Career Change 1978
I remember the day that forestry jumped out at me, as a career. I played in the woods, hunting, fishing and camping, and was enrolled at University of Maine at Orono as a Wildlife Major. I was in my second year in college, and I began to see the limitations of a wildlife degree. One forestry field trip made all the difference.
UMO has a huge experimental forest connected to the campus, but it is many miles across. So, we rode a bus into the forest to a recent clearcut. The new growth was about 15 years old.  A typical mix of species for central Maine with the largest trees about 5” diameter and 20’ tall. They made us walk through this thick jungle (We wondered why: we had all seen clearcuts before…), and take sample plots for species composition. The purpose was to experience the regeneration, and see it as ordinary, ample, and perhaps excessive. We confirmed that it held hardwoods, pine, spruce and fir, but was dominated by poplar and red maple. It must have had over 10,000 trees per acre. 

We boarded the bus and rode a short way to a different site.  Another ordinary, post clearcut Maine forest greeted us. About 30 years old, the larger trees were 40’ tall, 8-9” and you guessed it: poplar and red maple. It also held a bit of everything else.  It was obvious that this is exactly what the first site would look like in another 15 years. The next hour changed my life. A short walk down a trail showed a bold change in the trees. Beyond a line, every tree was white pine, about 4-5”, straight and well spaced. They were pruned of lower branches to head high and of course, each tree was numbered. It was beautiful. It was productive. 
The instructor explained that this was part of the same clearcut. It had looked just like the 15 year regeneration we had seen that morning.  These pines had been ‘hiding’ in the thicket.  All the competing trees had been removed, at about the 15-year stage, releasing the pines to grow. The regeneration contained more than ten times as many trees as needed, so 10% of white pine was enough to make a whole forest. After the initial “weeding”, the trees were also pruned and numbered.  They are thorough.  I’m sure all this data is in a Master’s thesis somewhere.

The next hundred yards down the trail, another abrupt change confronted us. Instead of pines, a lovely stand of maple, birch and ash occupied the area.  This too, had been released from the competing growth, and had been hiding in the jungle. The next block held spruce and fir. In each grove, the preferred species had been selected and cultured from an ordinary mix of growth, and given a chance to thrive.  Walking back, the initial “control” block was a disappointment.  So much lost opportunity. Worse yet, there were a million acres of this!  Someone had to do this. It might as well be me. So I changed my major to forestry.
I would love to revisit this forest experiment after another 35 years of growth! I wonder if the instructors knew that this experiment, this scene, would have such an impact. I hope that they have something similar to show today. This one day turned my passion toward forestry. I have always kept an interest in wildlife, and of course we mostly manage wildlife by influencing the habitat. The forest really responds to what we do. It is highly resilient, and there are a wide range of options on every acre.  I continue to marvel at this. By keeping forests healthy and productive, we meet the needs of man, animals, and everything that uses or enjoys the woods. Forestry is a verb.
White Pine, after thinning/shelterwood:
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