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Well it’s that time of the year again out with the old in with the 

new! Who said that?? You are not getting rid of me that easy!! 

Just because I am a little older doesn’t mean I don’t know where 

to go!! All I have to do if I get lost is ask any of you, my friends and 

you will tell me where to go!! 

All kidding aside it was a pretty good year. We went many 

different directions from north to Sundance MT , Played Poker in 

Montana, rode into Hells Canyon, spent a week riding the Paiute 

Trail in Utah.  We had some of the old rides, and several new 

rides. Some were a little wet (Monument MT), and some were a 

little dusty (Silver Dollar) All were fun rides that I hope everyone 

who went enjoyed. No one knows what next year will bring, but I 

am working on the new ride list for 2015 and I hope to have 

more new rides..  ( Remember Dues are Due January1st 2015) 

                                                             Happy Trails!  Dan & Karen 



Arnie, Tammie, Butch, and Gary with Cheisea                    Arnie, Joyce, Carrol, and Gary 

We donated $600 to Chelsea and family and 130  pounds food to Lake City Food Bank Joyce Dexter 
 

 

Chelsea Karlgaard is a 29 year old wife, and mother of a precious 2 1/2 year old boy. She is also 7 

months pregnant with a second boy due in February. She recently found a lump in her breast and 

upon further testing, she found out it was aggressive breast cancer that has already spread to 

local lymph nodes. Things are happening very fast, due to her being pregnant. She's been 

undergoing rounds of Chemo since October and the doctors are going to take her baby 6 weeks 

early, so that they can perform a double mastectomy and begin radiation soon after. Chelsea is the 

owner of a local nail salon (Simply Chic Nail Studio) and will not be able to work after surgery and 

during radiation and chemo. Her husband, David, is a carpenter and has been off work for 3 

months recovering from his 3rd knee surgery.  Chelsea is so very grateful to our club for our 

donation and support! With such an amazing community behind her, we know she will overcome 

and BEAT this cancer!!  

                                                                                                                    Tammie R. Peacock 

 
(At the club Christmas, party we raised $600 for Chelsea and her family. We also donated 130 

pounds of food to the local food bank.) 

 New Club member Dotti Matej also donated $100 to Chelsea. 

 
 We wish to thank all who attended the Christmas party, including Thomas- president, Richard- 

vice president, and Steve- ride coordinator of Panhandle Riders. All the people that brought items 

for the raffles,  all the great food and Donna Traver, who once again was the life of the party. 

We hope everyone had a good time.                                                                                               Dan & Karen
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THE BEGINNING OF THE UNITED STATES FOREST SERVICE AS I REMEMBER IT 

By Dean R. Harrington 

(Retired 1945) 

The winter of 1935 was one of extremely heavy snowfall on the St. Joe. I remember we had a game count going 

and it was ideal for this as game was concentrated on winter ranges. Just before Christmas a heavy, wet snow 

and blizzard hit the area and a Northwest Airlines plane crashed on the St. Joe. I was instructed by the 

Supervisor to take a small group of men and make a search for this plane. With me were several other forest 

officers - Neil Fullerton, Elmer Marks, Walt Bott, Chas Scribner, and a few temporary men, including Dave 

Brown who was a radio operator; also a group of Spokane men who were good on skis. 

The best information we had was from the Army. From Fort George Wright they had searched the day 

following the accident and thought they had spotted the plane at the head of Big Creek near Cemetery Ridge, 

where several men lost their lives in the 1910 fire. We also knew the plane had been over the town of Elk River 

during the night. They were burning an old lumber yard there and the plane had circled there for several 

minutes. The telephone operator had reported this to Spokane and the control tower, had contacted the plane 

and instructed Mr. Livermore, the pilot, to fly west and come into Spokane on the Pasco beam. 

We also had a report from Clarkia that the plane had been heard going toward Elk River and also that it had 

been heard returning. I had a man on game count in Marble Creek who had heard the plane flying over and 

back. We had a spike camp working on road construction near Calder on the St. Joe River. They were working 

a night shift with the aid of heavy flood lights. The men here had heard the plane which came down into the 

canyon fairly low and departed toward Big Creek at about 2:00 a.m. The control tower had contacted the plane 

at about this same time and was informed by the pilot that he had picked up a leg of the Pasco beam. This was 

the last that was heard from them. 

With this information we got our outfit together, good bedding, camp outfit, and personal belongings. I hired a 

packer by the name of Noel Farrel, and a local cook. We packed into the forks of Big Creek. There was a log 

cabin here about 18 x 24 in size which we used as a base camp to work from. The Army search plane that 

thought they had spotted the crashed plane gave the approximate location as being in Sec. 36, T47N, R3E. So 

our first search was made in this area. We combed or stripped this section, with no results. The weather 

remained cold, with much snow and high winds causing heavy drifting. It was so cold that icicles would form 

on your hair at the back of your neck; also on your whiskers where your breath would freeze visibly. It was 

almost zero for several days and visibility consisted of a small circle of about 50-foot radius. Ranger Chas. 

Scribner was sent to Spokane to accompany any search plane and drop us any information at Cemetery Ridge 

lookout if by chance the weather cleared so plane reconnaissance was possible. Meantime the ground search 

continued. 

We spent Christmas Day searching, and Christmas Night we decorated a small spruce tree at our cabin by 

removing the labels from empty cans and hanging them on the branches. The packer hung his silver-mounted 

spurs and bridle and other makeshift decorations on the tree and it was real pretty by the light of our huge 

outside warming fire. 



The first day the weather cleared the plane was located by Ranger Marks in Sec. 23, T47N, R3E at about 5500' 

elevation, almost at the top of the ridge. The plane had sheared off several snags. It was covered with about 18 

inches of snow and was badly burned. The bodies of the pilot, Livermore, and his co-pilot, Haide, were above 

the plane and not badly burned. We left things as they were and returned to camp where we radioed in the 

information and made arrangements to return the following day and remove the bodies and mail. A United 

States postal inspector arrived at camp. 

In the dark, early the next morning, I took the postal inspector by horseback to the end of the trail, where the 

snow was so deep we couldn't use the horses. We tied them at this point and took to the "bear-paws." We had a 

steep climb to the top of the ridge and some 5 miles to snowshoe. This gentleman had never had on a pair of 

"Bear-paws" in his life, but he was game. 

We reached the plane somewhat later than the rest of the crew. We had orders not to remove anything from 

within the plane, as an investigative team was on the way in from Wallace, Idaho; also the deputy sheriff and 

coroner would reach there by noon. But the postal inspector who was with me gave us permission to search for 

any mail outside the plane. We uncovered seven sacks of mail and other parcel post packages that were thrown 

clear of the plane. We also uncovered the bodies of the pilot and co-pilot. They had been thrown through the 

windshield of the plane, as the nose section of the plane had broken and doubled back under the plane. Both 

were thrown out with such force that the seats they were strapped to had torn off and come out with them. 

Haide's body was some 16 feet above the plane, and Livermore's was about eight feet in front of the plane and 

behind a tree that had come in with the force of the plane. I was told later that they hit the mountain top at about 

200 miles per hour. 

We got things pretty well together, but we couldn't move the bodies until the coroner arrived. We waited. No 

one had arrived by noon. We radioed in for permission to move the bodies but were instructed to wait until 2:30 

p.m., then if no one arrived, to move them out. 

I was anxious and so were the rest of the crew to get off the mountain before dark: We were ill equipped to put 

in a night here and we had a heavy load to take out with us. Besides, I had this inspector who was slow on 

showshoes, and it was cold with the snow drifting badly. Close to 2:30 p.m. the deputy sheriff and the coroner 

did arrive. When they got within talking distance one of them greeted us with, "Who the h-- gave you 

permission to do any digging around this plane?" The swearing continued. I was certainly taken by surprise, but 

I held my temper, which was warming me up even in below-zero weather. I finally said, "If you want to know 

who gave us the authority to do what we have accomplished here, you go up there and talk to that man by the 

fire." We had a fire going and a piece of canvas for a windbreak built for the postal inspector, "But first," I said, 

"I hope you will take time to pronounce these men dead and give us permission to load them on the toboggan as 

we want to get moving." They did so and my crew wasted no time getting started for camp. Then they talked to 

the inspector and he brought them down to earth in a few short but to the point words on what Uncle Sam could 

do about the mail. 

I got my pack and, with the postal inspector, started for our base camp. We made the end of the trail where we 

had left our saddle horses. My man was "all in." I didn't think he would make the last mile as it was down hill 

and steep. He was falling often from stepping on his snowshoes. I helped him all I could. We left the bodies of 

the men at the end of the trail for the night. When we reached the horses and I got him aboard, I began leading 

his horse. We had only started when he said he couldn't ride due to cramps in his legs. I knew he wasn't in any 

condition to walk farther, so I told him he would just have to ride. 

When I got him to camp I took him into the cabin, let him sit down on my bed while I unlaced his boots, and he 

fell over and was sound asleep before I could get his shoes off. I was afraid he would have a heart attack. 

The next morning I returned with my packer to get the two bodies which we loaded on one mule and returned to 

camp, loaded the camp outfit and left for Calder, Idaho. 



The inspector was pretty sore and stiff so I started him down the trail ahead and told him to take his time and he 

would soon limber up. I also told him if he found he couldn't walk, we would soon be along and he could ride a 

horse. He said he would prefer to walk. I received a nice letter from him later thanking me for my patience and 

help. 

We got the bodies of the pilot and co-pilot to the railroad depot and shipped them to Spokane. I was glad this 

assignment was over. I never did hear the final answer to the cause of this accident as determined by the 

inspection team. The last I heard was that they thought the pilot had circled the town of Elk River so long that 

his compass was 80 degrees off. They also thought Livermore may have decided to return and get on the 

Wallace beam; however, I think the compass was off and he thought he was on the Pasco beam. I will never 

know how he missed all the high mountain tops on his trip from Wallace to Elk River and back. 

(Note several members of Back Country ATV went up to Cemetery Ridge this last 

summer. There is a US Flag marking the spot of the crash.) 

 

 

 

Cemetery Ridge 2014 

From all of us to all of you have a happy and safe new year. 
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