HE=Z ABOUTS TH® ABHES OF THE PHANITOM BRIDE
OF Oa™ RXIKS ARE SCATTERED. THE LEGEND
OF ™HE PHAN'TOM BRINS STARTED IN 1928 WHEN
$YI WAS NO MORE A PHANWOM THAN YOU OR ME.
I 1990 SiiE PASSED AWAY., NOW SHE WILL
PRIL? BE TI'aAT PHANTOR BRIDE THAT WAS

JU3™ A LEGEND FOR ALL THOSE MANY TEARS.

PLZ:SE READ THE ENCLOSED STORY AS IT WAS

WRITTEN BY 'THE BRIDE. PLEASE RETURN T0

IT3 RESTINS PLACE SO OTHERS MAY READ 1.
128%™ IN PEACE

3R ANDMA

WE MI5S TOoU!




W?‘:.antom Bride, writtez by herself )
There was a tall tale going around the Rainier National Forest in the 19303
about a honeymoon cor;le who spent the sumer on the look-out station on
Hawkeye Peak in the Goat Rocks. Hayb'e due to a quarrel or an accident, the
bride fell to her dezth off the cliff and oz moonlit nights her ghost, naked
and with streaming bloncée hair could be stex floating over the Tatoosh Range:

My husband Charlie and I were the hoxeymoon couple,va.nd this is the

b5, SEOLT I was tbe only woman ever up there, —

Spring, 1928, Crarlie worked in the woods around Packwood in eastern Lewis
County, waiting for the fire season to optz when he was to go into the Goat
Rocks on the south ezst side of the mountzir on a forest look-out station.

He would be the firs: om the new station,.&{:ﬁeﬂ\w’;&t part of the wilderness
area, I could go, too. Wes

The call came tie last part of June md—I—woﬁmhiajgndﬂ%ay&?
at the Packwood Hotel so we could get an tarly morning start, We were ready
to go and waiting for tke pack train by 8:a. m. '\Mited around in the rain
for g=per®® hours.

The pack train was a string of 6 or f teautiful little cream colored donkeys,
but the packer: =zad evidently never packei t=fore. They ¢id everythizg wrdng
and hed to try again, made the donkeys/nesvome akdithey bucked the loads offf
They were to carry all our summer suppliez, cannred goods, and staples, and any L

_supplise-the Forest Ssrvice wanted to senI.

Nearly noon, ani tke packs not on, Ciarlie said he and I would have to start
out to get there in te daylight. I rode a xhorse and Charlie led the way on
foot. ,%/wc\)'?e_ all the clothes ms takingﬁng—:jfo—h/n underwear,“work shirt,.éarvmw“‘
tib overalls; boots, ¥ocl coat and red hurting hat. Charlie wore his ordinary
logging clothes and & craiser shirt. Arrthing more that we carried was in
the back of the cruiser shirt, and that irxclanded a3 couple cans of sardines and
some soda crackers fo- lonch on the trail. We had a Bible, Brownie camera and
two decks of cards. '

It rained a stealy drizzle all day. Atout 3 miles telow Packwood we left
the Hiway and went onio the trail brughy with devil's club and elderberry bushes
where we were smacked by many a wet branc!, then onto a narrower trail in the
big timber and staried fo climb... The trzil was narrow and the trees on both
sides! "‘re gouged out ty pack trains saddletzgs. About an ‘thour up the trail
we stopped under a big fir tree out of the rain and had our lunch. Charlie
whittled a couple of forks from sticks anc we had our sardines and were on the
way again,

I dismounted and walked 2 little now and then;,Charlie had to all but carry

me and the horse too. Jur first destinaticm was the Berry Patch Smoke Chaser's

station, 16 miles up. Cxharlie always made <=2 climb in four hours. With me
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(me) ana the horse, it took € :ours,

Late in the afternoon we came out of *he timber into a mountain meadow near
Lake Catherine, of many acreg of wild flowers, waist high and of many colorss
A shimmer of yellow and white Zaisies, blee lupin, pink Indian paint brush,
like a pastel sea. ;Me went t=Tough this and across a little creek and into
the woods again. There, under the big trees was our home: a log cabin,. padlocked
and the door was raked from op to bottom Xy bear claws. There was no key,
so Charlie broke the lock. £ ome-room catin, the roof was leaking on a pile
of blankets on the floor; the—e was a little wood stove and a single bunk built
onto the far wall, We were soaking wet. Charlie built up & hot fire and hung
the bedding and our wet cloties on a line %o dry. No food, no packtrain, it
was getting dark, so we got :z%o the bunk and went to sleep& hungry.

About midnight we were vaxened by the jangling of the telephone wire that
as attached to the cabin. Te pack trair had come and W% nitting the wire
that was laid along the traiil The packers were both very drunke. Q made supper

fo;“-e-@ There had beez 4Touble witk the packs on the trail and they had
had to stop and repack seversl times.Much of our supplies were broken and wasted
probably 1 /g of what we stared with, My room was broken beyond using.’ ;
Cod '»)‘;’g were at the Terry Patck Zor two weeks. I don't know why "Berry" or. "Patch",
. Charlie worked all]; day every iay;building t-zil to Hawkeye, our destination, 7 ’5*- L
;(g\re ;\f';l?leé'y\:pﬂ:‘arfd ;"n'c‘;’éhei-"B,ZOO feet higher. I stayed close to the cabin, Our Wﬁ:
wa.ter. supply was from the liztle creek nea~ty, but there were cougar tracks LA
around it and I did not goyf:r water alone. Bare ben Uan areses -’-‘f"“’r L‘,’% ,L*"“ ©
- 4t dad € fuard v tie-d— AT Asd. .
One morning very early we heard a couzar scream near the cabin. Ina Fy .o
half-asleep state I thought,™T-ere's the fzctory whistle, it must be 7 ofclock”. ﬂu\
Charlie got out his rifle an> zave me a lesson in using it, with the admonition, "‘-’dl';p'
“If you ever have to shoot & cougar, or a ear, or a man, don't try anything "T‘”T
fancy. Aim for the middle. You can hit t=at, and it will slow up am’fthing." de,
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The 4th of July we put iymamite in tomato cans and had fireworks. Charlie \.«?

wrote the poEn about the owl (I hope to fiad ite) M %;.‘(,.Lw-l N A ches
Y Y. ot o Whe cack train came up eaziy-and with it came the ranger qx«.

& who would be st/at:'ion d at th= Beixy_}\’f_tch ?or the summer, one Curly Griffin. L
C"Vlh’f‘h;ge %géﬁh:w wha?”;he;';erg doi;xg. "hey loaded our supplies, and an oil ?ﬁ
2-burner cook stove, cans ol k=rosene, tels:phone, fire-finder, tent,many rolls
of telephone wire and the mizimmm of anything for making—do in the wilderness.

There was a pretty litile blzck saddle horse for me to ride.

Charlie had made trail all the way up, no¥ there was the telephone wire to lay. He
carried a {Iuarter—mile of W5t a time on is shoulder, and fastened it as high

on ‘the- trees as he could rez=k. I don': remember that anyone helped him M&{fﬁx,f

— ? = . . % .
B o g =2 (;fsyL or ztout 3 miles, & .»3 t—/i A, p~,.T W o et W gk }/_1 }\J T
J)\L A2 o ' '—- - ' o __‘.’ .J’(‘ P - l’r r~% ié\y- ’{i v L’-\"’-'P -
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Suddenly we were out of the ioiods, above the timberline and in the bright Al
It was

1

sunshine. There was the Mountain, so huge, and go brilliant %\, u
distinctly a once-in-a lifetime experience for me,[toming oz it so saddenly. (3 y
While I marvelledo.‘&’ewméﬁ and horses kept plodding on, working and sweating. MMk

The mourntains were now steep slipppery shale, The sun was hot and getting M
hotter; the switch-backs higher and higher. The irail was just a niche in the
mountain-side, steep bank on one side and a couple thousand foot drop o
on the other. I was afraid to look sometimes, especially on the tums. The ) v

) ot M-,u%w

horses%noved steadily on their sure-footed W.'}MIS"‘%\;; kﬁ"jgﬁ;fné:ﬂ'a:;i#ﬁ‘ﬁil.
Late in the afternoon we came in nid'xt of Hawkeye Pea(}k. There was another steep
ridge and a enowfield to cross. I was afraid to ride on tte snowfield, so I
dismounted and Curly rode the horse down it a.nd I walked azd took pictmre®of
our approack. Everythixig that was not snow, was rocks and sand.The 1ittle
unfinished tower was on the highest point of the far end of the higtest ridge.

We stopped about 400 yards below it where the ridge wzs flat ezough to
accomodate a tent. ij packers off-loaded and headed back down the trail,

leaving us in a high and desolate spot, sitting on a rock on top of tke worldd
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eating a cheese sardaich. M ML AN Uhw? Ej.muﬁ a L “3 (&1—



