
No doubt Glen was glad to get back to his so-called river-
rat friends around the old dam, Even a week away from the
river was a long, dry spell. Along with swimming, fishing,
and catching a ride in a boat once in a while, you could hear
lots of interesting things about the downriver area. There were
miners coming around with their tall tales of the dangerous
riffles and falls. Glen couldn’t hear enough about this remote
and unknown section of the river.

There was talk of building a wagonroad from Grants Pass
by way of Galice Creek, all the way down to John Mule Creek,
as it was then called. Mule Creek is in the remote section of
the river and there was quite a bit of mining going on. Supplies
and equipment had to be
sent in by rail as far as West
Fork, on Cow Creek, then
by packtrain to the mines in
the canyon.

The promoters of the road
estimated it could be built
for $10,000. Alex Watts,
pioneer and old time Indian
fighter from the Williams
area, said he had made a
survey of the area in 1890,
and that the roadway could
be built successfully by
laying it out on the north
side of the river, just above
the high-water mark.

The Siskiyou Forest
Service offered a $5,000
appropriation for the road
and promised another
$15,000. Not much came of
the project, but it was talked of for many years.

The existing road ended just past the mining camp of Galice.
To cross the river, to get to Galice, you had to catch Massie’s
ferry below Hellgate, about where the Indian ranch was…

The Almeda mine was working around 1910, and the Big
Yank Ledge was being  talked of as one of the heaviest
producers of gold and copper in the nation. They built a log
bridge across the river in front of the mine to transport ore and
bring in supplies and machinery.

It was so low that boatmen going downriver had to stop and
lift their boats over the bridge. This wasn’t a big problem, as
the traffic on the Rogue was pretty scarce at that time, but one
riverboatman, Amaziah Aubery, found it very inconvenient.
He made trips downriver to the Red River Mining Company,
at Mule Creek, in 1910, 1913, 1915 and 1916, about one trip
per year. When he would come to the bridge he would have
to unload all the heavy machinery and supplies he was hauling,
from the boat onto the bridge, lift the boat across, then reload.

The boats used in hauling the freight were built in Grants
Pass especially for the trip. They were 27 feet long, with an

8 foot deck beam, a 4 1/2 foot bottom and 37 inches depth of
hold. They were built extra strong to withstand the strain of
the trip and the boatmen took along a supply of oakum, pitch
and planking in case they hit a big rock. These boats were
dismantled at the Mule Creek mining area and the lumber used
in construction, as there was no way of getting them back
upriver.

One of the trips must have been extra scary, because four
of the men with Aubery refused to go with the boats through
some of the rougher places. Aubery had to hike downriver to
the lower settlements and bring back some of the men who
had freighted with him down there, to help take the boats

through.
Another fascination for

the young boys of Grants
Pass was the “booze
wagon”, although at their
age they couldn’t hope to
indulge.

That was the local name
for the fancy railroad motor
car the Southern Pacific had
put on a daily roundtrip
between Grants Pass and
Ashland. This rain-proof,
dust-proof passenger car
was powered by six gasoline
motors that could generate
250 horsepower. Sixty
passengers could ride in
comfort in it's compartments
and smoker, as it was well-
ventilated in summer and
heated by hot water pipes

in winter. Glen remembers a ride on the car.
They called it the “booze wagon” because at that time

Josephine County was dry and Jackson County wet. The
bootleggers brought liquor across the county line on the
train. There was a saloon out near Savage Rapids that did
a big business.

`I don’t know how they got the booze across the river
without the sheriff catching them when they crossed the
bridge with it.

Around the Sixth Street bridge, in 1910, one of the distractions
from fishing and boating was Spauldings’ monstrous Best
tractor, hauling lumber into town from Swede Basin. The old
wooden bridge had been replaced with a steel one, and when
the seventeen-ton traction steam engine, towing its four trailer
loads of logs, crossed the bridge the noise was enough to scare
the fish right out of the water. During one of its crossings a
support under the bridge snapped, sounding like a rifle shot.

The bridge was then judged unsafe for the tractor and lumber
loads. The gravel haulers, bringing gravel from the quarry

Almeda Mine with low-water bridge at Galice about 1915. Boats had to be
unloaded at bridge, lifted over, then reloaded. This is Amaziah Aubery’s boat,

hauling freight for miners downriver. (BLM photo)
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near White Rocks to pave Front and Sixth Streets, were also
banned from the bridge. A guard was posted to keep them
from crossing and also, to warn other wagoneers to keep well
to the left side while crossing. As soon as the guard was
removed the lumber haulers started using the bridge again,
even before it was mended.

But the main attraction, of course, was boating. It was as
natural as going barefoot in summer for the boys who hung
out with Glen along the river to learn to row and pole their
families’ boats.

In the Bears and Briggs families, each with several sons,
boating lore passed from father to older son to younger ones.
But, in reality, even the older fishermen on the Rogue didn’t
have much knowledge of boating. They just had to learn by
experience. They were always willing to give a boy a boatride,
but teaching him to handle a
boat required many hours at
the oars or pike pole.

Glen’s father and Frank
weren’t interesting in boating.
His dad was busy making a
living. He was butcher at the
slaughter house, which was
located a ways behind the
Wooldridge home. Farmers
sometimes called on him to
doctor their sick animals,
also. He wasn’t trained in
veterinary medicine, but
knew a lot about it.

When he wasn’t busy, he
ran his race horse, the Grey
Dude, at the local races. It
usually came in well ahead
of the rest. Frank always
managed to have horse or two around to occupy his time, so
Glen had to look to someone else to teach him boating.

George Fowler was a familiar figure along the river. Glen
would watch him rowing and poling his boat along. He
remembered, too, that George had given him his first ride on
the Rogue during the 1903 flood. George was an excellent
boatman, able to maneuver his boat in tight places, and, too,
he had the strength to haul it up and around the dam for an
upriver trip.

He was a regular old mountain man, making his living
trapping hunting and fishing. He must have recognized a
kindred soul in Glen; when Glen was big enough, George let
him tag along.

George was stocky built, muscular and pretty good-sized.
He was a kind of cranky old coot, but I could tolerate that,
as long as he let me go along.

He would pole upstream as far as Ament Dam (Golden
Drift Mining Company’s dam) then drift back, fishing on

the way. Sometimes he would take me to the woods with
him, hunting and trapping.

He was a pretty good fisherman, too. The first salmon
I ever saw caught on a fly, George caught it just below that
old dam. Back then they didn’t know a salmon would strike
anything.

In the winter, George set his trapline down the Rogue
from Grants Pass to the mouth of the Applegate River. He
would run it about every second day, drifting and pulling
his traps. He would check them, see if he caught anything,
rebait and reset them, then maneuver his boat back to
Grants Pass with a pike pole.

Pike poles, made of fir, were about as big around as an
oar haft and about sixteen feet long. They were sharp with
a steel point on the end to catch on the river bottom or

between rocks so the boater
could push the boat
u p s t r e a m .  A  g o o d
pikesman could pole his
boat about as fast as he
could walk, but that’s a lost
art, now.

Boats weren’t easily
come by, back then. Each
man usually had to build
his own. They were narrow,
like a canoe, sharp on both
ends with hardly any rake
so they could be poled up
riffles with the pike, or
easily rowed. Most of them
were made of white cedar
plank (Port Orford cedar)
and had two sets of
oarlocks so two people

could row at the same time. Oars were made of ash and
sold for $3.50 a pair.

When I first knew George, he lived in a tent where the
Riverside Park is now. He came here from the logging
camps at Yaquina Bay. His tent was pitched at the upper
end of what is now the park. Mrs. Beverly’s peach orchard
was in there. Later he moved farther down into the park,
into an old bachelor shack that stood just about where they
start the Memorial Day boat races now. Later on, the
bandstand was built there, then they tore it down a few
years back…

I called George “old”, that’s how I thought of him, back
then, He mightn’t have been over 40 or 45 when I first
started tagging after him.

He knew his business, though, and was a pretty good
boatman. He taught me to row and use the pike pole. He
really was the one who gave me my start on the river.
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Spaulding’s monstrous Best tractor, hauling lumber into Grants Pass from
Selma. It could haul four loaded trailers behind it. This is the one that broke

the bridge support. (Josephine Cty  HIstorical Society photo)


