to the side camps?  You know how they had Camp Beacon Rock and Camp 
Hemlock, and then they had other camps that were further out, did you go to those?   
 
I was stationed at one in South Dakota, thatôs all.  They were kind of a branch of the main camp.  
And thereôd usually be two trucks and a couple dozen fellows working there.  And theyôd have a 
cook.  I think thatôs all they had to take care of the kitchen stuff.  And we were under the control 
of the Forest Service then because they werenôt a main camp.  The main camp would do the 
inspection.  Thatôs when I chauffeured some army officers around to all the camps, to be sure it 
was in really healthful conditions. 
  
Did you ever have an accident while you were out driving for the CCC? 
 
No.  [looking at photos] This is a typical office in the CCC camp.   
 
Made of wood, and the U.S. Forest Service insignia there.   
 
Yeah, and the army office on the other half of it.  
 
When they brought trainloads of CCC boys in from other places, do you know what happened 
next?  They would usually come into Portland, wouldnôt they? 
 
Yeah. 
 
And then who would pick them up and bring them to the Barracks? 
 
Well, the trucks down here at the Fort [Vancouver Barracks] would bring them up, and then take 
them out to different camps, wherever they were short-handed or something.  I knew of very few 
fellows that ñwent over the hill.ò  They just couldnôt take it. 
 
What would make them ñgo over the hill?ò 
 
Hard work, mostly.  See, some of the fellows working were inner city.  Theyôd never worked.  At 
one time, I was hauling the fellows out, and we went by a sheep pasture.  And all of the sudden 
the guy right behind me started yelling, and I slammed on the brakes to see what the problem 
was.  And he pointed out the window.  There was a bunch of sheep out in the pasture.  
 He said, ñLook at the sheep!  Look at the sheep!ò  [laughs] 
 
Heôd never seen sheep before?   
 
Not a live one. So that was an example of what it was like.   
 
Can you tell me anything about medical or dental services that were available at the Barracks? 
 
Well, we had a doctor, who was usually a lieutenant.  And when theyôd see anything serious, 
theyôd take them up here to the army hospital, and Fort Vancouver [Barracks].  Minor injuries, 
theyôd have -- part of one building in camps to take care of them. Because we had a medical 
orderly they call it, in camp. 
 
So the doctor was in Vancouver, but the medical orderly was at the camp? 
 
Oh, we had doctors at each camp too.  And I think that they were army too.   
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What kinds of social activities? 
 
About all we could afford [was] to go to the movies. 
   
Did you go to the Kiggins Theater much? 
 
Down to Kiggins, yeah.  And Iôd go over to a roller rink in Portland, roller-skating.  The only 
activities we had was to go to the movie, or go down roller skating, and some fellows [would] go 
to the dance.  Itôs hard to believe maybe, that I was very shy in those days.  I wouldnôt talk to a 
girl. 
 
So you wouldnôt go to the dances? 
 
No, I didnôt know how.  
 
Do you know where they were held?  The dances? 
 
There was some ballroom downtown, It seemed like it was just on the west side -- there was 
some ballroom there that theyôd go to in Portland, I should say. 
 
Oh, in Portland? 
 
Yeah.  You see you could walk across the Interstate Bridge26 then.  They had a streetcar at the 
south end of the bridge.  So weôd get on the streetcar [and] go downtown Portland.   
 
Was it the Crystal Ballroom? 
 
That sounds kind of familiar, all right.  It probably was.  But I really wasnôt interested in that, I 
just wanted to go roller-skating.  One of the fellows with me, sometime[s] weôd go down roller-
skating. 
 
And where was the roller skating rink?  Was it Oaks Park? 
 
Well, it was on the west side of downtown Portland.  I think just south of the business area. 
 
You told me earlier that the people took pretty kindly to the CCC boys in Vancouver. 
 
Yeahé.  I was always treated pretty nice.  Usually [a] couple fellows [would be] invited to visit a 
home, have a dinner, have a meal, here in Vancouver.   
 
Where did you get invited?  How would you get to know people? 
 
Well, I think it was just someone would come there to the camp, at the office and say, "How 
about some fellows come to our dinner?"  I donôt remember just exactly how we'd get invited, 
but it was usually just two boys that were invited.  I donôt know whether there were names 
mentioned.   

                                                      
26

 The Interstate Bridge between Vancouver and Portland was constructed in 1917.  Prior to the construction of 
Interstate 5 in 1964, first streetcars and then Denver Avenue in North Portland provided the main thoroughfare from 
Vancouver to downtown Portland. 
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So what kind of food did you have on post in Vancouver?  What was the food like? 
 
Oh, meat and potatoes and peas and stuff like that.  It was well-balanced, it wasnôt exactly like I 
sing in that song27 [laughs]. 
 
I was going to ask you if you know what "canned willie" is?  
 
I have heard that expression too and it usually [meant] corned beef in a can.  I think thatôs what 
they're talking about. 
 
Can you tell me if your experience in the CCC made a difference in your future?   
 
Well, I suppose it did. The experience that I got driving truck in the CCôs, even operating a 
tractor sometimes or a dozer or building a road.  They usually would only allow the ones that 
had previous experience on a dozer, but because I had operated farm tractors and I had done 
that.   
 The main thing was to get a job.  Get something to eat.  I had been hungry.  I mean I 
have been really hungry, so I understand what a person feels like.  When youôre really hungry 
ainôt nothing else matters -- get a job or something. A lot of times I worked [a] job all day to get 
meals.  Thatôs back in South Dakota.  There were two farmers that had two small children, 
pretty large farm, and I would work once in a while to get a good meal.  Be that much less to 
take away from the family. 
   
Was there anything that was difficult for you about the CCC? 
 
I donôt think so.  Because I had been in the Depression for awhile, and usually I got any job I 
could get, and Iôm always a positive personality.  Sometimes you have to have a positive 
personality to survive.  But even now, if someone tells me thatôs impossible, thatôs when I get 
interested.   
 
So you saw that it was difficult for some of the young men who didnôt have experience like you 
did? 
 
Yeah, when they grew up in what they called the inner city.  Some of them hadnôt even seen a 
lawn, any grass growing.  And so I was kind of in sympathy with them.  And there were a lot of 
them that couldnôt read or write.  And I made a regular tour of all the camps -- and when they 
got letters, theyôd save them ótil I got there.  Then Iôd be sitting in the recreation hall reading the 
letters to them that their parents had had somebody else write for them.  Then theyôd dictate 
letters to me.  Iôd write, address them and everything, and send back to the folks.  So 
sometimes mail would be two, three weeks old, but they had that waiting for me to come there.  
 
And then you would write a letter for them. 
 
Yeah. 
 
To send back?  And [did] you [do] that at all the different camps, or only certain camps? 
 

                                                      
27

  Mr. Aust is referring to a song that he wrote while driving a truck in the CCC [see page 43 for lyrics]. 
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Well, it was mostly on the Southern boys and back east.  Fellows that had grown up in the 
Middle West or even out in the West here, theyôre, I donôt know, better educated or what, but it 
seemed like the fellows in the Southern states and the East, New Jersey and New York area, 
they had help.  And I donôt remember how many camps there were that.é because some of the 
camps had fellows [all] from one part of the country.  They never mixed from the southern states 
and New York or New Jersey onesé.  I think that they probably realized that it just wouldnôt 
work. 
 
Did you drive to all twenty-seven camps?  I think there were twenty-seven camps between 1936 
and 1938. 
 
Well I never counted them.  I donôt know -- it was all the camps under the jurisdiction of General 
Marshall when he was there....  And Iôve tried to locate some of the camps since then, but the 
buildings are all torn down and the trees are growing up and everything.é  Theyôve changed 
the location of the roads and everything [referring to Mystic Camp in South Dakota, although the 
same is true on the Gifford Pinchot [National Forest].  I think that the best thing ever happened, 
though, was the Civilian Conservation Corps that President Franklin Roosevelt [started].  
 
Why do you think itôs the best thing that ever happened? 
 
For a lot of these fellows, they never worked before, and they didnôt know how to do anything.  
They had to be taught just about every little thing, and it seemed like when they did get 
discharged and go home they were more confident, I think.  They figured if they could handle 
that they could handle anything.  We had certain sanitation rules they had to follow, showers 
and everything, and we had dress inspection sometimes.  Stand in line like it was the army. 
They had physical inspections every once in awhile.   
 
Did you have to do physical training?  
 
Well, we got that on the job [laughs]. 
 
You got that on the job.  Being part of the motor pool and stationed at Vancouver Barracks you 
didnôt have to run PT like the soldiers did? 
 
I didnôt have a soldier's job, it was driving mostly... 
 
Did you get up with reveille every morning? 
 
Yeah, yeah -- same fellow that was timekeeper in the office, he knew how to blow a trumpet.  
So heôd get out there, 'course he had to get up earlier all the time.  He had to get out, towards 
the Barracks and blast that trumpet. 
 
What did your clothes look like? 
 
Well working clothes, denim shirt, denim pants.  When we went anyplace socially, I think I had 
to use khaki pants.  [The] army accepted no insignia on it.   
 
Did you have a CCC cap? 
 
Yeah, regular army cap.  Yeah, dressed up, anybody seen us would think we were in the army. 
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And thatôs why they would ask you if you were in the army or the CCC? 
 
Yeah, hereôs something [that] happened.  I donôt know what it was that people in Vancouver 
[had] against army fellows.  Maybe they just figured if theyôre in there thatôs all they are capable 
of -- or something, I donôt know.  They realized they had known enough about the Civilian 
Conservation Corps, that they treated us real decent.  
 
Now, you mentioned to me, and you mentioned on the Marshall Memories tape [that you acted 
as chauffeur for Mrs. George C. Marshall].  I asked you if you did that sort of thing very often?  
 
She had another chauffeur.  She wanted to go downtown Portland, oh for two or three, four 
hours.  And that wasnôt my job to start with.  She had another fellow do that.  And one day, I had 
been there for oh, a number of weeks, and the truck dispatcher -- he was in charge of the trucks 
-- told me to get my uniform on, go up and pick up Mrs. Marshall.28  And I thought, Oh-oh, okay, 
Iôll do it...  And when I went up there -- all I knew of them is the General -- because he was 
promoted afterwards -- he would be sitting in there reading the paper or something sometimes, 
and he said, ñThe wife will be right down.ò   
 And pretty soon sheôd come down the stairway, and the first time anyways I went out 
and opened the back door of the car, and she said, ñNo, Iôll ride in the front.ò  And I thought, 
ñWell, okay, sheôs different.ò   
 Like I said, I was kind of shy in those days, and went downtown Portland and we hadnôt 
gone very far and she asked me two or three different questions, and I said, ñYes, maôam, no, 
maôam.ò   
 She reached over and tweaked my ear and she said, ñI wonôt bite.ò  [laughs]  And the 
next time she called and asked for me.   
 Well, this other driver was there.  He drove one of the small trucks, usually.  And he said, 
ñWait a minute, that was my job.ò  
  ñOh the truck dispatcher said she asked for me, asked for Carroll.ò  
  So he came to me and said, ñHow come youôre driving for her?ò 
 ñI donôt know, just taking orders.ò  She had asked for me.  I can't understand it 'cause he 
had a completely different personality.  He was kind of a loudmouth type.  And a lot of joking 
and so on, which I wasnôt really.  So after that, I lost track of [the] number of times anyway, and 
they told me that sometimes when I was out driving, that she asked for me and if I wasnôt there 
she just wouldnôt go.  So I thought that that was pretty nice. 
 
So you would just do it when you were available? 
 
Yeah, when I was driving -- we had two big semiôs there -- I was driving one of them and 
sometimes I wasnôt available.  I would be driving something else, or Iôd be working in the shop.  
They put me in charge of the trucks pretty soon, so I could pick out the drivers and whatever. 
 
Were you a mechanic too?  
 
Yeah, I was a mechanic.  My father and his two brothers had a garage back in South Dakota 
and thatôs where Iôd learn[ed] mechanics pretty well.  And I was an apprentice mechanic for 
International Harvester in Sioux Falls for a while, so I understood pretty well.  My dad was really 
a mechanic and his two brothers that were first class mechanics taught me a lot.  
 

                                                      
28

 George C. Marshall met Catherine Boyce Tucker Brown, a widow with three children, in 1930 and the two married 
within weeks. 
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What prompted you to compose your song?  The song that you wrote about the CCC?  When 
did you write that? 
 
[Helen Aust] He was a singing truck driver. 
 
He was a singing truck driver.  You didnôt tell me that. 
 
I knew so many songs that Iôd sing kind of to drown out the truck motor.  My dad played 
harmonica, and my mother played the organ.  She sang too, for different groups.  What they call 
Ladies Aid School or something like that.  So I had a sense of rhythm.  I made up all the songs 
as I went along.  Helen said, ñThatôs not the right word.ò 
 Well, I was using the tune [laughs].  But I like good music.  And now, I have a mandolin 
in there, I plunk away different tunes.  But, somebody [said] one day that this is something to 
write home about, and I thought well, Iôm gonna write a song.  And the last verse was after I got 
here.  From the time I left South Dakota, I had a feeling there should be one more verse, finally 
put it together. 
 
And what was that last verse?  Do you remember it? 
 
[singing] Sometime my nephew, sure, letôs get together again. 
    Tell what weôve been doing and where we have been. 
    Some friends we will miss them, donôt know where they are. 
    Letôs all keep in touch boys, though we wander afar. 
 
That was after you wandered afar, wasnôt it? 
 
And it was.  Some of the fellows I really got close to.  You know, really friends... like in the army 
you have some friends, they really stick together.  Well, we had some older fellows than I, in the 
CCs.  I think twenty-four years was the limit to age they could be in, and I know there was a 
couple there that they were my mentor[s].  I figured if I can grow up and be a nice guy like 
thaté.  And there was the fellows that tried to have a sense of humor, but they were hard 
workers.   
 
Did you stay in contact with any of them? 
 
No.  See, we come out here from South Dakota and, there was two or three fellows stationed 
down here, that I see sometimes.  Buté.  
 
You still see Paul, and Lorraine. 
 
Yeah.  One of the fellows there, Paul Dix, he was [in] the office.  I see him once in a while. 
 
In the army or the CCC? 
 
In the CCC. 
 
Was the CCC office separate?  Was there an office building that was separate from the army 
buildings?   
 
No, it seemed that in pretty near every case, there was one building and then they were 
separated by a wall there; and the Forest Service had one half and the army had the other half. 
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Like the picture you showed me. 
 
Yeah.  See the Forest Service didnôt have a very big office there that I knew of in Vancouver.  
We used army trucks to haul the fellows out to camp for a while, but then the Forest Service got 
their own trucks.  So weekends [were] the only time the army truck was used to haul supplies 
and stuff to the headquarters down there.  Or pick up men at the depot that were going to the 
CCs.  But if you were going out in the woods, they used Forest Service trucks.  They had a 
symbol on the door -- big shield -- U.S. Forest Service. 
 
What were the road conditions like? 
 
Well, the roads they had were pretty primitive.  Had, a lot of time with low gear.  They [the 
construction people] punched a road through, and I had part of that job too sometimes.  Even 
out here when I got working for Bonneville Power, they had to make some kind of a road to get 
into every structure.  
 
Is there anything else that you would like to add about being in the CCC?  Anything youôd like to 
say? 
 
The skills that I developed in the CCCs actually, was what got me the job with Bonneville 
Power.  And the opportunities I had with Bonneville, too.  I became a journeyman electrician.  A 
journeyman.  Journeyman means that you're able to do any kind of electrical work.  I went 
through that three-year [apprenticeship] course in two years.  And I ended up in the last three 
years as the top-level foreman.  And, when I think back about when I was driving truck back in 
South Dakota, I'd never in my wildest dreams believe that I could accomplish that.  I happened 
to be lucky each time [there were promotions] because of having a positive attitude, maybe 
that's kind of what helped get the job done. 
 
Is there anything negative that you have to say about the CCC? 
 
No, I really can't.  Some people could probably think about some of the negatives, but like I say, 
I'm a positive person and I tend to look at the positive side and ignore the rest of it.   
 
So for you it was a positive experience.  Well, I think that's about it.  Unless there's anything 
else that you want to say. 
 
No, I appreciate you coming over. 
 
Oh, well thank you!  I enjoyed talking to you.   
 
[End of Interview]   
 
 
Transcribed by Angela Redinger, March 2001 
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Carroll Austõs CCC Truck Driving Song 

 

Come all you young fellows, 

 and Iõll sing you a song, 

Of life in the CCs, 

 where Iõve been so long. 

Way out in the jack pines, 

 where life is so drearõ, 

Where only a few months, 

 Seem just like a year. 

They call you all out boys, 

 And put you in line, 

If you donõt feel like working, 

 Itõs a three dollar fine. 

You get five a month, 

 To meet all your needs, 

The girlfriends all leave you, 

 ôcause you canõt buy them feeds. 

Sometime in the future, 

 Letõs get together again, 

Tell what we been doing, 

 And where we have been. 

Some friends we will miss them, 

 Donõt know where they are, 

Letõs all keep in touch boys, 

 Though we wander afar. 

http://www.pearsonairmuseum.org/
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Wesley Betts, above, at Twin Buttes CCC Camp (F-38), and view, below), of Rock Creek CCC 
Camp (F-55), near Stevenson, Washington in 1935.  The photographs are from the personal 
collection of Mr. Betts.  
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Wesley Betts       Co. 945  (1933 -1938)  
 

Narrator:  Wesley Betts  
Interviewer:  Stacie Clough, Capstone student, Portland State University 
Date:   April 30, 2002 
Place:  Gifford Pinchot National Forest Headquarters, Vancouver, Washington 
 
Introduction: 
 Wesley A. Betts was born on March 4, 1914 in Pleasant Valley, north of Vancouver, 
Washington.  His father was a carpenter through the Depression and he and his siblings picked 
berries to supplement the familyôs income.  After graduating high school, Wes joined the CCC in 
order to help his family.  He enrolled in Company 945, which went to the Rock Creek, 
Goldendale, Twin Buttes, and Sunset Falls camps.  He started out as a regular worker doing 
jobs such as planting trees, crushing rock and building roads.  It wasnôt until somebody found 
out that Wes could type that he became the Clerk for Company 945.  After leaving the CCC and 
working in Alaska, Wes returned to Vancouver and became a civilian employee of the CCC for a 
number of years.  He continued to live in Vancouver where he married and raised a family.   
 
 
How did your family end up in Vancouver? 
 
Well, my ancestors were pioneers.  My grandfather on my dadôs side had seventy-five acres in 
what we call Pleasant Valley.  He bought another seventy-five acres for a hundred and ninety 
dollars and the deed was signed by Ulysses S. Grant.  It was Washington Territory at that time 
and apparently the commanding general of that district had to sign it.  My son here has a copy 
of it if anyone doubts it [laughs].  Anyway, their kids were raised out there.  My dad had three 
other brothers, they were all farmers.  My dad was a carpenter.  Times were very rough during 
the CCC days and President Roosevelt wanted to get the kids off the streets so they had the 
WPA and things like the CCCôs.  We got thirty dollars a month, and I think twenty-five of that 
was sent home as I recall.  Then there was another category, the second level was thirty-six 
[dollars] a month.  Thatôs what I was eventually as a company clerk, I was getting thirty-six 
[dollars] a month.   
 
And when was that that you were getting thirty-six [dollars] a month? 
 
It would have been about in probably 1936, something like that.  I did a lot of things like falling 
snags and setting chokers in mud up to my knees behind a Cat.  Somebody discovered that I 
was a typist so they wondered if I wanted to be a company clerk.  Thatôs when I moved in there.  
Then my rate went up to thirty-six [dollars] a month. 
 
When your rate went up to thirty-six did you still get five dollars and your family got twenty-five? 
 
No, as I recall I think we got five [dollars] or something like that.  I am not sure of that.  I donôt 
recall now. 
 
So when a boy in the CCC got a raise, that money didnôt necessarily go to the boy? 
 
No, the money went to his folks.  In some cases they saved the money and gave the money 
back if the family was able to, and so forth.   
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What did your family do? 
 
My dad was a carpenter and his work was always intermittent, so I think they gave me a little bit 
when I got out.  I donôt recall now what it was. 
 
Youôve talked a little bit about the Great Depression, but can you tell me about the Great 
Depression and how it affected your family in a little bit more detail? 
 
Well, when we got out of high school -- I graduated in ô33 -- and most of us never had jobs when 
we got out.  Employment was poor in those days, so you almost had to do anything you could 
do and we did things like picking prunes and strawberry and berries and potatoes and anything 
we could do, and thatôs what we used to buy our clothes with.  Each kid had to do that to have 
school clothes. 
 
So when you were picking the berries where did you do that? 
 
At different farms -- Fruit Valley and, just wherever they had berry farms, around Vancouver. 
 
And would that be before or after school? 
 
It would usually be in the summer time when school was out.  We usually earned our money in 
the school vacation.  Our parents a lot of times werenôt able to buy everything we needed so it 
was everybody doing their own thing. 
 
I am going to move on a little bit more to the CCC.  When did you join the CCC? 
 
It would have been about June 1933.  Because I graduated in ó33 and it was right after that. 
 
Do you recall the first time you heard of the CCC? 
 
No, I donôt remember how I knew about it.  Unless I could have heard about it from someone 
else.  There were articles, of course, in the paper and this sort of thing.  Vancouver Barracks 
newspaper was published once a month and one time I was editor of it.  I worked for a major 
there and weôd go over to the printing office and set up type sometimes for some of the articles.  
I had two years of printing in high school and never used it before. 
 
When was this when you were doing this? 
 
It would be when I went to work in about ô37, oh letôs see, ó36 maybe, possibly ó36. 
 
Okay great. How did you feel about having to leave your family to go into the CCC? 
 
It really didnôt bother me because we usually had weekend passes where we could come home.  
It didnôt really bother me that much. 
 
Were any of your friends or family in the CCC? 
 
My brother was.  He was in Company 944, which was at [Camp] Hemlock near Carson.  Heôs 
deceased now. 
 
Where were you inducted? 
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I was inducted in Vancouver Barracks.  Then I was sent out to the camps.  We had, maybe 
thirty-five camps around the Northwest and they just assigned us to a company.  I was in 945 all 
the time I was what they called an enrollee.  And then later the civilians at Vancouver Barracks 
were what they called temporary indefinite, which meant the government could hire you as long 
as they needed you. 
 
Can you explain what the induction process was like? 
 
Each employee had a personnel file and in that it had, of course, their name and all their family 
data.  They would also have who to call in an emergency and also they had a medical exam.  In 
fact I was a company clerk for about three years, so we kept the records and made the payroll 
for these kids to see they got paid and all that. 
 
What were the medical examinations you had to go through? 
 
They had a regular medical army doctor that examined us.  Of course they checked your blood 
pressure and your heartbeat and stuff like that.  
 
And do you remember, did everyone have to go through that? 
 
Everyone.  Everyone had to go through that. 
 
And was there one doctor assigned to each company or was there one doctor for the whole 
CCC? 
 
No, each company had a separate medical doctor.  Each company had an education advisor 
and a doctor and usually either two or three army officers. 
 
What was the very first camp that you went to? 
 
Sunset Falls.  Thatôs in Yacolt. I might mention that my daughter drove me out there a couple 
months ago.  I hadnôt been there since I left.  At that time in ó33 the roads were crushed rock 
and bumpy.  The rubber tires were all cut from this crushed rock.  She took me out and now itôs 
all paved and thereôs beautiful homes and cabins along the river.  I got out to the end of the road 
and they had a camp there where there was a five-dollar day use permit.  We had to pay five 
just to park there.  You couldnôt go down to look at the steelhead in the falls because it would 
disturb them.  I couldnôt even recognize the place because when we were there, it was all 
snags.  Everything was burnt.  Now itôs all green and in this park I noticed there was trees there 
that were two-and-a-half feet in diameter.  I wondered if those were the ones that I helped plant.  
We planted twenty five thousand of them when I was out there all over the hills.  Now itôs all 
green out there.  Itôs not like it used to be, itôs very nice. 
 
What was the transportation? 
 
Well they had just army trucks.  Typical army trucks is what we rode back and forth in, dust and 
all.   
Dust and all, explain that, was it dusty? 
 
Well, the road in the summer dries out and you get all that dust and youôre just all full of dirt 
when you get wherever you are going. 
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What was your first day like in the CCC? 
 
Well, I donôt remember.  Of course we were kind of used to working in those days and I canôt 
remember the first job I had.  I think it was falling snags.  I felled snags for about three months 
out there with a cross-cut saw.  I had a partner with us, of course, and it involved things like 
cutting a notch in the tree for your springboard and sometimes hanging out over a cliff or the 
side of a steep hill while you were doing this.  About the hardest work I think I ever done. 
 
So you felled snags at Sunset Falls? 
 
Yeah, for about three months. 
 
Can you explain to me what you do when you fell a snag? 
 
Well, I donôt remember the years, but there was fire that went through the Gifford National 
Forest29.  These were what you call old growth trees mostly.  They had stretches and these 
snags were where all the limbs were burnt off and they were dead, of course, from the fire.  
Every so often there would be a pocket where there would be a spot from the pitch where it 
would burn into this.  Otherwise some of the trees were solid green ï no knots for maybe ten or 
fifteen feet ï very beautiful timber at one time.  What you do is cut a notch in one side of the 
tree, depending on which way you want it to fall, then you saw from the other side.  And the 
notch will usually make it fall in that direction.  Then you jump off the back when somebody says 
timber because sometimes youôll get a split or something and it might be dangerous.  And thatôs 
about all there is to it. 
 
And you said that it was the hardest work -- 
 
é. that Iôve ever done.  Running the cross-cut saw.  Thereôs another partner on the other end 
and these saws are six or seven feet long, I guess, and you had to saw through those.  And 
sometimes youôd find snags that had a pocket of pitch in the middle and youôd use kerosene on 
the saw to overcome that. 
 
Explain that.  Youôd put kerosene on the saw? 
 
On the saw, because that sort of neutralized the pitch. 
 
And that made it easier? 
 
Made it easier, yeah. 
 
Do you remember what your first impressions were from Sunset Falls? 
 
Oh my gosh.  It was hard work.  Everybody worked and the foremen were all Forest Service 
people, old timers usually, that had worked in the woods for years. And so they knew what to do 
and we didnôt do everything on our own.  We had supervisors, forest men, that were old timers 
and they knew exactly what to watch for.  If you had a job that they used to call a ñwidow makerò 
-- those that they split and one part flops in that air and comes down on you, they knew how to 
avoid that.  So, they were very beneficial as far as our work was concerned. 

                                                      
29

  Mr. Betts is referring to the Yacolt Fire of 1902, the largest recorded wildfire in Washington state history.  



 53 

 
I am going to get to some of the other work that you did at Sunset Falls, but you remember how 
the camp was laid out? 
 
Usually it was kind of like [army style] you might say.  If youôve been to Vancouver Barracks. 
they had a parade ground there.  But these buildings were closer to the middle.  When theyôd 
had reveille in the morning, everybody got out there and they took roll call to make sure 
everybody was there.  They had a courtyard between the buildings and thatôs about all I could 
tell you about it.  The buildings werenôt too far apart, they were grouped together more or less. 
 
And did you have tents or barracks? 
 
We had barracks usually. Then, at Twin Buttes, which is up near Mt Adams -- you had to go up 
there in summer because of the snow -- they would have tent camps where theyôd have tents 
really for the roof.  And the side, as I recall, was some kind of wood, but the top was a tent.  And 
of course, they had some buildings that were more permanent that they used for the shops, and 
things like that were regular buildings.  I understand those have all been torn down.  I havenôt 
been up there, but a fella that I know in Lyle has been through there and said theyôre all torn 
down. 
 
Explain what the process was like for meal time at Sunset Falls. 
 
Well they usually had a bugler that blew the mess call and everybody went and did their things. 
Thatôs about all there was to it.  Or they sometimes had a thing like a triangular gong that theyôd 
bang on it with an iron.  Usually young fellas are always hungry so they were aware of things 
like that. 
 
And, what did you do when the bell was rung? 
 
Well youôd just go in the mess hall and usually you had a place where you were assigned you 
know, a regular table.  I remember they had one fella at one place there where he ate like a 
hog.  He came to eat one time and they had a little pig trough set in front:  ñHey, I canôt eat out 
of this.ò 
 
What kind of food did you guys have? 
 
Well, Iôd say it was just standard army chow.  In the morning theyôd have scrambled eggs and 
maybe bacon and they had box cereal, this dry chaff, and sometimes oatmeal.  Just the same 
as theyôd feed you in the army.  Most of the cooks were ex-army cooks that were there. 
 
As far as waste, where did you guys put your waste products at Sunset Falls? 
 
Well, they had garbage cans in the back of the cook shack and I think that trucks hauled them 
out into dumps where they dumped them.  I donôt know if they buried them or not.  But I 
remember a bear used to come and tip these cans over and help himself.  They finally shot the 
bear and the cook cooked the bear and we ate it.  It wasnôt too bad, a little bit like beef I thought. 
 
I am going to talk a little bit more about the work that you did at Sunset Falls that we talked 
about before the interview.  Letôs talk about setting chokes.  Could you describe what this job is 
like? 
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Yeah, when they were building roads they had to fall trees a lot of times to make room for the 
road.  So theyôd fall these trees and then theyôd have Caterpillars [tractors].  The choke setter 
was the guy that took a steel cable and hooked it in under the end of the tree, and the Cat drug 
this tree out some place.  The mud in places, at times, was up to your knees almost, and it was 
always kind of a mess getting cleaned up.  I did that for a while, two or three weeks while I was 
at Sunset. 
 
This is believed to be one of the most dangerous jobs. Did you feel in danger when you were 
doing it? 
 
Well, they are kind of dangerous if you donôt know what you are doing and if you are not careful. 
 
Did you ever witness any accidents? 
 
No, I never saw anyone get hurt with that. Itôs not quite like logging timber or anything like that 
where they have these high lines.  Usually theyôd just drag these out along the road, you know, 
to get them out wherever they took them. 
 
How did you get trained for this job? 
 
Well you really donôt have to know anything much because the supervisors will tell you how to 
start and all that.  It doesnôt really take much training or anything like that.  In some cases we did 
work like clearing trails and every year trees would sometimes blow over the trail.  They have to 
keep them open for fire protection and also the road, the same thing.  So it was a maintenance 
job more or less. 
 
We talked a little bit earlier about all the trees that you guys planted.  Where did you plant the 
trees at Sunset Falls? 
 
We planted them all around the hills around the camp.  Like I said, at that time these snags that 
had fallen were just flat with the ground and you had to jump in and out amongst the trees.  We 
had what we called a hoedag.  It was actually like a pick that had a flat blade and youôd just 
strike it in the ground and then pull up the handle and then you put in these little seedlings that 
were about eight or ten or twelve inches long, and then youôd step on it.  I think we planted them 
about eight feet apart.  We supposedly planted 25,000 of them and this friend of mine in Lyle 
thinks they have been harvested.  Iôm not sure if they have or not.  I saw trees up there, but I 
donôt know if theyôre the ones that we planted.  I think theyôd probably harvest them in fifty years 
or something like that.  
 
Can you describe to me a normal day, from the time you woke up to the time you went to bed at 
Sunset Falls? 
 
As I remember, every morning they had reveille, which meant the bugle blew and you had to get 
out and they took roll call to make sure everybody was there.  I donôt think we had exercise. And 
then we would go get washed up for breakfast.  I think breakfast was about six o clock and then 
after that you had just so long to get yourself dressed in whatever you were going to wear.  
Then youôd usually go out and get in the truck and theyôd ride off someplace to some project 
that they were working on. The projects were done by the Forest Service and the army part of it 
had more to do with the discipline and looking out after everyoneôs interests.   Making sure 
people didnôt go AWOL. 
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What did the army do for discipline? 
 
If someone got into mischief they would usually give them KP duty where theyôd work in the 
kitchen peeling spuds and doing all the dirty work.  Cleaning the latrines, things like that for a 
period of time.  If it was real bad, of course, theyôd probably end up in jail and the captain would 
have to go and get him outé. 
 
Can you explain any of those instances? 
 
I remember one time we were at Rock Creek [Camp].  They used to have dances there on 
Saturday night at the grange hall and a couple of guys got in some kind of a fuss.  One guy 
said, ñAll 945 out.ò  There was some guy there that had a gun he pulled this pistol out and said, 
ñIôve got a 945.  Who wants it?ò  Nobody said a word.  They all settled down and it was just like 
normal. 
 
Who was that that pulled out [the gun]? 
 
I donôt know, I donôt know now if it could have been the sheriff or who it was, but somebody did.  
He said,  ñIôve got a 45.  Who wants it?ò 
 
And that wasnôt somebody in the CCC.  It was somebody outside of the CCC? 
 
No, the guy with the gun wasnôt in the CCC.  The ones that caused the fuss were the CCC guys.  
Of course they can restrict them, not give them a pass if they act up.  They could keep you from 
going out.  It was kind of like the army because the officers in there didnôt take any nonsense.  If 
people goofed off, they really cracked down on them.  
 
When you talked about AWOL, what happened if you did that? 
 
They would discharge you eventually.  Youôd get a dishonorable discharge, which didnôt mean 
too much I guess.  Theyôve had some that did leave but not many.  It was your bread and butter 
really.        
 
Back to the normal day at Sunset Falls.  We talked about leaving for work.  What happened at 
night when you came home from work. 
 
Well, when you came home there were certain days when you had to scrub the floors with a 
mop and water and clean the boards and the floor.  Then you had a certain amount of time to 
get ready for dinner and usually it involved washing up because youôd nearly always be dirty or 
sweaty or whatever and you might want to take a shower or something like that. Then dinner at 
night and after that you were all free until the morning.   
 
Iôm going to move on to Twin Buttes.  How did you travel from Sunset Falls to Twin Buttes? 
 
Well, Twin Buttes was near Mt Adams.  If you were at Sunset Falls you probably would have to 
go back and go some other way because at the end of this road at Sunset Falls you run into 
Skamania County.  Your best way to get to Twin Buttes is to go to White Salmon and go north.  
Itôs about fifty miles, first is Peterson Prairie, which is about twenty-five miles.  That used to be a 
headquarters for the packhorses that would carry supplies up to the men on the lookouts. You 
know, in the summer and things like that.  Itôs very pretty up in that area.  Then at Twin Buttes it 
used to be that you could look north and see all the way to Mt. Rainier on a good day.  Beautiful 
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country but the road wanders around.  At that time there was almost just a single road.  There 
were a few campgrounds in there but the mosquitoes were just horrendous in there, terribleé. 
 
What did you have to do to Sunset Falls in order to leave it, the prep work? 
 
Well, they just transferred up to Rock Creek and I donôt know if they actually ran out of work 
there.  There was probably more work they could do like planting more trees and stuff.  But I 
guess they had other stuff they wanted to do at Rock Creek.  At Rock Creek I worked on rock 
crusher for some time, maybe three months.  What they did was they blasted rock and then 
after it was blasted they took a sledge and you had to make small ones out of the big ones so 
they would go in the rock crusher. It was very dangerous work.  At that time we didnôt even have 
safety goggles.  I donôt know if no one thought about them or what, but weôd just squint and 
hope that it wouldnôt put our eyes outé. 
 
You said that you didnôt use goggles but was there any precautions that the CCC made to make 
sure that you guys were safe doing that job? 
 
When theyôd blast they would take you off where youôd be safe, but otherwise, as far as the 
breaking the rock, we never had glasses.  Nobody said anything about it.  I guess we didnôt 
know any better at that time.   
 
When you say that you blasted rock, can you explain that? 
 
They had what they call powder monkeys where they take a jackhammer and they drill in the 
rock. Then they put a dynamite charge in there. And then thatôs hooked up to caps.  Itôs set off 
electronically from a distance.  Itôs kind of dangerous work for anybody that has to do that.  I 
never did that jackhammer work actually.  Just the sledgehammer work is all I did.   
 
So the dynamite would blow the rock up? 
 
Yeah, but itôd be in big chunks.  Usually they were fairly big.  The opening for the rock crusher is 
only like, I donôt recall, but maybe itôs a couple feet square, something like that.  So we couldnôt 
put a huge rock in there.  They had to be small.  And every once in a while the rock crushing 
machinery would break down, you know.  Sometimes rocks are so hard that they are harder 
than the steel in the machine, and they would break down once in a while.  So the small rocks 
were better.  Not real small but ones that it would handleé. 
 
Can you explain the machine a little bit more to me?  You said itôs a square, you put the rock in.  
How does it crush it into smaller rocks? 
 
Well, I never actually saw the inside of it, but the rock crusher has this heavy machine, and I 
believe it was a gasoline motor that ran this, maybe diesel.  And thereôs a thing that makes a 
kind of a ówhoosh, whoosh, whooshô, like that.  And this thing, any rocks that were dropped in 
there were crushed, and they had a smaller one for the roads.  Seems like the opening was only 
a couple of feet square maybe, maybe two-by-three, something like that.  So the rocks had to 
be small enough that it wouldnôt wreck the machinery. 
 
Okay, I want to move back to Twin Buttes a little bit.  What was your initial reaction at Twin 
Buttes?  Talk a little bit about the mosquitoes. 
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Well, it was cold up there at night.  It was real cold at night.  Twin Buttes, it had a certain amount 
of mosquitoes there, but in the area as you went towards Mount Rainier, where it was a little 
lower, the mosquitoes were fierce.  I went fishing there one time and the back of my hands were 
black with mosquitoes, and it swelled up about an inch thick on the back of my hand.  I itched 
and itched for two or three days.  So they were bad in that area for some reason or another.   
 
Were you in the CCC when you went fishing?   
 
At times I think we did.  I think like on Sundays we didé.   
 
And when you had those mosquito bites, could you go see the company doctor? 
 
Well, you could, but I donôt think we paid any attention to it much.  But the fish were pretty good.  
Iôll show you one of these pictures for your own information.  Hereôs one of óem here.  See thatôs 
a nice fish.  Thatôs probably a river salmon, that one.  If you go in farther, youôll see one there.   
 
So weôre looking at a picture that has a foreman. 
 
That was my boss right there.  He was what we called the First Sergeant.  I think he got forty-
five dollars a month.   
 
What was his name? 
 
Fasel.  Willis Fasel. F-A-S-E-L.  Yeah, now hereôs what I was talking about the saws and the 
axes.  Thatôs what we had.  Springboard is a notch you cut in the tree, and then thereôs a two-
by-six, maybe about by seven feet long.  And it has a steel thing on the end of it.  It hooks into 
that notch in your stump, and you stand on it when youôre sawing.  You have to do that 
sometimes if the treeôs on a hillé.   
 
Back to Twin Buttes.  Can you explain to me if the meal time was any different than at Sunset 
Falls?   
 
No, I think they were all the same.  Really all the same. 
 
Okay.  Did the cooks move with you? 
 
Yes.  Yes, the whole company moved when we moved.  
 
Okay.  So they were part of company? 
 
Mm-hmm.   
 
And where did you guys put your waste products at this camp? 
 
I think it would be the same thing where theyôd haul it out into a dump.  Well, they probably 
didnôt bury it because there wasnôt anybody around at that time actually.  But now they are more 
conscious of those things.   
 
So do you ever remember there being a dump site on the camp? 
 
No, not on the camp.  
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Letôs talk about your work.  You said earlier that you were building roads at Twin Buttes.  Is that 
correct? 
 
Well I was a company clerk there.  When we were at Twin Buttes, I was a company clerk.  My 
job was to take care of the personnel records of our employees.  You had to make a payroll 
every month for the employees and listing all their names and that sort of thing.  Thatôs what I 
did.  Typing payroll.  Things like that. 
 
Was it at Twin Buttes at this time that you got that raise to thirty-five dollars for being company 
clerk? 
 
I think actually it was at Sunset Falls because they needed a company clerk and they noticed I 
was a typist.  So they offered me the job. 
 
How did they find out you were a typist? 
 
Of course, in our application, when you first were hired, it told what you were and what you did 
and what your education was.  I donôt recall now, but it probably had some information like 
commercial arithmetic and things like that which we took.  I imagine thatôs how they saw it 
because we didnôt have computers in those days, of course.   
 
How did you feel about being a company clerk while they were working in the woods? 
 
I liked it because that was my rest hour.   
 
We talked a little bit about the jobs that you did like company clerk and payroll.  Was there any 
time you had to do any other type of work? 
 
Well, there were reports.  Always various reports that were due on a certain date.  I donôt recall 
now what they were, but they would have been like the number of enrollees and how many of 
them were gone.  How many were discharged and how many were hired and things like that.  
There was always a lot of paper work to keep track of.   
 
Since we are talking about company clerk.  Were you a company clerk at Rock Creek? 
 
Yes, I eventually was.  I remember I was working on the rock crusher for about three months.  
Maybe it was after that I got to be company clerk.  I said Sunset Falls but I think it probably was 
there.  Itôs so long ago that I canôt really remember.   
 
So, the jobs we have talked about so far are rock crusher, a company clerk, felling snags, 
planting trees and setting chokes - - was there any other jobs that you did? 
 
I said clearing trails, didnôt I there once?  And building the roads, and setting the chokers and all 
that.  We did a certain amount of that. 
 
What was the process of building a road? 
 
Well, sometimes they had to have roads for firefighting purposes and theyôd build these roads.  
It involved falling trees to get them out of the way, or snags, whatever was there.  Then there 
had to be a drainage.  You had ditches usually on the side to keep everything from washing out.  
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Thatôs about all I recall.  Usually they were graveled by hauling gravel from some pit some 
place. 
 
What was your specific job when you were building the roads? 
 
Mostly it was that choker setter for three months and there was always a certain amount of 
shovel work here and there.  They did have machinery, they had Caterpillars and road graders 
at that sort of thing. 
 
Each day was there a possibility that you were going to be doing something different or did they 
let you know that you would have this job for two weeks? 
 
You just did whatever they told you to do.  Usually you knew what your job was.  You knew you 
were supposed to get on a truck to go out with crew so-and-so, and you never knew what they 
were going to ask you to do.  We didnôt have much problem that way. 
 
I am going to move on to Rock Creek, which was the third camp that you were at.   
 
That would be the second camp.  We were at Goldendale also.  The work in Goldendale was 
mostly revetment work and rather than the Forest Service we were under the Soil Conservation 
Service.  Their engineers built quite a few rip-rap revetments.  Now that is, certain times of the 
year theyôll have heavy rains and it will wash gullies through somebodyôs farm so they build a rip 
rap or gladice or something to keep the soil from washing off.  That was at Goldendale. 
 
What was your first impression of Goldendale? The camp. 
 
Well it was windy all the time that we were there.  Itôs hot in the summer and cold in the winter. 
 
How long did you stay at Goldendale? 
 
It seems like we were there just in the summer time.  We were there two different summers.  
Then we would move back to some other place.  In this case it would have been Rock Creek. 
 
When you went to Rock Creek, do you remember traveling into Rock Creek camp? 
 
Yes, itôs not far from the road.  You just turn off the road at Stevenson.  Iôve driven through there 
years afterwards and I couldnôt even recognize the place anymore.  The buildings are all torn 
down. 
 
Can you explain to me the layout of Rock Creek [Camp]? 
 
I have some pictures of it but itôs just a typical camp.  The buildings were scattered.  This is the 
Goldendale one [referring to a picture].  I got some of Rock Creek here in this book.  Maybe in 
these pictures hereé. [see photograph, page 42]  Hereôs one of me.  Now thereôs one of the 
buildings right there and thereôs some more of them.  They look kind of like they are on the side 
of the hill and I donôt remember that much about it.  Itôs been so long ago.  Theyôre scattered out 
and there is just gravel and mud between them.  Especially in the winter time there is a certain 
amount of mud in all thoseé. 
 
Well let me ask you some more questions since we have the pictures on CD and we will be able 
to get to those.  They will really help us out in understand the layout.  I want to get some more of 
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your impressions of what the camp was like.  Did you notice any difference in the camps at 
Rock Creek as far as the buildings.  Did the buildings seem to be consistent or were they 
different?   
 
Theyôre consistent; they used double oil drums for a stove.  They were welded together.  
Thereôs a picture of one in here.  All the camps had the same ones and apparently they were 
made in the metal shop or wherever.  They were made by the enrollees, I am sure.  
 
Where were those stoves at? 
 
They were in the mess hall.  Hereôs a picture of one right here, Iôll show youé.  Hereôs one of 
the mess halls.  You can see the barrel there is usually two of those drums.  One is the firebox 
and the other is a heat exchange.  Thatôs what they all look like. 
 
This isé. a picture of the mess hall and in the right bottom corner there is a picture of the stoves 
that Wes has been talking about. 
 
The wood goes in here and this is just feed in here that dissipates. 
 
Heôs saying that there are two big barrels and the heat goes in the bottom. 
 
Welded together.  The fuel goes in the bottom and the smoke goes up in here and this 
exchanges the heat and gives you more heat because there is two of them there.  
 
Okay so the fuel goes in the bottom barrel goes up the tube that theyôre welded through and 
thatôs where the heat is. 
 
Up here in tent camp they used to have what you call a Sibley stove.  It looks like a triangle kind 
of like this and it sets on some cement part of the floor.  They are usually in a tent.  I think we 
had those at Twin Buttes if I am not mistaken.  But the building as far as I know, all had them 
like this [barrel stoves]. 
 
Did you guys have any of these stoves in your barracks? 
 
They had stoves in there but I just donôt recall what they were like now.  They probably were 
kind of like that.   
 
Earlier you showed me some of the pictures that were some of the specialized shops at Rock 
Creek that made the signs and the carpentry.  Were you ever a part of working in any of those 
shops? 
 
No, I would have been a company clerk, I think, at that time mostly.  Or else Iôd been out doing 
my labor work, whatever it was.  No, I never worked in the carpenter shop or any of thoseé. 
 
What was your impression of the carpentry work that the CCC [did]? 
 
Well, I thought it was pretty good.  They built picnic tables, and they built many of these forest 
camps that are still being used today.  In those days carpentry work was kind of unreliable, in 
that they didnôt seem to build houses much in the winter in those days.  Everything was done in 
the summer time.  My dad was nearly always busy in the summer but not in the winter.  
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Sometimes heôd get a week or two repairing some barn or something like that.  But it was very 
different than today.  Now they build houses all year around, you know.   
 
Iôm going to talk a little bit now about all the camps in general.  Overall, what was your favorite 
job you did in the CCC and why?   
 
I think the company clerk was my favorite because I donôt care too much about manual labor.  
My bones are kind of small and a lot of the work, if it involves heavy lifting or something like that, 
well I donôt really like it too much.  In Alaska, I worked on Alaska Railroad driving spikes and 
lining track and raising track where it settled after a thaw.  It was hard work for me, being a 
small person.  So I think that being a company clerk suited me just fine, being in a place like 
that.   
 
How many CCC boys were company clerks? 
 
Every company had one of them.  And every one had a First Sergeant.  And every one had, like 
I told you, an officer of staff.  Many of these officers that were in there in the early days became 
famous people in their time.  Thereôs one here of Lyman Nemnitzer in this picture here.  He 
became a commanding general in Europe30.  It shows him here.  Right there. 
 
So we are looking at a picture, it doesnôt have a title, but itôs a rowé. 
 
These were inspectors that came.  This was our captain and an assistant.  This was one of the 
inspectors from the [Ninth] Corps.  This guy was an inspector too, Lieutenant Bush.  Theyôd 
come out there and theyôd go fishing and they were shown around and all that.  A lot of them 
became pretty important people.  I saw this Lieutenant Hobson about twenty-five or thirty years 
later when I was working at Vancouver Barracks.  He was a commanding person at the army 
field station somewhere in Chicago.  Lieutenant Read ended up in Texas some place.  I think he 
was a much higher rank at the time.  I donôt remember now what it was.  It was good training for 
the officers that were in the military.  Being able to handle all the characters that we had.   
 
You just said that there was one company clerk in the CCC and you were that -- 
 
Well, no each camp had a company clerk and a first sergeant that did the paper work.    
 
Were you treated any differently because you were the company clerk? 
 
No, I donôt think so.  We ate in the same mess and had the same privileges as everybody else.  
So I donôt think I was treated any differently. 
 
Since we are on the topic of famous people, did George C. Marshall ever visit any of your 
camps? 
 
George Marshall was commanding general at Vancouver Barracks iné  I am not exactly sure of 
the date but I was personnel officer at Vancouver Barracks in 1951 and 1952 and he was the 
commander there at one time31.  We also had a Commander Rodman who was a prisoner of a 
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war for something like two years and was there for a while.  Marshall was there when I was 
there.  I canôt remember him inspecting these camps so I think he probably came in later.   
 
While you were at the camps did you ever encounter any Native Americans? 
 
There could have been ones there but I wouldnôt recognize it.  There was a lot of them at 
Carson.  There was a lot of Indians there.  I have been going there for as much as sixty years or 
more.  The Indians ran that place at the time.  There were Indians all over there that were 
connected with the Hot Springs.  Eventually now itôs been sold.  I understand that itôs closed at 
the moment for repairs.  Last time I was up there I remember seeing a couple Indians come 
walking along towards me and they were older men.  One of them said the white man stole this 
property and now they expect us to pay to take a bath here.   
 
How long ago was that? 
 
A couple of years ago. 
 
But while you were working in the CCC? 
 
Well, weôd see them in town but I never actually had much contact with themé. 
 
What did you like to do with your time when you werenôt working? 
 
We used to do a certain amount of walking around, like hikes and things like that.  Thatôs about 
all there was to do up there.  Sometimes go swimming if there was a place where you could 
swim.  We liked that.  But I didnôt do much fishing at that time although it would have been good 
if I could have. 
 
Do you remember where you went on hikes? 
 
I donôt remember any place specifically.  Sometimes we would go up different trails to different 
places and maybe lakes. Mosquito Lakes is one of the places we went to.   
 
What sports teams did your company have? 
 
It seems like they had volleyball and basketball.  I am not really a sports person much.  I used to 
play golf, I started caddying when I was twelve years old in golf.  I worked as a caddy for about 
eight years.  Thatôs about the only sport that I cared much abouté. 
 
Going back to the CCC, did you ever go into town for any dances or social events? 
 
Yeah, we used to go to their dances once in a while.  I didnôt dance at the time but we used to 
go and gawk cause there was nothing else to do.  We were somewhat bashful in those days but 
we used to like to look anyway.  
 
How did you guys get to the dances? 
 
Always in a truck.  Weôd be pretty dirty when we got there.  The dust you know.  The trucks, the 
way they were with the canvas hood, tends to suck the dust in the back.  It didnôt matter how 
clean you were when you started out because you probably wouldnôt be that way when you got 
there. 
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How many guys would you fit in a truck?        
 
Oh, I canôt recall exactly, but Iôd say there could be like maybe eighteen or so.  Maybe twenty.  
And I remember that once they required a bunch of women to go.  They sent a truck and picked 
a bunch of women and took them to the dance.  They used to do things like that. 
 
So the CCC would arrange for groups of women -- 
 
Yeah, yeah, sometimes.   
 
And did any of your family or friends ever visit you at the CCC? 
 
No. No, but we used to get passes for weekends sometimes where weôd go for a Saturday or 
Sunday and come back Sunday nighté. 
 
What were your feelings when you left the CCC? 
 
Well, I had been in there quite a while.  This friend of mine in high school and I had talked about 
going to Alaska.  We were going up there, and he was going to go with me.  And so I found a 
job with Libby and McNeil Cannery in Alaska.  And that was in the spring of ô37.  They had a 
strike about that time and it drug on for almost two months or so.  It didnôt look like it was going 
to be settled, so I just said ñLetôs go up anyway.ò  So we quit and went.  He and I went up.  We 
both got jobs on the railroad after about a month.  But we got in Anchorage too soon and the 
street were full of ice and the rivers were all froze up and everything so we finally went to work 
on the railroadé.  But I came back home because I really didnôt like doing that heavy work, and 
my mother was always telling me all the time, ñWell, you can get a job doing typing, son.  You 
shouldnôt be doing that heavy work, blah, blah, blah.ò  So I finally decided she was right.  So it 
was good because I hit it just right. Then I got a job right after I came back.  Iôve been working in 
Civil Service ever since, until I retired.   
 
When did you retire? 
 
I retired in ô69.  So Iôve been retired, well, about as long as I worked actually.   
 
Explain to me how you got the job when you came back from Alaska. 
 
I was in Vancouver one day and I ran into a friend of mine that I knew in the CCC.  He said, 
ñWhy donôt you go over to headquarters?  Theyôre hiring civilians there.  Go over and see 
Captain Read.ò  Captain Read is in one of the pictures.  He was in one of our camps so he knew 
me.  They hired me and I worked at headquarters.  I was a special orders clerk.  I cut stencils all 
day long.  All these enrollees that were transferred for one reason or another that came in or 
that moved, I had to cut special orders.  You couldnôt get one number wrong or you had to do it 
over, correct it.  If it got out and it was wrong, you had to mend it.  Stuff like that.  So I did that 
for quite a while.  Several months. 
 
What year was that? 
 
It would have been in ô37.   
 
How much did you get paid in that job? 
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I got $105 a month, $1260 a year.  That was a good job in those days.  I was buying furniture 
and had a wife.  Now theyôd laugh you out of town if you were offered that.   
 
So the CCC was still going on.  When you came back from Alaska you were hired as a civilian.  
Explain to me what the differences were. 
 
Well, at headquarters at Vancouver Barracks, they had civilians there that ran things.  Like you 
saw in the pictures in here.  Things like the quartermasters had civilians.  I was in the personnel 
office.  They had supply people who were civilians and all that.  They still had the same officers, 
but the civilians were the ones that worked for them.  Our jobs were temporary/indefinite which 
meant they could let you go when they didnôt need you.  But it did hold out about three or four 
years before they closed it up.   
 
Is there anything else you want to add about the CCC? 
 
Also, when I was at Vancouver Barracks I worked for a claims officer.  He handled claims for 
people that sued the government.  He also was a supervisor of our paper.  We had a paper that 
came out about every month at CCC headquarters, and I had a couple years of printing in high 
school where we set type.  But I hadnôt done any of it since then.  So anyway, he had me as 
assistant.  I was kind of like a yard bird.  I would carry copy over to the printing office.  
Sometimes we would set the type for certain things like the headlines and stuff like that.  Then 
they would put it into a mold where they made the thing that went on the press.  I did that for 
quite a while.  Those were the two main jobs I had at headquarters.  Eventually, I went onto 
other jobs in the Civil Service after that.   
 
Is there anything else? 
 
Thatôs about all I can think of.  I was going to say this paper I had one of them.  My son bought 
the house that I had on 136th [Vancouver] and I had a chest in there from my CMTC32 days and I 
had one of those papers in there and I thought I had another green book like this [Official 
Annual]é.  My name is here some place. Yeah, right here [page 37, Official Annual].  This is the 
finance office, see these are all civilians.  Then you have ones like the quartermaster. Station 
hospital is one, district sales office, property warehouse personnel, substance warehouse, 
property office. 
 
Was this a regular thing for people to have worked in the CCC as juniors and then be hired back 
later? 
. 
Well, some of them did.  I think it was just a matter of chance that I found a vacancy when I 
came back.  My friend up there that I told you I went up [to Alaska] with came back in the fall 
and didnôt work all winter.  He couldnôt find a job all winter.  Heôs dead now, he lived up in 
Belfair.  Up in Washington -- Hoodôs Canal -- and heôs gone.  But this shows all the 
headquarters people and it tells what the people did and where they went.  Thereôs [Company] 
945, but you see thatôs Goldendale, the Soil Conservation Service.  I was gone from there when 
this was taken.  It gives all the history, how they were formed and all thaté.   
 
[End of Interview] 
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The upper photograph shows CCC enrollees picking huckleberries at Little Goose Lake, August 
1933 (USDA Forest Service photo by K.D. Swan from Gifford Pinchot National Forest archives).  
The lower photograph shows the office building at Twin Buttes CCC Camp, above, 1934.  The 
photograph is from the collection of Mr. Wesley Betts.   
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Philip Brumbaugh     Co. 602  (1933 -1934)  
 

Narrator:  Philip Brumbaugh  
Interviewer:  Cheryl Mack, Heritage Program, Gifford Pinchot National Forest  
Secondary interviewers:  Ken Huskey, Teresa Lee, USDA Forest Service 
Date:  September 1, 1988 
Place:  Moss Creek Campground, Gifford Pinchot National Forest, near Willard, Washington 
 
Introduction:  

Philip Vernon Brumbaugh was born July 7, 1908 at Goldendale, Klickitat County, 
Washington.  His parents were Daniel P. Brumbaugh and Ora (Smith) Brumbaugh.  In 1933, 
Brumbaugh served in CCC Company 602 at Camp Willard and Camp Twin Buttes and was later 
transferred to Company 1312 at Camp Rock Creek, where he remained until discharge in April 
1934.  Mr. Brumbaugh again served in the CCC from 1936 to 1937, as an enrollee in Company 
5708 at Camp Oakridge, Oregon, in the Willamette National Forest.  Philip Brumbaugh spent 
most of his adult life as a lumber millworker and resident of White Salmon, Washington.  Mr. 
Brumbaugh died on June 14, 1997 at the age of 88. 
 
 
Okay, so do you want to tell us a little bit about exactly when you came here, how you ended up 
being in the CCC, how old you were then? 
 
Well, I came here in June the 13th, 1933. I was twenty-five years old then and Iôm eighty now. 
 
You didnôt have to put that part in [laughs]. 
 
[laughs] Well, I wanted to see how good Iôm hanging together [laughs].  I think this is probably 
where the camp was, as far as I can tell, but it has changed, of course, an awful lot.  The trees 
are much bigger than what I thought they would be.  But otherwise, I distinctly remember Moss 
Creek being over here where it is.  And as far as I can tell, itôs right where the camp was. 
 
óCause you remember it being right off the Oklahoma road, on the west side of the road, and it 
would have been about a mile down to the mill from what you can remember? 
 
Yes, right close to that, something like that. 
 
Can you describe what you remember about the camp, like how many people were here, what 
the camp looked like, anything you can remember about it? 
 
Well, it was just a tent camp, squad tents, eight men to a tent.  I donôt think the whole company33 
was here at that particular time.  We were here through June and July.  We were supposed to 
be out at Twin Buttes34 the first of July, but there was so much snow up there that year we 
couldnôt get out there until the first of August.  So otherwise, there was a large supply tent, and 
then a large mess hall tent, and other than that, why they were just scattered where they could 
find good places to locate them without cutting down any more of the trees than what had to be 
cut down. 
 

                                                      
33

 Company 602, Civilian Conservation Corps (C.C.C.). 
34

 Twin Buttes C.C.C. Camp (F-38). 



 68 

About how many tents, like about many men were here? 
 
Iôm not too sure on that, but I think there was probably half of a full company.  A full company 
was over two hundredé.  I think there were probably a hundred or a few more, probably. 
 
And what sort of work did you do when you were here? 
 
We worked on the road out here and cut the growth that hadnôt been cut around up at the 
Oklahoma Ranger Station and they worked on the telephone lines and work like that, all the 
time, and cleaned up the park over here on Moss Creek35. 
 
Now when you say, ñcleaned up the park at Moss Creek,ò do you mean on the other side of the 
road?  Where do you mean? 
 
Yes, on the other [west] side of the road. 
 
So that was a campground or park then? 
 
There was the starting of a park there, yeah, at least.  I donôt remember just how it was, but I 
always remember the boys getting bit by scorpions all the time, working in there. 
 
That doesnôt sound too pleasant.  So this was just a temporary camp for you then? 
 
It was a temporary camp.  Yes. Thatôs all it was. 
 
And you do remember there was a guard station at Willard at that time?  One building or two 
buildings maybe there? 
 
Yes, there was. 
 
Maybe if you could tell us just a little bit about what you remember life was like when you were 
camped here. 
 
It was nice.  Seems like everybody enjoyed it.  All of the boys that had come in here to the camp 
were from Chicago.  Came right out here from Fort Sheridan, Illinois.  They had never been 
around trees like that grow in the forest out here, or anything like that.  But it sure didnôt take 
them long to learn. 
 
And so you were saying before, they didnôt even know what tools were, they didnôt know what 
an axe was? 
 
No, they had never used axes, or saws, or anything like that. 
 
And then you also went on to Twin Buttes? 
 
We went on to Twin Buttes around the first of August of that year.  And they built road out there 
and felled snags in the old burned over area.  We were out there ótil October when we pulled the 
camp out of there. 
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 69 

 
Okay, then you also said in ô34 you were stationed in Trout Lake.  Was there actually a CCC 
camp there? 
 
Yes, they had a side camp from Stevenson.  The main camp36 was at Stevenson, that I was in 
at that time.  I was up at Trout Lake through that winter of, part of ô33 and up in the spring of ô34. 
 
And you recall that thatôs when they built the houses, the residence houses there at the ranger 
station? 
 
Yeah, they built houses there at the ranger station in Trout Lake.  They had a carpenter crew 
out of a twenty-five man camp.  
 
And were there CCC structures, like camp structures, at Trout Lake, or were they tent camping 
there, too? 
 
They used the old forestry [Forest Service] buildings that were there.  And there was a building 
there that they used for a mess hall.  [The] Forest Service used to have road camps there once 
in awhile with a pretty good size crew all the time.  
 
Do you remember anything about fires on the Forest while you were here?  Were you ever 
pulled off for any of that? 
 
I never was on any fires that year.  The big fires were on the coast, but they sent all of the men 
they could spare on the fires, but I had to stay in camp for the fire watch. 
 
Now you remember the road, the Oklahoma road at that time, was it just like a single lane dirt 
road at that time? 
 
Thatôs about all it was, yesé. It was plenty good travel for automobiles. 
 
How did your day go?  Like what time did you start?  Breakfast, and, what time was your day 
through?  Did you work Monday through Friday?  Explain how your workday went. 
 
We worked five days a week. And, ah, breakfast at seven oôclock and was ready to go to work 
at eight oôclock.  Then we left the job to come in about four oôclock.  It was five days a week, 
Saturday and Sunday at ease. 
 
What did you do on those days, usually? 
 
Oh, theyôd do anything, play ball and have stuff, stuff like that. 
 
Thatôs right.  When we were talking, they had pretty competitive baseball teams from the 
different companies. 
 
Oh, they had some good baseball teams.  Yes, they did. 
 
And where would you play? 
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They used to play at Lyle, White Salmon.  Any place that would play against them, there were 
town teams.  They had some real good ball games because they had good players. 
 
And did any of your folks in your camps get into picking huckleberries, too, on the side?  I can 
remember reading about that. 
 
Well, when we were out, after we got out to Twin Buttes, there was a heavy huckleberry crop 
that year, and all those boys outta Chicago would be out there Saturday and Sunday picking 
huckleberries. 
 
Getting fifty cents a gallon for óem, right? 
 
How much?  Ten cents a gallon they picked óem for!37  They was only worth about twenty-five 
cents a gallon, at that time.  That is, thatôs all they could sell them for out there.  I picked a few, 
but I never was much of a huckleberry picker. 
 
Did you eat good in those camps? 
 
Yes.  They fed good.  About comparatively like the army. 
 
So you had a cook, an actual cook that went with your camp? 
 
Oh yes, they had cooks that theyôd sent to cooks and bakers school.  Theyôd send óem like down 
to Fort Vancouver [Vancouver Barracks], Fort Lewis, then theyôd come back and take over the 
head cooking jobs.   It was all run about the same as the army, ócause it all come under the 
army anyway.   
 
And then you took turns with KP duty and cleanup and stuff like that? 
 
Yes. 
 
Can you think of the specific projects that you worked on?  Like you mentioned working on the 
Little Baldy road.  Can you think of the specific projects that you worked on, while you were 
here, like the Little Baldy - whatever? 
 
No, only just like a general cleanup job.  There was so much work that hadnôt been done over 
the previous years that needed to be done and of course they tried to get all of it done that they 
could get done while they were here.  And they done lots of work.  
 
So, when you were camped right here, if it was right here, you can remember that you could 
walk right to Moss Creek, and get your water from that every day, thatôs what you remember? 
 
Yes, we used to fill our canteens out of Moss Creek ócause that was the coldest, clearest water 
in the country. 
 
Still pretty nice! [pause]  Can you think of any more? 
 

                                                      
37

 George Bright (1933) reports that C.C.C. boys from Twin Buttes Camp were paid ñ8 cents a pound for the berries, 
which amounts to about 48 cents per gallon.ò  Other sources report that the price fluctuated during the Depression 
depending on the market. 



 71 

Did you guys hunt at all while you were here, for the meat, or did they bring everything in?  For 
the meat, did they bring everything in, or did you actually go out and hunt? 
 
Oh, they brought everything in from the supply in Vancouver [Barracks], from the army, the old 
army post in Vancouver. 
 
And you can remember, you said your brother was stationed up at Little Huckleberry Lookout, 
he and his wife, while you were stationed here.  
 
Yes, he was with the Forest Service. 
 
And you used to hike up the trail to visit him?  
 
I used to hike out there and spend the weekend with him, and then come back down to the tent 
camp on Sunday eveningé. 
 
Well, is there anything else that stands out in your mind?  é.Itôs interesting to me that if there 
was a camp here that no one remembers it being here.  I mean, that always amazed me when I 
was looking for this camp. 
 
Oh yes, Iôve mentioned it to people that Iôve known for years.  Talk about a camp over here, 
theyôd say they didnôt know there was a camp here.  It was just a temporary camp.  It was just 
put here to have a place for that company until they could get out on the job where they were 
supposed to be for the summeré. 
 
Do you have any recollection of how far you would have had the garbage pit away from 
campsite.  Any idea at all? 
 
It wouldnôt have been very far, I wouldnôt think. 
 
You used a lot of canned goods, though, a lot of your food was in cans, that you had, yeah, so 
Iôm sure that itôs out here. 
 
Oh yes, yes, tons of it 
 
So Iôm sure that its out here, itôs just a matter of under what piece of salal itôs buried.  Well, 
thank you very much for all your information.  I want to ask you one more question about Twin 
Buttes.  Now you remember, was there a two hundred man camp up there? 
 
Yes, approximately two hundred.  There would be about a hundred-and-fifty, like that came with 
the outfit and then there would always be about fifty men from out here, among that many men.  
 
The locals that they brought in, yeah. 
 
Yes, local, LEMs: Local Experienced Men. 
 
And they mostly did the road work.  I was asking before, they were building that road that went 
across the Lewis River to Randle, yeah. 
 
Yes, that was a road-building outfit, and cleaning up the forest, fell all them snags, I felled snags 
all summer. 
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And was the store there at Twin Buttes when you were there?  Was there a store? 
 
Yes, through the summertime.  [Charley] Price, from Carson, that ran the store at Carson, would 
always go up there and buy huckleberries on the corneré  
 
And he also sold gasoline and everything else up there, yeah. 
 
Oh yes, it was a general grocery store, yeah. 
 
He had all kinds of groceries.  Then they moved it to Cultus Creek later on, he must have 
thought it was a better spot or something, yeah.  And you do remember there were some 
buildings there at Twin Buttes, not just tents? 
 
Well, just that old guard station, and of course, the mess hall was a building, but it was still a 
tent camp, the same old squad tents. 
 
Now, the buildings that they had, like that big mess hall, what was it made of, do you 
remember? 
 
Well, it was just rough lumber, it was rough lumber. 
 
And theyôd have a shake roof? 
 
Probably -- no, roofing. Composition roofing, ócause it stood through the winters there for 
several years.  I donôt know how many years.  I wasnôt back up there for a long time after that.  
We used to have dances in there.  Go down to the huckleberry fields with the trucks and pick up 
all the huckleberry pickers take óem to the dances on Saturday night. 
 
Well it sounds like it must have been a pretty good time. 
 
Oh it was, it was great. 
 
Well, thank you very much for your information. 
 
Thank you. 
 
[End of Interview] 
 
 
Transcribed from VHS videotape by Richard McClure, Feb. 20, 2001 
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Little Huckleberry Mountain fire lookout, a weekend destination 
for Philip Brumbaugh while he served with CCC Company 602. 


