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Footnotes to history

Electricity comes
to Lane County

The Rural Electrification Administra-
tion was formed in the mid-1930s to
provide low-cost loans to cooperatives
formed to provide electricity and phone
service to rural areas largely untouched
by the privately owned
utilities. In 1939 the
Lane Electric Cooperative
formed to serve widely
scattered parts of Lane
County, including Oakridge,
the upper McKenzie country,
and such spots as CuIp Creek and
Lorane. A booklet, "Lane Electric Co-
op, 1939-1989," by Edison Kenyon,
suggests how Lane County country
folks reacted to the prospect of ex-
changing their kerosene lanterns for
electric lights

For one thing, men weren't all that
sure they needed electricity.

Attorney Charles Edwards, who at-
tended the first organizational meet-
ing on the upper McKenzie, recalled
that "a lot of men took the attitude that
what was good enough for Grandpa
was good enough for them. But while
the men were content to do things the
old way, the women weren't. .. . Women

were the ones who finally put this
thing into existence."

And when the lights fmally came on:
Violet Duerst remembers that they

even had a light installed in the barn,
but when "my husband first turned on
the light, the horses reared up and
threw up their heads."

Another farm wife recalls staring at
the bare light bulb hanging down from
the ceiling as tears of joy streamed
down her face.

And one observer, a young boy when
the lights first came on, remembers the
first moment: "Dad turned the light on
in the kitchen first, and he just stood
there holding onto the pull-chain. Then
he said tome, 'Son, come here and hang
onto this so I can turn on the light in the
sitting room."



The way things were
in Junction City

Junction City was incorporated on Oc-
tober 29, 1872. The town's population
was reported as 600 persons. The first
city ordinance was to construct side-
walks eight feet wide from the meat
market to the drug store on the west
side of Front Street. The second city
ordinance was to prevent swine from
wandering at large.

School District No. 69 officially began
April22, 1872, six months before Junc-
tion City became incorporated. In 1886
a school principal received $60 a month
and a teacher $33 a month. In 1887 a
janitor received $12 per month. That
same year the school district paid
$31.25 for 11 cords of wood.

OnJanuary4, 1908 Junction City had:
one feed store, one gun store, one jew-
elry store, one restaurant, two cream-
eries, one newspaper, five churches,
one electric light plant, one water sys-
tem, three painters, one billiard parlor,
two real estate agents, one excelsior
factory, one fiouring mill, three grain
elevators, one knife factory, one hard-
ware and furniture store, two city drays,
one undertaking establishment, two
barber shops, one grocery and notion
store, two blacksmith shops, one wagon
repair, three meat markets, one hotel,
four boarding houses, five practicing
physicians, one dentist, two livery
barns, two harness shops, one attorney,
one millinery store, one farm implement
house, an efficient fire department,
one post office with four rural free
deliveries and two star routes, one bank,
one photographer, two drugstores, five

general merchandise stores, one exclu-
sive grocery, one prune dryer, one sec-
ond hand store, one public school build-
ing with 10 full grades, one commodi-
ous operahouse, one lodgehall, one full
cornet band, two carpet weavinglooms,
one dairy, two vegetable supply wagons.

Junction City's school district adopted
a School Credit System for students to
receive credit for "ordinary duties done
at home such as washing the dishes
and carrying wood." The system was in
place in 1909 and gave credit as fol-
lows:

Baking cake or pie: 20 credits,
bathing: 25 credits, feeding one calf: 5
credits, washing dishes: 10 credits,
wiping dishes: 10 credits, washing
buggy: 10 credits, making the bed: 5
credits, at home on time each day: 10
credits, to school on time each day: 10
credits, cleaning finger nails: 10 cred-
its, preparing meal for family: 25 cred-
its, picking and dressing chicken (per
hour): 25 credits, churning: 10 credits,
cows to and from pasture (perhour): 25
credits, cleaning and pressing suit or
dress: 50 credits, ironing (per hour): 50
credits, sleeping with window open: 10
credits, separating cream: 10 credits,
study at home (per minute): 2 credits,
washing and sweeping porches (per
hour): 25 credits, working butter: 10
credits, gathering eggs: 10.

(Source: Junction City Times Cen-
tennial Edition, 1972.)

Scenes from Coburg

Early days in Coburg, from an inter-
view description of early Coburg by
Herbert Cox (from the book, Coburg
Remembered, by Edward Nolan):
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N
"Back ofJim's place ofbusiness was

located the 'Gallon House,' the Home
Bakery, and the last and largest build-
ing in town, which housed the Odd
Fellows Lodge.

"Coburg did not possess a saloon, as
a state law known as the 'Local Option
Law' gave municipalities the right of
choice. However a federal law permit-
ted the government license of a 'Gal-
lon House.' Such license permitted the
sale of intoxicating liquors in gallon
quantities only. Either the law was
vague on the point of consumption on
the premises, or overlooked in Coburg.

"At night, behind locked doors, the
proprietor conducted a poker game, a
pastime for the local gentry as well as
one of the watering places on the cir-
cuit of the traveling professional or
tin-horn card shark. One of the steady
patrons was Jim Stillman, a local
denizen of voting age during
Cleveland's administration and whose
mother was the town's leading reform
crusader of the Carrie Nation type
and vintage. On one of her nightly
prowls she deterrninedto discover who
was behind the barred doors. Obtain-
ing and mounting an empty box, she
peered through the door transom and
upon spying her son, Jim, she shrilly
shouted, 'Jim Stillman, you
sonofabitch!' All the while riffling
through the deck of cards, Jim slowly
turned his head and nonchalantly re-
plied, 'Mother, you should know!"

The first farmer's market

(Thefollowingcomesfroman interview
with Gladys McCready, July 26,1976,
Lane County Historical Museum.)

"The first farmer's market in Eu-
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gene wasn't a market at all. There
was a man by the name of Myers; we
used to call him Woodrow Myers, who
had a farm up the millrace. It was a
swift-flowing stream, and there was a
great deal of traffic up and down.

"This man had a farm up toward
the head of the millrace across from
the university campus. One or two
days a week he would bring fresh
crops down in his rowboat to the end of
Eighth Street, and he sold them there.
He would row back up to his farm in
the evening.

"Then Frank Chase brought wagon
loads of vegetables into town. He was
the man who started Chase Gardens."

Keeping teachers in line

Rules were strict in the old days, es-
pecially for school teachers. For evi-
dence of this we are indebted to the
Siuslaw Pioneer Museum in Florence,
which has reproduced a nine-point set
of rules for its teachers in 1872. Some
samples of the rules:

Men teachers may take one evening
each week for courting purposes or
two evenings a week if they go to
church regularly.

Any teacher who smokes, uses li-



quor in any form, frequents pool or
public halls, or gets shaved in a barber
shop will give good reason to suspect
his worth, intention, integrity, and
honesty.

Women teachers who marry or en-
gage in unseemly conduct will be dis-
missed.

Every teacher should lay aside from
each pay a goodly sum of his earnings
for his benefit duringhis decliningyears
so that he will not become a burden on
society.

The teacher who performs his labor
faithfully and without fault for five
years will be given an increase of
twenty-five cents per week in his pay,
providing the Board of Education ap-
proves.

Remembering Bifi Tugmzin

Our article on newspaper editor Wil-
liam Tugman inspired a number of
responses from readers, including a
remembrance from Horace W.
Robinson, author of this issue's book
excerpt on the Oregon Trail Pageant
held in Eugene from 1927 to 1950.

Robinson recalls that Tugman once
tried during the 1947 pageant to learn
the identity of the pageant queen,
pleading for an early release of the
name because the official announce-
ment on Saturday night would come
too late to make the Sunday morning
paper. ButRobinson and the rest ofthe
pageant committee had been sworn to
secrecy.

By Robinson's account, Tugman
applied all the known newspaper argu-
ments including (1) long-standing
friendship, (2) past, present, and future
services of the newspaper toward the

cause of pageantry, (3) the public in-
terest, (4) Tugman's own journalistic
integritybut the answer was still "no."

"Butasanyone should have known,"
says Robinson, "Bill had the last word."

Tugman wrote in an editorial, "We
admire Horace Robinson (just the same
as we admire Joe Stalin)."

Society meeting

Lewis L. McArthur, compiler of the
sixth edition (1992) of Oregon Geo-
graphic Names will address the next
meeting of the Lane County Historical
Society, Sunday, June 27 at 2 p.m. at
the Eugene Garden Club.

Lewis L. McArthur is the son of the
late Lewis A. MeArthur who published
the first edition of the ever-popular
book in 1928. The younger McArthur
has compiled the most recent three
editions of the book and is working on
still another edition to be published at
some future date.

The society's meeting June 27 will
also feature election of officers.

Whatever became of the hay
in Cal Young's barn?

It was sometime in the 1860s that
Lane County had a bad winter and
there was no hay for the livestock.
Walker Young, father of the famous
figure of local history, Cal Young,
managedto savehislivestockbyfeeding
the animals vine maple and letting
them browse in the brush. Many other
farmers were not so fortunate; the loss
of livestock around the county was
tragic.

Walker Young subsequently built a
barn, and he vowed that if he ever got

28 Lane County Historian



it full of hay he'd never let it go empty.
He kept that vow, starting in 1875.
Reports suggest that Cal Young played
in that hay as a child. Year by year the
Youngs kept storing new hay in the
barn. Haifa century later, the old hay
was still there, buried under the new.
That fact inspired Mr. Ripley to put it
in his "Believe It Or Not" column as the
oldest hay.

Time moved on, and both Walker
Young and his son Cal passed on, but
the hay remained.

By 1961 the haystill in good con-
dition at the age of 86 was again in
the news. The news was that it had
stirred the imagination of the agricul-
tural experts at Oregon State Univer-
sity who were then conducting some
forage testing. This prompted Cal
Young's widow to get in touch with the
OSU professors and tell them about
the ancient hay.

They were excited, according to con-
temporary news reports. "It's amazing
how well preserved the hay is," said the
then-county agent, Paige Hall.

All of this information came our way
courtesy of Janice Barclay, of Monroe,
who as a child lived with her family on
Cal Young's ranch in the 1930s. Clean-

ing her house last spring,
she discovered some old
clippings about Cal Young.
Not wanting to throw them
away, she decided to send
them to the Historian.

What became of the old
hay? Janice Barclay doesn't
know. Ethan Newman,
president of the Lane
County Historical Society
doesn't know. "Maybe a
cow ate it,"joked Newman.

Hallie Huntington, former president of
the society, doesn'tknow. Clearly more
research is needed.

Rendezvous

If your forebears came west along the
Oregon Trail 150 years agogive or
take afew yearsyou and your friends
are invited to a picnic celebration near
Eugene on Sunday, September 19.

"Rendezvous," it's called, and it's
currently in the planning stages. It
recognizes this year as the 150th anni-
versary of the opening of the Oregon
Trail in 1843.

More than 500 descendants of the
Oregon Trail pioneersand their
friendsare expected to assemble at
Jasper Park for an event that includes
old time fiddling, stories of pioneer
exploits, and demonstrations of pio-
neer ways of life from soap making to
children's sack races. Also featured will
be introductions and a roll call of pio-
neer families.

Jasper Park is on the Willamette
River about 20 miles east of Eugene.

Rendezvous, sponsored by the Lane
County Historical Society, begins at 11
a.m. and continues to 5 p.m.
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People's Theatre:
The Oregon Thail Pageant



Eugene has become a city. Wagons and bull
wheels are nowhere to be found. Where are the wranglers,
the craftsmen, the buffalo, the cattle? A theatrical era has

been lost but not forgotten.... (Continued)...

By Horace W. Robinson



People's Theatre, continued
Editor's note: For 24 years, Eugene perwdically celebrated its heritage by staging
the Oregon Trail Pageants, the first at Hayward Field in 1926 and the last at the
Lane County Fairgrounds in 1950. (The others were in 1929, 1934, 1937, 1941,
and 1947.) Three other Oregon citiesSalem, Roseburg, and Kiamath Falls-
aLso held pageants based on the Eugene model, ten in all. The productions rivaled
Hollywood epics. Three thousand performers stood on the 200-foot-long stage to
sing the finale in 1950.

Early in 1993the 150th anniversary of the opening of the Oregon Trail
(1843)Horace W. Robinson, the grand master of theater at the University of
Oregon and one of the key leaders in seven of the ten pageants, completed a draft
of a book on the subject: A People's Theatre: The Oregon Trail Pageants. He
describes the joys and frustrations of staging theatrical spectaculars so vast and
complex that they stagger the imagination. A typical show included, along with
much singing and dancing, such theatrical spectaculars as the cataclysmic
explosion of Mount Mazama (the volcano that exploded to form Crater Lake)
followed by wagons rolling down the Oregon Trail and across the stage. The
shows typically included processions of prospectors, miners, even cattle stam-
pedes.

Did we mention frustrations? If human actors posed problems for the
directors, animals were the most cantankerous of all, as author Robinson
describes in the following excerpt, entitled 'Livestock." The material has been
abridged from the original with permission of the author.
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nimals occupied an impor-
tant position in the lives of
the pageants. Many fam-
ily pets appeared in the
show scripts: dogs, cats,

chickens, pigs, and goats. Horses,
cattle, mules, bears, donkeys, oxen,
and buffalo were an essential element
in the settlement of the west and per-
force must figure prominently. Up-
wards of 180 head of livestock ap-
peared in the Eugene pageant in 1950.

Horses

Horses were no problem to acquire for
the shows. Farmers, stockmen, posse
members, and equestrian clubs were
always eager to show their animals.
Many of these animals were hardly
appropriate to the story line or to the
period representedin color, size, or
breed they were hardly compatible
with the hardy stock that crossed the
plains, but they were horses and few
questions were asked. Almost invari-
ably the horse came with an owner or
two, and that meant finding a place for
extra humans in the show.

In one happy coincidence, the world
champion show horse, Carnation Chief
was in Oregon and made an appear-
ance in the 1937 pageant. This proud
animal was introduced in a special act
developed for him, and his magnifi-
cent bearing, proud gait, and appar-
ent showmanship made his appear-
ance a highlight of the show.

A special horse and rider, to be
nameless, made a memorable show-
ing one opening night. A nationally
known singer was to introduce an epi-
sode dealing with the cowboy by ap-
pearing at the top of one of the high
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trails on horseback singing a cowboy
song. In early conferences he sug-
gested that his appearance would be
more significant if he rode on a white
horse and wore a white cowboy suit
and a broad-brimmed hat. He also
suggested that he should be suddenly
caught by a spotlight ("follow spot")
after a period of blackout. On opening
night the lights went out on cue, the
orchestra started, the follow spot
flashed onbut what we saw was a
hilarious, unrehearsed moment. The
singing star was seated flat and spread
legged on the trail, hat still in place,
reins in hand. The white horse stood
proudly behind and above the rider
expressing triumph with a resounding
horse laugh. Apparently the strange-
ness ofthe surroundings, the unprofes-
sional rider, and the sudden blast of
the orchestra caused the horse to buck
high, throwing the rider over his head.
The follow spot operator claimed credit
for capturing this memorable theatri-
cal moment. Future performances fea-
tured a more docile, less-white mount.

Riders were often presented on un-
familiar mounts, and sometimes
unplanned theater resulted. Through-
out one series of rehearsals in 1941 no
horses were available, and cowboys
and Indians were forced to practice on
hobby (stick) horses. The newspaper
account soberly reported that one of
the riders had been "thrown."

In a sense, the typical Oregon Trail
Pageant was a three-ringed circus in
which attention could be concentrated
on one part of a very large arena as
things were set up or rearranged in
another. But there were unfortunate
incidents too central to be concealed.

One episode told the story of a cow-



boy attempting to escape pursuing In-
dians. He raced through the artificial
scenery and ended up seemingly
trapped at the top of a waterfall. The
obvious theatrical solution to his pre-
dicament was to have the brave rider
jump down the falls on his horse into
the pool below, leaving his pursuers
halted in frustration. Stunt riders
were interviewed for this act. The one
selected called the feat"a piece of cake."

Unfortunately the preparation of
the waterfall was not in operation until
opening night. The pool excavated in
the sandy soil would not hold the wa-
ter pumped into it by firehoses. Even-
tually it had to be lined with a water-
proof tarpaulin so that it would hold
enough water to be pumped to the top
of the falls.

It was a thrilling chase until the
climax when a very sensible horse
balked at the head of the falls. The
rider was forced to dismount and do
the dive solo. Each succeeding night
the stunt man reassured the staff that
he would go through the act as planned,
but it was always the samehorse
and rider parted at the top of the falls,
and the pursuers led off an indepen-
dent animal, and the shamed and
dripping rider climbed out of the pool
below. The horse showed no sign of
contrition, and the rider appeared
punctually each day for his paycheck.

Cattle

It would seem that cattle would be
easy to obtain. But the audience would
not accept the sleek and well-groomed
milk cows and beef cattle they were
accustomed to seeing in the Willamette
Valley as authentic trail cattle. So

care had to be exercised in selecting
these animals. Farmers and cattle-
men were always surprised when their
best stock was turned down in favor of
some very thin, wild-eyed, and scrubby
long-horned animals. Cattle usually
presented no problem on the set as
they were herded through the vast
arena kicking up the requisite clouds
of dust and adding their own natural
accompaniment to a cowboy ballad.
The famous Ewing Young cattle drive
from California was a favored moment
in many shows. Marge Ramey, assis-
tant director at the East Gate, once
attempted to hold such a herd for their
entrance cue, but was advised: "Best
git out uv the way, ma'am; these crit-
ters ain't never been druve before!"
The herd arrived on scene a little early.

Oxen

Oxen were very important for authen-
ticity in pioneer pageantry, but diffi-
cult to find in the modern world since
they had little commercial value in the
20th century except as show animals
maintained for rental in movie pro-
duction. They were expensive to rent
and usually had to be transported from
Eastern Oregon or California and fed
at pageant expense for a long stay.
Oxen for all but one of the Eugene
pageants was supplied by the Simpson
Ranch in Florin, California There
were five yoke of Simpson oxen led by
Oriema and Nigger, and they appeared
in the show and all of the parades.

One night they were used in a popu-
lar feature of the show involving a pair
of monster logging wheels, eight feet
in diameter, mounted on a huge axle
carrying the butt of a large prime log.
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Five yoke of oxen pulled the wheels
forward with the end of the log drag-
ging the ground. The animals were
strong and efficient on a straight pull
but were difficult to turn. The only
direction they seemed to understand
was straight ahead. The tons of log
made no differencethey moved
steadily forward with or without it.

The professional handlers from the
ranch insisted that the only way to
"direct" the oxen was to strike them in
the side of the head with a timber
somewhat larger than a baseball bat.
This was necessary, they said, "to get
the animal's attention." Final proof
came one opening night when the log
wheels were scheduled to come around
the extreme end of the setting that
represented the Oregon Coast Range
(large three-dimensional representa-
tions of the mountains). In spite of
liberal applications of timber to skull,
the lead oxen plodded ahead with great
determination and calmly pulled the
entire Coast Mountain Range across
the arena. The hub of a wheel had
caught the edge of the scenery. If oxen
are hard to guide, they are even more
difficult to stop.

Buffalo

The only show animal more difficult to
handle than oxen is the buffalo, par-
ticularly in large numbers. A local
rancher had a herd of buffalo on his
ranch and was eager to have his im-
pressive animals in the pageant. It
was explained that ticket sales were
going very well and that it was neces-
sary to add 300 folding chairs in front
of the grandstand and out on the
racetrack. There would be nothing
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there to separate that part of the audi-
ence from the animals. It would be too
dangerous. The ranchers brushed this
objection aside. "Don'tyou worry about
them animalsthey're all insured!"

The issue was finally settled by
having the herd installed in a large
pen at the edge of the setting. Tree
branches woven into the fence to pro-
vide a natural look obscured the spec-
tators' view of the prized animals. To
this day some members of the audi-
ence swear that there were no buffalo
in the pageant.

Joe Louis, the bear

By some perverse reasoning or in-
spired directorial imagination, Doris
Smith, the pageant's director, decided
that she wanted to use a bear cub in
one of the episodes. At first it was only
wishful thinking, but it persisted, and
finally one ofher followers said, "That's
all right, Doris, I'll fix you up a bear."

And he did, although it took time
and effort. "Joe Louis" the bear arrived
late in the rehearsal period, which
was fortunate because he was such an
attraction for the cast that it was dif-
ficult to keep everyone's mind on show
business. Joe Louis loved the atten-
tionthe only thing he liked more was
honey. Out of affection and as service
to the pageant, Hallie Huntington
agreed to become "den" mother for Joe
Louis for the duration.

That proved to be a full-time occu-
pation for the Huntington family.
Admittedly Joe Louis did sleep a lot,
and he had about three hours of show
time each night. However the balance
of the time was divided in halfhalf
was eating honey and the other half in



a washtub of soap and warm water
being scrubbed clean of the honey resi-
due. Responding to earlier critical
comments on the care and feeding of
bears, Doris dismissed the objections
with one of her sweeping solutions.
"I'll just have Ralph Newman [of
Newman's Fish Market] bring me over
a tub of fresh salmon. That'll take care
of him." It is doubtful that Joe Louis
would have preferred that solution.

Donkeys

Sandy Leach had a pack train of small
donkeys. As a gesture to theatrical
realism, Sandy carried whiskey in the
packs. As a consequence, it was diffi-
cult to get him on stage on cue. Doris
assigned Hallie Huntington the task
of getting him on. Verbal cues failing,
Hallie tried pushing him on, but al-
ways met with the same protest. "Ah,
honey, plenty of timehow about you
and me havin' a little drink?" Hallie
usually won, but sometimes there was
a slight delay.

No pioneer pageant would be com-
plete without the predictably unpre-
dictable livestockas essential to the
shows as their forerunners had been
to those families on the Oregon Trail.

End of an era

In 1953 it was pageant time again in
Eugene but the Pageant Association
Board of Directors, after a lengthy and
somewhat contentious meeting, de-
cided not to have a pageant that year
saying "we have lost the people, we
have lost the skills which made it
possible to recreate the past." They
did suggest the possibility of a later

revival of the tradition with new ideas,
preserving only a continuity with
young people in the frontier skills. But
that was not to be. The later genera-
tion and the newcomers to the commu-
nity, upon hearing about those memo-
rable 25 years almost invariably in-
quire, "Why don't we do it again?" The
reasons usually given are:

The equipment (covered wagons,
bull wheels, harness, etc.) is no
longer available.
The livestock is not available (cattle,
oxen, buffalo, horses, etc.).
Trained personneldrivers, wran-
glers, pioneer craftsmen, etc., are
not to be found in modern society.
The small town has grown into a
city, and is too large to demand
support and participation from all
the citizenry. In 1926 Eugene had
a population of 17,000, and every-
one was involved. It might be pos-
sible to develop support from a large
city but not complete involvement.
Excessive costs (scenery, costumes,
equipment, rentals, salaries, etc.).

Or perhaps it has been more simply
stated by Yvonne Stevens Bishop who
was in all of the Eugene pageants, first
as a vegetable in 1926 and then later
as a princess in 1934. Yvonne was
born in Eugene and lived here all of
her life. Now in retirement she lives on
Cal Young Road in sight of Cal's old ox
pasture. She says with a smile, '1'he
world is now bigger, richer, faster. Let
the past have its glory." It was glori-
ousa real People's Theatrean
American theatrical phenomenon,
never seen before and perhaps never
to be seen againbut it should be
remembered.
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Junction City Grade School Ca. 1910

Marty West's favorite
historic photographs

About 55,000 photos are in the archives of the Lane County
Historical Museum. We asked the soon-to-retire Marty West, curator

of special collections, to select her favorites.. . . Continued...
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Favorite photos continued...
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or 15 years Margret West
everyone calls her Marty
has worked for the Lane
County Historical Museum,
first as an unpaid volunteer

and later as a paid, part-time employee.
She retires this summer from her job
as curator of special collections. In that
position she has immersed herself in
documents ranging from pioneer dia-
ries to substantial collections of his-
torical photographs.

Some 55,000 historic photos have
been collected over the years. Most of
the photos in the Historian come from
the museum collection. Most of The
Register-Guard's weekly "Looking
Back" photos are provided by the mu-
seum. The museum's photos also find
wide distribution in textbooks and
broadcast documentaries dealing with
American history. That's especially
true this year, the 150th anniversary
of the opening of the Oregon Trail.

Because Marty West is the person
most familiar with the museum's col-
lections, we called on her for one final
service. Choose your favorite photo-
graphs from the thousands you've seen,
and through them show us your view of
Lane County's past. The photo on the
cover, plus the 18 in this special sec-
tion, were her choices. About the 1910
Junction City School photo on page 37,
for example, she explains, "I like itit
shows people having fun." We like it
because it shows a merging of archi-
tectural and automotive design.

"Of all the horse-drawn fire wagon
photographs, this is my favorite,"
says Marty. "Is it my imagination
that 'Pete' and 'Jerry' look as proud
as the driver of this new vehicle?"
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Favorite photos continued...

Above. McKenzie Pass, 1927. Below. John and Emily Huston West with
three of their seven children: a typieal rural family posing for the itinerant
photographer in front of their home near the Coast Fork Bridge (ca. 1910).

Lane County Historian



"Some things never changea work crew is always digging up a street
somewhere in Eugene. And at least one crew member is always leaning on a

shovel." (Looking west on Eighth from Olive Street, Ca. 1910.)
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Favorite photos, continued.

Left. "This photo of the County
Jail (c. 1912) brings memories of
my 21st birthday when my father
sent me 21 silver dollars. After a

steak dinner, my three roommates
and I sat on a bench at the jail and
ate our Pope's Super Creamed Ice

Cream Cones." Above. Theme
Bayly was a vegetable truck farmer
who sold vegetables to H. C. Cook.
His garden was behind Lane Co.
op. Right. Fifth Avenue Garage,

located at Fifth and Olive. Owned
by Chester Daniels and his father

in the 1 92 Os, the building later
became the city/county jail.

Next page. "These timber workers
with their primitive equipment
would probably be amazed at

today's technology. Something that
will never change is the sun

shining through the early morning
mist in an Oregon Forest."







Above. "I have always liked this photograph of London for its feeling of
community. 1 have often wondered what event bmught the people together
dressed in their Sunday best." Top right. 'With their smiling faces, these
Washington School children don't look much different from today's kids.

Notice the decorations on the wall and the nativity scene." Bottom right.
'When Cal Young and his father owned the Willamette Street Market between

Sixth and Seventh, popcorn and cranberries weren't the only eatable items that
made great holiday decorations. For a unique tree trim try sausage links!"
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Above. Real craftsmen at work here. Lawrence Hunter and Archie Tirrell
(right) are doing the finishing work on the Tobey house in 1910. We can still

see evidence of their quality work in the many bungalows built by them. Top
right. The First National Bank on the corner of Broadway and Willamette in
1905. BeLow right. In 1917 Eugene's first Prod ucers' Market was located on

East Eighth across Park Street from Tiffany-Davis Drug Store.
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Left. "Guess what tree-lined street this isWest Seventh in 1910. Electric
street lights, some sidewalks, a street still unpaved but hospitable to horse and

buggy seen in the distance." Below. "Photographs often provide
documentation or establish a time period or record a fad or fashion. This

photo has only led to wonderment. Was a proud parent on the other side of the
camera? What would explain these two lads fishing in their Sunday best?"
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o Favorite photos continued

'?n the late 1800s C.A. Winters, a popular portrait photographer, posed
many of his subjects in front of this outdoor setting in his Eugene studio. The

surviving glass negatives provide clues to custom and dress."

52 Lane County Historian



In interviews, three displaced timber workers reminisce
about their years on the job. A log truck driver, a timber
faller, and a miliworker discuss what life was like in the
woods and mills and what the future may hold for them.

By Elaine Weiss

n 1989 Future Logging Com-
pany, which operated 34 log
trucks in Eugene, sold most of
the trucks and laid off most of
the drivers. The company was

losing money and the trend seemed
likely to continue. Karen Inman was
one of the employees to lose ajob there.
She had been a log truck driver, sup-
porting herself and three children on
$1,100 a month which she said "just
barely" covered the cost of living.

When her job ended, Karen Inman
understood the business decision, but
she was too upset to face her co-work-
ers on the closing day. She had become
attached to this job. She loved her
positionespecially her ability to sup-
port her family, and her social role,
exchanging news on the citizens band
radio, being friend and advisor to other
drivers.

This article presents recollections

Jobs and Change
in the timber industry

from three timber workers who lost
their jobsa log truck driver, a timber
faller, and a millworker. I met them
when they were involved in the dis-
placed worker program at Lane Com-
munity College, and I became inter-
ested in their stories. Based on inter-
views I did in 1991, these accounts
represent one step in the process of
change. At the time, the interviews
suggested a common theme. Their
work lives had kept them strong. Yet,
they saw ways in which transition was
timely, even fortunate. They seemed
resourcefulprepared for work or
change or both.

Each of these stories describes
something unexpected and unpredict-
able.

Karen Inman felt the need tojustifr
her pursuit ofher truck dri'ringjob and
to overcome men's initial resistance to
letting her join them. She claimed that
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ifshe'd been happily married, she would
have stayed home with her children.
As it turned out, and to her surprise,
1989 would not be her last year with
the timber industry.

Robert Crump, the timber faller,
pointed out a gap between folklore and
reality. In folklore, loggers flaunt their
scars and close brushes with injury or
death as badges of manhood. The real
logger endures the same dangers from
which those stories grew, but he can be
awed by the experience. Crump prides
himself on his skill, but he's thankful to
be alive.

Miliworker Richard Rice, during his
40 years on the job, had developed a
strong intellectual sideline. The dis-
cipline that served him at work re-
mains useful in his new endeavor, and
now he is free to learn the history he
meant to study when he was young.

Timber workers' stories such as these
intrigue me as part of the history of my
adopted Pacific Northwest. Where I
grew up in suburban New Jersey I
rarely saw forests and never knew a
logger or a millworker. Besides Paul
Bunyan stories, I recall only one early
impression of loggers. A folk song
recorded by Odetta introduced a woman
whose lover was a loggera tough,
voracious character. "If you poured
whiskey on it, he would eat a bale of
hay," the lyrics said. "And nobody but
a logger stirs his coffee with his thumb."
Living in Oregon since 1972, I've seen
the difference between life and folklore.
Still, a rough superman mythology
hasn't entirely vanished.

Robert Crump, the timber faller I
interviewed in 1991, was uncomfort-
able with those stereotypes. He said
he'd met people who expressed sur-
prise at his appearance: clean shaven
and physically fit withoutbeingmuscle-
bound. Crump grew up on the Oregon
coast near Brookings. His way of life
offered early rewards, both financial
and personal. His father owned a log-
ging business, and Robert became a
partner after his high school gradua-
tion. He married young and spent his
money as fast as he could earn it.
Besides work as a logger, he was a star
performer in timber carnivals. He
packed his shelves with trophies that
honored him as "Bull of the Woods."

Timber cutters enjoy a certain pres-
tige. "A cutter is. . . at the top of the
logger's pyramid in the way fighter
pilots are atop the flier's pyramid,"
wrote William Dietrich in a 1992 book,
The Final Forest. Robert Cramp un-
derstood that status and he gloried in
it. In our interview, he recalled his
tremendous enthusiasm for falling big
timber when he was 18the adrena-
line rush, the calculation and skill.

But work that began as a thrill
changed as logging itself changed. The
businessheandhisfather shared didn't
survive the economy of the 1980s.
Gradually jobs became more mecha-
nized. At 28 he was bored. He felt his
future in logging was not secure, and
he wondered if his talents might de-
velop in some new arena.

My third interview, with millworker
Richard Rice, revealed his long inter-

Elaine Weiss, a Eugene writer, is a graduate student in journalism at the
University of Oregon. She teaches literature at Lane Community College's
Cottage Grove center.
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A glossary of timber terms
Some reminders, just in case the terms used by the timber workers
escape you. We debated whether Lane County readers really needed
a glossary and concluded that some readers might run through the
definitions just to see if we made a mistake. (Sources: Terms of the
Trade, published in Eugene by Random Lengths, 1978, and Logging
Practices, by Steve Conway, Miller Freeman, 1982.)

bucking. Sawing felled trees into log lengths.
bull of the woods. Woods boss or (honorary) champion competitor.
fell. To cut down a tree; a logger fells a tree.
feller-buncher. Machine that cuts and gathers small trees.
grading. Examining lumber to determine variations in quality and

assigning a score or grade.
grapple. Heavy tongs used for loading logs onto log trucks..
greenchain. A conveyor belt or chain that carries lumber from the

saws in the mill. Workers pull lumber from the greenchain and
stack it according to size, length, type of tree, and so on.

hot press. Production of plywood by pressing layers of veneer and
glue together under pressure and heat.

landing. A cleared area to which logs are collected.
lay. Place on ground where felled tree rests (or is expected to fall).
lean. Slant of tree from perpendicular.
load. Stacked lumber or logs to be hauled.
log dump. Where logs are unloaded from trucks or trains.
mill. Manufacturing plant that converts logs into lumber or plywood.
oldgrowth. Timberfrom astandthathasnotpreviouslybeenlogged;

virgin timber. Term also applies to lumber from such trees.
skidder. Machine that drags logs from cutting area to the landing.
tree pulling. Using cable to achieve an uphill lay against a lean.
veneer. Wood peeled from logs to a standard thickness and used in

the production of plywood.
yarding. Pulling logs to the landing.

est in archaeology. Rice felt unpre-
pared for higher education when he
was young. But at 62, after 40 years of
millwork and a 50-year hobby collect-
ing archaeological artifacts, he was
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ready. He began work on the green-
chain in 1950, interrupted his job for
military service, then returned to be-
come a grader, grinderman, and qual-
ity supervisor for plywood plants. His



last job was with Pope and Talbot in
Oakridge. All the while he kept up a
sideline in archaeology which he pians
to turn into a post-retirement career.
Lean and agile, Rice loves the out-
doors,hiking and studying geology. He
thinks well of his years in millwork. In
retrospect, he's proud of his stamina
and thinks that ifthe mill hadn't closed,
he would have stayed on until full
retirement at 65.

These are facts and impressions I
gathered through my conversations
with Inman, Cruinp, and Rice. In the
following interview excerpts, they de-
scribe some of their on-the-job experi-
ences in their own words.

Karen Inmin, log
truck driver

I wasn't the first woman log truck
driver, but I was one of the first. The
reason I got into it was through need,
actually. I have three children so! had
to get a job that would pay enough to
support myself and my family It was
either truck driving or working at a
mill, and I didn't want to stand in one
place and be inside and do the same
thing all day, every day. So I went for
log truck driving. I was a log truck
driver for 14 years. I went to the place
that has the worst trucks around. I
would show up every Monday at 6
o'clock in the morning. Finally, I asked
the boss if he minded training me, and
he said no. He said, "You can ride in
that big black truck out there." When
the truck driver showed up, he didn't
want to take me because they had had
one other woman driver and he didn't
like her. He didn't think women belong
in the woods. So he went and asked the

boss, and the boss said, "If she wants to
learn, you take her." I ended up in his
truck, and after a couple of days he
decided I wasn't so bad, and we got
along really well.

fll never forget the first day that he
had me drive. Iwas terrified. Iwanted
to drive around the yard a couple of
times. But here we were going up Blue
River at the McKenzie and he pulled
over and said, "OK, you drive." And
that man satin the passenger seat and
cippedhisfingernails. I'll never forget.

At the beginning the men thought!
was out there trying to take a man's
job. When they found out that I was
supporting myself and my family, then
they respected meforitbecause I wasn't
home on welfare as I could have been.
I was working hard like everybody
else.

There's a lot to the job that people
don't figure. They think it's all driving.
Shifting the gears is the easy part. You
have to learn about engines. And you
have to learn tires. And you have to
learn about your trailer and how to
take if off and hook it up. You have to
learn how your weight goes and how to
load, and different kinds of loading
machines, whether you have to pull
ahead and back up or not. And you
have to learn safety features.

You have to learn where all the mills
are located. And you have to learn the
outlying districts to be able to go up in
the woods and find the landing. Then
you have to learn how to drive in snow
and ice and mud. And each dump has
its own way of doing things. And if you
don't do them to specifications, the load
won't get dumped. You need to know
where all the ramps are, and you have
to be able to go up and down a hill
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because so many logging
roads are just quick turn-
outs. Andyouhave to learn
defensive driving. So many
cars pull out in front of you.
You have to have patience.
You're not allowed to get
out and grab these people
by the neck.

I would get up every
morning, two hours before
my time out. I would put
on my face and comb my
hair and clean and fix my
lunch and make my coffee.
Sometimes I was out at 4
a.m., so I had to get up between 2 and
3. Log truck driving usually lasts from
dark to dark, sometimes 14 hours in
the summer. My youngest was two
when I started to haul logs. So I had to
have a baby sitter come in all day.
Sometimes I had to go wake her up.

When I got my handle as "Pigtails"
[a code name for intercom radio], I got
to be pretty well known. A lot of people
to this day don't know my name, but
they know my voice and they know
that my handle was Pigtails. I used to
wear pigtails. I remember a few of the
otherwomen'snames: "Dental Floss"
she was a dental technician at one
time"Dixie," "Sunshine," and "Bash-
ful Betty."

Everybody talks to each other, and I
was always friends with everybody. To
the other drivers, I was like Dear Abby
or Grandma Moses or something. I

was always their friend. They came to
me with their problems, and I would
help them and they would help me and
I enjoyed that. I enjoyed hauling logs.
In fact, the day that I knew was the last
day I was going to haul logs, I couldn't

'lo the other drivers, I was
like Dear Abby or Grandma
Moses or something. I was
always their frieiuL They

came to me with their
problems, and I would help

them and they would help me
and I enjoyed thél. I enjoyed
hauling logs."Karen Inman

even go. I was too upset. I'm not a crier.
I cry about once a year. But when I do,
I cry all day. I started in the morning,
but I got up. And by the time I got
ready, I knew I couldn't go. I just
couldn't tell everybody good-bye.

It was depressing because I knew
that part of my life was over. Future
Logging had to cut back because they
were losing money. They knew that it
was going to get worse, not better. I felt
bad for them because they didn't want
to do this. They had no choice. They
gave us two months notice.

I've decided I'm not going to haul
logs anymore, mainly because it really
is a hard job, especially in winter when
you have to come up hills and chain up.
A set of tire chains probably weighs 70
pounds. My fingers get cold and my
toes start to ache. I used to jump out
there and whip those babies on. Now
Fm 46, and it's not as easy as it used to
be.

I think if I'd been happy, I would
have stayed home with my kids. But
since it didn't work out that way, I had
to do something else. Now,! don't want
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to stay home and cook dinner or mop
the floor. I couldn't stay home again
because I've been out too long.

Robert Crump,
timber cutter

Alot of people take a double take if! tell
them I'm a logger. "What?" they say.
"You don't look like a logger." They're
talking about the stereotype, the im-
age. An artist might draw a picture of
a logger, and it'll be a big, muscle-
bound, woolly faced, burly guy with
most of his front teeth missing.

An old-growth falleris almostathing
of the past. That's what I've been. I'm
one of the few left, they tell me, because
I'm experienced at cutting old-growth
timber and I'm still young. When! was
really into logging was when I was in
high school and right out ofhigh school.
I was so wrapped up in logging, I
thought, well, I'll take a year and then
go back to school. That year! ended up
buying into my father's half of his log-
ging business. I thought I'd live in
Brookings for a long, long time.

!'ve cut big timberquite a lot ofbig
timber. I started off in areas that most
people take years to work up to. I paid
attention and understood what! was
doing. When! was cutting great big old
fir and redwood, !'d go home at night if
I had something that was really chal-
lenging me mentallya big tree in a
bad area, and trying to decide where to
put that tree as far as what lay to fall it
into and save the tree. The challenge
comes in knowing what to do and how
to do it. ! would run all these examples
through my head at night, and! would
have the problem figured out by morn-
ing. !t's like ajigsaw puzzle, being able

to cross your timber and pick your
ground.

Now, there's no mental work in-
volved. You go out and fall a tree, and
you go to the next one. !t's all mecha-
nized logging now. Fallers are aced
out. These new feller-buncher ma-
chines can cut up to 1,500 trees a day.
Then we lay them in bundles of any-
where from 3 to 30 trees in a bundle.
We use grapples on our skidders. They
grab the whole bundle of trees and run
off with them, 15, 20 miles an hour
down to the landing.

My old boss, Les, was like my second
dad. He employed around 20 cutters.
Les used to say, if you have any prob-
lems that bother you, if you can't keep
your mind on your work, don't come
because it's too dangerous. Fve always
prided myself on being able to foresee
accidents. !'ve saved other guys from
getting hurt if not killed because !
reacted in time. But !'ve had close
calls. If! start dwelling on them, ! get
the shakes. There's no reason why!
should be here.

When I lived in Brookings, ! was
bucking for a guy, working around a
stream where they didn't want any
hardwoods cut. As a rule, you always
cut your hardwood and brush down
before you fall the tree because that
way nothing can come flying back at
you. Butwhenyou're around protected
streams, you leave all the brush for
stream protection, for shade. That
makes it more dangerous because
you're actually falling timber through
standing timber.

We were pulling timber, stretching
and falling. You climb the tree, hang a
line on it, and pull the tree straight up
the hill against the lean. !t was old-
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growth timber, and we
pulled the tree up the hill,
and it sheared off a tanoak
up there about 180 feet
above us. There were loose
logs all around us, and we
knew about what was going
to happen when this tree hit
the ground and loose logs
were going to slide down,
and that's what we were
readyforto side-step those
logs.

We had our game plan
worked out, we communi-
cated, and the tree was
ready to go. We got out of the way and
pulled the tree down, and I yelled to my
partner, "Look out, Jeff, there's a log
coming down the hill." Two logs were
sliding down. No problem. We knew
they were coming, and we were ready
for them. Then, all of a sudden, I
caught something out of the corner of
my eye and looked up, and there was a
tanoak tree about 30 feet tall flying
through the air right at my head.

I knew I was history, but I reacted.
I lunged and jumped as hard and fast
as I could up the hill into the dirt. I
knew it would at least smash my legs.
I couldn't get my legs far enough up the
hill. Then I heard a crash. It didn't hit
me. This all happened within ten
seconds. The hardwood had hit the
tanoak at an angle and sheared it off,
and it came flying back through the air.
When the tree hit right below my feet,
I heard it. And as I started to get up,
the first thing! thought of was Jeff, my
partner. The first micro-second in my
head, I didn't want to turn around to
look because he was right behind me.

After I heard the crash, the minute

'My old boss Les, was like my
second dwL He used to say if
you have any problems that
bother you, ifyou can't keep

your mind on your work don't
come because it's too

dangerous. I've always prided
myself on being able to foresee
accidents." Robert Crump

I go to get up, this tree that hit below
me slides down the hill, hits another
little tree in the middle and pivots. The
end-to hit below my feet, came back up
the hill in a sweeping motion, hit back
as! was getting up, and drove me back
down in the ground again. After this
all settled down, I heard the tree crash
off down into the canyon. I turned
around and got up, and Jeff was just
getting himself dug out of the ground.
He was below me, and there was about
a five-foot span between us.

That tree had hit right between us.
It hit so hard it mashed into the ground
afoot. It pivoted over the top ofJeff and
then slid lengthwise across him There
was a little rotten windfall lying there
he snuggled up against and got as tight
to it as he could. And as that tree drug
lengthwise, it was grinding down, and
every time he tried to get up it would
push him back down. It pushed down
on him so hard that it shoved bark and
dirt and needles in his ears, up his
nose, and in his mouth, and it bent and
ruined his hat while he still had it on.

It was Monday morning. And we
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went right back to work. It's like when
you fall off a horse, get right back on.
We looked at each other, and we
grabbed our saws and got our minds off
it. We knew if we didn't, we'd have to
go home because we were both really
shook up.

Richard Rice,
millworker

In 1950 I was hired on the greenchain
at Westfir. Back then there wasn't so
much difference in the wage between
the guy on the greenchain and the guy
on the saw. As time went on, pulling
greenchain lost its status and they'd
put anybody on. People didn't want to
do it because it was too much work.
You didn't go in just to draw your time.
Those people knew what they were
doing.

In 1969 at Pope I was a lead man.
There were 10 or 12 people, and I was
supposed to keep them lined out and
keep them workingthe right dimen-
sions and the right lengths on the right
load instead of mixing up the loads. We
moved lumber from the chain to the
load, sometimes real fast. At that time
there weren't any rollers. You just slid
them off the chain onto the pile. At
Oakridge, we even had live rollers at
some stations.

You're supposed to stand so that you
can look up and see where the lumber's
coming from, and I always could look
way up there where it came out of the
mill, and I could see my lumber up
there, and then I had my five or six
piles here low. And Fd have it all
figured out in my mind which board I
was going to pull so I wouldn't have to
shut anything off. Some people would

stand backwards to where the lumber
was coming from. These characters
didn't know what was there, so they'd
run and turn the button off so they
could pull the lumber and let it just
keep stacking up all the way back. It
was all messed up. Well, years ago,
you'd never turn the chain off.

I know one thing. The greenchain
made a lot of college people. 'Cause
people that really wanted to get ahead
in lifewentin andgoton thegreenchain,
and they could see that wasn't what
they wanted to do. So it made a lot of
college people.

Before 1969, I had a job as quality
supervisor for American Plywood As-
sociation. I had a route out on the
coast. I would go to mill A and check
their plywood quality. I had to work
three shifts in three mills each week. I
had to be in each mill for graveyard,
days, and swing at least twice in a
weekabout six visits per mill. I had
one boss who, if! got done at 11 o'clock
p.m., he'd want me back on the job at 6
a.m., and there was even some Satur-
day work. When I came back to Pope,
sometimes! would work a double shift,
so I would work as many as 19 hours a
day. It didn't seem to bother me.

In quality control you have to know
your own schedule. On the typical day,
I'd get up at 4 or 5 or usually 6. I would
go to a mill and take regular checks.
Check the glue and see if it weighted
properlysend a sample through and
weigh it. Then I would time the press,
check the temperature, cut a few pan-
els at the end of the press to make sure
the bond was OK Go back in the
warehouse and tag some panels so the
corners would be cut off and sent to the
lab. Take some moisture samples. Cut
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some little strips of veneer
and wrap them up with
Saran wrap and send to the
labs to see if the veneer was
right. Then you check the
press for time and heat and
check to see how long the
load sat out before going to
press. It was a pretty good
job.

When I got to Pope, it
wasn't long before I was
grading again and marking
numbers.. My job at Pope
and Talbot was terminated
August 21, 1989. That was
the last day the planers ran. There was
some cleanup and car loading after
that, but that was essentially the end
of Pope and Talbot, Oakridge. Immecli-
ately after the mill went down, there
was a meeting. The unemployment
people were there, the dislocated work-
ers program from Lane [Community
College] was there, and Willamette
Industry Council was there. I had no
idea what any of this was, but I tried to
fill out the right papers. I came here,
scared to death to go to school because
I've been working so long in the lumber
industry.

When I got out of high school, I was
going to go to the University of Oregon
and take archaeology. I didn't. I was so
discouraged because I had gone to the
wrong high school. Coming from the
country, from a little two-room shack of
a school, and going into abig city school
was too much of a transition. I didn't
feel comfortable. I didn't think I was
ready. It looks like I can handle it now.
Some of it is what I learned on my own.

Epilogue. These are fragments of

"The greenchain made a lot
of college people. 'Cause

people that really wanted to
get ahead in life went in and
got on the greenchain, and
they could see that wasn't

what they wanted to do. So it
made a lot of college people."

Richard Rice

ongoing histories. Certainly they dem-
onstrate that work is a rich source of
memory and that transition is a com-
plex and individual process.

At this writing in 1993 I have news
of two of the three.

Two years ago Karen Inman thought
that a change in her life was likely. But
she decided to stay with the work that
she knew so she's back driving trucks.
She hadn't expected to find anewjobin
the timber industry as easily as she
did.

Richard Rice stayed committed to
his academic goals and is iear comple-
tion of the associate of science program
at Lane Community College. His
studies have included archaeological
digs at Bedrock Campground in the
Lowell Ranger District, at Rigdon
Meadows near Oakridge, and at Scout
Creek near Blue River.

In 1991 Robert Crump was brush-
ing upon mathematics with the idea of
eventually studying engineering, but
he didn't stay in the program at Lane
Community College. I was not able to
locate him for an update.
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rom where he lives
on Dane Lane near
Junction City,
Gerald Rasmussen
can see where the

"cultural island" began. Down
the road stands the turn-of-the-
century Victorian home of A. C.
Nielsen, founder of a commu-
nity of Danish immigrants that
he hoped would retain its lan-
guage and customs forever.

Now Rasmussen, a third-
generation Dane, is writing a
history of that community, whose
early residents included his pa-
ternal and maternal grandpar-
ents and his great-grandmother,
Trina Jacobsen.

Although the cultural island did
become a reality, it failed to survive
modern times. In a recent interview,
Rasmussen spoke of these early Danes
and their adjustment to life in Junction
City. The idea for the Danish com-
munity began with Nielsen, a realtor
and farmer from Wisconsin. He came
to Junction City just after the turn of
the century and took an option on a
1,600-acre tract of land east of town.

Once a cultural island, now
there's no Danishness left

Despite the best efforts of its founders, the Danish community
in Junction City did not retain its customs forever. Now a

descendant of the community is writing its histoiy.

By Dorothy Corkery

Danish summer school of 1932 at the old
Central School in Junction City.

He planned to resell parcels of land
only to Danes. To attract buyers, he
advertised in Danish-language news-
papers in the midwest callingforDanes
interested in forming a community on
the west coast.

By April 1902, some 30 to 40 Danish
families had purchased farms of from
10 to 80 acres. There, the Danes raised
chickens, hogs, and cows, and they
practiced what Rasmussen calls "in-
tensive agriculture."
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They built a parish hail that year in
Junction City so that Danish-Lutheran
Church services couIdbe held. In 1908
they erected a church at Seventh and
Ivy to accommodate the growing con-
gregation.

The church figured prominently in
the lives of the Danish community.
Lecturers from a Danish-Lutheran
synod traveled a circuit throughout
the west and midwest and frequently
spoke in Junction City.

Secular in nature, the lectures were
well-attended social and educational
gatherings followed by a potluck and a
dance in the parish hall.

The early Danes organized a chap-
ter of the Danish Sisterhood and
Brotherhood where everyone spoke and
wrote Danish.

The Danish-Lutheran Church also
used Danish as the exclusive language.
This practice eventually alienated some
second-generation Danes who had
married outside the church. Their
English-speaking spouses preferred to
attend services they could understand.

Rasmussen says the preference for
speaking Danish may have created a
feeling among outsiders that the Danes
were clannish. But he doubts that the
early Danes, like his grandmother
Marie Bodtker, would have compre-
hended this idea of clannishness.

Marie and her husband, Peter
Bodtker, came to Junction City in 1903
from a Danish community in Illinois.
Rasmussen describes Marie as one of
the religious and inward-looking Danes
who believed that a Danish community
could grow and last indefinitely.

Marie lived long enough to witness
the disappearance of that community,
however, along with the declining use

Summer 1993

of the Danish language.
"It was a great sorrow to her," says

Rasmussen, "and it got to the point
where she became preoccupied with
the idea. She would say over and over
again,DeteringenDanthednzer. There
is no Danishness left."

What Marie saw as the decline of
Danishness may have been inevitable
given the passage of laws in 1921 and
1924 that restricted immigration.

Fewer Danes immigrated and the
language and culture began to wither.
By 1936 only one church service per
month was spoken in Danish. Years
earlier, the reverse had been true: only
one service per month in English.

Many older Danes such as the
Bodtkers spoke little English, so they
continued to speak Danish to each
other. Marie Bodtker's mother, Trina
Jacobsen, never learned to speak En-
glish, although she did attempt to teach
her great-grandson, Gerald, a little
Danish. Communication between
Rasmussen and his great-grandmother
was often problematic.

"My grandmother lived next door to
the church and had gone there one very
cold winter day to pray. She was sitting
there in that unheated church, and I
decided that she should go home be-
cause I was afraid that she would catch
cold. The Danish words for catching a
cold and for being spoiled like a child
were just one vowel different. What I
said to her was that if she didn't go
home, she was acting like a spoiled
child. She was angry for a long time
over that."

Rasmussen recalls that many words
and activities simply did not translate
from English to Danish or vice versa.
The Danish immigrant's solution often



would be to use an American word,
which wouldn't make sense to a Dane,
or to taketheDarnsh word that sounded
like the activity one was tryingto convey
and use it in a way that wouldn't make
sense either. He gives an example:

In a letter from my grandfather's
brother, who was living here, to my
grandfather, who lived in the Chicago
area but out in the country, he talked
about how he had bought some heifers
who were as wild as wild animals, so he
would have to "break them in." That's
an American expression, not a phrase
you would use in Danish, so he used a
funny Danish word, "braekkedè dem
mo." If he had used that word in Den-
mark, no one would have known what
he was talking about, but he did and so
did my grandfather. We called it
"Chicagodansk."

Rasmussen explains that this
blending of Danish and English was a
source of humor in amateur theatrical
plays presented by the Danish Young
People's Society in the 1920s. He com-
pares the shows to Yiddish theater:

Usually there was one character...and
this stock character was the Danish
immigrant who was at least 200%
American. Nothing was good in Den-
mark. Nothing Danish was good, only
American. The character's language
was this terrible English, this
Chicagodansk. The humor was the
contradiction. Here was this 100%
American who couldn't speak English
worth a damn. For that matter, he
couldn't speak Danish either.

In the 1950s the last Danish-born

pastor served the Danish-Lutheran
Church. In 1954 the church was re-
named Faith Evangelical Church of
Junction City, dropping the "Danish"
designation.

Rasmussen recalls that even at the
end of World War!! only vestiges ofthe
Danish community in Junction City
remained Some of the homes built by
early Danish immigrants such asA. C.
Nielsen still stood along Dane Lane.
The Danish Brotherhood and Sister-
hood still existed, but most Danes no
longer used the Danish language.

In 1949Gerald Rasmussen returned
from a year-long course of study in
Denmark, where he learned to speak
Danish by a "process of total immer-
sion." This delighted his grandmother,
Marie Bodtker, who still mourned what
she saw as the end ofeverythingDanish.

At the end of her life, Marie once
again had someone with whom she
could speak her native tongue. In fact,
Rasmussen says that after his return
from Denmark, Marie never spoke
another word of English to him again.

Rasmussen's recollections, together
with research drawn from diaries,
journals, letters, interviews, church
records, and newspaper accounts,have
led him to understand the significance
of Junction City's Danish community
in a way that Marie may not have fully
realized.

The Danish community succeeded
in doing something it had not con-
sciously set out to do, says Rasmussen.
It provided a cushion to Danish immi-
grants. It helped the Danes psycho-
logically adapt to a foreign environment
and made them comfortable in their
surroundings while the process of as-
similation began.
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