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The great man among the “ officers” of 
the camp is the teamster. He generally 
has an ox team of five yoke, and has a 
vocabulary of profanity compared with 
which the common article is almost religi- 
ous. ‘There are exceptions to every rule, 
but it seems to be part of the necessary 
professional attainments of a first-class 
teamster, that he be profane, not in the 
common way—the oxen wouldn’t mind 
chat—but after a manner peculiarly and 
originally his own. Yet this same indi- 
vidual, who, when driving his team, imagines 
nimself called upon to make the very at- 
mosphere blue with profanity, may, around 
the cook-house table, or in presence of 
ladies or “a preacher,’ be the mildest- 
tongued man ofall the camp. But among 
the many wonders included in the ups and 
downs of life, is the fact that this great 
swearing man is under the orders of the 
“hook-tender” while in the woods. iIfalog 
needs to be rolled into the road, or out of 
a2 new road,he has to take one or more 
yoke of his oxen and perform the task. 

Two “skidders” are kept busy all the 
time in repairing the old or making new 
roads, leading from all points into the 
main track. Some of these side-roads are 
“skidded,” and the main road leading to 
the “roll-way” always is. Those “ skids” 
are small logs, from six to fourteen inches 
in diameter, laid across the road, bedded 
about half their thickness into the ground, 
and from five to ten feet apart. The bark 
is peeled off their upper sides, and they are 
kept clean with a broom, and regularly 
greased by the ‘skid greaser,” who follows 
the team with a mop and a can of oily 
grease, which he ‘slaps” upon each skid 
in front of the row of logs, which have been 
“dogged” end to end, and are drawn by 
the full team, to the roll-way over this main 
road, The oxen are there unhitched. The 
dogs and connecting chains, by which the 
strings of logs were held together while be- 
ing drawn, are ‘thrown over yokes, and the 

  

oxen wend their way back for another load 
at a pace so slow that it would almost 
disgrace a snail of lively disposition and 
ordinary locomotive powers. 

From three to four thousand feet of lum- 
‘ber is a fair load for five yoke of oxen. 
‘Occasionally, instead of rolling the logs, a 
“shoot” has to be built, by which they are 
shot, one at a time, endwise, into the water. 
There are several of these shoots about 
Puget Sound, which are said to be at least 
half a mile in length. This mode of car- 
riage is adopted when the peculiar formation 
of the shore requires it. There is, no doubt, 
considerable monotony about it to the men 
who have the hard work to perform of 
putting it in operation ; but to him who is 
only an onlooker, there is something terrific- 
ally interesting in the awful rush and roar 
and plunge of those huge logs of timber; and 
I have often stood at a safe distance and 
watched them with something akin to 
terror, as imagination conjured up the 
possibility of some poor logger’s becoming 
in any way involved in the furious rush of 
the fierce and for a few moments, un- 

governable monster. 

When once the logs are in the water they 

are easily handled. If not in navigable water, 
they are conveyed thither singly or in booms, 
and there arranged into an oblong square, 

surrounded by boom stringers, and towed 

by a tugboat to one of the sawmills, of 
which there are at least a dozen on Puget 

Sound. They are then sawed into lumber 

of varied dimensions, and shipped to the 
great outside world. ; 

Some ‘idea of the extent of the lumber 
trade of Puget Sound can be derived from 

the fact that one of those mills cuts, when 

running on full time, 400,000 feet per day. 

The owners of the mill also own twenty- 

five vessels, and ship their lumber to all 

parts of the world. A town of about 1,000 

souls has grown up around the mill, with 

store, residences, etc., all owned by ‘the 

company.


