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Reuben and Burt Thompson 
Interviewed by:   M. Jacobs  3/2/96 

Transcribed by:  Jennie Hakes  11/27/00 

Cassette tape case label:  Reuben/Burt Thompson 

(Note: The tape starts in the middle of a conversation.  Perhaps there is a tape prior to 

this one.  From this conversation, it sounds like they are reviewing old photographs, 

maps, and/or plat books to identify locations of old sawmills and lumber camps.   – 

Jennie Hakes, transcriber, 11/12/2000). 

Side 1 

Identifying logging camps and sawmills 

M: So this - McKinnon’s camp, it was? 

B: McKanna 

R: I always remember it – it would have been McKanna, but I  

B: That’s close enough, anyway. 

M: McKanna logging camp.  What year was that approximately? 

R: Well, let’s see, ’14, ’18,  

B: I suppose I was probably about 14 years old or 13 when we were carrying the hay 

from McKanna’s camps. After they moved out we carried all the hay from their 

(unintelligible) cattle and then the (unintelligible) was closed down… 

R: Yep 

B: And remember it was so cold and we still had to feed the cows hay and the mosquitoes 

were so bad we couldn’t even stop to put a bale of hay down (laughs).  They used to start 

those days, you know, with mosquitoes before you could even – the ground was so froze. 

M: ((unintelligible) What year was it? 

B: What year was it?  Well, see, I was 16 years old in 1930. 

R: We moved up there in 1925… 

B: Yeah 

R: So it must have been 19, oh, 1907. 

B: I would say 1928.  We were up here before 1925.  I was 9 years old when you came 

up here and I was born in 1913, see.  We were here in 1922, 1923 at the very latest. 

R: Hmmmm 

B: You see, I was only 9 when we came up here. 

R: Um, hm. 
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B: I was 6 when we went to Minneapolis.  We were there 3 years. When I came back up 

here I was 9 years old. And so if I was born in 1913, we had to be here in 1922.  

R: Well, anyway it was the 1920s. 

B: It was in the 20s, and I think that logging is probably… I was a really young guy when 

we was running up there having and pie and stuff. 

R: Oh, yeah. 

B: So that probably would be around 1925 probably in the area someplace. 

M: That was just north of Wolf Lake? 

B: Um, hm. 

R: North and west. 

B: A mile and a quarter… 

R: North of Savanna Lake 

M: OK. 

B: Yeah, I suppose.  Yeah, it’s up in that area. 

M: So it would probably up in Cornish. 

R: Ahhhhhh   

B: No 

M: It wouldn’t be farther up in Cornish. 

B: No, it would be unorganized. 

R: It would be unorganized. 

M: Here’s Wolf Lake right here, so you would probably be right up in here someplace. 

B: Let’s see.  This is north of me. 

M: This is north up this way ((unintelligible) 

R: And then you go through what town? 

M: This is unorganized right here 

B: This is unorganized? 

M: Yes, this whole thing.  

B: Oh, this whole thing is unorganized. 

M: 5122 just north of (unintelligible) 

B: Well, then it would have to be right in here somewhere. 

R: Had a big bog (?) right next to it.  Horseshoe bog (?) 

B: Horseshoe bog, yeah. The Horseshoe bog was over… the Horseshoe bog was about a 

mile or so from (unintelligible) you go to McKanna’s camp (unintelligible). 
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M: Any other camps down in that area? 

B: Well, you know, when we was kids, you know, they had a camp right on our field, you 

know, when Rhode (?) was back, and he had a steam engine 

R: It was a small… 

B: I understand that it was a steam engine he had, he had a sawmill there, and the whole 

thing. 

M: So it was in the, right on the old (unintelligible) 

B: The south shore of (unintelligible) Lake. 

R: Southwest. 

B: Southwest shore.  Southwest corner. 

M: That was what, Rhode’s (?) camp? 

R: Well, it started out Ted (unintelligible – Leverage? Beverage? Someone’s last name) 

and then Rhode got a hold of it somehow. 

B: (unintelligible) 

R: Ken (unintelligible) had it first.  

B: Yeah. 

R: I remember. 

M: That was Ted (unintelligible) and… 

R: (unintelligible – Leverage?)  They were from Little Falls. 

B: I don’t remember them too well, the (unintelligible – Leverage?) I remember the 

campers and I remember the mill was running stuff. 

R: Charley would saw hauling ties to…  

B: Floodwood? 

R: Floodwood.  Maybe 10 or 11 ties. 

B: 10 or 11 ties (laughs) they would load on a Model T Ford.  I remember he couldn’t 

haul more than about 8 or something like that up that steep hill, so he always had to have 

some up on top of the hill there.  We used to take them to Tamarack, you know, on the 

mail order (unintelligible) 

R: He had a Model T Ford and he soldered a bell stem on the radiator coming on the gas 

tank cap.  At the bottom of the hill, he’d get his pump out and he’d pump some fresh 

(unintelligible) in the tank so he could (unintelligible)  

B: Didn’t want to run out of gas, you know. (Laughs)  Did you tell him about that 

Hudson Bay thing that bottom part of the hill, you know, where the Indians used to come 

across from east Savannah. 

M: That’s all in the park. 
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B: Oh, that’s all in the park.  Never a park when we used to see it.  That’s where there are 

Guff (?) and his brothers dug old beads and rifle barrels and kinds of stuff out of the 

ground there, you know. 

M: That was the Savannah Portage. 

B: Savannah Portage, yeah. 

R: Bright (?) borrowed ‘em all, and they never got them back. 

B: I know, he took ‘em 

R: Took ‘em to Aitkin. 

B: Yeah, took ‘em for well, for the future of the – on display for whatever you want to 

call it, you know.  And where it is now, I don’t know, but that’s what it was supposed to 

be for. 

R: He was a forester. 

B: Yeah, he was a forester at that time. 

R: Yeah, anyway… 

B: Anyway, I know then of course if you want to go back a ways, you remember when 

we couldn’t get to Sandy Lake, you know.  It was only a wagon road, and I think I was 

probably 13 or something like that.  We were all young guys, you know, and my dad said 

we could take the Model T Ford on the 4
th

 of July because we heard there was a picnic at 

Elmo Vester’s (?) place on Sandy Lake.  But the only way you could get there normally 

was with a team of horses.  We had to ford the river right where (unintelligible) is now 

where that bridge is, and on the 4
th

 of July with my ma and my dad and 2 sisters and us 3 

guys, we got on the Model T Ford, and we came through what now is a road across here, 

it’s still there, you know, goes right through (unintelligible) ‘s area, you know, and comes 

out by Buddy Foster’s (?).  The road is still there… 

R: Then it comes in where the road is now. 

B: That particular area, you know.  But we were that old before we ever saw Sandy Lake, 

‘cause there was no other way to get there except through here.  Otherwise you’d have to 

go Tamarack, take Highway 2 to McGregor, to Gil (unintelligible)’s firehouse.  But with 

a Model T Ford, you know, that was a long, long time.  But we made it through there, and 

I still look at that sand hill on this side of Frederick’s (?), you know, when I go hunting.  

That road is still there in that valley.  And we got half way up that sand hill but with the 

old Model T you couldn’t go any further because it didn’t have enough guts to go 

(unintelligible).   Everybody gets out.  So we stand there on the long side of that road, us 

3 guys, 2 on one side and 1 on the other, and my dad’s in there, and he backs way down, 

and he said “Now, be ready when I go by to grab it, you know, and help get it up the 

hill.”  So he’s comin’ to beat the dickens, and we grab on, us 3 guys grabbed onto it and 

pushed, got it up on top of the hill. 

R: I know where the road is. 

B: Whenever I used to go down through there hunting, I’d look at that road and the rocks 

are still in there.  And the way they built that, you know, they cut it into the hill so there’s 
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a bank on both sides.  So it’s in a cut, you see.  And that’s where we had to through that 

sand in there, it was soft, and that old Model T was just having a heck of a time. 

(break in the tape) 

R: What are you after, mostly? (Asking the interviewer what does he want to hear 

about?) 

M: Old schools and logging camps… 

R: I know where that dam was, now.  It was Danny Werner’s (?) 

M: You’re right, it was Danny Werner’s. 

R: Oh, you got it down there? 

M: No, but I will in a second (laughs). 

B: Show him where the old schoolhouse used to stand.  The first old schoolhouse in 

Balsam, there. 

R: Right.  You were asking about it last time, I remember.  I didn’t know (unintelligible) 

right in the field over there. Down the river here. 

M: And that was from way, way back.  That logging dam? 

R: In the 1900’s, I imagine.  The old logging dams.  

B: Oh, you know, they built some new dams,  

R: They built ‘em all.  

B: Yeah, because remember when they made that last big logging drive down at the river, 

you see, that’s in our time, see. 

R: I don’t remember the drive, because I didn’t get away from home much. 

B: Oh, well, anyway, you know, so Dam Lake was full of logs. 

R: Cutaway. (is this the name of a dam?) 

B: And you know who the dam is below Savannah, and that’s – pieces are still there in 

the bank, you know.  And then the next dam was… 

R: My place. 

B: Your place, and so we had at least… 

R: Then one of Danny, and Danny Werner’s. 

B: I was going to say they pert near had to have one down this way somewhere. 

R: And then ah, Cutaway. 

B: Yeah, and that was the very last of the logging 

R: Well, that’s the way they got their logs out.   

B: The last time we, anyway, the first and last time we saw ‘em floatin’ ‘em down the 

river. 
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R: I don’t remember.  The last I saw was when Earl Benedict had some down the river 

and he had a raft. I remember he had an old tug, not a tug, what do they call that? A 

bigger… 

M: Barge. 

R: It wasn’t a barge, either.  But it had a motor in it, you know, and put-put-put-put, 

single cylinder motor 

M: OK 

R: And he was pulling them across cement.  There wasn’t enough current there. 

B: I didn’t think that he came down from the north with all that stuff.  He logged the 

prairie, you know.  Pulled an awful lot of logs down… 

R: Well, that’s the only time I saw it. 

B: Now, what else?  You got (unintelligible)’s camp down there? 

M: You might have given me that before, but I’ll write it down just in case. 

R: That might be Ruth Larson would know more about that. 

M: Yeah, I talked to her and she…  

R: There used to be an old barn on the other end of (unintelligible), that lower road 

B: Yeah, I remember that. 

R: Logging camp.  But I don’t know whose camp it was. 

B: That camp was before my time, I think 

R: Mine, too. 

B: I remember the old campgrounds and the building sitting there.  We used to drive past 

it every day in the Model T. 

M: Where was that at? 

B: Below, just between where Larson is, the old road used to go through Larson’s yard at 

one time.  And on that road… 

R: You could see. 

B: Now, you know, you go to the top, you used to go to the top of the hill for a long time, 

now they got a road around the back, the other side of the hill.  But way back when, just 

as you came to where the old road was, in the middle there, where you go up that hill, the 

road was only through Larson’s yard. 

R: Yup, for the winter. 

B: So if you could picture yourself on the other end, where that old road is… 

R: It’s a…you could have seen the, what’s left of the camp, I mean, from where they 

were digging? On the (unintelligible) trail? 

M: Oh, it was right up in there. 

R: Yeah. The camp was right on the sand, right along that old road. 
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M: But you don’t know who… 

R: I don’t know if that was Theisen’s (?) camp or not.  Theisen’s cedar swamp is right 

there, you know. 

B: And I remember when we’d go there, rafts on Savannah for fishing.  We used the 

booms that they used to, they had them booms, they left them there.  They used to tie the 

logs in so they wouldn’t go all over.  Tie ‘em in with these big booms and chains to keep 

‘em in place, you know.  And I suppose they probably did that to keep too many of ‘em 

jamming in the river at one time.  You get only about so many could go, otherwise they’d 

have a jam up, you know.   

M: How high did that river get when they were… you know, it doesn’t look like much of 

a river now. 

B: It was doggone high.   

R: Well, when they opened all the dams… 

B: Yeah, when they opened the dams… before they opened the dams, it was high, and 

then of course they opened them to let the logs out, of course, that’s why they opened 

‘em.  And then they just like, comin’ down through a sluice and it would start.  And that 

one, you know, where at your place where the dam is, there, you know, that thing was 

reasonably in good shape that, you know,  

R: Oh, I remember. 

B: Used to take and pull the planks out of there, see, to stop, take the water out of the 

river so the suckers had to run up with their fins. 

M: (Loud laugh) 

R: They’d pull it out because it was flooding the meadows up there at Little Savannah. 

B: Um, hm. 

M: That’s one you showed me that day, right there. 

B: But, uh, you know, a guy can remember a lot of things.  It’s all clear in your mind, but 

there’s a…of what importance is another thing, you know… 

M: Well, it’s all important, you know.  We’re gonna keep this stuff, some of it, you 

know, we’re not going maybe be able to put all of it on the map, but what we don’t put in 

there will be kept at the Historical Society, so years from now, people can hear about this 

stuff. 

R: When we were kids we were living on the… up there on Wolf (?) Lake. And I can 

remember the (unintelligible) running when they disked the bog (?)… 

M: Oh, yeah? 

R: All night.  They seemed like they run all night.  Anyway, before we went…by the time 

we were in bed, were still going.  And then, my dad was after ‘em not to run it up to the 

lake.  So, after the disk was all night, they sent a few fellas up there to dig the last little 

bit.  Twenty, thirty feet.   

M: Yeah. 
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B: (unintelligible) like a little creek. 

R: And they lowered the lake there at least 30 inches.  And the next spring, you should 

have seen the dead fish. 

B: Just white with fish. 

R: (unintelligible – a person’s name) and I couldn’t even life, couldn’t even pull ‘em up 

on shore.  Course we weren’t very big ten.  But they were out there floating from here to 

that door there, they was… 

B: Away from shore, just like a solid mass of dead fish.  A was just a horrible thing to do 

to that lake, and of course 

R:  No game and fish… 

B:  I don’t know even now whether there would actually live in there every year, even if 

they’d done something to plug that ditch up somehow.  But that water has never, will 

never be, where it belongs. 

R: Well, I think the bog has settled. 

B: Hm? 

R: The bog has settled… 

B: Well… 

R: …take the water away,  

B: Yeah, but you…yeah, and you know along in front of the house that we lived in, 

remember where that water line was?  It’s that high above the water where you can see 

the old water line in the bank, where it used to wash up agin the bank there.  So it’s down 

there along the (unintelligible).   

R: Hm.     

M:  But anyway, there was really no point in draining the lake. 

B: No. But they… 

R:  …did what they wanted, what they felt like doin’.  You’d notify the game warden 

now, it’d soon stop. (Laughs) 

B: And of course, all they were draining goes to prove to the people in this country that it 

could be farmed. 

R: Well, the soldiers were coming back from the War (World War I) and they had a piece 

of… 

B: Well, somebody had a lot of clout to get them ditches started, because they figured 

they could farm it, once they drained it.  And if they ever saw that, if they ever take a 

look at that bog, well, some locks stick out of the ground 4 feet high, out of the moss.  

And you know that there’s no way you could farm it.  Well, they proved that, you know, 

on that Highland Farm,  when they… the State put in that state experimental farm up on 

2, you know, they… Now them buildings are all falling down 

M: Um, hm. 
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B: They couldn’t farm that bog.  Well, they found that out, anyway.  But they spent a 

tremendous amount of time and an awful lot of money digging them ditches every mile. 

R: Anything…what are you…? 

M: Are you guys aware of any logging camps over in Turner? 

R: That’s was out of our… 

M:  Even in later years, you know. 

B: The only thing that was in Turner that I know of, was what Newlett (?) Hammond had 

down there.  I worked on that for 3 years for him.  That’s was the only mill in the 

country, uh, sawmill.   

R: Up by Donald’s there was a big sawdust pile, that had to be a mill. 

B: Somebody moved in there and saw some stuff, I don’t know. But I mean that was, that 

would be, that was a long time ago.  I don’t even remember it. 

R: No, we never got over there. 

B: But by Hammond’s mill, there was a pretty good logging situation. I used to work 10 

hours a day there, 5 days a week, and 8 hours on Saturday, for 3 years.  So you know 

there was (unintelligible) going on there, they pulled out a lot of stuff. 

M: Where was that at? 

B: Well, it was right down there… 

R: Just about Sandy, yeah. 

B: …right down there where there now the Town Hall is. 

M: Oh. 

R: Right behind the Town Hall, they’ve got anchors (?), got a road in there, goes back to 

the gravel pit.  It’s right back in there. 

M: That was probably, what, in the ‘40s? 

B: That was…that was in ’30s, it was.  I went to work for him in 1939.  And he had 

already had his mill there.  See, I was working for him when I built this house. 

M: Um, hm. 

B: So I probably went to work for him in 1938.  And I used to haul all his lumber to 

Duluth for him.  He had the trucks, of course.   

R: Donald should know more about (unintelligible) 

M: Yeah, he… I was going to talk to Gordon tomorrow, but you know, they know about 

the northern part there, but I just wanted to post the north shore of Sandy. 

B: It isn’t too long ago, of course, you know, it had to be back in about 1950, I suppose, 

or maybe before that…yeah, it would have to be before that, when I worked for Olson 

back in the Indians. He had that sawmill there, and he had a lath mill, you know.  They 

were takin’ a what, a semi load of lath out of there about every other day.  That had to be 

in the ‘40s. 
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R: That’s by Twin Lakes. 

B: Yeah, right back in the Indians.  I think we was working off the Indian property there.  

M: Right where the Twin…right where the Indians are right now. 

B: Yeah, right where the Indians are now, right back in the woods behind that place back 

there, I stood back there to go to work.  And then, of course, you know, Kuhn (?) had a 

big logging job, you know, where now that road goes in west of Twin.  Goes back there 

to the lake.   

R: I imagine Gordon would know more about that. 

B: Well, he might.  But I did work for him, you know, and I know that it had to be about 

in the very early ‘50s, because I worked for him all winter, I and Charley Durant cut his 

logs all winter.  There was 2 teams of horses and wagons, that’s rubber-tired wagons, 

hauling the logs that we were cutting.  And that had to be in 1952, because that was the 

first, I think that was the first winter that I worked in the woods, and worked for the State 

in the summertime, and that’s when I went to work for the highways.  I think 1953, if you 

want to be more exact. 

M: Whose camp was that? 

B: It was Kuhn’s (?), his last name was Kuhn.  And I remember in the spring of the year 

when Charley Durant and I decided we had…I decided I had to quit, because I had a job 

with the highway department.  And I went and told him that I was going to have to quit, 

you know, in another week or two, to go back to my summer job, you know, and he…and 

I remember he looked at me and he said “I’ll tell you when to quit!” (Laughs) Because 

we kept them two wagons going, see, and we had one of those, when the chainsaws first 

come out, one of those Henry Disson (?), know, with 4-foot blade, two man outfit?  Ho, 

ho, ho, boy.  I mean, you could put out the timber!  Those guys they was just running 

trying to keep up. 

M: That was on the Aitkin Lake road.  How far back in?  Before the CYC, or where 

that’s at now? 

B: Let’s see, when you go back in there…the first, the very first, actually the very first 

creek you come to, where we had to put a road over the creek.  See, I and Charley Durant 

put, no…There used to be a creek, where you go turn of Twin, you go back and you 

don’t’ run into any creek or any water until you come to where those two hills are like 

this, so it comes to about…there used to be a creek there.  There still is, but it’s not a very 

big creek, but we had to put a bridge over that.  And then we put a bridge over the creek 

where he was working for Don and I for spearing walleyes in the spring – all legal, of 

course.   

M: (Laughs) 

B: (Laughs) But he had his mill right there.  Left hand side of the road, I think there was 

kind of an opening still sits there. 

M: That would be about a mile in the road, something like that? 

B: I would think about a mile back there, yeah.  That would be pretty close. 
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M: Who was the name of the guy that had the camp in back of the Indian village there? 

B: Olson. 

R: Olson. 

Working at a lath mill 

B: I can’t remember his first name.  The only thing I remember about that job, you know, 

some of his checks would bounce, you know.  And, he never paid me with a check. He 

always paid me cash, ‘cause he didn’t want me to have a check bounce, and then I 

wouldn’t come back to work, because I was doing, I was doing the kind of work that 

nobody else wanted.  You’d never work at one of these lath mills for they put in… you 

know they have a saw miller, and then they have the length of the lath – it’s kind of like a 

slab would be? – it’s not, they run that board through live, see, and bark on both sides, 

and then they cut it off, so it’s the length of the lath.  And there’s a guy on the other side, 

and he sticks that in there, and they come right through this thing?  

M: Hm. 

B: And ever’ once in awhile, one would break off, you know (claps his hands loudly), 

and I gotta a leather thing from here down to my waist, and on my arms, because 

sometimes when one of those pieces of lath would come through there, it would really 

nail you, you know. 

M: Oh, yeah? 

B: And you had to get to where, you know, these lath would come through anywhere 

with this big a slab to this big, and when it would come through there, you were supposed 

to able to, finally, you could reach over, and you pulled out the length of lath, you had to 

be able to go like that, just right, to have the pieces fall off. 

M: Oh, I see. 

B: See, so then, when you took it like that and you’d lay it in this, like a horse laying 

here, and pretty soon it’d be enough for a bundle and somebody else could bundle it, you 

know, and putting it and hauling it out of there, you know.  And boy, those things were 

comin’ through there! (Laughs) They, he paid me in cash, he never took a chance that I 

might get mad and stay home. (Laughs) 

M: What did they saw for that lath? Basswood or… 

B: Popple. 

M: Popple?  

B: Popple, pretty near all popple.  And they had a couple of Indians.  At that time, you 

know, they had those chain saws that didn’t work great yet, but old McCullough, and 

those chains would break and stuff, but that’s what they used.  I remember he was at the 

mill, he had a McCullough here, and he was – if you remember them, Rube, where you 

couldn’t get ‘em started? He was just a goin’ and a goin’ and a goin’, and finally he 

throwed it way down and it stuck on the logs.  (Laughs) But anyway… 

M: How about down in Shamrock?  Was there anything there? 



Aitkin County Historical Society 

 12 

B: Shamrock, Shamrock.  Shamrock. 

M: The only camp I’ve ever got of there so far was the one down by Camp Lake. 

B: Well. Shamrock, it’s a long time ago now, but maybe it isn’t that long, either, you 

know, that that guy had that mill over there on 65, Rube, you knew that guy, I’m sure.  

Right above Sather’s Store on 65, back in there? 

R: Hm. Oh, yeah.  But that’s… 

B: He had a sawmill… 

R: That’s in Shamrock? 

B: That’d be Shamrock. 

R: OK. 

B: Yeah, that’s the only sawmill I can think of in Shamrock.   

M: It wasn’t Harold Benedict, was it? 

B: No, 

R: No. 

M: He had one somewhere right in there. 

R: Yeah, just before you got to Sather’s. 

B: Yeah, that was just before you got to Sather’s. 

R: Otherwise, that was Freeman and Van… 

B: Freeman. Freeman and Van Schleit (?).   Just up the 65 there, about a quarter of a mile 

or so on the right hand side.  

R: Above Sather’s. 

B: I think they were just before you come to the airport that (unintelligible) had even 

back in the woods there.   

R: It wasn’t too far up the hill. 

B: But Johnson had a little, an airplane run there,  But before you get to that, there’s 

(unintelligible) in the road. 

M: That was probably in the ‘40s and ‘50s? 

R: Mmmmm, that was in, when I was there, it was, I think it was in the early ‘50s.  I 

worked there, no, the later ‘50s.  But I was down in the City then until 1955.  You was 

there before I worked there.  In the ‘50s. 

B: I can’t picture any sawmill otherwise, so… in Shamrock.  Of course, Balsam, you 

probably already know, Caleb (?) had that mill down there… 

R: Earl Gunder’s (?). 

B: Earl Gunder’s (?), yeah, that someone.  You probably got that, too. 

M: Might as well write it down again, well, you never know.  Sometimes… 
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B: Percy Kato (?).   

R: That was on Birch Lake. 

B: Yeah, and that’s a long time ago. 

R: Oh, yeah. 

B: Man, that was, I was, that was… 

R: I remember the site, but that’s all. 

B: I, you know, that mill was there before I started haulin’ to Cloquet with my ’35, my 

1935, it was a long time before that. 

M: Where was that exactly, now? 

B: Well, if you go to where the old Town Hall used to be… where are we? 

M: Here’s Gunder’s. 

B: This is Gunder’s place right here? And this is the road?  No, that’s a river. 

M: No, on the road.  Yeah, that’s Gunder’s. 

B: But they don’t show any road there. 

M: Yeah, this road runs on it. 

B: Oh, what road is this way?  And that’s north? 

M: Um, hm.   

R: Have to be east of Gunder. 

B: It has to go this way, then.  If that’s Gunder, that’s… is that, that’s not a township line, 

that’s a section line?  And I suppose right up here at the corner on that section line is the 

old Town Hall.  So if you go down this way from the Town Hall, probably a mile and a 

quarter? 

R: Yeah.  Down there. 

B: Then they don’t show the creek or nothin’ there. 

M: That would get you down into Hogan Township. (papers rustling)  Yeah, probably 

where Del Brachy’s (?) 40 is there. 

B: Does it show a creek or anything? 

M: No, but this one would only show the real major ones. 

B: Um, hm.  Well, anyway, it’s gotta be right in there.  ‘Cause it would be a mile, more 

than a mile from that schoolhouse, or that Town Hall corner, so it would be about a mile 

and a quarter probably, in that area, so it would be in the town of Hogan. 

M: I think I’m going to get that from ah, oh, what the heck was his name?  

R: Berton Anderson should be acquainted down there pretty good. 

M: Yeah.  Hmmm.  I’m drawing a blank.  Berton Anderson’s brother-in-law lives down 

there by the old… 
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B: Down towards the Tamarack River. 

M: I can’t think of his name (laughs). 

B: I can’t either, but I know where… 

R: You mean Roger… 

B: Roger… 

M: Oh, you know, Olmstead. 

B: Oh, Olmstead. Yeah.   

R: And I don’t think there was any mills or anything over there, east of the Olson Town 

Hall, over by the east and over in that country Lindbergh’s, (unintelligible) Twight (?), 

and (unintelligible)… 

Families east of Balsam Town Hall 

R: Do you know there was 13 families east of that Balsam Hall at one time?  

M: I had heard. 

B: And I think I could probably rattle the name off every one of them.   

M: Well, why don’t know, just so we can get it on the tape. 

B: It’s ah, if you start in you had Holsteed (?), and Keith (?), and Sigfried Nord, and… 

I’m trying to think of that uncle of Gunder Hatsburg’s (?), I can’t think of it right now, 

so, I’ll go over to the next place.  Then you had, ah, Groderson, and Forsland (?), and 

Lindbergh, and Sam’s, and they had Burskoe’s (?), and Twight, and what the 

heck…There was 3 families across the river.   

M: Was there an Arneson or something back there? 

B: No.  That wouldn’t be the right one.  And there was 3 families there on the other side.  

Burskoe, and Schroeder, and Twight.  And they had, and Gunder’s uncle, lived across the 

road from Sigfried Nord back down in there, and I used to know his name.  I could get it 

for you, if I wanted to call Gunder.  Did I give you 13 families otherwise? 

M: That’s pretty close! 

B: I’m going to call Gunder’s. 

M: What was the name before you mentioned about the logging camp on the second ditch 

up there, north of Wolf?   That was a… 

R: We just called it the Finn camp.  We were never up there, but they logged there.  An 

80 up there.  Of course, they came in from Floodwood. 

M: In 1880? (unintelligible) 

R: (unintelligible) You said the ‘80s?  

M: You said they logged in ’80.  You mean an 80-acre? 

R: Oh, yes! 

M: I thought you meant they logged in ’80. 
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R: Know. 

B: (Comes back from phone call) Andrew Steen (?).  I didn’t get nobody on the phone, 

but that’s what it is.  That was his uncle. 

M: You thought about it. 

R: Somebody was across from Groderson’s, too. 

B: Yeah, I mentioned that.  That’s Forsland.   

R: Oh, that was Forsland. 

B: Yeah.  I think I named them all. I think I named about 13.  There wasn’t any more. 

R: The Finn Camp must have been right in the ‘40s. 

B: The Finn Camp? 

R: Um, hm.   

B: Well.  No, it couldn’t have been a road, because early ‘40s I was up in that country 

when it was running. 

R: I never got up there. 

B: I know, but I mean they were an operation when I didn’t live…I had to be living there 

because I (tapping noise in the background) after I moved here, see.  I moved down this 

country at about 1937, as my house burnt.  So I think they were working before then.  So 

it was in the early ‘30s that that Finn camp was in there.  I remember I was around there 

enough so that I remember they had a gill net in Number 3, and we felt that they probably 

took all the northerns outta there, ‘cause you remember they seemed like there was 

nothing left in that lake after that?  Because they never seemed to, ah, multiply in there.  

Like high water got ‘em in there at one time from Wolf Lake or something, and all those 

fish were the same size.  You know, you could catch northerns and every one was the 

same size.  And when the Finlanders moved in they put that gill net in there, and I think 

they got the last of them out of there.  Because after that there was nothin’ but shiners and 

perch. 

R: It was only a 40-acre lake. 

M: Yeah. 

B: (unintelligible) The water’s like… 

M: What lake was this? 

B: Number 3. 

R: They call it Number 3. 

M: Oh, OK. 

B: It’s a number.  There’s Wolf Lake, and there’s Number 2, Number 3, and Number 4.  

M: It doesn’t even show up on the plat book, but I’ve seen it on aerial photos. 

B: And the water in that lake is just like spring water, it’s as clear as crystal, and even 

though you think that’s probably not a very deep lake, but you know, there’s at least 40 
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feet in that lake in the middle.  And I’ve thought a lot of times, you know, what a lake 

that would have been to have bass in.  You know, you could look down there, and you’d 

see the weeds and them great big monstrous leaves, like that, you could see ‘m down 

there, and boy, if a fish ever got, if they ever got bass in that lake, it would just be 

something else! 

M: Was there a sawmill at one time, or a camp, or something, over there by where Camp 

New Hope is? 

B: Camp New Hope… Oh, Koster, Koster.  Fred Koster had a steam engine there, he had 

a sawmill there.   

R: He had a steam engine on that. 

B: Yeah, a great big steam engine, you know?  And during the Second World’s War, you 

know, somebody bought it for junk, you know. 

R: Oh, sure. 

B: He fired that son of a gun up, you know, and it had been sitting in that sawdust and 

stuff for all those years that he used it, and it was clear up to the axle on the big wheels.  

Sitting in that hole, and we fired that son of a gun up, and got the steam up, and put it in 

reverse, it came right straight up in the air, and walked right out of there. 

M: (Laughs) 

B: You know, you’d think most anything with a wheel would never move again, but you 

know, it had those wheels about that wide, and had those great big high cleats sideways 

like that on back wheels, you know.  They put that thing in gear, and it just came straight 

up in the air out of that hole, and just sat right up there and nice high and dry… 

M: Hm.  What year’s the (unintelligible) Mill in there? 

B: My goodness, I was workin’ for -  and I’ll tell you that later, I’ll tell you pretty soon 

there – but I was workin’ for Hammond, and he hadn’t been doing anything for quite a 

few years…The reason I remember, pretty much about it, because he’d come here for 

supper about 4 nights a week.  He was batching (being a bachelor) it, you know, and he 

had one would, he always liked to come here, and I’m workin’ 10 hours a day.  He comes 

4 nights a week at least at supper.  And then he wants to stay and play cribbage with me 

until midnight, and I’ve gotta go over work 10 hours – he can go home and go to bed, 

you know.  Sometimes I hadda tell him, “Freddy, I think it’s time for you to go home so I 

can get some sleep!” you know.  But he hadda be running that mill in the very early ‘30s.  

1932, probably in that area.  His brother passed away just about the time I came.  

(tape was shut off, and turned back on later) 

B: This was all the huntin’ in the world down here, you know, you don’t have to go 

anywhere. 

M: Yeah. 

B: (Sigh) But anyway, that’s it. 

M: Well, we did quite a bit of stuff.  So it’ll help out quite a bit.  If that’s all you can 

think of… 
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B: They talk about him and his brother lifting the front end of the Model T truck outta the 

mud so that he could get going again, you know.  Whew!  I kicked. 

M: Strong. 

B: Oh, he was a what you call a gorilla when it comes to power. 

R: I think of (someone’s name) heating with wood. 

B: Well, gee, thanks a lot, Rube, I ah… 

R: Oh! I didn’t do anything. 

B: You know me, I can’t remember stuff about that. 

M: Well, see you later.  Thanks. 

R: See you later! 

(door slams) 

B: And of course, (unintelligible) all you get on there is my voice pretty much. 

M: Well, that’s what it’s for. (Laughs)  You know, when I talked to Rube before, you 

know, he knew about his little area, and then said he didn’t get out too much.  Then 

Gunder knew about his little area, so then I figured well, I’ll talk to you.  He said you 

wandered around a little bit more, so I’d get some more stuff.  Got a lot of stuff. 

B: (unintelligible) The twins logged up in that country, too, you know.  Across the river 

from the old Lindbergh place. 

M: Here’s their hunting camp. 

B: Yeah, their hunting camp was up in there, but that’s a long time ago. I don’t remember 

that time.  Don and I are out up there, you know, where the huntin’ camp is. 

M: Oh, yeah? 

B: Don had a sawmill up in there.  

M: Hm. 

B: And we put two winters in there.  I remember he was sawing, at one particular time, 

we were sawing everything into 16 foot planks – like two by sixes or something.  Some 

guy down in southern Minnesota was building a barn or something.  He had to have all 

them two by sixes.  Oh, that was a job! 

M: What were you sawing? 

B: Huh? 

M: What were you sawing? 

B: Norway pine. 

M: Oh, Norway. 

B: (unintelligible)… all that green stuff that long, you know, all in dimensions.  Boy, I’ll 

tell you that was… I was always glad when we had to stop the damn thing, to file the 

saw. 
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M: Yeah. (Laughs) 

B: Or it would break. 

M: Yeah. 

B: And here’s my Wolf, here’s my baby wolf.  I named him Wolf.  He’s just a lover, 

(unintelligible)  anything else. 

M: Well, he didn’t seem to be too ferocious. 

B: He just doesn’t even care.  And I don’t have the slightest idea what his ancestors 

looked like.  But see his dad was a police dog next door, see.   

M: Oh. 

B: So that’s why you have some police dog look in…but, see, he’s got ears like a 

Labrador or something.  Police dogs ears stand up in the air.  And what I think is way 

back in his ancestor somewhere he was a hound, you notice the lips in the back hang 

down? 

M: Sure. 

B: And boy, I’ll tell you, does he got a nose.  Man!  Anything we bring through the yard, 

he knows it.  But I don’t really know too much, I can’t really tell you too much of 

anything else. 

Encounters with the game warden 

M: Who was the old game warden that you used to talk about around here? 

B: Well, we had Clint, you know. 

M: Oh, yeah.  And he was just, pretty much around Sandy Lake. 

B: Yeah, this was his area, right around here.  He used to spend a lot of time watching for 

me. I don’t suppose we should talk about that on television or anything.  But he and I 

quite the… if it wasn’t on, I’d tell you my story. 

M: (Laughs)  I don’t think it matters.  I don’t think they can come back on you for it. 

B: Well, I know that, but what I’m saying is that my brother-in-law, Dietz, you know, we 

used to run out of meat, you know, in October or something.  So we went on up to the 

refuge.  And by going up towards (unintelligible) place, we drove up there, and then 

(unintelligible), he came up and he parked in Ralph Anderson’s (?) road, right there, and 

I’m up on Rube’s road, and by walking from there wherever I wanted to go, there was a 

field that used to belong to the Ralph Anderson’s, and when I got to that field, there was a 

big buck just walkin’ across the field.  And this is like in October.  So I shot it, you know, 

and then I went over there, and of course, there wasn’t a thing I could do with the whole 

thing, so I skun it out.  I had two of the hams, and cut ‘em off and throwed ‘em over my 

shoulders with the intention, of course, to go back tomorrow or tonight, or sometime, to 

get the rest of it.  Well, I got back to the car, and Dietz was a very nervous man, anyways, 

and so we started down the road, and when we got comin’ out of Rube’s road, there’s 

Filias (?)(unintelligible) sittin’ in the road facing toward the Ralph Anderson’s you see.  

Well, he saw him sittin’ there, he had to do it, you know.  And Dietz says, “My God, 
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there’s a game warden!” he says, “What are we going to do?”  And I said, “We’re going 

to leave it.” 

(end of side 1) 

Side 2 
B: Well, at about 150 yards, I was looking back, you know, and I seen the smoke come 

out of that ridge, and he backed out of there real hard, and he’s after us!  But we had to 

go up that real steep hill that - now days they don’t use that road - but we got…kind of hit 

the top of that hill.  That Nash (?) was wide open, and we were movin’.  We got to the top 

of the hill and Herb Larson was standin’ at the top of the hill.  We went by Herb like a 

bullet!  He thought, there’s something wrong.   

And he jumped out in the middle of the road and waved Clint (?) down, you see.  When 

Clint got there, he said, “Have you seen my cows?”   

He said, “No, but, “he said, “But I saw your horses!” and away he went.   

You see.  But you see that, when you go over the hill, it goes like this and it goes up like 

that, and it goes down again and goes up like that.  And it’s a real steep hill.  Well, when 

we went over that first hill, I looked…I was watching, you know, and I saw that he 

stopped back there.  And when we went down the hill on the other side, I was throwing 

both rifles out of the back seat, and two hands went, too, you know.  And I crawled back 

into the front seat.  Well, by the time he was… got to the top of that hill, we’re on the flat 

there, you see?  And just about goin’ up the other hill?  And now we’re only goin’ about 

20 miles an hour, you see.  And so we caught up to him, see, it was kinda confusing – 

why were we going so fast, I suppose?   

Well, when we got home, Carl Johnson, he used to live next door, but the place is empty 

at that time, and we pulled in the yard, and he pulled in next door and parked over there, 

you see.  And we were watchin’ over there for about 20 minutes, and he was still there.  

And finally he backed out, and then he went by real slow, going that way towards the 

Trader’s Post.  And I said to Dietz, now just as soon as he gets outa sight there, we’re 

moving!  And we ran out and got in that car, and we tore up there, but he went and turned 

around, but I got the two hams and the two guns, and we throwed ‘em in the back seat 

and took off for home and when we got home, he pulled in the yard.  And walked from 

the car to the house.  (Whispers) Here comes trouble!   

M: (Laughs) 

B: He came back.  And I knew he was gonna do that, but I figgered if we hurried, now 

would be the time to do it.  And we got it done.  And never did hear any more from Clint. 

M: I had the tape run out halfway through your story there, so I won’t get to hear the end 

of it. 

B: (Laughs) Well, anyway, you know, those were the days… 

M: Yeah. 

B: …used to have some times.  Oh, I got stories to tell ya!  I had a game warden after I 

and Pietrick (?) and the guy that used to…I can’t think of his name…used to live, I think 
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(unintelligible)’s place was empty.  No, it couldn’t have been…Oh, I think it 

was…hmmm.  He lived on this side in that little shack.  (unintelligible)  Anyway, I was 

up on the ridges, and we were up there huntin’ deer, you know, and there was about in 

October because I remember the leaves were real dry, and you could really hear things 

walking.  Got behind that tree, because at the sound of it, he was comin’ my way.  And I 

know it wasn’t going to be those two other guys.  And it was Patterson.  He was at that 

time, you know, really the park ranger, you see.  And of course, we were friends, but not 

that kind of friends! 

M: (Laughs) 

B:  And that oak tree was probably – it wasn’t as big as this table – but it was big, and 

I’m up behind that tree, and he’s comin’ right straight at that doggone tree!  And believe 

it or not, when he got close enough to the tree so I could move just a little bit, I went 

around that tree very carefully, very quietly, and he walked right by! 

M: Right by you! 

B:  And kept right on goin’.  And by the time I got out…and then, after he was gone, I 

went down toward Wolf Lake, because there was kind of an open bog on this side of 

Wolf, and I thought, “It’s getting’ late in the evening.  I’ll go down through there, and if I 

see somethin’, OK, but if I don’t, well, I’ll get back to the car.”  I just got off the edge of 

that bog, and gee there was a beautiful buck standin’ there.  He must have had six, seven 

on each side, standin’ there just like a picture!  And I shot him, and I dressed him out, and 

then I just, from there, I went right on home back to where the car was.   

When I got to the car, well, Patterson hadn’t been to the car or nothin’ so we all got 

together - and Nelson was the guy’s name (referring to the other hunting partner he 

couldn’t remember earlier) - and Pietrick, they had seen him, and they put their guns in 

the moss in the swamp, can you imagine!  And they wasn’t about to go back there, you 

know.  Not that day!  Well, I know I’m goin’ to back, because I’ve got that deer, you 

know.  But I convinced Pietrick that he’d go with me.  And we had a couple of those 

wicker basket things, you know, how they…?  Anyway, we went down there, and in the 

dark we skun that thing out and cut the head off, and cut it up, and I kept the hams 

together, but all the rest of the meat we cut up and took it off the bone, right in the dark, 

you know.  Boy, we was workin’ on it and we filled them baskets, and then I put them 

hams over my shoulders, and we took off.  And it was…by the time we got out to the car, 

it was probably 2:00 in the morning, you know, and got all the meat all on there.  I never 

left anything spoil. 

M: Yeah? 

B: I’d get it if I had to go through an army.  Because I wasn’t goin’ to leave it there.  And 

after that thing with (unintelligible- someone’s name), I went back up there the next day, 

you know, and took care of that meat.  But anyway, that’s the way things used to be. 

(Laughs)  Life was just…a way of life!  And you know I lived there for so many years 

that… 

(unfortunately, the taping stops here) 

(End of side 2) 
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