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As I Remember It:  Life of an Early Forest Ranger
Note:  C. P. Cronk came to the Siuslaw National Forest in the summer of 1910, serving first as a forest guard on the Hebo Ranger District, and later promoted to an 
Assistant Forest Ranger after successfully passing the Forest Ranger examination.  Excerpts from his memoirs reprinted in Timberlines and photographs taken by 
Cronk in 1910-1911 will appear in several segments of Fun Facts to provide a glimpse of the work conditions and challenges early Forest Service employees faced 
as they took charge of the Siuslaw country.

I reported July 1, 1910 to Supervisor Cahoon at Eugene, then the headquarters of the Siuslaw 
National Forest, and was told to go to Hebo.  Early the next morning I went by train to Albany, 

changed to a train for Sheridan Junction, which consisted of the railroad station and the agent’s 
house, arriving about 2 pm.  Here I sat for 3 hours until the train from McMinnville came in, which 
I took to Sheridan and where I spent the night.  The next morning I took the train for a two mile trip 
to Willamina.  There I boarded the Willamina-Tillamook horse stage, lunched near the toll-gate at 
Dolph and arrived at Hebo in mid-afternoon.  I then walked the half mile up the mountain to the 
Ranger Station and reported for work.

As I recollect, the Willamina-Tillamook stage tried to run 
all winter but it was a tough ride then.  The Salmon River 
road was impassable by wagon in winter so the mail was 
carried by packhorse to Otis and then to Taft.  Usually it was carried along the 
beach part way.  At high tides, especially in the winter, this involved running the 
horse or horses from high point to high point as the waves receded.  As I recall, 
the mailman walked when the load was light enough.  From Taft, the mailman 
had a boat to cross Schooner Creek.  At Drift Creek lived an Indian woman who 
ferried anyone across who was enroute to Kernville, where the salmon cannery 
was located.

I have reason to remember the trail from Kernville to Taft.  I had borrowed a 
boat to go up the Siletz River to examine a couple of homestead claims.  I 
made my way up the river to my objectives, but on the way back I found the 
incoming tide so strong it took me about twice the normal time to get back to 
Kernville.  The next morning the tide was so high I couldn’t get away from 
Kernville until afternoon.  I worked my way to Drift Creek but there the 
Indian woman would not ferry me across until the tide started in again, which I 
did not blame her for.  After crossing late in the afternoon I hit the Schooner 
Creek trail, which was worn down 4 inches or more through the turf, and was 
then under a foot of water from the storm tides.  Suddenly I, pack and all, plunged into a tide drainage ditch.  I scrambled 
up the other side very wet, but that didn’t bother me too much as I had left a boat at Schooner Creek when I came over the 
day before, and I knew I could get dried off at nearby Taft where I would spend the night.  But when I reached Schooner 
Creek I discovered someone had taken the boat and rowed it across the creek.  

As darkness was fast approaching, I started exploring the area for shelter and came upon a group of summer cottages.  I 
didn’t want to break into one, but I did need to get my clothes dried.  Looking into one, and seeing blankets, I broke the 
lock and started a fire, but the chimney was closed for the winter.  So I entered another that had blankets hanging on a 
wire, a hammock, and a pile of rutabagas.  I ate the raw rutabagas for supper and breakfast.  Before leaving I left a note 
asking the owner to let me know the cost of a new lock and I’d pay him.  It was summer before I was there again.  He had 
fixed the lock and would take no pay.

C.P. Don Cronk, 1911
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