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(Photo courtesy of USFS Southern Research Station, Genral Technical Report SRS-166)
Read the story from Dave Jolly on pages 4 & 5 about the longleaf pine
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Have vour dues expired or near expiration? Look at the date on the envelope
beside you name. If it says 2018, this is your last copy of the Dixie Ranger. Mail
your renewal to Clair Redmond now. Address is at the top of this cover page.




A Message From Our President, Malcolm Gramley, 11

Dear Fellow Retirees:

Here it is. Winter's almost over and Spring is just about to begin. With the National Reunion
behind us. and the final items relating to it finished. things have begun to slow down. 1t's nice for
a change to get back to “normal™, whatever that is.

For those of you who may not Keep up with things like this, 2019
is the 758" anniversary of the Smokey Bear program, not Smokey
THLE Bear program. The Program was initiated in 1944 and is a
cooperative effort between The National Ad - Council, the
National Association of State Foresters, and the U. S, Forest
Service. The program initially had a bear as its logo and it wasn't
until sometime later that a live bear was found and made a living
symbol of the program. If you are interested in information
about the program. contact Don Hansen, he's extremely well versed in it and the Association's
newest member of the Board of Directors. (Editor: This is a picture of the original cub that was rescued
Sfrom the fire shortly before the picture was made, The 2-week old bear was found clinking to a tree on the
Capitan Gap fire, Lincoln NE, May 9. 1950 and became a living symbol. )

One of the issues I'd like to try to deal with is to increase membership in the Southern Forest
Service Retirees Association. We have made the effort to provide every Forest with editions of
the Dixic Ranger as they are produced. The hope is that the Forest(s) will provide retirees with
the information about membership in the Association. To be sure, we have looked at including
membership information in cach retiree's retirement package. but current Agency policies will not
allow that to happen. so we've taken the approach mentioned above with the individual Forests.
While this may not be the best option, I'd really be open to other suggestions from the membership.
So. if you have some thoughts on how to increase membership. please feel free to drop me a note.
All suggestions will be gratefully considered.

I hope this edition of the Dixie Ranger finds you all in good health and enjoying the retirement
you all worked so hard to get.

Mac

Malcolm . Gramley 11, President
Southern Forest Service Retiree's Association
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SFSRA RETIREES GET TOGETHER

Northeast Atlanta - Retirees, spouses, and friends meet for breakfast the last Tuesday of cach month
(except December) at the 1HOP Restaurant, 4205 Stone Mountain Highway, Hwy 78, at 7:30 a.m. The
restaurant s located in the Killian Hill Village Shopping Center Contact: Nancy Sorrells 770-469-5799.

Cobb County Georgin - Retirees, spouses, and friends meet the last Tuesday of the mc?nlh at 9:00 a.m. at
the COME-N-GET IT Family Restaurant, 1409 Church St. Ext, Suite E, Marietta, GA 30060.
Contact: Sonny Cudabac scudabac(@mindspring.com.

Cherokee National Forest — Retirees, spouses, and friends meet for lunch at 11:30 a.m. on the third
Tucesday of each month in Cleveland, Tennessee, Contact: Kaye Shelton, 423-338-5910.

Ouachita National Forest - Retirces, spouses, and friends meet for breakfast the third Tuesday of cach
month at 8:30 a.m, at the Cracker Barrel Restaurant in the Cornerstone Shopping Center, Hot Springs,
Arkansas. Contact: Jim Wenner, 501-525-8284, jimwenner(@cablelynx.com

Jefferson National Forest — Retirees, spouses, and friends get together at noon on the 2nd Wednesday of
even numbered months at the Roanoker Restaurant in Roanoke, Virginia, Contact .

George Washington National Forest - Retirees, spouses, and friends meet for breakfast at 9:00 a.m. on
the first Wednesday of even numbered months at the Village Inn Restaurant on US 11, a short distance of
I-81 at Exit 240, Contact: Eddie Riddle, edjoriddle@aol.com.

Highlands - Robbinsville - Franklin - Murphy North Carolina Area — Retirees, spouses, and friends
mecet at 11:30 a.m. for lunch the last Wednesday of every month in Franklin. Contact George Lynch for the
location as it may be in a different place each month. georgelynch@verizon.net (828) 369-9722).

Francis Marion & Sumter National Forests - FM&S Retirees meet for lunch the 2nd Wednesday of April
and 4" Wednesday of October. For further details, contact: Ed Hedgecock engineerhedge@aol.com. You
may also contact Glenda Wood (803) 563-5498 woodjgd6@outlook.com.

The National Forest in Florida - Contacts are Johnnie Croft 5156 Shaw Street, Sanderson, FL 32087 (386-
752-7325) or Joann Webb (Missoumiss@comecast.net ).

National Forests and Grasslands in Texas - Retirees, spouses, and friends meet for lunch the 3" Thursday
of each month, 11:15 AM, at the Mr. Ray’s, 1604 W, Frank Ave, Lufkin, TX. Contact: Carolyn Hughes,
936-875-3328, carohug@hotmail.com or Gay Ippolito, 936-632-4852, gipp 253@yahoo.com

National Forests in Alabama - Retirees, spouses, and friends meet for lunch the 1 Wednesday in
February, April, June, August, October, and December at 11:15 AM, McAlister's Restaurant in Prattville.
Contact: Bill Fadden, 334-285-0962.

Ozark-St. Francis retirees meet for breakfast at 8:00 A.M. on the first Friday of each month at the Old
South restaurant in Russellville, AR. Contact O.D. Smith at 479-968-3287 or odnpat@suddenlink.net.

Please let the editor know if your group has “get-togethers” that are not on this
list. Contacts: Please review and let the editor know of any changes that are
needed. Thanks!




DO YOU KNOW?

A storv and some facts abour the Longleaf Pine
by Dave Jollv

Talking with Sid Haggard awhile back. this “Forester™ was trying to teach a
“Geek™ who had asked on more than one occasion. “Is it pine trees or
hardwoods that have leaves that fall off in the winter?” After once more
cxplaining to him. as matter of fact most of the pines and most of the
hardwoods have needles or leaves that fall off sometime during the year. Sid
thought hard for a minute and suddenly he said. “I have an idea!™ Why don’t
we start writing an article in cach Dixie Ranger about something like this and
we'll call it “Do You Know™? And vou. Dave Jolly, can write the first one!™
How could I say no? So. here we are, and 1 am going to have some fun with it,
I will probably wander around some, so bear with me.

In 1991, when Peggy and | were moving to Missoula we decided to build a house rather than buy:.
Since 1 was going to be really busy transitioning into my new job, Peggy was going to be the
contracting officer on the house. We found John, who was as good a contractor as you could ever
wish for, and he and Peggy hit it off right from the start. Early on we discussed how the house
would be situated on the lot and, among other things, Peggy made it clear to both John and me that
no trees or bushes were to be removed or damaged without her
approval. Well, we drove to the site one evening after work. and as
I was casing off the road to park Peggy said. in a very firm voice,
“Take me 10 a telephone!!™ [ said. “What?" She said, “TAKE me to
a telephone!!™ *“Look at that big machine over there. parked and
leaning on that tree!”™ We found a phone, John came out and moved
the machine, he and Peggy shared a few words, she grumbled at me
a bit, and that was that!

About six months after we moved in, John dropped by to see how
we were doing. He parked on the street and walked thru the yard
toward the front porch. I went out to meet him and noticed he was looking very concerned at a
beautiful Ponderosa Pine, aka Western Yellow Pine. about 30 inches in diameter and 90-feet tall,
between our house and the street. Peggy’s favorite tree!! I said. “What ya looking at John?" He
said. in a shaky voice, “This tree, the needles are tuming brown and it looks like some of them are
falling off!” I thought 1o myself. I'm going to have a htle fun with John. He asked me, “Is 1t
dying?” | put on a real serious face and said, “You know John, I think it is! Your guys must have
killed it with that big machine. Peggy is going to get really wrapped around the axel about this!™
John looked 5tr1ckcn and suddenly I thought maybe I had gone too far. “Just klddm;_, I said. “It
: is shedding some of its needles but not all of them.”™ Do You Know
that, unlike most hardwoods which drop all of their leaves at the
same time, many of the pine species, like this Ponderosa, have as
many as three sets of needles? Periodically, they will shed one
set. They will then grow another set to replace them. That’s how
they manage to stay green all the time. John looked at me like,
“You Turkey! | thought I was in real trouble.” When you think
about it John, this big boy may grow to a height of 250 feet and




live for over 500 years. It stands to reason they might put on some
new needles as they age. )

Now to wander a bit. In the fall of 1961, Peggy and I left ourjf)b
with the Weyerhaeuser Company Research Facility in Centralia,
WA, for our first job with the Forest Service in the tiny (pop.125)
town of McClellanville, SC. on the Wambaw Ranger District in
the Francis Marion NF. We traded living at the foot of the

Cascade Mountains where Mount Rainier is over 14,411 fe.ct . ' |
above sca level for the flatwoods of the Eastern Coastal Plain where the highest point on the

Francis Marion NF is said to be only 26 fect above sea level. And, where the crc?cks change the
direction of their flow twice each day. This is where I met
Nt W9 ongleaf Pine for the first time. o
CRAH;E RFUS_. This stately Southern Yellow Pine, perhaps a smallef cousin qf

"% the Ponderosa Pine in the West, grabbed the attention of this

(I '.'“'1 ":I_C‘lf" i young novice Forester the first time I ever saw them, and that
QLTI G, - feeling remains with me today. Do You Know that Longleaf Pine

b in this open, sunny, parklike habitat can be found with over 900
Ny other species of flora and fauna and is one of the most diverse

ccosystems on earth? It can grow up to 3 feet in diameter, as tall as 120 feet and live as long as
500 years. More than 30 threatened and endangered species are found in this ecosystem including
the Red-cockaded Woodpecker, Gopher Tortoise and the Indigo Snake. The sap of Longleaf Pine,
when distilled, produces Naval stores and turpentine used to [ 7 ” (&

build wooden ships. By the carly 1900s, the coastal plains '
produced 70% of the world’s supply of these products. To
remain intact, this system must be visited by fire in late
spring to early summer every 2 to S years. It will normally
recover from the burn in only a few weeks. The Forest
Service first began prescribed buming on the Francis
Marion NF in the late 1930s shortly after the Forest was
established. (Acting Regional Forester Ken Arey tells us
about the current state of Longleaf Pine in the November 2018 issue of The Dixie Ranger.) There
is an interesting video about the longleaf pine from, Red Sky Productions, at
http://longleafpine.org. .
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A Message From Your Dixie Ranger Editor

There is a new feature in this edition that I hope will become permanent. Itis titled: “Do You
Know? See the first article by Dave Jolly. Do you have an idea for an article? Send me 4
message or give me a call. Also, note the section: “Messages / Letters from Members”.
These are short notes that might be of interest to others. They are not “Letters to the Editor”
voicing an opinion on politics and the like. Lastly, I receive newspaper articles in the mail
that I cannot reprint. This is due to copy write laws and, more recently, some newspapers wil|
not give me electronic access to their website unless I am a subscriber. If you want me to
reprint an article, get the newspaper or magazine editor to send me a release and electronic
copy. Thanks.

Thursday. June 6, 2019 Luncheon / Business Meeting

Make plans to attend the Thursdayv, June 6", luncheon & business meeting! Members and
guests will gather in Atlanta at the Petite Violette Restaurant, 2948 Clairmont Rd., Atlanta,
GA, at 11:30 a.m. Lunch will be served at 12:00 noon. Reservations are necessary by June
4" and can be made by calling Nancy Sorrells at 770-469-5799 or Joyce Keith at 404-229-
9888. Leave a message on their answering machine if you do not reach one of them. It is
important to let either Nancy or Joyce know if you find that you are unable to attend
after you have made a reservation because we are charged for the number of reservations
turned in the day before the luncheon.

Have vou visited the SFSRA Web Sites?

The Southern Forest Service Retirees Association has a  web site. It s
www.southernforestretirees.org. Alan Pigg, the web master, needs pictures of our region,
groups, etc. Please send items to sfsra@hotmail.com. We are also on Facebook.

National Museum of Forest Service History: https://www.forestservicemuseum.org/
National Association of Forest Service Retirees: http://www.nafsr.org/
Forest History Society: https://foresthistory.org/




Pioneer African-American Smokejumper
Laid to Rest at Arlington National Cemetery

During World War 11. a time when segregation was still a part of everyday life, a group of 17 brave
men took the plunge to serve their country and become the first all African-American paratrooper
unit known as the Triple Nickles. The battalion’s original goal — to join the fight in Europe — was
thwarted when military leaders in Europe feared racial tensions would disrupt operations. At about
the same time, the U. S. Forest Service asked the military for help to minimize damage caused by
balloon bombs launched by the Japanese across the Pacific Ocean with the intent to start forest
fires in the western U. S. In the end, few of the incendiary devices reached U. S. soil, but the
Triple Nickles were instrumental in helping the Forest Service fight naturally-caused fires. They
became history’s first military smokejumpers who answered 36 fire calls and made more than
1,200 jumps that summer of 1945.

On Jan. 6, Lt. Col. Roger S. Walden, who passed away on Sept. 17,2013, was remembered and
given full military honors at Arlington National Cemetery. Walden holds a special place in U. S.
Forest Service history. He will be remembered for his bravery, sacrifice, and ground breaking
achievements in wildland firefighting. During a time of war and social prejudices. the commitment
to serve his country through wildland firefighting was challenging and unique.

“Lt. Col. Roger Walden was one of the original 17 test platoon members of the 555th Parachute
Infantry Battalion — hence the nickname Triple Nickles — who contributed to fighting wildfires in
the Pacific Northwest during World War II led by Gen. James Gavin,” said Joe Murchison,
president of the 555th Parachute Infantry Association Inc. “He will be sorely missed by all who
knew and loved him.” Continued... http://blogs.usda.gov/2014/02/03/pioneer-african-american-
smokejumper-laid-to-rest-at-arlington-national-cemetery/.

Posted by Deidra McGee, Office of Communication, U. S. Forest Service, on February 3, 2014
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34 years’ worth of ONF Forest Supervisors

Retired Ouachita National Forest Supervisor Mike Curran
celebrated his 80th birthday with friends and family on January
19th. Retired Planning/Recreation Staff Bill Pell lined up 34
years’ worth of Forest Supervisors and recorded these imagines
for posterity. Current Supervisor Norm Wagoner is on the left.
Retired Supervisor Al Newman is on the right. Mike is the
bearded Supervisor in the center. He may be 80 but he's still
active in the hiking clubs.



Cobb County, GA retirees went to breakfast 10/30/2018 at a new place. Come-N-Get It,
Marietta. GA.
L-R: Sonny Cudabac. Clair Redmond. Larry Bishop. Alan Pigg. Maurice Hoelting

* % %k ko 3k

There was a great turnout and a lot of Christmas spirit shared at the monthly National Forests
& Grasslands in Texas retirees lunch on December 20th at Mr. Ray’s.

Seated from left: Kathy Trapp (Rubie’s daughter), Rubie Nabours, Carolyn Hughes, Jean
Rasbeary, Gay Ippolito, Belinda Ross, Sid Jackson & Lorri Donnahoe (Glenn’s wife). Standing
from left: Gene Walker (with Carolyn), Glenn Donnahoe, Dale Bounds, Elza Harty, John Ippolito,
Glenn Hammond, Buck Doiron, David Norsworthy, Bill Rasbeary (Jean’s husband) & Bob
Jackson (Sid’s husband).



Messages / Letters From Members

Bruce Baldwin Writes: Hog Fire

The year was 1977, the year that Elvis died. After saving Palm Springs from burning, we were
transferred to the Hog Fire on the Klamath National Forest. It was 50,000 acres and the largest fire
that [ had been on. Our crew was the Tallahatchic Hotshots from the Yazoo little Tallahatchic
Flood Control Project in North Mississippi. We were assigned to the Ranger District office at
Sawyers Bar. After a few days of wading around in the ashes mopping up, we were given a day of’
R and R. This gave us some time to wash our clothes in the Salmon River and pan a little gold.

Justabout dusk, pickup trucks came roaring into our camp and they hollered “Mississippi 2. load
up. the fire is spotting across the river.” It was dark by the time we got to the location and there
were several small spots smoldering in the brush.  The Sector Boss explained to me that the
California weather inverted at night and the fire would just creep along. The method of attack was
to be direct attack with one foot in the fire and one foot out. This we did for a while and then my
Assistant Crew Boss who had seen the big one said. “Hey boss the [reight train is coming.” |
slipped over the ridge and looked into hell. The fire had poked a hole in the inversion and the
whole canyon had become a chimney. It was a tornado of fire that was picking up huge chunks of
wood and throwing them 50 yards ahead of the fire. 1went back to the Sector Boss and said, “It's
time to go.” He said “You guys from the East don't know anything. Out here we put one foot in
the fire and one foot out.™ I'said, “You put your foot in that fire, we are going back to camp.” We
barely made it to the trucks. We had fire in the tops of the trees to our left, to our right, and behind
us: 250 to 300 foot high flames. The fire ran on up the canyon 14 miles that night, but they were
able to stop it just before it got to the nudist colony. The Forest Service spent 1 %2 million dollars
saving the nudist colony.

Other colleagues that were on that fire were Gene Kruglewicz, Dave Smith, Larry Bishop, and
Alex Bulldog.

* %k ok ok ok

Josie Jackson Writes:

Thank you for printing the articles I send for the Dixic Ranger. 1t makes me feel good that you
appreciate them. [ loved my twenty years with the Forest Service and will forever be grateful to
the Forest Service for the opportunity / opportunities it pave me.

Editor: Thanks. Josic to you and the others for the articles, messages, and notices!
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Tom Smith Writes:  Water-witching a Well on the Ozark NF

. . R . Q1 Francie National Foreste we
During the eight vears that | was Forest Engineer on the Ozark-St. 'l rancis .\_auonfl Forests, we
ion and administrative sites. Shortly after |

dnlled a large number of water wells to serve recreall

arrived in 1960, Bill Brvan. the ranger on the Bayou Ranger District. asked for my technical
assistance. During our discussion. Bill mentioned that my predecessor Wayne Higdon had used a
water witch to dct‘ermine the location of a recently-completed W ell. My initial thought was “why
would a well-respected engineer do such a thing.” At that time. | was pretty dismissive of water
witching or dowsing. About 1963 the Forest Service employed Don Williams, an exceptionally
competent geologist. Don was stationed at Hot Springs. AR and provided technical assistance to
the Ouachita and Ozark-St. Francis National Forests. 1 solicited his advice on the location of new
water wells. One time 1 asked him what he thought about water witching. His strong assertion
was that water witching was “bunk. absolute bunk™. so that ended our discussion. Around 1966
the Ozark National Forest built a small. six-unit picnic area along highway 7 north of Russellville.
We needed enough water for a hand pump. 1 asked Don for his advice on location of a well. He
said it didn’t matter because we were unlikely to get water. no matter where we drilled. I selected
a site. issued a contract to a driller. and he came up with a dry hole. Then the driller told me he
had found a near-by location where we could get water. | asked him how he knew. He showed
me how he took a forked stick to find the location. He asked me to try it. 1 did and got absolutely
nothing. Then he said “put vour hand on the stick. and I'll put m) hand behind vour hand. and
we’ll see how that works.™ As soon as we reached the appointed location. to my surprise. the stick
dipped down. 1 told the driller that | would amend the contract so that he could drill there. He
oot a stream of water. enough for a hand pump. I never told Don Williams what I had done because
I knew he would disapprove. Subsequently. | did some investigation of water-witching (or
dowsing) and found that the Russians had done a great deal of research on the subject. They called
it ~bio location™ and even determined the percentage of the people who have the ability to do it.
At one time | recommended to the Regional Office that a research center could research the subject.
1 don’t believe that went anywhere. They probably thought I'd lost my mind.

¥ % k% % X

Mike Sparks Writes: The Serpent

My mother was deathly afraid of snakes and used a garden hoe on any of them she found. Froma
voung age. | was taught that serpents (snakes) were to be avoided and killed when found. My
mother told me that ALL snakes were poisonous and could cause bodily harm (or kill me).
Fortunately. | was never bitten and as | grew up. I leared from school and college that snakes had
a purpose and were not necessarily evil. 1 was in Mr. Ogilvie’s 10" grade biology class when he
told us about snakes and how each species was unique and what purpose it served. So, that
afternoon. I was pulling weeds in the garden and noticed a small green serpent moving stealthily
thorough the green beans. Knowing it was not poisonous. I picked it up and the next day, I took
it to class. BIG MISTAKE. Not everyone had learned from Mr. Ogilvie that snakes weren't all
bad. I was walking to class and met some girls in the hallway. My snake decided to rise up out
of my shirt pocket and so frightened them that they screamed all the way to the principal’s office.
Did vou ever try to tell the Principal that you brought a snake to school for educational purposes?
(continued next page)
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(continued from previous page)

| paid dearly for that one. My sophomore year in college, I was working on the Piney Ranger
District of the Ozark-SF NFs. north of my home town in Russellville, Ark. [ was markiﬁg timber
with Doyne Curtis and Mickey Cochran. two old “Ozark Mountain Boomers™. They were
mountaineers but they were also my friends. They looked out for this “greenhom™ and kept me
between them as we traveled through the woods marking timber. I stepped on a big flat rock and
immediately heard something like a hive of bees. I told Doyne and he and Mickey stopped work.
cut two long pry poles and made me get off the rock. | knew then that it wasn’t bees but the
scourge of woodsmen known as a “RATTLESNAKE™. They pried the rock up and out he
came....I didn’t know they could jump as this one lunged forward for about 3 feet or more, striking
at anything that moved. He was definitely MAD. Mickey quickly dispatched him. We counted
7 rattles. not a large snake but still one that could hurt you. Later, in my career. | encountered the
“HOG NOSED SNAKE™. It is perfectly harmless and can be picked up and played with but 1
don’t advise it. It’s called a hog nosed snake because its nose it tilted upward like the snout on a
hog. It's also called a “SPREADING ADDER™ as my father called it. It has three lines of
defense. ..first. when encountered., it will rise up and spread its hood, much like a Cobra, and
HISSSSSS. Frightening but not dangerous. If you don’t leave it alone at that point. it rolls over
and plays dead with its underside skyward. If that doesn’t convince the hapless traveler to leave
it alone and it is picked up, it emits a foul smelling oil from underneath its scales which is much
like a skunk musk. YUK. The smell won't wash off so leave ‘em alone. East Texas is home to
Eastern Diamondback rattlers and possible some Western Diamondbacks also. 1 was working
with the marking crew on the Tenaha District of the Sabine NF when we heard a loud scream from
ahead. Something or someone was being assaulted. We worked our way forward and found an
area that had been torn asunder, it was as if a huge struggle had taken place...bushes bent over.
ground plowed up so we searched for what had happened. We found it....a 6 foot rattlesnake,
coiled at the base of a pine tree. He did not move because in his middle, was a large bulge....he
had eaten a meal. We dispatched him (I wouldn’t do that now) and discovered a full grown. Fox
Squirrel in his belly. But the most fearful encounter I had with a rattler was again, in East Texas.
| was making a seedling survival count in a regeneration area. It had been logged and had a lot of
treetops and limbs scattered about. My transect bearing took me through the middle of a large
pine top. As I was struggling to cross the limbs, I heard that familiar “buzz” and 1 froze. 1 could
not see him and then the worst thing happened.....he quit rattling. There 1 was, trapped in the
middle of a pine top not knowing where the menace was lying in wait. It was hot Summer time
and I didn’t want to spend my day standing like a statue in the pine top so after what seemed like
an eternity. I decided to jump. Fortunately, I didn’t get bitten but the event reinforced my desire
to avoid snakes. But along the way, [ developed a hearty respect for those critters and avoided
killing any of them. They are, after all, one of God’s creations but don’t ask me why he created
them. Today, I have at my home, a female King Snake that’s been with me for several years.
She catches rats. mice. insects and an occasional chipmunk. Each year, she raises her young in
the pine island of my front yard. My wife has been frightened by her and her oftspring so many
times that when she encounters one now, she just says “Hi™ and continues her work. But [ recall
with excitement and respect, my past encounters with serpents. 1 am also happy that I don’t have
to work in their environment now as I'm too old to jump anymore.
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Jack Godden Writes:

My moving on "will 10 be to other pastures“(when called -providing they have some tree shade). At 88 |
have many tales published in the Dixic Ranger - even worked with its first editor-Tom HUNT- he having
moved from A.O. position on Cherokee, to Atlanta. Iwas his supplier of moonshine from Poke and McMinn
Counties- then the Hiwassee R.D. 1953-°55, JF, Asst. Ranger. He would supply (trade) for bonded whiskey
from Chattanooga. We would do this on Sundays when | took wife and two daughters to Catholic Church,
where Tom was an usher. He then would have us to his house for lunch. e was a true "spark" of life - he
labeling me a "Little Stoop”, Ranger.- then Norris Quam as Big Stoop” (This from our LYpINg errors- no
clerk- fortunate the S.0. took care of our Timber marking volumes for sales. When the district was formed
(19517)- office upstairs 14 steps, furnished with "handed down” office equipment. We had built a fenced
in "corral” on Main Street for our four vehicles - me with a 4-wheel drive Jeep (canvas sides) with heater.

Many wonderful tales- Quam the Ranger challenged -moving off the last few squatters on Hiwassee river
below Epperson. One area machine hand planted by Boy Scouts planted in 1954 with "loblolly pine" (From
Gas station view- NW comer of land across river north from Grocery Store. Owner then was Fire Warden,
two pump gas station- now | understand thriving business with River clientele. Last time | went through
Etowah was 1990- called District Ranger office was closed by snow storm. They told me planting was a
“success, you should see them." | HAVE ASKED, WRITTEN SEVERAL LETTERS AS TO SUCCESS
OF THIS PLANTING - as yet nobody on Forest has had the time to answer my request of their growth!!
So that's with "Changing Times" and my loss of know "partners” of our GLORY YEARS- 1950-1980.So.
I'have too few of my age group left with fond memories- the ones who might answer. Remember me. WISH
YOU- Good Luck with the Dixie Ranger - trust continued interest, contributions to cite the "Greatest "to
its members and readers.  Jack Godden 10614 N. Magnolia Dr., Mequon, W1 53092

* %k 3k sk Xk

Alan Pigg Writes: Glad I am Retired

Listening to the news about the government shutdown and no budget reminds me of stressful days gone by.
Most of the State and Private Programs | worked in involved pass through grant funds to state forestry
organizations to implement congressionally approved laws, acts, and programs. The Forest Service and the
States had signed agreements to carry out these programs. Other S&PF programs involved grants to non-
profit organizations, universities, rural and urban communities and others. So, a lot of people were
dependent on receiving federal funds in a timely manner to get the work done by the end of the fiscal year.
When congress does not pass a budget by October 1, agencies usually operate on continuing resolutions or,
like now, no funding. Often tied to the budget are guidelines and specific instructions as to how the funding
should be spent. The Federal Register was the starting point, but then the agencies were to develop
implementation guidelines for field people to understand. Even if a budget was passed by October 1,
specific guidance and budget figures did not get to the agencies until January or February. Measures were
usually taken not to fill vacancies, limit travel. purchases. and other expenditures during this time. Once
the budget was approved, we had until the end of September to get the work done and expend the funds. In
some cases, funds were classified as “no year”, meaning they were available until spent. A lot of the work
we were doing was seasonal, such as tree planting, prescribed fire, insect and disease control, and others.
States and other groups worked on faith that funds would come and reimburse them for the work. Now
that I am retired, the stress of dealing with all these challenges is gone. | feel sorry for those who are still
in the trenches trving to do a good job with their financial hands tied behind their backs.
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Alan Pigg Writes: Remembering Don Tomczak
Around 1989 to 1990, I had a vacancy in our Allocated Programs section of Soil Water and Air,
Regional Office. Don Tomezak was selected for the job and moved from Mississippi to the RO
with his wife Phyllis and two very young girls. He had been a forester on the Y-LT Flood
i Prevention Project, planting thousands of trees for erosion control. Right off, I noticed his shined
shoes and friendly smile. He was a corker however and was a lot of fun to work with. He had
vivid dreams and would come in to tell us all about them with great flare. He was always up to
something and I was ofien the victim of some prank. It got worse when he, Gerald Wicker, John
l Gries, and Bill Carothers got together to plan some scheme. There was no one better however at
doing a great job whatever he did. He was always my go to person when something needed done
right and on time. He was very organized and smart. He would keep everything he had to do on
a small notebook. which he kept in his shirt pocket. He wrote very, very small so it would all fit
onone 4 2x 2 i inch page. One-day things were popping right and left and I needed someone to
put together a letter, so I called on Don. He pulled out his notebook and showed me a full page of
things he was supposed to do and asked, “Where do you want me to fit this in?" It took me back,
but realized how organized he was. Don was an avid runner and ran 4 Boston marathons, one of
which he ran 22 miles of after having knee surgery 2 months before the race; several Peachtree
‘ Road Races and many more. When he would travel, he still ran in the evenings around the town
or out in the country. About once a month, our unit would go across the street to IHOP and have
a “breakfast meeting”. He would always order harvest grain and nuts pancakes with hot butter
pecan syrup, which was not on the menu. 1 tried it and have been getting that now for years. We
l covered the whole region with our programs and worked closely with the Soil Conservation
‘ Service (now NRCS) and State Foresters. The State Forester in Louisiana requested our assistance
{ with response to an audit of federal grant funds they had used. Nancy Bush (Fiscal and
’ Accounting), Don and myself were going on the trip. On the way to the airport at 4:30 am | gota
speeding ticket and they took my license. We flew to Jackson, MS and were to rent a car to drive
to Baton Rouge because it was cheaper. When I went to pick up the rental car, they would not rent
to me on a traffic ticket. I waved at Don and he came over and rented the car. On the way, we
, were deep in conversation and a Mississippi Highway patrol pulled Don over and took his license.
T So Nancy said she would drive. Nancy was about 5 foot tall and older than us. What a sight with
| Nancy driving us around. It seemed every time we traveled we had some kind of problem. Don
‘ and I were coming back from another trip to Louisiana and the weather was terrible. We went to

— =

the Lafayette, LA airport to fly home, but was closed due to weather. We rented a van, only car

they had, and were going to drive to Baton Rouge to fly home. On the way, on 1 10. the wind
) was about to blow us ofT the 100 foot high, raised highway into the swamp. The radio said there
was a tornado on the ground behind us heading east, to get out of your vehicle, and take cover in
a ditch. We looked at each other, then looked down 100 foot or so to the swamp, and just started
laughing. Lucky for us we arrived safe. His work with the Forest Service is still going on with
the Longleaf Alliance, Silvaculture training manuals, American Chestnut Restoration, Wildland
Firefighter, and many more. He was an excellent meeting facilitator and taught others useful
techniques.  Afler we retired, Don learned Spanish and won prizes with his succulents he had
grown. He and I delivered lunches to needy children in the summer and Don would talk to the
Hispanics in Spanish. He danced with his two daughters at their weddings, and would be proud
of his grandchildren that have a lot of his attributes. Don was a special friend and 1 will never
forget him. He died shortly after he retired at age 56 of a heart attack while doing his favorite
pastime, running. Don, you made a difference.
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IN _MEMORIAM

Billy Boyd Booth James (Jim) Roger Collins
Raymond (Tom) Hawks John Thomas Kinard
Jerry Glynn Lynch Arthur B. Mackey, Jr.
Joe Tucker
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Billy Boyd Booth, born April 28, 1936, in Great Falls, MT to Boyd and Marie
Booth, passed away October 21, 2018, at the age of 82. Billy was raised in St.
Maries, ID where he graduated. After high school he attended the University of
Idaho and then enlisted in the Army where he became a 1st Lt. He married Glenda
Wilson June 15, 1958, and they lived in Georgia while he was in the Army. In
1960, Billy began working with the U. S. Forest Service in St. Maries. Then they
moved to Libby, Butte, Missoula, MT, Jackson, WY, and Marietta, GA where he retired from a
dedicated life of serving. He and Glenda moved to Chewelah, WA in 1994 where he continued
his life of serving the community in the Arts Guild and Lions Club while traveling all over the
United States and the backroads around the area. His favorite saying was “I wonder where this
road goes. Let’s check it out.” And they did! He will be missed by many. Billy is survived by
Glenda Booth (Wilson), Leslie Biancardi (Booth) & James Biancardi, Elizabeth (Liz) Fornek
(Booth) & Greg Fornek, Corky (Albert) Booth & Frankie (Francine) Booth, four grandchildren:
Owen & Nate (Nathan) Biancardi, and Leslie & Denton Fornek. He is preceded in death by his
Mother, Marie Booth, father, J. Boyd Booth and son, Christopher Booth. The family is planning
a service for a later time. Memorial contributions can be made to the Chewelah Valley Lions Club
or the Chewelah Arts Guild.

James (Jim) Roger Collins. age 74, of Morganton, passed away February
8, 2019, at his home. Mr. Collins was born December 10, 1944, in Ellijay, GA,
to the late Leslie Ulysses Collins and the late Juanita Vivian Guthrie Collins. He
was preceded in death by brothers, Eddie and Raymond Collins. Mr. Collins was
a former member of the Morganton Masonic Lodge and retired from the U. S.
Forest Service as a law enforcement officer. Mr. Collins enjoyed fishing and fly
tying in his spare time. Survivors include: wife, Shirley Richards Collins; son, Michael Collins-
Smythe; daughter, Kelly Collins Wood; brothers, Carl Collins and Bill Collins; grandchildren, Lily
Collins-Smythe, Pearl Collins -Smythe, Ethan Wood, and Evan Wood. Funeral services: February
10, 2019, at the Henry-Cochran Funeral Home with Rev. Jimmy Ritter officiating. Interment
followed in Concord Cemetery with military honors by the North Georgia Honor Guard.
Pallbearers: Kevin Collins, Eric Wood, William Collins, Jeff Collins-Smythe, Weyland Collins,
and Reese Panter.

Raymond “Tom” Hawks, age 81, of Clarkesville, GA, passed away Tuesday, January 22,
2019. Born in Galax, VA on January 14, 1938, Mr. Hawks was the son of the late Raymond Otto
and Irene Faddis Hawks. Mr. Hawks was a U. S. Army Veteran. He was a District Ranger with
the U. S. Forest Service for over 30 years. “I'm off to see the wizard,” was one of his favorite
quotes. Mr. Hawks was an avid bike rider and a loyal member of the Toccoa Elks Club No. 1820.
In addition, he was a member of Clarkesville United Methodist Church. Survivors include son
and daughter in law, Timothy Woodrow and Misty Mulkey Hawks of Toccoa, son Raymond Scott
Hawks of San Francisco, CA, sister Dixie Stoddard, grandchildren Brittnye Hawks Sosebce
(Matthew), Mason Rider Long, Cooper Burke Long and Catlin Marie Long, as well as great
grandchildren Camden Scott Sosebee and Cole James Sosebee. No formal services are planned at
this time. Online condolences may be sent to the family at HillsideMemorialChapel.com
Arrangements by Hillside Memorial Chapel & Gardens, Clarkesville.
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John Thomas “Tommy” Kinard, 83, of Pomaria, SC, died November 25,
2018, at Palmetto Health Richland. Born on September 18, 1935, in Pomaria, he
was a son of the late William Horace and Mary Richardson Kinard. He was a U. S.
Army veteran and was retired from the U. S, Forest Service. Mr. Kinard was a
member of St. Matthew Lutheran Church where he served on the Cemetery
Committee, was a member the Lutheran Men and the Lutheran Men Committee of
100, was a church treasurer for many years, Church Councilman., and Sunday School
Superintendent. He is survived by his wife, Janet Murphy Kinard: sons, Jeffrey (Lisa) Kinard and
Douglas Kinard both of Prosperity: a brother, Harvey Kinard of Newberry; granddaughters,
Allyson Marie (Eric) Buchanan, Stephanie Leigh Kinard and Julie Ann Kinard. He was
predeceased by a brother, Horace N. “Nickie” Kinard. Funecral services were held November 28,
2018, at St. Matthew Lutheran Church by the Rev. Steve Jackson. Bunal followed in the church
cemetery. Memonals may be made to the St. Matthew Lutheran Church Cemetery Fund, ¢/o
Sandra Ruff, 208 Lakeside Drive, Chapin, SC 29036. Active pallbearers were Brian Kinard,
Travis Kinard, Dean Harmon, Tommy Murphy, Randy Murphy, and Terry Murphy. Honorary
pallbearers were Bill Hester, Ron Boozer, Don Hair, Phyllis Houston, Tessie Mendenhall, the staff
of Newberry Oncology Group.

Jerry Glynn Lynch, 66, of Shelbyville, TX passed away January 4, 2019, in Center, TX.
Graveside service was held January 9, 2019, at Mt. Herman Cemetery with Bro. Larry Trekell
officiating. Mr. Lynch was born January 13, 1952, in Center, to S. J. Lynch and Callye Vaughn
Lynch. He retired from the U. S. Forest Service. His hobbies included working with cows, playing
42, making fudge, and travelling. He was a member of Providence Missionary Baptist Church in
Center. He is survived by his wife of 35 years, Donna Lynch of Shelbyville; sons, Jeremy Lynch
and wife Ashley of San Augustine, Ryan Lynch and wife Eryn of Austin; sisters, Doris Broussard
and husband Darrell of Houston. Carolyn Grimes and husband Bobby of Clear Lake: brother, O.
B. “Pete” Lynch and wife Kathy of Pearland; mother-in-law, Adell Livingston of Center: brothers-
in-law, James Livingston and wife Catherine of Center, Richard Livingston and wife Dianne of
Center, Chuck Livingston and wife Heather of Lufkin; sister-in-law, Debbie Samford of Center:
numerous nieces, nephews, other relatives and a host of friends. He is preceded in death by his
parents, S. J. Lynch and Callye Vaughn Lynch; sister, Diann Lynch; father-in-law, James “Jim”
Livingston. Pallbearers were Boo Klein, Jack Vaughn, Sammy O’Rear, Danny Scarber, Bro. Don
Moore and Bro. Charles Williams. Honorary pallbearers were Charles Hughes and James Rudd.
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Arthur B. Mackey, Jr. (April 15, 1932 - January 31, 2019) of Oviedo, FL
formerly of Hot Springs, VA went to be with the Lord on January 31, 2019. He
was the son of the late Arthur and Sallic Mackey of Hot Springs, VA. He was
married for 53 years to the love of his life and best friend, Joan Jennings Mackey.
After living all of his life in Bath County, A.B. and Joan moved to Florida in July
of 2018. He missed his friends especially his Thursday morning breakfast group:
however, he loved being in the warm weather of Florida. A fier graduation from high school, he
attended Virginia Polytechnic Institute, served in the U. S. Air Force and graduated from Capitol
Institute of Technology. He was retired from the U. S. Forest Service as a communication officer
and from Bath County School system as the Maintenance Director. He was a lifelong member of
Healing Springs Baptist Church where he served as a trustee. After his retirement he enjoyed
working in his flower gardens, helping with projects at the Healing Springs Baptist church and
helping others in need. He was an active member of Millboro Masonic Lodge #28 and in May of
2018 he was presented with his sixty-year pin. During his years as a Mason he served as Master
of Hot Springs Masonic Lodge and Valley Springs Masonic Lodge. In addition to his parents, he
is preceded by Guyle Fuller, Elizabeth Fuller, Gordon Jennings, and Larry Jennings. In addition
to his wife he is survived by a son and daughter-in-law Kenneth and Holly Mackey, precious
granddaughter, Morgan Mackey, who loved to ride in her Granddaddy's roller walker with him
pushing her. He is also survived by a niece, Mary Beth Matlock (Bryon), Nickelsville, VA,
nephews, Jeff Jennings (Tutti) Gate City, VA, Chad Jennings (Susanne) Houston, TX, and Rev.
Todd Jennings (Amanda) Mt. Carmel, TN, three sisters in laws Kaye Jennings, Kingsport, TN,
Janice Jennings, Yuma, VA and Velma Vicars Gate City, VA and a host of friends. Service was
Friday, February 8, 2019 with Rev. Todd Jennings officiating. Interment was at Oak Hill
Memorial Park, Kingsport, TN, February 9", with Military rites conducted by the American
Legion Hammond Post #3, Kingsport, TN and Post #265, Gate City. VA. Pallbearers were Jeff
Jennings, Chad Jennings, Justin Castle, Wil Jennings, John Matlock, and Bryon Matlock. In licu

of flowers please send donations to the Healing Springs Baptist Church Building Fund, 4697 Hot
Springs, Virginia 24445,

Joe Tucker,77, passed away November 23rd from cholangiocarcinoma of
the liver. There was a small private memorial service in Ft Pierce, FL. In lieu of
flowers send donations to the cholangiocarcinoma foundation. You can find it
on the internet. Joe Tucker worked for the U. S. Forest Service Southern Region.
# His USFS carrier was in the Region Office in Atlanta, GA,

Engineering/Geometronics during the 1980's and 1990's. Joe was an avid
musician specializing in Tenor Saxophone. Joe toured the country with many dance bands in
his early adulthood, was a member of the Atlanta Concert Band and Big Peach Band located
in Atlanta. Joe was active with his music carrier his entire life and gave private lessons to
many local musicians. Joe was an avid reader, character artist and an extraordinary intellect!
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