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Generations mined memories on family homestead (Off The Beaten Path)
By Paul Fattig for the Daily Courier

When Jack Duggan wakes at sunrise and beholds the beautiful landscape in the headwaters of Forest Creek
overlooking the Applegate Valley, he can’t help but smile.

“As a Vietnam War veteran, I really needed the peace and quiet this place has to offer,” observed the former
Army staff sergeant, who spent 1969 in the war and earned a Bronze Star after surviving several close calls.

“And there is also so much family history here,” he added.
After all, the land has been owned by the Duggan family for more than 150 years.
Jack, 78, is a fourth-generation Duggan to live on the picturesque land adjacent to Mount Isabelle, which rises

to about 4,500 feet elevation a few air miles northwest of Ruch. The Duggans own two separate parcels: the 212-
acre lower tract at 3,000 feet and the 160-acre upper parcel, which are separated by a section of U.S. Bureau of
Land Management property. There are now two very nice homes on the lower section, with Jack and his wife
Denise occupying one, while his younger brother Joseph “Joe” A. Duggan Jr. lives in the other.

The parcels are in a family trust created by their father Joseph A. Duggan.
“We rewrote the family trust a year ago to include our offspring,” Jack observed, noting his brother Joe has two

daughters and he has two sons. Their eldest brother Jim is deceased, but their sisters Mary and Sharon survive.
Their great-grandfather James B. Duggan, who was born in Ireland, arrived in the area around 1871 as part of

the gold rush in southwest Oregon.
“He bought this property in 1872 for gold mining,” Jack said, adding the upper parcel set his great-grandfather

back $100. “He was a cloth merchant in San Francisco who regularly made trips to China. Like a lot of wealthy
dudes in the city, he struck out for the Oregon country to look for gold.”

James Duggan developed two different hydraulic mining operations on the property as well as two adits, the
latter being mining tunnels dug into the mountainside. The mining has long ceased.

“He called it the San Antonio Mine,” Jack said, noting his paternal Irish ancestors were devotees of Saint
Anthony who, among other things, was the patron saint of travel. “Even today, we have a Saint Anthony medal
hanging off our review mirror,” he said.

His great-grandfather lived on the property only when visiting from the Bay Area and was never a permanent
resident on Forest Creek, Jack said.

“He would come here periodically,” he explained. “In those days, gold mining was done on a seasonal basis,
when you had the water.”

In 1910, his great-grandfather built a cabin by the creek.
“It was what was known as a ‘shotgun cabin,’” Jack said. “You open the front door and the back door and a

shotgun blast would go right through.”
In other words, it was a small structure. A bedroom was added in the 1920s, he said.
“My grandfather would come up from California more frequently and stay in the old cabin for a while,” he

added of Joseph B. Duggan. “But Grandma didn’t much like it because he would drink when he came up here.
She did not let him drink when he was in San Francisco.”

After chuckling at the family lore, he noted a lean-to was added on one side of the cabin in the 1930s.
“It was just some poles stuck in the ground and boards nailed across them,” Jack said. “They added a wooden

floor but it was built on the ground. By the time I got here in 1970 the floor was dangerous to walk on.
“When I moved into the old cabin, there were a number of things that needed to be done,” he added. “The roof

needed to be fixed and the porch propped up.”
There was also an outhouse across the creek. To make it easier to cross during the wet season, he built a

footbridge over the stream.



“I remember when we had a blowing snowstorm one night, and I had to use the facilities,” he recalled. “So I
put my coat on and headed out across the creek. It was snowing like crazy, a real whiteout. I got to the outhouse,
but when I came out I thought, ‘Where the hell is the cabin?’ I stumbled around in the dark for a good 10 minutes
before I saw the light in the cabin.”

He laughed heartily at the memory, one of many Duggan family tales born on the property.
There is the one about his grandfather getting stuck years ago in a vintage car while climbing the steep hill

leading up to the cabin. The hill has ever since been fondly known by the family as “Joe’s Defeat.”
Another tale popped up after the old cabin began settling a bit over the years. The Duggans jokingly referred to

it as the “Tiltin’ Hilton.”
“This was vacation country for most of the family,” Jack said, noting he was reputedly conceived when his

parents were vacationing at the cabin.
“That would have been the early winter of ’47,” he said, noting he was born in September of that year in San

Francisco.
Reared in Humboldt County, Jack moved to the area shortly after completing his military hitch. Using the GI

Bill, he attended Rogue Community College, completing a two-year course in forestry before earning a
bachelor’s degree in communications at what is now Southern Oregon University.

After living in the old cabin for 12 years, Jack took leave of absence from the property in 1983 to take a job in
Seattle, where he worked in communications. But the property beckoned, prompting him to move back in 1999.

In 2008, he and a friend rebuilt the old cabin, using timber beams and old metal mining pipe to shore it up. The
historic structure lives on as a shop.

“I’m also getting up there,” Jack said, quipping, “I went from 76 trombones to 77 Sunset Strip to 78 RPMs. I
don’t know what I’m going to do at 79.”

But he knows his future includes the ancestral land.
“I was the first in my generation to live on this property,” he concluded, reiterating, “It’s so beautiful and quiet

here. We all love it.”
Indeed, after more than a century and a half, the Duggan legacy is alive and well in upper Forest Creek.
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