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MY LIFE ON A HOMESTEAD
By Cecil Ellsworth Thompson

compiled by Jane Farmer
Roosevelt Beach was the post office for a community homesteaded in a

very remote part of western Lane County in the early part of the twentieth
century. These families were active: Al Downes, Dan Hoover, John Thompson,
Ben Bunch, Jack Bunch, Bill Bunch, George Halliday, Lorenzo Dole, Bill
McCollom, and Henry George. In addition to these families the following
bachelors also participated in the community: Bill Gregg, Joe Mechem, Hugh
Landsberry, Herman Gardiner, Mark Landsberry, and Orvis Sandkey. After
about twenty-five years, the original homesteaders sold out.

I was born near Hamilton City,
California, May 25, 1913 to Arvilla
Jane McCollum and John Ellis
Thompson. I had one brother, Orvie,
who was two years and three months
older than I.

My family moved to Waldport,
Oregon, when I was about two and
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one-half years old. We lived with my
grandfather, James Thompson, while
father waited for the papers to be
approved on a homestead that he had
applied for. The land was about
twenty miles south of Waldport and
a few miles inland up a creek that
flowed into the ocean. It was called

Orvie on Mabel at left, Cecil on Maud at the homestead.



Big Creek. It was well named for in
the winter time, it was a raging
torrent although in the summer time,
one could wade it on the riffles.

The road along the coast was only
a narrow rutted-out wagon road.
Years later it was made into a fine
highway, named after Theodore
Roosevelt. It is now 101 highway.

When all of the paper work was
approved, we made the long move into
a vacant homestead about two miles
below our property. It was called the
Telshaw Place. Mr. Teishaw, a
bachelor, had moved away after prov-
ing up on his homestead. We lived
there until father was able to get a log
cabin built in the spring of 1917. Our
land consisted of one hundred sixty
acres. About one-half was young
second growth fir and the rest was
open brushland.

From the beach to our place, a six
mile journey, there was no road, only
a very narrow trail that forded the
creek seven times before getting to
our place. It was a hard task moving
our things over that trail. The lighter
articles were packed on horses. The
heavy articles such as beds, stoves,
etc., had to be hauled on what was
called an Indian wagon. It was made
of two poles, about twelve feet long,
which straddled a horse's sides, with
one end fastened to the horse's collar
and the other resting on the ground.
A platform was built on the back end
where the articles could be tied
securely. With a slow and steady
horse, the load could be moved along
the trail quite safely.

There were several neighbors
already on their homesteads when we
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came;* all were very willing to help
father. He had to do all of his building
out of the woods; it was impossible to
get lumber in. Soon our house was
finished and we moved from the
Telshaw place to our new home. Dad
was a carpenter and everything he
built was very neat. Our place turned
out to be the show-place of the
community. My father's large, pad-
locked tool box in which he kept his
smaller tools is battered and scarred
but I am glad to have it even now.

Our house was made of logs with
rafters of poles about four inches in
diameter. The roof was split shakes
and the floor was split from huge old
growth fir. Handplaned window
frames were put in spaces cut through
the log walls.

Other buildings had to be built and
the first one, a very important one
indeed, was the little house out back
with its two holes, swinging door, and
Montgomery Ward Catalogue. Father
also built a large barn with a goat
shed, and a woodshed with storage
space.

Our water system was quite unique.
Our spring was about thirty feet
below the house. Dad built a dam at
the head of the spring and ran a two
inch pipe downstream until he had
about six feet of drop. Then he
installed a pump called a hydraulic
ram As the water came down the two-
inch pipe into the pump, it forced a
valve open and one-half of the water
was lost. The other half was forced up
a half inch pipe to a barrel placed

*The Bunch family settled in the area
in 1905. Ed. Note.
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high to give pressure into the house.
For several years we were the only
family with running water in our
house. Finally the Downes family put
in the same system.

Our water pump ran day and night
with very little maintenance. The
only thing that caused trouble was a
leaf which caught under the valve
causing it to stick open and releasing
all the water. Removing the leaf
allowed the pump to work again.

When I was barely four years old,
my grandfather, James Thompson,
sold out in Waldport and came to live
with us. He was about seventy years
old at that time. He loved to clear
ground and was a big help to my
father in getting ground ready for a
garden, hay fields, and an orchard. I
remember watching my grandfather
bore a hole in a big log with a huge

auger. He put a charge of TNT in the
hole and it split the log wide open. He
then piled a lot of big chunks on the
open log and set it afire. We used to
sit out by the fire for hours in the
evenings.

A Forest Service lookout was
established on a mountaintop a few
miles from our place. Sometimes my
grandfather got carried away with his
burning, and got such a big fire going
that the lookout man would come
down to see what was going on. After
several times, the lookout man
warned grandfather that he might be
arrested if this continued. Finally
father had to put a stop to the heavy
burning.*

It wasn't long until we had quite a
large area cleared and an orchard
planted. Father split out pickets from
a huge fir log. A neat picket fence was

*Ed Note. About 1933 Cecil Thompson was employed by the
Forest Service at Saddle Mountain lookout, he received $85 per month.

"First winter on the homestead. Grandpa and goats?'
Lane County Historian 45



built around the house and the
cleared area.

Next came the task of getting a
school. A community meeting was
held and a committee appointed to
check into the requirements for
organizing a school. They found we
had enough children to qualify us for
a school district. Our application was
sent in and soon we had a district
organized. The men got together and
built a schoolhouse. It was made of
split shakes and located on ground
Mr. Joe Mechem donated. A bachelor,
he had moved to this area many years
before to hunt elk for their hides. I
only remember him as an old man,
loved by all of the community.

My mother was elected clerk and
my father was on the school board.
Our first teacher was a young woman

who had gone to school and received
her training, but had not yet taken
the state examination. She taught for
three months before the state
examinations came up. When she
took the test, she failed and
consequently had to quit teaching.

My father's sister was a qualified
teacher and agreed to finish out the
school term. Now we were faced with
the problem of finding a new teacher.
Mother put an ad in the Portland
Oregonian and we got a young
teacher from Portland for the next
school term.

It was up to my family to board the
teacher so Dad got busy and built a
very nice, neat cabin for her. She was
Miss Inez Welin, a very good teacher.
I got off to a rather poor start with her
though.

The first day she asked the class to

"Big Creek School House, first year. Windows are on s. & w. sides" Clara Thompson, teacher,
Orvie and Cecil Thompson, Harold and Lena Halliday and the George children:'
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recite some little memory rhyme that
we had learned. It was my turn first
so I proudly recited the following:

"Kaiser Bill went up the hill
to get a look at France
Kaiser Bill came down the hill
with bullets in his pants."

Miss Welin thought I was trying to
be smart so she told me to stand in
the corner. I was so embarrassed I
could have crawled in a hole if there
had been any to crawl into. I stood
there with my face in the corner
quietly bawling.

Next up was Harold Halliday. His
little piece went like this:

"I had a little awl
I stuck it in the wall
And that's all."

Miss Welin asked my brother, Orvie,
to recite. He recited something about
as crazy. She decided we didn't know
any better and began to feel sorry for
punishing me. After that little mis-
understanding, we rather quickly got
straightened out and began learning.

Miss Welin turned out to be a
wonderful teacher and a very good
person. She taught several terms. She
was loved by all the children and
secured their full cooperation. When
the eighth graders graduated, the
school board voted in the ninth grade.
She taught three of us: my brother,
Orvie, Harold Halliday and myself.
After we graduated from ninth grade,
my parents enrolled Orvie and me in
a boys' trade school, Benson Poly-
technic School, in Portland.

Miss Welin then gave up the Big
Creek School and applied for a school
across the river from Florence,
Oregon. She taught there for several
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years before marriage and the birth
of two fine boys. After they became
school age, she began teaching again
and taught at Florence for many
years. In 1966, she became ill, was
taken to a Eugene hospital and there
passed away at the age of sixty-eight.
She was grieved by all who knew her.
I have wonderful memories of her
time with us. She always put on a
beautiful program each holiday and
organized a 4-H Garden Club which
walked away with all the prizes at the
County Fair for all three years we
exhibited. My brother took up Home
Beautification in 4-H and won first
place at the State Fair and a
scholarshp to Oregon State College
summer school for 4H members. The
next year I duplicated his achieve-
ments. My mother was elected club
leader.

Our school was centrally located in
the community. There were four trails
leading from it in different directions
to the children's homes. The Bunch
children went one way, the Halliday
children another; the Hoover and
Downes children followed the trail up
the creek. Some of them walked as far
as two miles. Sometimes they had to
travel through severe weather, but the
attendance was always good unless
they were sick.

It was important to get a trail
around the places where the creek
had to be forded. The men all chipped
in and built a trail around the hillside
in these places. When that was done
it was possible to get out at any time
of the year. It was a long three-day
trip to Florence for groceries. From
the mouth of Big Creek, a wagon
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could be used to go to Florence and
back, but from there everything had
to be packed on horses to our
community. My Aunt Marie and
Uncle Amel Stonefield owned a large
cattle ranch at the mouth of Big
Creek that stretched along the coast
each way for several miles. Their
ranch was used for a "stopping over
place" when going to town.

Dad used to ride on their cattle
drives when they shipped them out to
market. The cattle had to be driven
to Florence, then up the Siuslaw Road
for about four miles to the railroad
station at Cushman where they were
loaded on the cars.

My Aunt Marie Stonefield also had
the Roosevelt Beach Post Office. Mail
was carried by wagon from Florence
to Waldport twice a week. Sometimes
the wagon got mired down in the mud
and it would be way into the night
before the mail got through. Each
week the settlers of our community
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took turns going after the mail. All
of the mail was taken up the creek
and each family picked up their mail
at the home of the man who had
brought it up that week.

It was impossible to get our fresh
meat from town so we had to rely on
raising it and getting some out of the
hills. All game was abundant so that
was no problem. I remember seeing
my father take off many mornings
with his gun and a big packsack on
his back. Sometimes he wouldn't be
gone very long; other times he might
be gone most of the day, but he always
returned with his packsack full of
meat. Of course, we had no
refrigeration so mother canned the
meat we couldn't eat fresh. As soon as
my brother and I were old enough to
hunt, we relieved father of that
responsibility. I shot my first buck, a
big five-point, when I was ten years
old, my first bear when I was eleven.
My father set out bear traps each fall

........... .,
Grandpa holding a bear hide. Cecil 11 years when killed his first bear. Orvie on
pa found this bear in a trap. Had a time kffling it with a revolver.



largest part of our living.
Father bought about one hundred

fifty head of angora goats and
grandpa bought the same amount.
They were excellent for killing out the
small brush and also brought some

get them in a hive is really an art.
Grandfather hardly ever got stung
but if I got within a half-block of
them, they would chase me out of the
woods. Grandpa finally had about a
dozen hives of bees. He sold honey to

"Grandpa and his bees. Notice how neat Dad made our fence all from split material. Mother
and Grandpa helped nail on pickets, so they need credit for neatness to&'

bees would find it. They would load up
on the liquid, circle a few times, then
fly straight toward their tree. If the
tree was too far away, grandfather
would have to go in the direction they
went for a ways and then put out his
bait again. He eventually ran them
down and found their tree. He and
Dad would cut the tree down and saw
out a chunk where the bees were. To

when the bears were fat and caught
several for the grease. It was wonder-
ful for cooking and especially for pie
crust or any kind of pastry.

We had two milk cows, a team of
horses, a riding pony, chickens, and
always raised a pig or two. We cured
our own bacon and butchered our
calves. With our wonderful garden,
orchard, berries, and bees, we had the

income when the mohair was sheared
each year.

My grandather's hobby was bees.
He got his start from catching wild
bees. He put out a pan of sugar and
water in the yard and soon some wild
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all the neighbors and always at
twenty cents a pound regardless of
what honey was selling for. They
always paid his price and were glad
to get his honey.

My Aunt Marie had an Australian
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cockatoo that gave her a lot of trouble
chewing up things while she was at
work, so she gave him to my folks.

He was a beautiful bird, and we got
a lot of pleasure fooling with him. We
kept him on a wooden perch, with a
very light chain from a ring on his leg
to his perch. We only kept him
chained when we left home, for he was
very destructive when he had to
entertain himself.

One day while we were gone he
managed to get his chain loose from
the perch, and we came home to a
terrible mess. Our linoleum in the
kitchen had the most beautiful
scallops around the edges, with the
pieces strewn all over the floor. He
also had the table legs decorated with
uneven indentations here and there.
He also managed to find the
Montgomery Ward catalog, and had it
chewed up and scattered all over the

room. He was busy with his work
when we so rudely interrupted him.
It didn't take him long to get on his
perch when he heard us coming.

His name was Jimmie, which he
would call everyone, saying, "hello,
Jimmie" to anyone that came near
him. He was good at imitating
different noises. One time when
Mother was there alone, she heard
someone wheeling our wheelbarrow;
the wheel made a squeaking noise.
She investigated, and found it was
Jimmie. He would also bark like a
dog.

Mother used to do oil painting in
her spare time. Once she had been
painting, but was called outside for a
few mintues. She had set up next to
a window, without realizing she was
so close to Jimmie's perch. When she
came back in the house, she dis-
covered one corner of her picture was

"Jimmy, the cockatoo. He likes to be outside to look around. They live to be very old, sometimes
100 years'
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missing.
One time, when all was away, except

Orvie and I, we decided to test him
out on Grandpa's "home remedy"
that he kept in his trunk strictly for
medical purposes. We found the half
pint tucked away in the bottom of his
trunk. We took a piece of bread and
soaked it in the strong liquid, and
presented it to him. He took it
eagerly, and seemed to like the taste.
It wasn't long till the effects began to
take over. He started screaming and
doing all kinds of silly things on his
perch. He would hang on with his feet
and swing round and round. Finally
he got sick and fell off. He staggered
around a bit, and finally climbed back
up on the perch. The fun was all over,
for he just sat there with his feathers
all up around his bill, his eyes half
shut, and very unsteady on his perch.
We began to worry about what would
happen when the folks came home,
but luckily, he was over his "sickness"
when they returned.

Soon after we got our school, my
parents started working to get a
bridge built across Big Creek where
a lot of children had to cross on a foot
log. This was very dangerous when
the water was high. Mother wrote a
letter to the County Commissioners
requesting some help. She received a
letter back, saying they would send a
delegation to meet with us on a
designated day at our school house.
My mother, Miss Welin, and Mrs.
Alma Bunch got busy planning a
program. At the head of the visiting
delegation was Judge Bernard. When
they arrived, we were ready for them.
As they entered the school house, the
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school children stood and sang:
"How do you do, Judge Bernard,
How do you do.
Is there anything
That we can do for you?
Standing by you like a man,
We will do the best we can
How do you do, Judge Bernard,
How do you do?

We then delivered our program.
Following that the women had a
lovely picnic lunch prepared. After
lunch, the Judge gave a very touching
speech. I was only about six years old
at the time so I can't quote his speech,
but I do remember this much. He
gave us a nice compliment, stating
that the children in the so-called
civilized districts did not have any-
thing over these children.

After looking over the bridge
situation, the delegation assured us
we could get help in building a bridge.
They started on their long, hard
journey back to Eugene; our
community felt proud of our accom-
plishment. In a few days, mother
received a letter stating that we were
granted a sum of money for our bridge
and that we could start work on it at
once. It was quite an undertaking, but
the men all helped. With two teams
of horses the long span was finally
completed. Another chapter in our
good living was accomplished by the
close cooperation of the community.

The next big problem that faced the
settlers was getting a road up the
creek to the community. They again
petitioned the County for help and
again were granted a small sum of
money. It supplied some much needed
work for the men. Each year a short
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distance was built. In December,
1923, the Forest Service donated one
hundred fifty dollars and two boxes of
powder to help people extend the road
farther up the creek toward the
community which was still two miles
away.

It was slow going and took quite a
few years to get the road up as far as
our place. It was only a very narrow
wagon road at first and was built on
the line of least resistance so the
money would go farther. Conse-
quently, it was not a very good grade.
I remember riding over it with Mr.
Mechem. I was always ready to jump
out if necessary as he had a team of
mules, both easily scared. He allowed
his lines to hang clear down to the
wagon tongue and, when we came to
a little canyon, the mules would run
pell-mell down the steep side, leaning
into each other, trying to crowd each
other over. I was always sure we would
go over the bank.

The road followed fairly close along
the creek and most of the families
were back some distance from the
creek so they still could not get a
wagon all the way up to their place.
We were lucky as it only missed our
place about a quarter of a mile. After
several weeks of hard work, Dad
finally got a road on up to our place.

My mother, Arvilla Thompson,
started writing a column for the
Eugene Daily Guard in the year 1923
and kept a scrapbook of clippings of
her articles. I have included some
items from that source in my story.

The first radio in our community
was bought by Herman Larsen who
lived near the mouth of Big Creek in
December, 1923.
54

The taxpayers of the road district
met at the school house and voted a
.010 mill tax for 1924 road work.

In January, 1924, my father
purchased a drag saw. Cutting our
winter wood was much easier and
faster with the new saw. Many years
before, a huge forest fire had raged
through this country, leaving many
places looking like a huge cemetery,
as the large grey snags stood
scattered over the area. Many had
fallen and Dad's drag saw made the
clearing of these logs so much easier.
In the '30s I was part of a crew that
logged a pocket of old growth fir that
the big fire had missed.

In April, 1924, EN. Stevenson,
Forest Ranger of this district, made a
business trip to the Upper Big Creek
Country and, while there, ran a new
survey for the extension of the Upper
Big Creek Road, a distance of about
two and a half miles.

During July, 1924, we had the
hottest day ever recorded by the
citizens of this community. My folks
had a large acreage of various kinds
of berries, but the heat simply cooked
the gooseberries on the vines and
ruined much of the other berries. The
thermometer registered 107 degrees.

In October, 1924, my mother and
Miss Maron Ward, teacher of the
Upper Big Creek School, started out
Sunday morning from the Thompson
homestead to spend the day with the
Ben Bunch family who lived about
two miles away. They only had one
riding pony, so they took turns riding.
When they were about one-half mile
from their destination, the pony
which mother was riding suddenly
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started plunging and bucking. They
were in the middle of a hornets nest.
Unable to control the plunging horse
as she was also covered with the mad
hornets, Mother was thrown to the
ground. Miss Ward, who had already
gone by the nest, saw what a pre-
dicament Mother was in and ran back
to lead her to safety. Miss Ward went
to capture the frightened horse while
mother walked on to the Bunch place
to receive aid for her terrible stings.
By the time she arrived at the Bunch
home, her eyes were almost
completely closed. Mrs. Bunch
administered first aid and, by late
evening, mother's eyes were open
enough to make the return trip home.
Hornet and yellowjacket nests were a
continual worry in the summer time.

During the Christmas vacation of
1924, Miss Ward and Herman
Gardiner made a trip to her home in
Florence. There were two routes they
could take. One, which was the most
logical way for them to go because of
the bad weather, was down Big Creek
and up the coast; they would have no
snow. The other way, on the Forest
Service Trail through the mountains,
they were bound to have snow.
Herman wanted to go on the coast
route, but Miss Ward insisted on
going the mountain route. It was
about a twenty mile journey, and it
cost Herman his life. They only had
one horse, so Miss Ward rode while
Herman had to walk. There were
places where the snow was three feet
deep; Herman had to break a trail
through. It was in the night some
time when they arrived in Florence
and Herman was completely ex-
hausted. The next morning he went
Lane County Historian

on to North Bend where his folks
lived. He died a few days later.

My mother was called to Dorris,
California in December 1924 when
her mother passed away. Mother took
the night train from Cushman to
Eugene where her brothers met her.
They continued on to Dorris by
automobile. My grandparents had
operated a hotel in Dorris after the
war ended, but grandfather
McCollum sold the hotel and moved
back to our country along with my
great grandmother, Elleanor
Keahlier, after his wife's death.

He bought land adjacent to the
newly surveyed coast highway.
Thinking to catch the tourists when
the road was completed, he built
several modern cabins. Impatient
with the slow development of the
highway, he sold out to Albert
Stonefield a year before the road was
opened.

He then bought five acres from Mr.
Joe Mechem and built a cabin where
he lived near us. Great grandmother
came to live with our family.

In March, 1925, when the weather
became suitable for planting, my
father set out about five acres of
walnuts and filberts. He put the
walnuts quite far apart and set a
filbert in between each one. We
already had berries of all kinds
bearing and also a nice orchard.

In April, 1925, members of the
community met at the school house
to reorganize their Sunday school,
which had been discontinued on
account of the winter weather.

The installation of a sawmill at
Cape Creek, three miles south of Big
Creek, by Bud Southworth, Dee Mills
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and Herman Larsen was prompted by
the development of the highway along
the coast. This was the first sawmill
in northwestern Lane County. The
owners erected cabins to rent to
highway construction workers with
the expectation of later renting to
tourists.

In August, 1931, construction on
the Rock Creek and China Creek
bridges had been completed. When
the fills at each end were made by the
McNutt Bros. Contracting Co., which
held the grading contract, traffic was
able to move across these new coast
highway bridges. It was anticipated
that the bridge over Big Creek would
be completed by November.

At the end of November a terrific
rain storm struck and raged for days,
doing much damage to the roads
everywhere. Much work was required
to replace the damage to the new fills.
Mr. Cateel, who carried the mail

Logging on Big Creek, 1938, Thompsons.

between Florence and Yachats, was
compelled to carry the mail on foot.

It was fortunate for Mr. A.W.
Stonefield, cattle rancher, who was
stricken with paralysis during the
fury of the rain storm, that Dr. A.H.
Ross of Eugene was in the neighbor-
hood, able to provide medical
treatment.

I was back in that country in 1975
when I spent ten days hunting elk
with my friend and old classmate,
Frank Worthington. We hunted
through all the homesteads and found
all the same. Nothing but brush, with
now and then an apple tree.

My memories of my childhood days
as I grew up in that beautiful
community, among such wonderful
people, are hard for me to express. I
hope some day, another community
will be planted and other children
may grow up and look back on their
childhood with the same pride that I
do.



"From our orchard south of house. Apples are
placed on bottom of box to show how large
they ar&'

"John Thompson preparing ground for planting walnut and filbert trees?'

Orvie, Dad, Cecil, Grandpa. "Notice how the
salal brush has worn off the bottoms of my
"tin" pants:'



Eva Johnson, Eugene doctor, dies at 97
Register-Guard 8 / 17/86

Eva Frazer Johnson, a prominent
Eugene doctor who gained notoriety in
1975 when she decided to donate her
Victorian-style home on the south face of
Skinner Butte to the Lane County Pioneer
Museum, died Friday. She was 97.

A memorial service will be at 3 p.m.
Monday at England's Eugene Memorial
Chapel.

Eva Frazer Johnson, Ca. 1970

The county museum became the
beneficiary of a trust filed on the last day
of 1975. The trust was accompanied by
a deed turning over the Shelton-
McMurphy house to the county upon her
death.

She was born in Pendleton on July 1,
1889, two years after the mansion at 303
Willamette St., was completed. She
attended Lincoln School and the
University of Oregon, where she earned
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a bachelor's degree in chemistry in 1912.
Following graduation, she headed East

iso study medicine at: Rush Medical School
in Chicago. She graduated in 1917 and
practiced medicine, pioneered the field of
psychiatry, married and raised four
children.

Johnson returned to Eugene in 1951
hoping to start a psychiatric counseling
practice or nursing home.

She bought the old house on Skinner
Butte and started to remodel it, but when
a fire broke out in the basement,
authorities denied her request to practice
there. Instead, she rented rooms to college

Henry Curtis Johnson, 1918.

Eva Frazer was the daughter of
Nicholas Kiser Frazer and Idaho
Cogswell Frazer, and the grand-
daughter of John and Mamie Gay
Cogswell, whose marriage in 1851
was the second one recorded in Lane
County.

students.
Johnson paid $30,000 for the 13-room

mansion in 1951.
She was involved with many political

issues, and was a member of the Central
Presbyterian Church in Eugene and the
Daughters of the American Revolution.

She is survived by two daughters, June
Stewart, of Eugene, and Virginia
Salisbury, of Wisconsin; one son, Kenneth
Johnson, of Wisconsin; 11 grandchildren;
and 6 great grandchildren. Her husband,
Curtis Johnson, died in 1967.

Register-Guard 8-17-86

Eva Frazer, M.D., 1917, courtesy Lane Co.
Historical Museum.

Idaho Cogswell, Eva's mother, was
born January 26, 1864, the fifth child
of John and Mary Cogswell, on the
McKenzie River donation claim, at
the foot of the Coburg Hills, four miles
east of the Coburg Bridge near the
mouth of the Mohawk River. She
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Idaho Cogswell Frazer.

started to school in the schoolhouse
built by her father on his place. She
attended the University of Oregon for
a time, but her schooling was
interrupted by the illness of her sister
DeEtta, who died in 1886. June 27,
1888, Idaho Cogswell married
Nicholas Frazer at her home, and
moved with him to Pendleton. Six
months after Eva's birth Nicholas was
lost in the Blue Mountains and found
frozen to death. Idaho returned to
Eugene. She joined the Eugene
Fortnightly Club in 1893. She was
also a member of the Eugene
Shakespeare Club. She was proud of
being the daughter of early Oregon
pioneers and never lost her love of
Oregon's wonderful out-of-doors. On
July 6, 1928 she flew from San
Francisco to Chicago in the regular
Boeing Air Transport plane carrying

Nicholas K. Frazer, April 15, 1888.

U.S. Mail, with room for only two
passengers. They flew in an open
cockpit and took twenty-four hours for
the trip.

Eva Johnson's husband, Heury
Curtis Johnson, was a former class-
mate who specialized in pediatrics.
He was born of Norwegian parents in
Wisconsin October 9, 1890. He saw
active military service during World
War I, serving in France. In 1941 he
was recalled to active service in the
Phillipines, Australia and later
Korea, receiving his honorable
discharge October 26, 1950.

In an interview conducted by Hallie
Huntington circa 1976 Eva told the
following story:

"My grandfather, John Cogswell,
was crossing the plains with a herd
of cattle in 1851. One evening while
they were camped a run-away slave
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hurried into their camp and begged
to be hidden. On the prairie with no
cover except a tent, Cogswell
pondered a moment. He was seated on
a barrel, eating, and after a moment
he motioned the man to get under the
barrel, then sat down again. The slave
owners soon appeared and asked if
John and his companions had seen a
run-away 'nigger' John said, 'I don't
see any 'nigger' around here. You can
1ook

"They didn't find their man and
soon went on. The slave was very
grateful for being rescued and offered
to become Cogswell's slave. John
didn't want a slave but offered the
man wages if he would help them

LIFE ON THE PARTY LINE
By Daye Hulin

For nine years after puberty I
lived on a chicken farm ten miles
north of Eugene. Our link with
civilization was the telephone, a
temperamental instrument, easily
put out of working condition by a limb
blown down or ice on the wire. The
line was at the mercy of whichever
farmer could spare the time to check
and make repairs. Responsibility for
upkeep remained with the sub-
scribers. Therefore there could be
weeks without service after a severe
storm.

The instrument itself was an oak
box mounted on the dining room wall
next to the kitchen door. There was a
handle on the side which could be
cranked and caused a bell to ring in
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drive their cattle. The offer was
accepted and the former slave
continued with them until they came
to what is now the city of Pendleton.
He settled there, later married and
raised a family. He was a barber in
that town for a number of years. Dr.
Johnson's daughter, June Stewart,
told of hearing recently from a
contemporary resident of Pendleton
who has in her possession an old
letter from a 'sessionist' who objected
to having school held in a public
building in Pendleton because his
children would have to go to school
with that 'nigger' barber's young
'uns?'

twenty-three other houses on the line.
Our rings were two long and four
short ones.

The "farmer's" line is great
entertainment for the lonely. I
certainly did not qualify as one of
those and my mother did not approve
of my antics, but it was such fun.

My "city friends" looked forward
to the bedtime calls at my house. You
see, there was a girl who lived a mile
beyond us and she was having an
affair with a married man who lived
in town, (very wicked in those days).
He would call her each evening about
ten o'clock and kiss her good night.
Now, I lived nearer to town than she
and I considered that I intercepted his
kiss!!
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NEW LOCAL HISTORY BOOKS
Two books just off the press which are of interest to Oregon history buffs

are THE SINGING CREEK WHERE THE WILLOWS GROW: The
Rediscovered Diary of Opal Whitely, by Benjamin Hoff; and ONE WOMAN'S
WEST: Recollections of the Oregon Trail and Settling the Northwest Country,
by Martha Gay Masterson, edited by Lois Barton.

Mr. Hoff has carefully unraveled the story of Opal Whiteley's rise to fame
and later discrediting as a fraud. He offers proof of her diary's authenticity
and tells the bizarre, tragic story of Opal herself. The book includes the text
of the diary in all its charming eccentricity, which became an immediate
bestseller upon its publication in 1920 as THE STORY OF OPAL.

THE SINGING CREEK WHERE THE WILLOWS GROW including
many black and white photographs in its 367 pages, was published by Ticknor
& Fields, New York, and carries a price on the hard-back edition of $16.95.

Martha Masterson's story of her life, handwritten on lined tablets, is a
remarkable account of life on the Western frontier betwen the 1850s and the
tnrn of the century. Dr. Richard Brown of the U of 0's history department
describes the book as "the intriguing story of a woman who came to Oregon
in a covered wagon in 1851 and lived long enough to see hundreds of
automobiles passing by her home in the last year of her life. Here we have
the West as it truly was, from the primitive era of the Oregon Trail to the
modern times of World War I."

ONE WOMAN'S WEST 240 pages with 40 black and white photos, in
paperback is available from Spencer Butte Press, 84889 Harry Taylor Rd.,
Eugene, OR 97405, for $8.95 plus $1 for postage and handling.



YOU ARE INVITED TO BECOME A MEMBER
OF THE LANE COUNTY HISTORICAL SOCIETY

Membership entitles you to receive THE HISTORIAN, published three times a year by the Society.
Members are eligible to participate in periodic public interest meetings and in projects to preserve and

collect Lane County History.

I would like to become a member of the Lane County Historical Society in the classification
checked:

Your Lane County Historical Society is entirely sustained by membership
dues and contributions which are fully tax deductible. Hence, we earnestly
encourage present gifts and contributions, devises and bequests under wills
and other forms of deferred giving such as by use of trusts and life insurance
policies. For such deferred giving, your attorney should be consulted.

LANE COUNTY HISTORICAL SOCIETY

Board of Directors and Officers for 1986-87

President: Ethan Newman
Vice President: Quintin Barton
Recording Secretary: Alfaretta Spores
Membership Secretary: Martha Frankel
Treasurer: David Ramstead

Board Members

term expires 1987
Richard Brown
Orlando Hollis
Hallie Huntington
David Ramstead

term expires 1988
Lois Barton
Quinton Barton
Martha Frankel
Alfaretta Spores

term expires 1989
John McWade
Ethan Newman
Marty West

LI Family membership, annual
Eli Sustaining Membership, annual
El Contributing Membership, annual
El Patron, annual
El Lifetime Membership
E] Contribution to Society's Preservation Projects $

$ 10.00
$ 25.00
$ 50.00
$100.00
$500.00
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