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TO CLEAR LAKE, IN THE SANTIAM FOREST, IN A WINTON SIX
The Thrilling Tale of a Fishing Trip That Fliwered, but of a Wonderful Scenic Drive Over the Old Cascade Mountain. Military Road.

g.?3tr -- 1

, BY L. H. GREGonT.
Captain Duncan Xcase, lat ofIFartillery in the second division, A.

K. F., were not a rare liand at snak-
ing cars of long wheel base around
mountain curves and through mere
loop holes between logs and trees,
there'd be a different story to write.

A large car at this moment quite
probably would be snapged on a stump
or hung on a rock or off the grade up
there in the Linn county hills a few
score miles' from a service station.
But with the captain at the wheel,
none of that happened.

This young man last week piloted
Jiis AVinton Six. 13S inches
wheel base, over the old Cascade
Mountain Military road from Albany
and Lebanon into the mountains via
Sweet Home and Ca scad ia to one of
the most beautiful places nat ure ever
wrought Clear lake, a pool of clear-
est sapphire blue high i nihe wooded
Cascades.

He Has Both Kinds.
Beautiful, but lard to .each par-

ticularly with a car of h wheel
base, weighing two full tons and more.
Hard enough with a Ford. Only one
with the nerve of an artilleryman or a
burglar and the skill of both would
have attempted it in a car of such
eize.

A trip, this one to Clear lake, over
high mountains, with grades that a
mule would balk at, over a crooked
road; through vast timber, smelling
of balsam; besides mountain torrents,
into nature's own country.

Long after the foxy trout of Clear
lake have had their little chuckle at
the efforts of George Chambers to
catch them, and parsed their way, this
trip will be remembered by those who
made it. Let the trout have their joke
while the joking' s good. As well try
to train a compass needle o point
south as keep one from returning to
Clear lake who has once been there.

One of these days every one of thatparty will be back, and with a wind
not from the north, bait, flies, spinners
and all that look out. trout!

These trout, it seems, abhor a north
wind. This alibi is nowise original
with this party. It's standardized Tip
there from long usage. Let the wind

shift around to the north, and men old
in fishing this lakfe haul in their lines.

"Nope," they ejaculate, "no use now.
They won't bite when it's from the
north. Try 'er tomorrow."

A north wind whisked over the lake
last Saturday. And the trout did not
bite. But of that, more later.

There were five in the party that left
Portland at 5:15 o'clock Friday after-
noon a week ago in Captain Nease's
car. Captain Nease at the wheel;
George M. Chambers, assistant sec-
retary of the Oregon State Motor as-
sociation; Herman llorack and Bob
Hamaker, of the city police motor-
cycle squad, and the writer.

Captain Nease went heeled for trout.
That youth had three fishing poles
with him and enough trout flies and
spinners to catch all the trout in the
Cascades. Another who went in heavy
trout fishing order was Herman Hor-ac- k,

who just a few weeks ago won
the salmon fishing championship of
Oregon when he landed a
salmon at Oregon City.

As for George Chambers, who catches
his fish before he starts, anyway, in
the excitement of the chase he actually
forgot his whole elaborate assortment
of tackle. Left it home! George there-
after was dependent on the largess of
Nease.

From Portland to Salem, via New-ber- g.

Dayton and the Wheatland ferry,
took only two hours and 15 minutes.
Time was lost in two detours, one just
this side of New berg, where they are
rebuilding the bridge, the other a few
miles this side of Da; ton. where con-
tractors, are cutting down the high-
way to a new grade and making a
fill.

V'p the Snntiam by Moonlight.
From" Salem via the Independence

road, Albany, was reached in quick
time. Road very good. 1 nere, with
a full tank of gasoline and ten extra
gallons in two spare cans, the Winton
headed for Lebanon. 14.6 miles over
excellent road, and then on to Sweet
Home by moonlight up the beauti-
ful valley of the Santiam. 20.2 miles
from Albany. Sweet Home is in the
foothills of the mountains and from
that point the real trip begins.

At Sweet Home, reached shortly be-
fore midnight, the party was joined
by Shelby S. Duncan, deputy state
forest ranger In this district. He con-
stituted himself the official awakener
and pulled all hands out at 4 in the
morning for the le run through
the mountains from Sweet Home to
Fish lake, which is 2 Vz miles from
Clear lake and the nearest point con-ve- n

ient to it by automobile.
Out of Sweet Home and Foster, just

beyond it. a new road snakes its way
through the foothills for several miles.
It is a very good road in dry weather,
frut it has curves in it that would make
a hairpin gasp. Almost from Sweet
Home the road begins to go through
timber, though it is some miles before
it reaches, the really big trees of the
deep forests.

From Sweet Hou-- to Cascadia,- - 14.S

4

" v. x

.

1 '

- r wyE'. ,..)
Photos by L II. Gregory.

1 one of ray croul,,. of the S.ntl.m. ThU one U aot far from Serra-Ml- le hill, which U all that Ita u laalfra aaa aaarr. For iaUa the ala Coac-aa-

military road mas throaah heaotlfiil timber like thla. a Tala brldae waa ao rlrkety that It waa a tlrkll.a Uaae whether the W latoa waald Ket aer ar fall
IhrouKh. All baada dliwmbarked bat laptala Uuaraa eaae. who piloted the Mb ear aafely arroaa, ihrnck the bridae aalvrred aad reeked, a latradarlaa;
Samuel M. Uarland of Lebaaon. ex-.ta- te aeuator from Llaa, who haa the fUh la Clear lake trained to bite for him aay aid day. Bat they woat da that far
aa ntlder. 4 ad here la Clear lake, la the heart of the sreat foreat. with the Three Matera ataadlaa; araard er Ita aapphlre hlae watera. 3 Maw la
thla for a camplna; arrovef Ifa at FUh lake, where tha party ramped. nil lea from Clear lake. Jaat aa lartdrat of the trip. Barely reom aader thla.. i. ,ki.L i. .rrrh.,! i.,ni,. M. chambera af the Orraoa btate Motor aaaoelatloa. for the latoa to rrawl aader. J Typleal aeeaery bal aot
typical road, becaaae here It happeaa ta be level. Mae-teat- ha of It la hllle aphlll aad dowa, hat moetly ap.

miles beyond Sweet home and 44 from
Albany, the road is very good.' It runs
above the canyon of the Santiam and
already the country la wild. At Cas-
cadia. where a spring of natural soda
water bubbles out of the pround. there
is a summer hotel and a fine camp-In- s

ground. Ideal for motor parties
that want a. picturesque outing, nice
and wild, but not too wild.

Aad now the road l'lunges into the
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mountains in earnest. Just under four
miles further is the entrance to the
Santiam National Forest. There Ran-p- er

Elliott greeted the party and had
'em all write down their names in
his registration book.

"Be careful about fires," he warned,
and kindly hoped we'd brinK back
half the trout in Clear lake. "But," he
added with a certain thoughtful KTin,
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trout have. Sometimes they won't bite
at ' all."

In his well known dictionary. Mr.
Webster speaks of the word "bill" as
follows:

"Hill. n. A natural elevation of land
of local area and well-defin- out-
line. Often, a ranee or group of such
elevations."

Mr. Webster Is too conservative.
"they've got their own ideas, those Thtao dictionary makers aliouid uiako
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a few tripe Into the hills before they
set out to tell the world what a hill
Is. After making: thla trip we have
a definition of our own for "hill. and
this Is it:

"Hill, n. A continuous tipness of the
landscape, going upper and upper and
requiring constant application of low
gear. Comes down. If at all. some
whera else or en tlio return trip. OI- -
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ten. a layer or pyramid of such' u
nesses."

From this Ranter station most
way to Fish lake and Clear lak

the landscape is truly one upness afte.
another, or rather on top of another.
Here and there a level plade in the.
forest, always succeeded by more nills.
The road narrow, steep, winding. Ruilt
in pioneer times, lone before the days
of automobiles. Hills you would sup-
pose a car couldn't climb.

1 p and t p It Climbed.
Vet up them went the Winton. How

that car climbed! I'p would iro its lone
hood, and it would pull. First in inter-
mediate, then in low. Lone miles of
this work. Thfs Is the kind of tourinc
that tests the very Innards of a car.
and proves its panieness. The Winton
settled to Its stride and pulled. .Never
did it falter in the sliKhtest.

There is one hill, beginning at mile-
age 61 from Albany, some 14 miles
from Fish lake, known far and wide
as "seven Mile hill." This Is one namo
well put.. The actual climb is 6.6 mile,
nearly every foot of it in low gear, th.
remainder of the seven miles beinr
descent on the other side, though there,
Is not nearly so much descent as there
is climb.

loaded with six passengers, and with
camping gear weighing 200 to 30
IKiundB more aboard, this noble, car
went up this long grade on low in
truly wonderlul manner. Seven Mile
hill Is not merely a long climb In lo.
It is a rliinh. but more, asuccesslon
of sleep pitches of li'to 25 per cent
grade. Ciimbing such a hill, com-
plicated moreover with sharp curves,
tests the whole const met ion of a' car.

Nease held the car to the slow speed
of about r miles an hour in low. thus
preventing the motor from racing, and
keeping It rool long after It other-
wise would have been boiling hot. Ho
said proudly that his Winton would
go up any hill where It could get
traction, and its performance certainly
bore him nut.

Twice on this hill brief stops were
made to cool off. At one stop a creek
went foaming by. Here Hie radiator
was drained and cold water poured
in. and the Winton was again on its
way.-

Try Thla Bridge for Thrills.
A hard, hard climb, but compensated

for by the beauty of the scenery. As tha
car climbed, a wondrous view unfold-
ing of mile on mile of forest clad hills.
A craguy peak rising a thousand feet
or so higher yet. across the canyon.
Scenery to sur every bit of travel blood
in the motorist and make htm want to
go and ko and see more of It.

The thrill of climbing was not the
only one of this climb up Seven Milo
hiil. Came a slight descent, a draw,
and a shaky looking bridge across It.
Precarious? That bridge. with its
spindling little support shanks, would
have caused a mountain Ford or goat
to shake his head before he tried it.
Nease approached it gingerly, as all
on board but the captain climbed out
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