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THE AUTHORS: Norman and Amelia Lobsenz (left) first ran
into the Lost World while on an automobile trip through the
West. Forced to detour 200 miles to cross Idaho, they came back
in a plane to find out why. This article is the result. THIS
WEEK sent Photographer Harold Rhodenbaugh

(right) into the primitive area for pictures; he came

back exhausted. Among the obstacles he encoun-
tered, Photographer Rhodenbaugh wrote back,
were ‘“bad roads, impossible roads and no roads.”

All the unexplored wilds are not in
foreign lands. Right here at home
is a vast forest paradise, populated
only by hermits like Cougar Dave, who

wrestled wildcats with his bare hands

by Norman and Amelia Lobsenz

Photographs by Harold Rhodenbaugh

AVE you ever dreamed of a little place in the mountains,
with good hunting and fishing, no dressing for dinner,
and not many people — a place to “get away from it all”’?

We can tell you about a place absolutely surrounded by
mountains, with the best hunting and fishing in the world,
practically no people, where you wear nothing fancier than
old pants and hobnailed shoes, and where you can live like a
king for two dollars a week. We were there.

But there’s a catch to it.

You have to be Kit Carson to find your way into this wilder-
ness, Daniel Boone to live in it, and Geronimo to make your
way out. You must be able to hold your own against cougars
and grizzlies, hike 50 miles for supplies, and have a sense of
direction slightly better than a compass.

They Asked for Admiral Byrd

THAT’S why this primitive region in Idaho long remained so
unknown that someone suggested the government send Admiral
Byrd into its depths to see if it was “land, water, or just a
hole in the ground.” Today, it’s not quite so untouched as
all that. The airplane provides a means of entrance — though
it’s not too simple, even with an airplane, as we found out.

Our small, light plane took off at dawn from a Boise airport
and headed northeast. Dun-colored hills gradually changed
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GUARDING the area is a belt of beautiful and imposing mountains. Solid red in map shows location of primitive area

to rocky, forbidding peaks. The Big Horns, the Bitterroots,
the Sawtooths, the Seven Devils — ranges as spectacular as
they sound — soared up behind each other to the horizon,
a solid belt 210 miles wide.

Below us now lay virtual juhgle, America’s last frontier.
Its thick forests are cut only by the uncrossable gorges of
the tempestuous Salmon River — River of No Return — and
its equally treacherous tributaries.

The hot winds that welled up from the canyons bounced
crazily off their walls and gave our plane St. Vitus’ dance.

We fdtmmmpmw ‘ourselves in for
alanding at the Dixie airfield, far in the interior. Scores

of giant trees hemmed in the few hundred yards of
bumpy meadow.

QOur right wingtip brushed treetops, then wheels touched
and bounced. As we neared the end of the tiny field our pilot
swung the ship around viciously and headed it back over
the rocks and ruts. Finally it slowed and stopped. We got
out and stepped into what looked like the middle of nowhere.

Actually, we were in the middle of a virtually uninhabited
and mostly unexplored wilderness bigger than Rhode Island,
Delaware and the District of Columbia combined. Eight
national forests contribute their fierce grandeur to the three
official Forest Service “Primitive Areas” which make up this
aboriginal tract.

Here children go to school by sitting in an iron bucket and
hauling themselves across a two-mile-deep chasm on a rope
pulley. Here horses wear snowshoes.

Here one mining town drowned and became a beaver pond,
and another produced 90 per cent of the country’s antimony
supply during the war.

Here thousands of men died in vain search for gold; and
only last summer a new strike brought a sight-unseen offer
of $60,000.

Here names run the gamut from Upup Mountain and Little
Blowout Creek to Scurvy Saddle and Louse Lake, and one
hunter never shoots any animals except those that come at
him ““weaving and swearing and ready to fight.”

Here roam more wild game than anywhere on the continent
— thousands of elk, bear, mountain goat, deer, cougar.

Not many persons live inside the primitive area. Those who
do enjoy the privacy it affords. When a man settles within
30 miles of another, the neighborhood is considered to be
getting crowded.

Some Don’t Like People

SoMmE of the recluses are never-say-die prospectors.: Some
are refugees from public or private trouble. Some just don’t
like people. A man’s name or lack of one, is his own business;
his shack is his castle. One man never leaves his cabin with-
out nailing this sign on the door: “Some of Everything Here
Has Been Poisoned.”

So we were lucky when the stocky man watching us cur-
iously from the edge of the Dixie airstrip proved to be Buck-
skin Billy Hart, on his semi-annual trek to town for supplies.

Hart was both suspicious and shy. His hand never strayed

LADY “HERMITS" raise their own food, dig gold

PROSPECT, hunt, fish— it’s not a bad life

far from the holster that hung at the belt of his buckskin
trousers, made from the split and tanned hide of a deer.
His hound dog watched us warily.

“I can’t always pronounce right,” Hart apologized. “Man
goes so long without talking, when he does he has trouble
with his words.”

Hart is a college graduate who took to the woods after the

1929 crash and remained there except for three years of war

service. He lives alone on tne Main Salmon. He built his
cabin and canoe, grows and cans vegetables, dries meat, salts
fish, weaves utensils from birch bark, carves and rifles his
own guns.

Before the war Hart spent only $50 a year for such supphes
as coffee, sugar, flour and tobacco. But inflation has hit
even the wilderness. Today living costs him $100 a year.

“Why live in the woods?”’ we asked him.

“Because here,” said Buckskin, “I’m nobody’s postwar
social problem.”

Most famous of all the ““insiders’ was Cougar Dave
Lewis, once an Army scout during the war against the
renegade Sheepeater Indians in this tangled terrain.

After the campaign Cougar Dave built a cabin near the
Middle Fork of the Salmon, third deepest gorge on the con-
tinent. There he lived for 50 years in utter isolation.

During this voluntary exile Lewis developed a hatred for
cougars (which abound), and a cordial dislike for people. He
killed more than 1,000 cougars. (There is no estimate on

Conlinued on page 22
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Continued from page five

people.) Old-timers remember how
his lizard-cold eyes gleamed when
his dogs treed one of the big cats.

“Sometimes,” one said to us,
“Dave would drop his rifle, climb
the tree, and with his bare hands
wrestle the cougar off a limb and
down to the dogs below.”

Lewis was still killing cougars
when he fell ill at 93, hiked 33
miles to his nearest neighbor for
help, but died the next day.

The current crop of hermits is
almost as hardy. We landed at
other fields in the primitive area
that put us within a hard hike’s
distance of some of their cabins.

On the rapids of the Main Sal-
mon, a bearded man has been pan-
ning gold for the last 15 years.
He is Andy the Russian. No one
knows his full name, and it is
neither good manners nor good
health to ask.

Just a Pair of Shorts -

In IpanO's 90-degree summers
Andy wears only a pair of shorts.
In® its winters, which bring 72
inches of snow and a 40-below
temperature, Andy still wears only
a pair of shorts.

Fifty-five miles from the near-
est neighbor lives Hacksaw Tom,
whose habit of cutting cabin locks
earned him his nickname and his
exile. Considering himself an ex-
pert on Indian lore, Tom spends
most of his time collecting arrow-
heads and writing his name be-
neath the still undeciphered hiero-
glyphics on the walls of the lava
caves.

Elmer’s a Queer One

AL of the insiders live by their
guns and wits. Wild game—
shot in or out of season, for few
game wardens ever penetrate the
area — provides most of the food
supply.

The creeks and rivers teem with
fish. Several men cultivate vege-
table gardens.

Elmer Ellison, who has been a
primitive for 25 years, is the only
insider who raises wheat and
grinds his own flour. But Elmer,
say the others, is a queer one. He
shaves. He also mops his cabin
floor and keeps clean curtains at
the windows.

Preservation of the primitive
area is due largely to the efforts of

“Don’t move, John! | think she
wants to lay her eggs on you!”
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men like chubby, crusading needed the man, went to the
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Boise timberman Harry Shell- justice and asked for his release.

THlS FAM““S worth. Shellworth made 25 “Why sure,” the judge said,

annual hunting trips into the and promptly tore up the arrest
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