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When I graduated from the College of Forestry at Northern Arizona University in December 

1975, there were not many jobs in forestry to be found. To put myself through college, I worked 

in grocery stores when an opening with the local Coors distributor came up. It was there I 

learned how to drive a big rig, which had been a childhood desire of mine. My delivery routes 

took me to the north and south rims of the Grand Canyon, Lees Ferry, Lake Powell, and 

Sedona, Arizona. As often happens, a college roommate of mine (it’s who you know, not what 

you know) mentioned an opening for a forester with the local Southwest Forest Industries 

(Southwest). After a year and a half with Coors, I took a pay cut to work for Southwest.  

I began my career in 1977, as the reload log yard manager in Williams, Arizona, where the 

Grand Canyon Railroad shops are today. I supervised two employees; a loader operator and an 

all-around hand. My job was to stick scale incoming loads of pulpwood, (5’ lengths sideways on 

trucks) and either band them and place them in inventory, or load the wood directly onto 

bulkhead railcars that I had earlier ordered. I knew my scale was right since I had angry 

contractors and the company check-scaler checking me on a bi-monthly basis. I also took care 

of the maintenance of our log yard equipment and the bills of laden with the railroad in Flagstaff, 

as well as all other accounting and inventory procedures for the company. Leveling out the 

wood 30 feet up on top of rail cars was always entertaining and I was mindful that when I got 

close to the cars end bulkheads that I didn’t pull too hard with the “pick-a-roon” otherwise I 

would fly off the car.  

After six months at the reload, I was promoted to the pulpwood contract logging area supervisor 

on the southern end of the Coconino National Forest. We harvested trees generally less than 

14” dbh (a great thinning tool for FS), for Southwest’s eastern Arizona papermill, under the 

Colorado Plateau Pulpwood Contract with the USFS. It was at this stage of my career that I 

really got exposed to how belligerent and intolerant to authority and the contractual way of doing 

things some of the loggers could be. I still had short wood pulpwood contractors to supervise 

around the southern Flagstaff area but most of the long wood (log truck length) we harvested off 

the Coconino came off of the 8,000’ Mogollon Rim country of northern Arizona 90 miles to the 

south.  

One of my contractors had eight skidders, four Morbark tricycle feller bunchers, and two log 

loaders and at least 10 trucks. All of this kept me busy since one of my jobs was to hand seed 

every skid trail and landing, that the contractors made -and this was not totally flat county.  Right 

around this time, I was also introduced to a stroke de-limber on a trailer and FMC track 

skidders. I loved that rim country, especially in the fall with the golden aspens against the large 

yellow belly pines and all of the elk that are abundant in Arizona. 

Three years later I was promoted to assistant to the pulpwood superintendent and supervised 

the Flagstaff reload where short wood pulpwood was scaled and reloaded to rail cars similar 

what was done at to Williams, as well as reloading chip trucks from the Kaibab sawmills in 

southern Utah. These chips were blown into chip cars and shipped with the appropriate bills of 

laden to the Snowflake mill. We had a union crew of three at the yard, and I learned a lot about 

working with union employees and about maintenance of these blower facilities. I also came up 

with the idea of installing weight scales for both the pulpwood and chip trucks to ensure the 
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accuracy on scale loads and chip tonnage. It was in this yard that I learned how to run Cats and 

front-end loaders because keeping the rail car loading areas cleared of bark was a necessity. 

We eventually contracted out the operation of that yard, so I didn’t have as much responsibility 

other than ordering and obtaining parts and paying the contractor. 

We had a company log camp with both logging and pulpwood sides about 75 miles south of 

Flagstaff that kept all of the company log trucks, Cats, and skidders maintained, as well as 

housed many of the employees. My necessary contract pulpwood loggers were known as 

“gypos” and they and I were not well liked by the company logging superintendent and his staff, 

so I did not get much in the way of cooperation. My experience of driving large trucks paid off 

since I would have to drive a lowboy with a Cat D-6 on the back to one of my contractor areas 

and have an operator water bar skid roads. I often had to unload and load the Cats myself. On 

occasion, I was asked to help other company supervisors with their workloads in New Mexico 

and Colorado, which gave me exposure to their operations and working in other different forest 

types. 

In 1983, I was promoted to Contract Sawlog Supervisor for our saw mill in Flagstaff. I had two 

large contractors to supervise to ensure that work was done according to contract. This included 

falling, skidding, yarding, budgeting, and road building as well as quality control with log lengths 

and methods to help ensure the pine logs didn’t “blue” in the summer monsoon season. Back 

then, winters were cold and snowy, and we were always able to operate on the frozen ground 

and snow. Come spring though, as my boss use to say, “You could bog down a saddle blanket 

out there” in terms of the melting snow and mud during the breakup. At the same time, the CEO 

of the company would sit in the “Ivory Tower” down in Phoenix in 70 degree plus weather and 

yell at us about the paper mill running out of wood and maybe shutting down. Under no 

uncertain terms was that to ever happen!! One year as this exact situation developed, at our 

McNary sawmill in eastern Arizona; the company placed a large crane on a barge and put it into 

the log pond and went fishing for sunken logs. Five million board feet of mostly #1 and #2 saw 

logs were fetched out of that pond and chipped for that paper mill. We were not to shut down 

that paper mill at any cost! 

Three years later, I transferred to Medford, Oregon, to take the position of logging manager for 

Southwest’s Northwest Division veneer mill in White City. There were two of us with similar 

qualifications being considered for this position from Southwest’s Southwest Division. I found 

out later from one of my mentors, whom I visited when he was close to passing away, why he 

chose me. He said simply, “It was a toss of a coin and you won.” Just imagine your life being 

changed with a toss of a coin! In my new role, I was introduced to yarders, both small and 

towers, along with motorized carriages. In addition, I’d never worked in this steep of ground 

before, and I used to joke about tying a rope to my bumper of my pickup and rappelling over the 

side to check utilization and contract compliance. In addition to supervising our logging 

contractors on the Rogue River, Siskiyou, Umpqua, Klamath, and Winema National Forests, I 
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wrote appraisals for federal timber sale purchases and bid 

on federal and private sales, as well as buying logs on the 

open market from companies and private woodland owners. 

One of the less appealing jobs I performed was measuring 

log lengths behind cutters in yarder units, never knowing if 

the logs would shift as I walked upon them. I also worked 

with and wrote management plans for small woodland 

owners for them to receive SIP and FLIP grants from the 

Oregon Department of Forestry. Southwest offered my 

services for these plans in turn for right-of-first-refusal for 

their timber off of their property should they choose to sell. I 

also found the opportunity to occasionally drive a water truck 

or water bar and close out temporary roads with a Cat for 

one of our contractors. These tasks, were not part of my 

duties, rather something I enjoyed doing on occasion and if I 

had the time. 

From 1986 till 1999, Southwest Forest Industries morphed into seven different companies; I 

joked about working for seven different companies without ever having to clean out my desk. 

Stone Container wanted our paper mills and nationwide container board plants but didn’t want 

the building products side of Southwest. Those were spun off to Stone Forest Industries and run 

by the CEO’s son-in-law who had the “little Napoléon” affliction. 

In 1994 I became the Administration and Logging Manager under Stone Forest Industries for 

the White City veneer mill where I was still responsible for all the logging and making sure all 

contractual obligations were being met. I also did the annual and monthly budgeting from our 

timber sales and open market purchasing, which was often done two or more times a month. I 

still had to purchase open market logs for the mill, as well as maintain the proper inventories 

and acceptable costs of logs in the log yard. 

In 1998, Stone Forest spun off what was left of the building products mills to private investors. It 

was called U.S. Forest Industries, and the company, among other crazy things, purchased two 

run down mills in the Southeast in an effort to grow the company in a down market. A year later, 

they wanted to sell and run. I was let go of as a matter of downsizing as the company was 

floundering. Little did I know then that this would turn out to be a blessing.  

A day and a half later, I was recruited to join the Medford BLM to find a utilization solution to the 

small tree thinning that needed done on the district. After several months of looking for work 

elsewhere, I finally accepted the job. This involved a lot of personal adjusting from how industry 

worked to how government worked. My position was titled Special Forest Products Forester. I 

was given the freedom to explore utilization methods in other western areas to see if we could 

entice like methods here.  

On one of those trips I visited Duane Vaagen and his small log mill in Colville, Washington; he 

later came to Medford to see the type of trees that might be worth his time to invest in. As with 

all of my endeavors with small diameter utilization: without a guaranteed supply of wood, 

Blair standing in front of an Allis Chalmers 
bulldozer. 
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nothing was going to change in that arena. Later on, the federal land management agencies 

were exploring stewardship contracting as a tool to help manage areas that would not support a 

stand-alone timber sale. I spent two weeks down in Susanville, California helping develop a 

Stewardship Contract for the BLM. Also about that time, biomass utilization was becoming a 

possible answer to some slash disposal after timber sales. 

In 2008 I became the program lead for Biomass Utilization and Stewardship contracting for both 

the Medford BLM and the Rogue River Siskiyou National Forest. I oversaw stewardship contract 

development within the agencies and wrote up and implemented the first stewardship contract 

designed to use landing slash from timber sales. 

Stewardship contracting, by its very nature of trading goods for services, must be augmented 

with agency dollars since usually these types of contracts, in particular BLM contracts, couldn’t 

generate the necessary dollars to pay for the services desired. BLM contracts had to contend 

with the Oregon and California Act and county commissioners who didn’t like the stewardship 

contracting because their counties did not receive 50 percent of the timber receipts. FS 

contracts were a better contract in that they didn’t have to be augmented as much nor contend 

with counties while producing a significant amount of timber to pay for services. 

The augmentation requirement of using money from other agency funds, most often from fire 

budgets particularly in BLM contracts, was drying up. Agency staff downsizing and the lack of 

desire at various agency levels for developing stewardship contracts played a role in my 

volunteering to help the FS out in a different way. 

In 2012, the Rogue River Siskiyou National Forest was short on timber sale administrators (SA); 

in fact, they had only one certified FSR/SA for the entire forest, so I asked if I could assist. I was 

not a “certified” sale administrator but the contracting officer was desperate and agreed to try 

me out since I had lots of experience in federal timber sale contracts from the purchasers’ point 

of view. The FSR eventually retired, and I had the entire eastside of the forest to work as an SA. 

 I put in lots of 12 hour days since I was stretched from the Wild Rivers to the High Cascades 

and Siskiyou’s Districts, but I had FUN!! I so enjoyed being around loggers again, smelling the 

sawdust and pitch from fresh cut trees and actually helping to implement forest management. 

Sometimes I would be on the Wild Rivers District in the morning and later end up in the High 

Cascades or the Ashland watershed in the afternoon tending to the administration of contracts. 

Several of the loggers worked for me when I was on the industry side, so I knew of the quality of 

their work and what they were capable of. Others required a considerable amount of my time to 

make sure the job got done according to the contract. Lest anyone think that I let contractors get 

away with any contractual obligation that was not the ethical case for me. Friends or not, we had 

a contract to abide by. Eventually the FS got funding to hire some additional SA’s and because I 

was not a “certified” SA I knew that I would be phased out sooner rather than later. I still worked 

with agency stewardship contracts but they weren’t as as common as they once were. 

I retired in 2014 from the government agencies, and it was so gratifying to leave after having fun 

those last two years of my career. Stewardship contracting was fading and so was the local 

utilization of biomass from FS and BLM sales since, we got all the easy, accessible, and 
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profitable piles. I had a great career working for private industry, the BLM, and the FS. In private 

industry it was always about having the right specie of log, at the right price free of any 

embedded material, making sure you didn’t run out of logs, and constant budgeting to have the 

weighted average log to the mill as cheap as possible. Working for the agencies exposed me to 

a lot more on the forest management side and the difficulties in implementation with the 

corresponding rules and regulations. It was frustrating being unable to readily conduct 

management activities on agency lands. For industry, a mere filing for a Notice of Operations 

and knowledge of the Oregon Forest Practice Rules and you could go to work in days, not 

years. I had the freedom and encouragement to think outside the box and excel from all of my 

employers, for that I’m extremely grateful. 

I can’t say enough about having mentors and how vitally important they were in my career. I 

was fortunate to have had two very good individuals who imparted their career knowledge 

readily and willingly. One mentor I worked with for five years at the beginning of my career, 

before he retired. I still have pictures of him skidding logs in open top Cats in southwest 

Colorado when he was just beginning his career.  He obviously knew more about logging and 

getting along with people than I ever got out of him. The second individual was an educated 

seasoned forester who passed away too soon for me to glean everything he had to impart. 

Those two individuals were godsends in my career; I can attribute to them much of my career 

success. If you don’t have a mentor, find one! 

Throughout my career, I volunteered on various local and regional non-profit organization 

boards, whether they were human service organizations, forestry related, SAF, or industry 

organizations. I have been president or chair in all but one of those non-profits, thanks to the 

leadership skills I obtained throughout my career. I still serve on seven different boards as they 

are part of my daily/weekly/monthly “work” activities. One of them is the Southern Oregon 

Forest Restoration Collaborative, where we are trying to increase the pace and scale of forest 

management in southwest Oregon. I also serve on the Executive Committee of the Siskiyou 

Chapter as the Secretary.  

To my fellow SAF members, I would like to think you have had, or will have a great career in 

forestry. To those whose career is just beginning or in progress, enjoy it.  I can’t think of a more 

rewarding career to have!!  I will always be an ardent supporter of sound forestry management 

practices and have a love of forestry. 

 

Blair Moody 
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