KLAMATH COUNTY HISTORICAL SOCIETY

Issue 129

TRUMPETER

Program and event wise the Historical
Society has been doing great. This spring
it offered three interesting programs:
In March, Todd Kepple did part two of
Klamath History via Google Earth.
In April, Valeree Lane presented Farm
Security Administration’s Mobile Camp at
Merrill, Oregon
In May, Michelle Durant presented what a
Forest Service Archeologist did.
All of these programs were done both
face to face and on Zoom.
Also in May, the Historical Society along
with the LDS Church and the Klamath
Falls Parks Department did the annual
Linkville Cemetery cleanup.
In June there was a walking tour of
Merrill, Oregon which was organized by
Carol Mattos and led by Greg Matthews.

Summer 2022

The Old Malin Gas Station by Ron Loveness
As a former resident of Malin, I am very
interested in the ninety-eight-year-old
gas station located there because it is
the oldest gas station in the United
States that meets the following criteria:
1. Originally built as a gas station; 2.
Still in its original location; 3. Still the
original building; 4. Still functional.
There is an older functional gas station
in Pennsylvania, but it was built as a
blacksmith shop.

Programs will resume in the fall with a
September 22 program “Tales of Linkville
by Bea Naylor and Coral Mattos. The
October is TBA. In November we will host
our annual potluck and program.
Museum Happenings

There were as many as eight gas stations operating in Malin in the 1920s
and 1930s when the Dalles-California
Highway passed through Malin. This

Check the Midge for museum details and a list of
other cultural happenings in the community. Get
on the list by sending your email to

midge@co.klamath.or.us
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was the last place to buy gas before traveling for about 70 miles over unpaved roads
to Lookout, California.

Gasoline was brought to town in fivegallon square tin containers.
On a tour to the Merganzer Townsite with
the Historical Society a few years ago, Dr.
Ralph Breitenstein told of his grandfather
having a harness shop there. It was suggested to the grandfather that he should
evolve from horse and buggy to the automobile era. His answer was that he didn’t
think autos would succeed because there
was no place to buy gasoline. Prior to the
train coming to Klamath County in 1909,
gasoline was transported via horse drawn
freight wagons in five-gallon tins and sold
at the drug store along with kerosene and
lamp oil.

What is now Oregon Hwy 39 and California
Hwy 139 did not exist until Tule Lake (the
lake) was diked off, the town of Tulelake was
founded and the Hatfield Cuttoff was
opened in the late 1930s. The DallesCalifornia Highway was later relocated to its
present route on US Route 97 after it connected with US Route 99 in Weed, California.
The Malin Community Service Club acquired
the old gas station in 2020 and was recently
awarded a refurbishment grant from Oregon
Heritage, a division of the Oregon Parks and
Recreation Department. The Service Club
hopes to have the restoration complete in
time for the station’s 100th anniversary in
2024.

Early gas stations were sometimes referred
to as filling stations. Some stations later
became service stations as lube bays were
added for oil changes, tune-ups and minor
repairs. The old Malin gas station added
lube bays sometime between 1928 and
1932. The lube bays were removed in
2010. Back in the day, gas stations offered
complimentary services such as washing
the windshield, checking oil levels, offering
to check tire pressure and providing road
maps free of charge.

The Malin Historical Society provided information dating back to the station’s beginning in 1924 and traces eight different
brands of gasoline sold from it by at least six
different operators.
The first gasoline was sold in Malin in 1921
at the Kalina Rock Store as shown in the
circa 1921 photo.

The first operator of the station, Jim Elliff,
sold products of several oil companies
starting with the Union Oil of California.
Union Oil was formed in 1890 by combining Southern California oil producers.
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business to serve over 3,000 gas stations
on the West Coast. Gilmore promoted the
company in a flamboyant style with his
“Red Lion” brand of gasoline with the slogan “Roar with Gilmore.”

When the old Malin gas station opened, it
likely had hand operated pumps that may
have filled gas tanks by gravity. In 1924, it
sold Avisto Motor Oil produced by Union Oil
which claimed, “Avisto motor oil is all lubricant, containing no paraffin or asphalt.”

Gilmore sponsored daredevil pilot Roscoe
Turner to fly with Gilmore, the live flying
lion. In the 1940s, the humane society petitioned to equip Gilmore the lion with a
parachute which resulted in enhancing the
image of a “flying lion.” When the lion
grew too large for flying, it continued to
make promotional road appearances for 10
years. Gilmore Oil was acquired by SoconyVacuum Oil, which merged into Mobil Oil.

Union Oil introduced “76” gasoline in 1932,
the name referring the 1776 Declaration of
Independence “Spirit of 76” and was also
the octane rating of their gasoline in 1932.
The orange ball with the dark blue “76” in it
didn’t appear until 1962. Some will recall
Union Oil giving orange colored styrofoam
balls to place on the radio antennae to
advertise.

Next Elliff sold the Signal Oil brand that had
the familiar traffic signal logo as seen in the
circa 1932 photo. Signal Gasoline Company
was founded in 1922 by an orange farmer
in Long Beach, California, and quickly
evolved to include grease and oil.

Union Oil was acquired by Chevron in 2005
when it outbid CNOOC LTD (China National
Offshore Oil Corporation), China’s largest
offshore oil producer. The name Union was
dropped from their brand, and it is now
simply a dark blue “76” in the orange disc.
There are presently “76” gas stations in Klamath County. Union Oil is no longer mentioned.

Signal became the sponsor of the CBS radio
program “The Whistler.” The intro began
with the familiar, “That whistle is your signal for the Signal Oil Program, the Whistler.” Signal sponsored 692 episodes until
the show ended in 1955. Over the years
Signal grew through acquisition eventually
merging with Allied and is now known as
Allied-Signal.

The next brand sold by Elliff was Shell Oil
which was founded in 1912 and is still operating as one of the largest oil companies in
the world and currently has a presence in
Klamath County.
The next brand sold by Elliff was Gilmore Oil
formed by a wildcatter who struck oil in
1903 on his California dairy farm while drilling a well for water. His son expanded the

Henry “Hank” Vacknitz operated the station
under the Signal brand, then turned it over
to Carnie Williams. who then turned it over
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to Wilmer Allers. Operators Elliff, Vacknitz
and Allers had several brands of gasoline at
different Malin locations over the years. It
was common in the industry for operators
and gasoline brands to play musical chairs
switching brands and locations, a practice
that continues today.

In 1927 the naming committee unanimously voted for “Phillips 66.” Phillips was the
first to introduce multi-grade motor oil.
The Phillips 66 brand survived several mergers and is still sold in all 50 states.
Note that the Dalles-California Highway pre
-dates US Route 66. There are many old gas
stations that have been refurbished along
Historic US Route 66, but they had mostly
been relocated or abandoned when interstate highways replaced US Route 66.

Allers later changed to the Flying “A” brand.
The Associated Oil Company was founded in
1901 by the five largest producers in the
Kern River oil field** near Bakersfield. Associated combined with Tidewater Oil, eventually selling to Phillips and finally to British
Petroleum now known as BP.

Phillips employed registered nurses as
“highway hostesses” who made random
visits to Phillips 66 stations. The nurses inspected restroom facilities to ensure they
were clean and stocked with supplies.
They also served as concierges, spreading
goodwill for the company by helping motorists identify suitable dining and lodging
facilities. Union Oil of California employed
similar hostesses, called “Sparkle Corps.”

The longest continuous operators for 31
years (1962-1993) were Dave and Mellie
Lequieu, and their first brand was Phillips
66. The Phillips Oil Company was founded
in Bartlesville, Oklahoma, in 1917.
The “Phillips 66” brand came about by an
unusual series of events. The specific gravity of the gasoline was close to 66, the car
testing the fuel did 66 miles per hour. An
executive was riding with the test driver and
exclaimed, “It feels like we’re going 60.”
The test driver responded, “We’re going
66,” although the legal speed limit was
probably 35 mph. Also, the test took place
on US Route 66.

The next brand sold by the Lequie’s was
Texaco, which was founded in 1902 in
Beaumont, Texas, as the “Texas Fuel Company.” It also owned the Havoline Motor
Oil brand.
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For many years, Texaco was the only oil
company to sell its brand in all 50 states at
the same time. Its logo was the red circle
with a lone white star. Its longest running
jingle was, “You can trust your car to the
man who wears the star.”

Dime. Other favorite candies were Malt
Balls, Bit O Honey, Hershey Kisses, Root Beer
Barrels, Chocolate Coins, Red or Black Licorice, Gum Balls, Bazooka Bubble Gum, Sour
Balls or Butterscotch balls and many others.
Imagine, for a dime you could get ten different kinds of candy.

Texaco was long associated with the Metropolitan Opera as sole sponsor of its radio
broadcasts for 63 years. Texaco operated
as an independent company until it merged
its refineries with Chevron in 2001 becoming Chevron Texaco until 2005 when it
transferred its gas station franchises to
Shell.

When I asked one of my sons to recall buying
candy at the old station, he fondly recalled
the large oak display case with a glass front
and top. I’d known about my sons stopping
to buy candy when they rode bicycles to
town to take swimming lessons in the summer.
What I didn’t know until now, nearly 50 years
later, was that when they rode the bus to
school, they didn’t have time get candy. So,
the son with the sweet tooth scrounged together $1.00 and had LeAnn, a schoolmate
and family friend who lived in town, buy 100
pieces of penny candy for him. He stashed it
in a shoe box in his desk at school, so his
mother and I never knew about it. (Good job
keeping mum for 50 years, LeAnn.)

The final brand of gasoline sold at the station by the Lequeiu’s and its last retail operator, Norma Northcutt, was BP. British
Petroleum acquired Phillips 66 while the
Lequeiu’s were operators. Both the Phillips
66 and BP brands of gasoline are currently
sold in Klamath County.
As reported in the May 27, 2022, Herald
and News, other businesses that coincided
with gasoline sales shared the site at different times through the years. Included
were a radio station, radio repair, automotive repair, small engine repair and a very
popular candy store.

About the time the Dalles-California Highway
was routed away from Malin, an effort was
made to establish a new highway from Malin
to Winnemucca, Nevada. Eventually called
“Winnemucca to the Sea,” it would have
more or less followed the route of the Applegate Trail, which had also passed through the
Malin area in the mid-1800s.

Dave and Mellie Lequeiu were the longestterm operators of the old gas station and
also offered a large selection of penny candy. Penny candy had its debut in 1896 with
the Tootsie Roll at Woolworth’s Five and
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and Jim Merilees) may have leased the old
gas station at one time or another.

This highway would have been shorter than
Oregon Hwy 140 and would have avoided
the steep mountain passes at Bly Mountain,
Quartz Mountain, Drews Gap, Blizzard Gap
and the Doherty Slide. The route would
have crossed the Warners South of Goose
Lake and entered Nevada East of Cedarville,
California.
Political powers in Reno (Mapes Casino) objected because Winnemucca would become
closer to Oregon than Reno. Lake County
ranchers (MC Ranch) objected because they
wanted the truck route in Lake County as
did the town of Lakeview.

**My maternal grandfather worked in these
Kern River oil fields near Bakersfield using a
mule powered “Fresno” scraper to build
earthen dikes around oil derricks to contain
spills from gushing oil wells. He was working his way through college at Cal Poly, San
Luis Obispo, and was in its first graduating
class of 1906. In the 1960s my maternal
grandparents retired near Malin to be next
to family. He could have had his car serviced at the old Malin gas station.

Consequently, through auto traffic all but
ceased in Malin, and today there are no retail gas stations operating in the town which
at one time boasted of having eight. The old
Malin gas station is still functional, last being
used to dispense gasoline as a commercial
cardlock. It’s believed that others (possibly
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By Wallace Budden

steely grey eyes. I asked him how old
he was, and as I remember he said he
was in his 80s.

This is just one of the true short stories
about a small part of my life as a
timber faller and gypo logger. I am now
getting close to the age of 86 years
young. Now about all I have to offer before I pass on are some of my stories
to some one that may enjoy them the
same as I did.

Every work day we would meet at this
little restaurant and have a big breakfast - ham and eggs or a stack of hotcakes and a cup of steaming hot coffee
-because we would have a hard day’s
work ahead of us. But I felt lucky because falling and bucking timber was
work I really enjoyed.

As a timber faller I worked off and on
for different small gypo loggers. Years
ago there was very little clear cutting.
We only took the trees that were dead
or dying and over-ripe and left the
young trees to grow. Anyway I went to
work for a small gypo logger. His name
was Carl Hagler. He had a fellow hired
who scaled my logs for me. He would
put on his calk boots and walk down
the trees that were fallen and bucked
and measure them with his scale stick
and write down the measurements in a
little book. This was the way I got paid.

So many times in my life I would remember him with his calk boots, suspenders, and tin hat walking up and
down the trees scaling logs at the age
of 80 years old, and I’ve often thought it
doesn’t get better than this.

Day’s Work Falling Timber

Well, as the story goes on, one of the
work days high up in the Greensprings
Mountains where I was falling timber,
he and I were walking up an old wagon
road that was overgrown with a lot of
brush and small trees when we came
across the remains of an old stagecoach. It was lying over the steep bank
were it had come to rest. Most of the
wood had rotted away but some of the
iron rims of the wheels and steel that
was on the double trees was still left.

The first morning we were to go to
work we were to meet at a little restaurant in Talent, Oregon. Back in those
days the restaurants opened early just
to take care of the loggers long before
sunup. Then Carl introduced me to his
log scaler. As I remember, his name
was Charley Madsen. I was really impressed. He was a tall good-looking old
man with a full head of snow white hair
and a pair of

7

Then he said, “Let’s go over in the
shade of that big old leaning pine, and I
will tell you a story..”

happened to this old stage coach you
and I spotted lying over the bank on the
steep side of this narrow wagon road.”

“In my younger day I was one of the
drivers of the stage line running from
Jacksonville to Klamath Falls and back
years old. There was also a stage line
that ran from Klamath Falls to Bend,
then from Bend to Portland and back.
The drivers would take on water, pick
up the mail, get a fresh team, and take
on passengers and head to the next
stage stop.”

“Now can you imagine me cracking my
whip and screaming at the top of my
lungs and my horses scratching and
pulling for all they’re worth, and all the
sudden out of nowhere here comes
another coach coming down the hill
headed right for us on this narrow wagon road. Well, anyway, if we lucked out
we could get our coaches stopped and
that’s when the fun really started.

His story kept getting more interesting
to me as he went on. This is what he
said:
“Years ago as a young fellow driving
the stagecoach from Jacksonville to
Klamath Falls and back was some of
the most exciting times of my life.”
“We would start out at Jacksonville,
throw a couple of jugs of booze and a
gallon of wine between me and the guy
riding shotgun, then head to Phoenix
which was our first stage stop.”

We would get all the passengers out.
Then we would pass around what was
left of the gallon of wine and whiskey.
This would make it easier for the drivers
to decide what one of us would have to
back his stagecoach up, sometimes as
far as a quarter of a mile, to a wide spot
so we could both pass and be on our
way again.

He also showed me the old stage
house in Phoenix which stands there to
this day.
Then he went on to say, “We would
travel though Ashland to the foot of the
Greensprings Mountains, then we
would wind our way up the steep rocky
wagon road that had a sheer drop off
on one side, making our way to the
next stage stop which was Tubb
Springs. I am leading up to the story
that tells what

We would drink and fight and argue.
Sometimes the sun would be coming up
over the ridge the next morning and we
finally have to flip a coin to decide. Well,
anyway, if we lost this is what we had to
do; the driver would tie a line to the pin
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alongside on the wagon road at night
looking up at stars listening to the
coyotes howling and waiting for the
sun to come up.

that held the doubletrees to the coach,
then slowly start backing up. In case
the coach started rolling over the buff
you would jerk the pin out that held the
doubletrees to the coach so it wouldn’t
pull your horses over the bluff with the
coach, then jump for your life.

The next morning me and ol’Shotgun
climbed up on the backs of the two
lead horses, tied the other four horses
to the tails of the one in front of them
and headed for Klamath Falls, I can
remember the horses getting
extremely nervous and I would look
off in the distance and see a mountain
lion or a black bear. Then we would
have to get them settled, so we could
be on our way again.

And this is what happened to this old
coach you spotted lying over the bluff.
It is the remains of one I lost years ago.
Now when this happened all I had left
was a six-horse team, a little bit of
whiskey, and no wine and some unhappy passengers. So I tied my team
to the back of the remaining stage
coach. The women got in and me and
the men climbed up on the backs of my
team and rode bareback to the next
stage stop which was Tubb Springs.
Now there was not much there at Tubb
Springs, only a small camp ground and
a place to water the horses.

We had to ride bareback on the two
lead horses, and it was a long hard
day’s ride from Tubb Springs to
Klamath Falls. When we got close to
Klamath Falls we would have to ride
along one side of Lake Ewauna for a
short ways, then cross the Link River.
I was told this was one of the shortest
rivers in the United States. This river
runs from Klamath Lake then empties
into Lake Ewauna. For your interest,
the Klamath River runs out of the lower end of Lake Ewauna, the winds its
way for miles to the coast.

Years ago life was a lot slower than
now. I can remember lots of times it
would take us two or three days to
make the trip from Jacksonville to
Klamath Falls. Now days you can drive
a car from Jacksonville to Klamath
Falls in two hours.

I fed and watered the horses. Then
the stage company furnished me with
another coach. I stayed there a couple of days while I rounded up some
more passengers, picked up a bundle
of mail, and head back to Jacksonville. There is a lot more to this story
but I am going to get back to scaling
your logs.”

Well anyway, on this particular run we
loaded up all the passengers and
headed them back to Jacksonville,
leaving me with ol’Shotgun and a six
horse team to make it to Klamath Falls.
We always carry our 30-30 carbine and
bed roll with us. I can remember lying
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The last thing I remember him saying
was, “I want to thank you for taking time
to listen to an ol’ man’s story.”

It was only a short time later where I
read old Charley had passed away

This is the words to a song I wrote about this Story

One bright day I was feeling fine
Picked up my hat and a little jug of wine
Then I went high up on a windy hill
The breezed died down and the wind stood still
And then I saw it beneath a group of pines
An old stage coach ready to die
So I sat right down beneath a leaning pine and took a little drink of my
jug of wine.
Seeing her there carried me away.
Old stage coach, remember the day
Remember the day we carried the mail
And had the big race on the Oregon trail
I cracked my whip and picked up the lines
Then we all took a drink on my jug of wine
Old stage coach I hate to see you this way
For I used to drive you in my younger day
I’ve driven you over a many a hill
With Cactus Jim and Whiskey Bill
We used to holler and we used to yell

At our lead team Maude and Nell
Now I can tell you more because the story goes on
But all the wine in my jug is gone.
I took my old guitar and sang some of these songs around the campfire at night
and to some of the oldtimers and they seemed to enjoy them.
10

There are still 31 people who have not renewed their membership for
2022. It was proposed to delete those people who had not paid by June
15th. It was then thought that we should extend that time period.
If you do not want to continue being a member of the Historical Society
please contact me Bill Lewis BillLewis62@Hotmail, and you will be
removed from the roster.

Trumpeter Staff
Bill Lewis
John Fortune
Mary Nobel
Ron Loveness

KCHS Officers
President: Beatrice Naylor
Vice President: Bill Lewis
Secretary: Mary Nobel
Treasurer: Richard Touslee
Members at Large:
Doy Touslee

For those of you who
pay your membership dues yearly the
2022 dues were due
January 1, 2022.
Please renew then
and support the
Historical Society

Cindy DeRosier
Marle Jandreau
Valeree Lane
Kerry Smith
KCHS Website :
klamathcountyhistoricalsociety.org
Bill Lewis— Webmaster
Email the Society at:
BillLewis62@Hotmail.com (Webmaster)
Did you know?—The Trumpeters and
Echoes are now online and can be
viewed at:
http://klamathcountyhistoricalsociety.org
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Membership fees
are due at the end
of each year.
Individual $15.00
Supporting $30.00

Life Membership
per member
$125.00
Make checks
payable to the
Klamath County
Historical Society
Mail to or drop off
at the Klamath
County Museum
1451 Main Street
Klamath Falls , OR
97601

