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Date: January 20, 1988
Description: Joel W. Marsh wrote to Norman “Red” Wetherington about his 
experiences serving in the Civilian Conservation Corps.

Dear Norm,
 You may or may not wish
to print any of the enclosed
experiences which took place while
I was Forest Entomologist at the
Bridgton CCC Camp from July 1, 1935
thru July 1, 1936.
 I am sure that some of the 
boys would remember some of the
events.

  Sincerely
      Joel W. Marsh
       44 Central St.
        Randolph, Me.
   05345
 Tel: 582-7262



Flying Squirrel at Officer’s Quarters

 One day Forester Marsh’s crew was
working in the South Bridgton area.
Tree clumber Rush had spotted a 
Flying Squirrel next in a dead limb
being removed from a Elm tree. Marsh
instructed Rush to stuf a rag in the
squirrel hole to keep the squirrel inside. 
The section where the nest was taken
back to camp and mounted at the 
fire place end of the officers quarters.
The rug was removed and several days
later the flying squirrel would come out
& glide down the hall only to run back to
his nest for safety.
 We feed the squirrel and kept him
a week but finally released him into 
the wild.



A Good Job Cleaning Up?

 A lady landowner in the North
Bridgton area congratulated me,
Forester Marsh, for instructing the
Blister Rust Crew to pick up paper
& trash along our way and keep her
forest area clean. She, the owner
did not know that I had previously
instructed the man on the right end 
of the crew line to pick up papers 
while the man on the left hand was
placing down paper strips to mark
the line for the return guide.
 Remember, the Blister Rust Crew
pulled up all ribes, currents & gooseberry 
plants along the line of travel. These
plants are carriers of the White Pine
Blister Rust. 



“How to Catch a Blue Heron”

 One day my crew was working along
the shore of Lovell Pond. We drove the 
truck along the shore toward the work
area and Cormier spotted a Blue Heron
up ahead and he said, “Mr. Marsh,”
remember how you caught a Blue
Heron several weeks ago. “Why don’t
you show us how you go it.” So, 
just to prove myself I said, “O.K. you
watch.”
 When the truck stopped I carefully
got out and walked slowly toward the 
Blue Heron about 100 yards down the
shore. As I got closer the Heron
started to run with his long legs and
flapped his akward wings for a take off.
 I broke into a fast sprint and
hollered loudly. As the Heron turned
his long neck to see me, his head got
caught in his left wing which stopped
his flight immediately. I was gaining
on him rappidly and as the Heron
started running again, I hollered, he
once again slowed down & interupted
his flight which gave me the chance
to grab him around the neck to prove,
If you know how, one can catch 
a Blue Heron by hollering and running
him down. I did it three different 
times to prove it can be done.
  Joel W. Marsh, Forester



How to Retrive a “Hornet’s Nest”

 One day Forester Marsh spotted
a large hornets nest attached to a 
small limb on a roadside tree, and
said, “That would be a good nest to
display in the Officers Quarters back at
the Bridgton C.C.C. camp.”
 I believe it was Levasseur who said,
“If you want the next Mr. Marsh, I can get
it for you.” Before I could answer, Levasseur
walked over to the nest and cut the small
branch. Then holding the branch and nest in
his hand, he ran quickly down the road and
thru the woods. The Hornets came out and
by the time they realized what was happening,
Levasseur and the next were long gone.
 In fact in about fifteen minutes.
Levasseur cam back and handed the
next to me saying “the bees are all gone
so here is the nest you wanted.”
 The nest was exhibited at the 
offier’s quarters at the Bridgton C.C.C.
camp for a number of years.
 Thanks Levasseur for your help!



“The Jumper”

 Somebody was a Jumper in our
crew. When traveling at 30 miles per
hour on our way to work in the South
Bridgton area, someone in the crew
hollered at “the Jumper” (who ever he was?)
The so called Jumper jumped straight
up and over the truck rack and onto
the road below. Fortunately he was
not hurt. Marsh & Varney were the 
foresters in charge. Let us know if
you know who “The Jumper” was!
  Signed Joel W. Marsh, Forester

Best Crew Award?
 One day Federal Officials arrived
at the Bridgton CCC camp and congratulated
Forester Marsh and his crew for having
the outstanding work crew at the camp.
They never did know that Forester Marsh
had told his crew that if they did an
outstanding job each day, they would
have earned an extra 1/2 hour each noon
to have a horse shoe tournament.
 The old saying, “It’s better to
have fun while you work.” One will 
accomplish more and do a better job or

more oustanding work. 



How not to Prune a Pine Tree!
 Remember when Coffin, one of my heavier
tree cimber, lost his hold near the upper
part of a pine tree and dropped some
fourty feet bouncing and pruning pine
limbs on the way to land safley in about
five feet of snow. As Forester of the 
crew I rushed him to the Marine Hospital
in Portland to find that he was only slightly
bruised, but o.k. with no broken bones.
 How lucky can one be!
  Signed Joel W. Marsh, Forester

Spring Flood of 1936
 Remember when Highland Lake flooded
the whole town of Bridgton! That was 
the spring of 1936. I took my 18’ canoe
and paddled down Main Street in
Bridgton. Mr. Bardsley was working in his 
clothing store placing some dry goods on the
upper shelves away from water. I paddled
my canoe in the open front door, thru the
store saying “Hello” to Mr. Bardsley on
the way and out the back door.
 Signed Joel W. Marsh, Forester
 I remember making the trip across the
Saco River to take the U.S. Mail from the
Bridgton side to the Fryeburg sice of the river
and return. The so-called mail beat was
attached to a buide cable attached to a main
cable to make these trips possible.
 Signed Joel W. Marsh, Forester


