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�his chapter begins with a brief description of 
how I located Lee Evans. From the beginning, I 
made a bad assumption: I assumed that Mr. Evans 
was deceased. Given this assumption, I didn’t try 
to find him. But I did try to find out about him.

From several people around Prineville I had 
learned that sometime in the early 1950s Lee 
Evans had moved to Santa Rosa, California; 
something about “a big redwood timber deal.” 
My first attempts to locate news of Mr. Evans 
were directed at the Sonoma County Historical 
Society. After several attempts (a large percent-
age of my letters of inquiry are never answered) I 
did receive a response. A telephone call.

Harry Lapham, a member of the Society came 
across one of my letters and called to ask if I 
knew that Lee Evans was still living in Santa 
Rosa (Lee, at 90+ years of age in 2005, still has 
regular office hours in his Santa Rosa office). It 
was embarrassing for me to tell Harry that I 
assumed Evans dead. “Oh, he’s quite alive,” 
Harry told me. “Here is his address and telephone 
number of his office in Santa Rosa.”

That started a communication between Mr. 
Evans that has been productive and rewarding. 
Mr. Evans is one of the most generous men I 
know; generous with his time and his knowledge. 
Most of the material used to create this chapter 
was sent to me by Mr. Evans.

Another incorrect assumption I made was that 
Lee Evans was of slight stature. I based this 
assumption on the man’s soft voice and mild 

manner. Lee Evans is anything but slight. His 
physical presence is quite imposing; It is easy to 
see how he would have been a successful athlete.

Throughout the months I’ve worked with Mr. 
Evans, he has never uttered a negative word about 
anyone—other than the IRS (more about that 
later). Lee is still a powerful force in the Santa 
Rosa business community and his holdings are 
spread across half of this nation.

Like many of the other stories of lumbermen 
you can read here, the story of Lee Evans is inter-
twined with the story of others. In Lee’s case, his 

1. Although the name has changed since the days of Lee’s activities in Central Oregon.

Lee Evans, 
scanned from a 1988 newspaper article.
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story is closely associated with that of the Hud-
speth family. Lee’s story begins, however, before 
he became associated with the Hudspeths.

Lee Evans was born in Oklahoma, November 
17, 1907, just one day after statehood. (The name 
Oklahoma, by the way, comes from the Choctaw 
Indian language. Okla, meaning people and homa 
meaning red. At the time of statehood, all or part 
of 77 Indian tribes resided in Oklahoma.2

Until the age of twelve, Lee attended a one-
room school where the teacher taught all eight-
grades. His total attendance at that time was equal 
to about three full years. His father became ill and 
unable to work, so Lee, being the oldest child at 
home, was taken out of school for three years to 
help support the family, by working the family 
farm.

At the age of fifteen, Lee resumed his school-
ing in the small town of Wewoka, walking a dis-
tance of five miles each way. Lee completed 
junior high and high school in five years, with 
high scholastic honors. While in high school, he 
participated on the debate and football teams; in 
fact, he played in thirty-nine successive 60- 
minute football games (both offense and defense) 
without being substituted. This achievement 
equaled, or surpassed other players reported in 
Ripley’s Believe It or Not. Like Abe Lincoln, he 
studied by the light of a kerosene lamp.

In his senior year in high school, Lee was 
honored as the outstanding enlisted man in the 
160th Field Artillery Regiment, 45th Division, 
Oklahoma National Guard. With this honor, he 
had the necessary achievements to be able to go 
to West Point from the National Guard. However, 
the economic conditions of his family and his 
responsibility to them, forced Lee in other direc-
tions.

Lee entered the University of Tulsa in the Fall 
of 1929, with $50 in his pocket. He was able to 
get through the school year with a lot of hard 
work. 

Lee transferred to Central State University the 
following year, which had the advantage of the 
quarterly system; tuition payments were easier 
this way. He graduated from that school in June 
1933, with a degree in business and social sci-
ence. He made it through his last semester with a 
$50 loan from the Senior Loan Fund, and work-
ing at odd jobs for 15¢ an hour—and missing 
more than a few meals.

In the Fall of 1933, Lee accepted a position as 
grade school principal at Seminole, Oklahoma, at 
a salary of $900 per year. On January 1, 1935, he 
was appointed Chief Deputy Court Clerk at 
Wewoka, Oklahoma, at a salary of $1,500 per 
year. Later in that year, with a capital of $220, he 
went into the business of buying rough, heavy, 
structural-type lumber from sawmills in south-
eastern Oklahoma, east Texas, Louisiana, and 
Arkansas and selling it on a price-cutting basis to 
the oil field trade. Lee was now in the timber 
business.

Lee’s partner in life, as well as in business, for 
44 years, was his wife Goldie Hudspeth, a gradu-
ate of Oklahoma University, whom he married in 
1934. Goldie was a brilliant student and together 
they made an effective team in business and civic 
affairs, until her death in 1978. Their only child, 
Darla Evans-Bastoni, is now Lee’s partner in the 
family business which she manages from offices 
in San Francisco. (Lee maintains his home in 
Santa Rosa but also keeps a condominium in San 
Francisco.)

 Lee and Frances, his second wife, were in 
their San Francisco condominium in 1989 when 
the Loma Prieta earthquake hit. While Frances 
was concerned about her little dog, Lee was con-
cerned about keeping the freshly poured cocktails 
from tumbling from the living room cocktail 
table. As it turned out, neither Lee or his wife 
were hurt, and the condominium sustained no 
damage. The dog, however, was scared nearly to 
death and wouldn’t come out from under the bed 
for hours.

2. The basic information for this chapter was written by Lee Evans to be read to the membership of SIR, a Santa Rosa 
organization (Sons In Retirement), by Jess Wolf as Lee stood before the group. After sitting down, Lee was asked to stand 
up three more times as the group kept cheering. Lee had recently become a new member of SIR. This basic information has 
been expanded by the author to include additional details and to bring the story forward from 1982 to 2005.
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In 1940, Lee, with Goldie and baby daughter, 
moved to Mitchell, Oregon where he spent most 
of the operating season of 1940 building a saw-
mill in partnership with Clarence Hudspeth. As 
brother-in-law to John Hudspeth, Lees entry into 
the sawmill business introduced a little competi-
tion into the family. When asked about this, Lee 
said that Johnny gave no indication that Lee’s 
efforts detracted in any way from the Hudspeth 
operation. The lumber industry was heating up 
and every board that could be manufactured had a 
market. But Lee’s impact on the lumber market 
was to be short-lived.

 The following February (1941), the sawmill 
burned to the ground. The loss of the mill left Lee 
and Goldie flat broke; again, and not for the last 
time. The ups and downs of the Evans’ financial 
situation would remain in flux for many years.

There is more to the story than the above 
paragraph indicates. When Lee came to Oregon 
he didn’t sever all his business ties in Oklahoma; 
he still had oil field business there. Late in 1940 
conditions were such that Lee’s presence in Okla-
homa were necessary. Lee wasn’t about to go 
without Goldie. Lee had little choice but to shut 
down his mill and go. Why Clarence Hudspeth, 
Johnny’s brother, couldn’t have run things 
remains a mystery. But he didn’t.

When John Hudspeth learned that Lee was 
going to shut down his operation, he asked Lee if 
he could “borrow” the sawmill while Lee was in 
Oklahoma. Lee acquiesced, a decision that would 
later give cause for wonder. 

One Sunday, in February 1941, the watchman 
went home for lunch. While away from the mill, a 
fire broke out. The mill was located about six 
miles west of Mitchell, an isolated location even 
today. The mill burned to the ground. Sawmills in 
these days were very susceptible to fire and few 
had adequate fire fighting organizations or equip-
ment. Nothing worth salvaging was left.

This sawmill was on the same site that is 
known as the Hudspeth Sawmill Company’s 
Bridge Creek sawmill site. In investigating this 

early mill it came to light that Evans did not buy 
the land; there is no evidence that he even leased 
the land. It can only be assumed that the owner, 
R.R. Keys, simply allowed Lee to operate a saw-
mill there. In time, Keys sold the land to Hud-
speth Sawmill Company.

When Lee and Goldie returned from Okla-
homa to find themselves paupers, things looked 
bad. Lee went to Johnny and asked for a job. His 
assignment? Perhaps the worst job in a sawmill, 
the green chain. Lee also graded the lumber as it 
reached the green chain. (He was paid for each 
job and that certainly helped restore the Evans’ 
financial stability.) To many this would have 
seemed like a major slap in the face, but not to 
Lee. Lee was a big man and physically suited to 
this hardest of sawmill work. He took the job 
without comment. Goldie went to work in the 
company’s office. Although assigned to manual 
labor, Lee would quickly proved himself of 
greater value as an administrator: buying and sell-
ing lumber and timber was Lee’s greatest skill, a 
skill from which Hudspeth profited significantly 
in the years that followed.

Because Lee was broke, he could not rebuild 
his mill. But Johnny wasn’t broke, and a new mill 
he built—not on the exact same site but some 
short distance to the west. This mill would also 
burn but it, too, would be replaced. So there were 
three mills at the Bridge Creek site. These saw-
mills will be covered in the chapters on Hudspeth.

The Bridge Creek site is now owned by Jim 
and Betty Woodward, which is a little ironic. R.R. 
Keys, who sold the land to Hudspeth, was Betty’s 
great grandfather. When Hudspeth Sawmill Com-
pany ceased operations at Bridge Creek, early in 
1961, the site was deserted, equipment and build-
ings standing idle for years. Many people tried to 
buy the site but Hudspeth would not sell. Then 
one day in 1986 Jim Woodward decided he would 
try his hand at buying the land.3 Somewhat to his 
own surprise, his efforts were successful, and he 
and Betty became owners of the Bridge Creek 
site.

3. By 1986, John Hudspeth had died and Floreine was in charge; she made the sale to Woodward.



� ������������ ��������� ������������ ��������� ������������ ��������� ������������ ��������

	
�	
�	
�	
�

To those who do not know that a sawmill 
once occupied the site—a very large, productive 
sawmill—what remains gives little indication as 
to what did exist here. But to the knowing eye a 
great deal can be learned by walking around the 
site. The site is private property and is not open 
for casual visits, so please don’t venture onto the 
property uninvited.

From U.S. Highway 26 you can still see the 
main mill building and several of the “out” build-
ings. What remains of the main mill building is 
more skeleton than building and the structure 
now serves as a storage area for Woodward’s 
equipment.

One of the more interesting features of the 
site is the huge log pond. Although the pond is 
now free of water—mostly free of water—one is 
still impressed with the size of this hole in the 
ground. The Woodwards have not filled the pond 
with dirt because there may be a use for the 
“hole” as a water storage pond in the future. Betty 
tells of an interesting incident involving the log 
pond.

Inside the pond monkey’s shack was a Coke 
machine. One night when the pond monkey was 
going to empty the container that caught the bot-
tle caps he grabbed the coin box by mistake. 
Before he realized what he was doing he had 
flung the contents of the coin box across the 
waters of the pond. Ever been up close to a mill 
pond? Know what’s on the bottom? Take my 
word for it; you don’t want to jump in and start 
looking for dimes. Whether anyone threw the 
pond monkey in after the change no one remem-
bers.

Some time after Hudspeth Sawmill Company 
ceased operations at Bridge Creek, one of the 
Hudspeth brothers discovered a way to make 
money off the old site. Without the company’s 
permission this brother (who shall remain un-tat-
tled on) began stripping the buildings of the metal 
siding which he sold for a good profit. Word 
eventually got back to Johnny, always the boss of 
the family, and the salvage operation came to an 
abrupt halt.

If you understand the composition of Hud-
speth Sawmill Company at this time (mid- to late 
1940s) you know that not all five of the brothers 
were part of the company (partnership changed 
rather often). So here is a non-company brother 
making off with company assets. But back to 
Lee’s story…

So Lee went back to work for wages in the 
lumber industry. Then, in December of 1941, the 
Pearl Harbor attack hit with a shock that sur-
passed the stock crash in October of 1929. Lee 
had a long record (25 years) of chronic malaria, 
which made him ineligible to serve in the armed 
forces. He spent the war years directing and man-
aging the shipments for Hudspeth Sawmill Com-
pany, sometimes under the direction of the 
Government. Many of the shipments were secret, 
as they were a direct tip to troop movements 
throughout the world.

In 1945, with all his debts paid and $2,500 in 
the bank, Lee again went into the lumber business 
on his own, with offices in Prineville. Evans 
Lumber Company, the name by which Lee had 
called his operation in Mitchell, was again up and 
running. The mill was located a short distance 
west of Prineville on Lamonta Road (where the 
Consolidated Pine, Inc. buildings now stand).

 In addition to running his sawmill, Lee pur-
chased lumber from 10 to 15 small lumber mills, 
concentrated it in yards at rail shipping points, 
then sold and shipped throughout the United 
States and overseas.

During this time, Paul B. Kelly was one of the 
Directors of the City of Prineville Railway. The 
year of 1946 had been one of several floods along 
the lower Crooked River. One of the floods badly 
damaged the railroad bed and washed away the 
railroad bridge that crossed the river. Mr. Kelly 
was attempting to get the railroad operating again 
as quickly as possible. But there was a problem in 
locating timber from which the bridge could be 
rebuilt. None of the other sawmills in Prineville 
would cut the timbers and heavy lumber to repair 
the railroad. None that is, until Mr. Kelly asked 
Evans Lumber Company.



����������������������������������������

	
�	
�	
�	
�

Lee not only cut the materials necessary to 
rebuild the bridge but he did so at his cost. This 
saved the City of Prineville a significant amount 
of money and supported Mr. Kelly’s effort to 
restore the road. The railroad was back in full 
operation after only three days of the washout.

While Evans Lumber Company operated in 
Prineville, Lee was called on for contributions to 
various causes—not always lumber.

When Prineville Golf and Country Club was 
building, it was Evans Lumber Company that 
provided the timbers and lumber for the bridges 
that span Ochoco Creek. Lee made this contribu-
tion even though he has never been a golfer. 
When Pioneer Memorial Hospital (at one time a 
local hospital—no longer) the Evans family 
donated sufficient money to completely equip the 
laboratory. The Evans family were always good 
to the communities in which they lived.

Lee’s first contact with Paul Kelly was before 
the railroad bridge rebuilding event. While still 
working for Hudspeth Sawmill Company, Paul 
and Lee had reason to get acquainted.

Paul Kelly had acquired the Shell Oil Distrib-
utorship for the area. This included a full-service 
gas station. Kelly acquired this business so he 
could better support his logging and lumber com-
panies’ motor pool (the details of which you can 
read in the chapter on Mr. Kelly).

Hudspeth had a number of trucks going past 
the Kelly Shell Station which provided many ser-
vices beyond just gas and oil. A number of ques-
tions arose about Hudspeth’s bills as payment had 
been delayed. John Hudspeth sent Lee to settle 
the matter. John had come to appreciate Lee’s ten-
dency to resolve matters and prevent further con-
flict and misunderstanding. The result was a 
settlement of the amount owing and John Hud-
speth signed a check for the Kelly bills and a 
much better feeling was developed among all 
concerned.

While there may have been some tension 
between John Hudspeth and Lee Evans, that ten-
sion never prevented Lee from doing his best on 
behalf of the Hudspeth operations. In a letter to 
me, Lee wrote,

John Hudspeth was very smart and he 
and Floreine were a very handsome couple 
indeed. John was one of the greatest bosses 
I’ve ever had. Floreine was truly living 
proof that beauty and brains go together. 
One time [many years after I left Prinev-
ille] John and Floreine were in San Fran-
cisco and called Goldie and me. My 
birthday was coming up the next week and 
John invited us to come down and have 
dinner and celebrate my birthday at 
Ernie’s, a wonderful restaurant [a family 
restaurant —one of San Francisco’s fin-
est—is no longer operating]. While we were 
having dinner, John said that I was the best 
employee he had ever hired. Then we 
reviewed our experiences for shipping lum-
ber for the war effort.

We were called to Portland by the gov-
ernment to receive instructions from their 
personnel as to exactly what they wanted 
and to keep the lumber flowing to the 
places where it was needed most. All these 
involvements were most secretive and we 
acted accordingly.

Lee was always a goer and go he did. The 
Evans net worth grew quickly and it wasn’t long 
before they had sufficient funds to make a loan to 
Johnny Hudspeth in the amount of $350,000. 
That loan, in itself, is a story. But before we get to 
that there is unfinished business in Prineville.

Evans’ Prineville sawmill began operations 
on April 1, 1945 and continued in operation until 
June 5, 1950, when John Hudspeth bought the 
facility. At first glance this would appear odd. 
Hudspeth’s mill at Bridge Creek was going strong 
and the new facility in Prineville was now near-
ing completion. Why, then, would Hudspeth be 
interested in Evans’ relatively small mill? One 
can only guess that Hudspeth was out to eliminate 
as much competition as possible.4 This was not 
Hudspeth’s first move to eliminate competition, 
nor was it his last. You will read in the Hudspeth 
chapters about the Hudspeth buying spree. Now 
the loan story.
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Although some details have been lost to 
“senior moments,” enough remains to give a rea-
sonably clear idea of what happened. This story 
was told to me by the Honorable Owen Panner of 
Portland. Judge Panner, now seventy something, 
is Senior United States District Judge for the Dis-
trict of Oregon. At the time of the loan negotia-
tions, Judge Panner was Lee Evan’s attorney. Lee 
wrote the judge and ask him to relay the story to 
me.

John Hudspeth came to Lee for a large loan—
$350,000. John always needed money, a trait that 
was as much a part of him as was his flashy life-
style. John seldom had his own money on hand 
for business deals. He could buy the house a 
round of drinks but he couldn’t come up with 
enough to close a deal. Is there some cause-and-
effect relationship here? More than you know.

No one remembers why John needed this 
goodly sum but John’s request gave Lee a chance 
he had been waiting for.5 Sometime earlier Hud-
speth had acquired the land formerly known as 
Camp Abbot south of Bend. The details of this 
venture of Hudspeth’s will be told elsewhere but 
for now it is sufficient to know that Hudspeth 
needed the money to close the deal on land that 
would become, in the not too distant future, a 
major resort; Sunriver.

To people who are new to central Oregon, or 
are too young to remember the name, Camp 
Abbot might seems like a strange name. It was a 
military installation created during World War II 
that was used to train members of the engineering 
corps. The crowning glory of the camp’s short life 
was the officer’s club, now known as Sunriver’s 
Great Hall (with a touch of remodeling here and 
there). The Great Hall has housed many more 
civilians than it ever did soldiers.6 The post 
chapel was disassembled in 1945 and recon-

structed as Our Savior’s Lutheran Church, on 
Third Street in Prineville, and is still in service 
today.

As a young boy, this writer visited Camp 
Abbot on a fishing trip. All the buildings had 
been removed by then (I don’t even remember the 
officer’s club) and all that remained were roads. 
Roads everywhere going nowhere! Regardless, it 
was a beautiful spot and this marvelous river 
meandered through the landscape for what 
seemed like forever. So all these years later when 
I learned of Lee Evans’ love for this spot, I can 
understand.

Anyway, Lee knew that Johnny never met his 
loan payments so into the loan contract was a 
clause that said, essentially, that if Hudspeth were 
unable to pay off the loan when due—one year 
hence—title to Camp Abbot was to pass to Lee. 
The loan was not paid and title passed, although 
not physically. It was not until several years later 
that Ron Hudspeth sent Lee the actual piece of 
paper. About which is another story, a story you 
can read later on in this chapter.

Lee’s work at Sunriver is best summed up in 
an article that appeared in The Bulletin on the 
occasion of the celebration of Sunriver’s 20th 
anniversary. The article, dated September 4, 
1988, is extensively quoted here.

…it seemed that sometime during the 
20 years since Sunriver first sprang up 
along the Deschutes River, people had for-
gotten how Evans helped to turn a 
5,600-acre parcel of forest land 15 miles 
south of Bend into one of Oregon’s top 
resort communities. [Sunriver ranks 
twenty-second in the world as a resort com-
munity.]

Evans, 79, hasn’t forgotten. He remem-
bers the long hours he devoted to ensuring 
that Sunriver be developed with quality liv-
ing in mind.

4. Unlike many of Hudspeth’s other acquisitions, this one involved no timberlands or cutting rights.
5. The boss of the Hudspeth sawmill activities was called either John or Johnny by almost everyone; seldom Mr. Hud-
speth. Occasionally he was called something that can’t be printed here.
6. And maybe more cows than humans. Hudspeth cattle had free run of the building.
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After the 20th anniversary celebration 
was over [Lee had not been invited to par-
ticipate in the celebration; Sunriver man-
agement probably didn’t even know he was 
present; they didn’t even know the signifi-
cance of who he was], Evans returned to his 
home in Santa Rosa, Calif., and began rem-
iniscing about his labors.

“I made dozens and dozens of 10-hour 
trips up there,” Evans said during a recent 
telephone interview. “I was determined 
that that area be taken care of right and 
properly…”

Evans hired Arthur D. Little & Co. of 
Boston to conduct a feasibility study to 
determine how the area could be devel-
oped.

“The concept I wanted was to build a 
new recreation community, starting from 
scratch and having all the amenities,” 
Evans said.

Little & Co. had different ideas. The 
company’s report didn’t support Evans’ 
concept.

Evans had considered other options for 
the land. One possibility was to entice a 
high technology company to develop a 
plant on the property. That option, Evans 
thought, also would have supplied Central 
Oregon with new support of an economy 
based on an eroding timber supply.

“I wanted to get some high tech compa-
nies to establish in a great recreation area,” 
Evans said. “You’d have highly educated 
people coming into the area. It would have 
supported more people.”

But in 1961, Evans asked a young Ber-
keley, Calif., planner named Guillermo 
Lehmann, to prepare a feasibility report on 
an envisioned community then tentatively 
named Castellaras, after a city in Spain.

Lehmann’s study concluded that a 
resort community would best suit the prop-
erty. He drew up a map of the potential 
development that included dense housing, 
a network of waterways and a golf course.

In 1964, Evans and his wife obtained 
the deed to the Sunriver property, but they 
still had made little headway toward devel-
oping the community Evans believed could 
exist.

Several land developers contacted 
Evans about the property, but he turned 
them away because they did not meet his 
high standards.

“Lee dealt with some developers that 
were interested in Central Oregon at that 
time, but they just didn’t have the interest 
in quality that he did,” said Evans’ friend 
and one-time lawyer Owen Panner, now 
chief judge of Oregon’s U.S. District Court. 
“Lee was looking for someone who had 
proven he could do a quality development.”

In early 1965, Evans presented his 
dreams for the property to Don McCallum, 
a Portland real estate lawyer who owned a 
title company and had hunted and fished in 
Central Oregon for years.

The men discussed creating a public 
corporation to finance property develop-
ment, but they took their plans to John 
Gray, founder of Omark Industries and the 
developer of the popular Salishan resort on 
the Oregon coast.

In 1965, the three men formed a corpo-
ration known as Abbot Properties Inc. 
Evans owned 33 percent of the company’s 
stock, Gray owned 55 percent and McCal-
lum owned 11 percent.

Evans and his wife sold the property to 
the corporation. They subdivided the prop-
erty into two tracts, one of 2,600 acres, 
which was used for the community, and 
one of 3,000 acres, which later was sold to 
the federal government [and which became 
part of the Deschutes National Forest].

They changed the name of the corpora-
tion to Sunriver Properties Inc., choosing 
the name from a list of possibilities devel-
oped by a marketing specialist.

“We thought it was the best name 
because there are 300 days of sunshine in 
Bend per year,” Evans said.

In early 1968, Evans pulled out of the 
corporation, drawn to more pressing busi-
ness interests in California.

Somehow, stories have circulated that 
McCallum discovered Sunriver during a 
fishing trip. McCallum and Gray still loom 
large in Sunriver history, but Evan’s name 
is absent from accounts of the community’s 
development.
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Evans loves the community that has 
developed at Sunriver, but he wants people 
to know the truth about its creation.

“I worked my heart out for Central 
Oregon,” he said. “It could have been 
worth $2 million or $4 million more to me 
if I had sold it off to one of the land sales 
outfits that wanted to buy the place, but 
there are other overriding interests when 
you want to turn Sunriver into a place like 
it is today.”

In 1998, Sunriver celebrated its 30th anniver-
sary. Again they “overlooked” the man with the 
vision. Even with prompting from me, the current 
owners (the resort has been sold a number of 
times and is no longer owned by Oregon inter-
ests) failed to invite Lee Evans to the festivities. 
Because of this slight, Lee’s involvement in Sun-
river has been covered in some depth here. Now 
on with the rest of the story.

From his arrival in Santa Rosa in the middle 
months of 1950, until early 1953, Lee bought and 
sold some 15,000 acres of lands in Northwest 
Sonoma County. Some of this land was part of a 
joint effort between Lee and Paul Kelly.

It was in the early 1950s that Lee first heard 
about a large tract of virgin redwood timberland 
coming up for sale. Initially, Lee wasn’t inter-
ested, but sometime later he received a call from 
Paul Kelly asking Lee to join Paul in buying the 
land. The land, consisting of 24,000 acres, was 
being sold for back taxes and Sonoma County 
insisted on payment in cash. Even in the 1950s it 
took a lot of cash to buy 24,000 acres. Paul didn’t 
have the money. But together Lee and Paul did. 
The men cooperated in acquiring the land, each 
taking half and going their own ways. Both would 
create timber companies to dispose of the timber.

This land, in addition to being un-logged, had 
no access roads. That didn’t stop timber pioneers 
like Lee Evans and Paul Kelly.

It was Paul Kelly, however, that built the 
road. You can read the details of the road, a very 
interesting story that seems to continue on and on, 
in the chapter on Paul Kelly. About the road, Lee 
wrote,

 …when Paul Kelly was acquiring the 
rights-of-way (easements) to build the 
Kelly Road, he ran into a problem with 
John and Nora Henderlong who owned a 
large ranch with thousands of acres known 
as the Blair Ranch. Paul and Lucile invited 
Goldie and me to a luncheon at the Saddle 
and Sirloin Restaurant in Montgomery Vil-
lage [in Santa Rosa]. Paul knew that my 
wife and I had become very good friends 
with the Henderlongs. John and Nora were 
much older and were wonderful people 
whom Goldie and I loved, as we did Paul 
and Lucile. John and I were to resolve the 
matter.

Work began on the project. Many peo-
ple brought up the question as to why the 
Evans Lumber Company did not partici-
pate in building the Kelly Road. The 
answer to the question is that two weeks 
after we arrived in Santa Rosa, the IRS 
audited us and as a consequence [filed] a 
case asking for a lot of money from our 
selling our Oregon assets [sawmill, timber-
lands, Sunriver, etc.]. To the capital gains 
issue, they added a number of other issues 
that affected everyone in the lumber or 
timber business. 

Our attorneys told us to liquidate every 
asset we had in the business stating that if 
we lost [the IRS case] we would be in a 
worse situation than the Joe Lewis income 
tax case. This case damaged us for many 
millions in value and the case lasted eight 
years, with a great disaster to the Evans 
family. The IRS audited us during the 8 
years and continued auditing us for 18 
more years. Several agents said they were 
trying to find a way to put me in jail. This 
effort was a complete failure, but did irrep-
arable financial damage to the Evans.

The case was heard in the Federal 
Court in Portland, Oregon. There were 
three or four lawyers from Seattle repre-
senting the IRS. The case started when our 
attorneys put me on the witness stand. 
There were no preliminaries of any kind. 
Three or four lawyers began asking me 
questions. The Judge was the senior judge 
hearing IRS cases at the time. I looked at 
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him carefully and felt that he would be fair 
and honorable. The lawyers questioned me 
for one hour when all of a sudden the 
Judge banged the gavel and dismissed the 
case. The courtroom was full of lumber 
people but only one spoke to me as I 
walked out of the courtroom. It was Phil 
Dahl a small independent operator who 
said to me, “Lee, you just saved me 
$600,000.00.” Phil had reported a capital 
gain tax on some timber purchased from 
the U.S. Forest Service. The harvesting of 
the timber had been done under the hold-
ing period, which qualified Mr. Dahl for 
capital gains.

Our case set a precedent and has been 
used in many tax cases since 1958 by lum-
ber and timber people successfully.

So you see, the financial ups and downs of the 
Evans family hadn’t ended with the loss of the 
sawmill at Bridge Creek. This tax case described 
by Lee was not the end of the family’s financial 
troubles either. When Goldie died in 1978, both 
the Federal and State taxing authority once again 
cleaned out the Evans’ treasury.

In all the many conversations—some quite 
long—that I’ve had with Mr. Evans, he has never 
once sounded a note of bitterness. Always the 
optimist, Lee, at age 92 (when I first wrote this 
chapter, which gives you some idea of how long 
this project has drug along), has many plans for 
his family’s business. I’ve come to know this man 
quite well and I know there isn’t a fraudulent 
bone in him, so it gives me great pleasure to tell 
you that, once again, the Evans family is quite 
“well off.”

The first time Lee mentioned his IRS prob-
lems to me, I asked if those problems were in any 
way associated with the Hudspeth IRS problems. 
He assured me they were not. Because Evans’ 
case was so long ago, I have been unable to locate 
official records. I have no doubt that Mr. Evans’ 
account is accurate.

From early 1953 until December 1959, Lee 
operated an oil well drilling contracting business 
in Tulsa, Oklahoma. He participated in drilling 
over 200 wells, exploring for oil and gas. This 
business was merged with the Hica Corporation, 
Shreveport, Louisiana, in December 1959, and he 
was a director of that company for several years.

In 1979, Lee married Frances Gerhart, an 
attractive and charming lady. In fact, Lee admits 
that his greatest claim to fame has to be in choos-
ing such wonderful wives. Lee and Fran had 
known each other for 22 years and Fran had lost 
her husband, Joe, seven years earlier. Joe was 
Lee’s insurance agent, they were golfing partners 
and great friends.

Early in 1960, Lee raised enough money to 
get Hugh Codding (of Santa Rosa, California) 
started again in developing commercial and 
industrial properties. At the time, Hugh was 
struggling financially because of one of those 
tight money periods. Their joint efforts consisted 
of a corporation to develop industrial properties 
for the purpose of bringing industry into Santa 
Rosa, and to provide as many jobs as possible for 
the area’s people. A corporation was also formed 
to develop commercial properties of which Cod-
dingtown Shopping Center is now a part of this 
effort. The corporations have become what is 
now Codding Enterprises [now owned solely by 
Hugh and Nell Codding, who bought out the 
stockholders in 1984]. Some 12,000 to 15,000 
steady jobs have been created from these efforts, 
plus all the construction work.7

From 1968 to 1982, Lee managed family 
affairs. He served on the Board of Directors of 
Codding Enterprises, and was Chairman of the 
Board for Evans Pacific Corporation of San Fran-
cisco—a family Real Estate Brokerage firm with 
35 employees.

In closing this chapter, let me bring you up to 
date on Lee Evans. As he nears the 100 mark, he 
is still very active and goes to his office in Santa 
Rosa every day. I tried to contact him by e-mail 
one day and his secretary replied that he was off 

7. For several months in the late 1970s, I lived in Santa Rosa just blocks from Codding Shopping Center. Almost every 
day I could find an excuse for making the short walk and watching the people. At that time I had no interest in either history 
or the timber industry.
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to London for ten days. Earlier, he had gone on a 
three-week cruise of the Orient. He frequents San 
Francisco, keeping abreast of his real estate and 
oil holdings (in both California and Oklahoma), 
visiting with his daughter and her family, and 
never tiring of the view of San Francisco Bay 
from his condominium’s window. Lee possesses a 
good memory and loves to share the story of his 
rich life.

Lee was really counting on being invited to 
some of Sunriver’s 30th anniversary celebrations. 
But as with the 20th year celebrations, he was 
again overlooked. Green Gold will insure that he 
isn’t forgotten.

In this view you can see the majority of the plant. Log pond is to the left. The next page identifies the 
men in the right portion of the photograph.
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Unfortunately the only photographs found for any of Lee’s operations is this professional photo of Hud-
speth Sawmill Company’s crew working at the Evans Lumber Company mill site in 1941. That photo-
graph, which is over 24 inches wide, does show Lee’s mill building in the background. I have split the 
photo into two pieces so you can better see the men therein. Names are given below.
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1. Claude Hudspeth
2. Frank Whaley
3. Ray Raggin, sawyer
4. John Hudspeth
5. Bob Gautney, edgerman
6. “Swede”

7. Fred Hudspeth
8. Phillip Myers
9. Warren Ball, tail sawyer
10. (Name Unknown), pond monkey or carriage 
dogger

11. Perry Manners, engine man
12. Oscar (Last Name Unknown), boilerman, fire-
man
13. (Name Unknown), carriage dogger

14. Otho Pollard, green chain grader
15. Toolie Ryan, edging picker
16. Greeny O’Brien (uncertain)
17. (Name Unknown)
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While I’m not at liberty to tell you how I know what I’m about to tell you, it is from a very reliable 
source. But since I can’t tell you where I get this information, neither can I contact that person about the 
matter which will result in some gaps in the story.

One day Johnny takes off for the San Juan Lumber Company’s operations in Colorado. Into the 
trunk of his expensive car, for reasons that are totally unfathomable today, he loads $250,000 in cash. 
This is to cover payroll and other company costs of the Colorado operation.

Johnny stopped in Las Vegas, which some could say, is on the way to Durango/Pagosa Springs, Col-
orado; there is no direct route so its driver’s choice.

A noted gambler (or is it notorious gambler), Johnny lost the cash.
In the dark of night, Ron Hudspeth calls a source of money, but asks for only $90,000. He said 

something like, “I’ve got to have money for the Colorado payroll.” Ron was manager of the Colorado 
operations at this time.

The source of the money asked something like, “If I get you the money will you insure that the 
Camp Abbot title is delivered in the morning?”

The title and the money were delivered as promised and the men were paid.

This is not the only story of Johnny’s gambling but it is the only one for which I have the facts. Later 
in this book appears a chapter called “Hudspeth: The Downfall.” What you’ve just read will help you 
understand why that downfall happened, and why it wasn’t all “the kids” fault.


