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RECOLLECTIONS OF THE RICKREALL 

By HARRIET NESMITH McARTHUR 

THE STORIES of the emigrations of 1843 and 1844 in 
which our people crossed the plains to Oregon and of the 
subsequent years of settlement and establishment of homes, 
we children knew only by hearsay. These stories were the 
common tales of the fireside, in which we were not par
ticularly impressed by the hardships of the weary six 
months' journey and of the difficulties in starting homes. 
We were perhaps too young to appreciate fully these narra
tives. 

My father, 1 young and unattached, came to Oregon on 
horseback, arriving at old Fort Walla Walla, now Wallula, 
in the autumn of 1843. He and two other young men, Otey 
and Haggard, 2 made their way to the Dalles, where they 
arrived on Monday, October 16, 1843. Here they exchanged 
their horses for an Indian canoe in which they navigated 
the lower Columbia River, arriving at the Hudson's Bay 
Company post at Fort Vancouver, where they were kindly 
received by Dr. John McLoughlin, that good friend of the 
pioneers. Continuing their voyage they finally landed at 
Canemah on October 27. After some months at Canemah my 
father settled on a claim west of Monmouth, in what was 
later Polk County. 

Three large families of this immigration remained on 
the upper Columbia and built boats in which they made the 
descent of the mighty river, and were welcomed at Fort 
Vancouver after a tragic passage in November, in open 
boats and in constant rain. 

My grandfather, David Goff, and his wife and three 
children had a sad experience in the Blue Mountains in the 
fall of 1844. Exhausted oxen forced a halt for rest and 
recuperation. The meager rations gave out and the family's 
plight was relieved only by the gift of some dried salmon by 

1 James W. Nesmith. 
2 See Nesmith's "Diary of the Emigration of 1843," Oregon Historica,J, 

Quarterly, volume VII, pages 329-59. 
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The institute was a log building on the donation land claim 
of Carey Embree, two miles west of the Goff home. Julia 
Veazie Glen has written interestingly about Mr. Lyle and 
the institute, in the Oregon Historical Quarterly for June 
1925. The term under Mr. Lyle's instruction was un
fortunately all too brief, for pretty girls were scarce and in 
great demand by the hustling young settlers. At very tender 
age these girls were married, and there was little rest or 
romance in their lives. Mr. Lyle married beautiful Ellen 
Scott, 4 and a warm friendship has existed between her 
fami1y and ours unto the fourth generation. 

Iy parents' first home was on a claim west of Mon
mouth, then at the mill two miles west of Dallas. Henry 
Owen and my father purchased this mill from James A. 
O'.1. Teal about 1850, and men hurrying to the gold diggings in 
California came there for flour. The locality of this mill was 
subsequently named Ellendale, for Mrs. Reuben P. Boise. 

About 1853 my father moved to Salem and practiced 
law. I was a small child, too young to remember our Salem 
home, although I was large enough to set the curtains on 
fire, ·with a candle. Lafayette Lane, the son of General 
Jo eph Lane, was in the house at the time and put the fire 
out. 

l\ly first distinct recollection is that of moving from 
Salem to our new home on the Rickreall, on an April day 
in 1855. The family consisted of my father and my mother, 
two little sisters 5 and myself, and the new home, which was 
temporarily in a barn, was ten miles west of Salem and 
but a few minutes walk from the Goff home. No subse-

uent experiences ever equaled the delight of the spring and 
summer month spent in that wide, sunny barn, sweet and 
fre h from the builders' hands, with no paint nor oil to mar 
the fragrance of the wood. 

There was a simple furnishing of chairs, tables and two 
high four-poster beds, with valances to conceal that in
dispensable bit of pioneer furniture, the trundle bed. The 

4 A daughter of Felix Scott. 
5 Mary Jane and Martha Ellen Nesmith. 
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wrought maple pieces today bears witness to his skill. We 
moved to the new house in August, 1855, and a fourth little 
sister· was added to the trio in September. Owing to such 
a lively flock, it ,vas possible to keep only one room pre
sentable, and later the parlor was pretty with mahogany 
furniture upholstered in hair cloth and with red damask 
window curtains. In keeping with the fashion of the day, 
a few choice books adorned the center table: A Token of 
F1·iendship, Shakespeare and Burns in red morocco bindings 
and Thomas Moore in aubergine and gold. Burns, well 
worn, was always in evidence on my father's reading table. 

The planting of the orchard must have been the next im
portant undertaking, and it was done on a generous scale. 
The trees were purchased from that pioneer nurseryman, 
Henderson Luelling, and included apples, pears, plums, 
cherries and quinces, with small fruits and ornamental trees 
and shrubs. Many were inferior in quality, but nothing has 
surpassed the Rambo and the golden russet apples, though 
to-day other varieties with fine tlavor and color find favor 
across the seas, whither our ships are carrying them. 
Bartlett and other pears were as perfect as those of to-day. 
Greengage and damson plums made the same delectable 
jam for which they are still famous. Why has the Mayduke 
cherry passed into limbo? I concede much to Bing, Lambert 
and Royal Anne, but the Mayduke was of delicious flavor, 
though it did not bear transportation beyond the nearest 
shaded veranda. There were no imps of the evil one in the 
guise of aphis, codling moth or scale, only row upon row 
of healthy trees of abundant fruitage after a few years had 
brought them to maturity. Neither was there a market, 
though of a certainty the cider and vinegar barrels were 
filled. The fruit was there for the asking and gathering. 

After the Civil War had devastated the border land, over
run by both armies, there were large emigrations to Oregon 
of people thankful to reach a land of plenty, and my father 
was not sorry he had planned and planted so generously. 

Of ornamental trees and shrubs, there were the catalpa, 

7 Velina Pauline Nesmith. 
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The valley of the Rickreall, its twelve or fifteen miles of 
length which we knew, was not a thickly settled community, 
being occupied by pioneers on their donation land claims. 
Homes were far apart, my grandfather's the only exception, 
being a quarter of a mile away. Like our own family, the 
others were increasing, so a school was in time considered, 
and was soon built. 

The structure was of unplaned boards without and 
within, though the desks and seats had the merit of being 
planed, and were polished by our sliding back and forth. 
They were high, so that our short legs dangled. A stove, a 
table and chair for the teacher, a blackboard and a lump of 
chalk completed the furnishing. Of books, the youngest had 
a pale green primer wherein they struggled with their A B 
Cs, and with some highly improving lessons as they ad
vanced. I remember the illustration of one, depicting a very 
exemplary citizen going forth with his proper son and 
daughter to visit "a boy who was ill, because he did not do 
as he was told." They boasted they were not ill, and could 
"run and skip and hop and play," obviously because of 
superior merit. I hated the trio and their correct clothes, 
sympathized with the sick lad, and hoped something would 
happen to the others. I remember Webster's spelling book 
in its dark blue cover. We certainly learned the multiplica
tion table and state capitals. Peter Parley's all embracing 
book of learning was in use, and as I remember, it touched 
upon almost everything in the world. 

The school was beautifully situated on a high bank not 
far from the creek, which here swept widely to the south, 
making a fine playground between the county road and the 
heavily wooded sti·eam. The great first growth of fir, maple, 
alder, ash, wild cherry, crab apple, vine maple, service 
berry, syringa, and many others, made a beautiful border 
indeed. The school was just west of the present West Side 
Pacific highway bridge at Rickreall. 

Of at least two of our teachers I cannot speak too highly. 
The first, Miss Elizabeth Boise, a New England woman, 
pupil of the famous Mary Lyon of Mt. Holyoke, Massa
chusetts, original, vivid, and well grounded in the essentials, 
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At last the great day and our guests arrived. We per
formers were in our prettiest clothes, and amid a breath
less silence the recitations began with the smallest girl and 
Mary's ever living little lamb, very faintly lisped; a small 
boy, more confident, rolled his eyes skyward in search of 
the "Twinkling Star." "The Boy Stood on the Burning 
Deck" and "The Sailor's Dream" were rendered, and then 
dialogues, in which girls personated flowers. Mine was a 
modest violet, an unfortunate selection, not at all in keep
ing with my character. I set out boldly, got stage fright, 
and ignominiously retired. The older boys, more ambitious, 
quite outdid themselves in oratory: "The Assyrian Came 
Down Like a \Volf on the Fold," the "Sleeping Turk" was 
rudely awakened at midnight, and Sir John Moore was 
silently committed to his last resting place. The end of the 
recitations came when my sister was called to do her bit, 
"The Last Rose of Summer," laboriously studied from the 
big volume on the parlor table. The climax came when she 
repeated the last words: 

I'll not leave thee, thou lone one 
To repine on the stem, 

Since the lovely are sleeping, 
Sleep thou then with them. 

and scattered the petals on the ground. The picture has out
lived the stress and change of seventy years, and will live 
until the end, the bright June day, the sunlight filtering 
through the branches of the old tree, my little sister with 
her shining hair and dark eyes, and the Mission rose, no 
deeper pink than her cheeks, as the petals softly fluttered 
to the earth. Our kind mothers assisted with the little 
spread, in fact it was quite a generous one. 

But enough of the old school, with its poor fashioning and 
its meager equipment. Whatever we youngsters acquired 
beneath its rude shelter was entirely due to our faithful 
and conscientious teachers. The old building, with its 
memories of pleasant playmates, of birds and squirrels 
coming fearlessly in through the open windows, fell away 
long ago, and no peace rests in that quiet place as of old. A 
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eggs, but I cannot bear witness. At any rate we loved their 
lovely blue plumage, as well as that of the gentle little blue
bird about whom there was no question of honest dealing. 
They took their crumbs as thankfully as the snowbird and 
other friendly feathered folk. 

There were many varieties of brown and golden hawks, 
of evil repute as to the poultry yard, but of this I cannot 
take oath. They poised aloft on motionless wings, busy about 
their own affairs of field mice and other enemies of the 
farmer. Gray pigeons shared with the robins the abundant 
chenies, but the ever-ready, armed-for-fight robin got the 
best. The pigeons' plumage was beautiful, with that same 
iridescence of the great flocks that flutter about Saint Marks 
in Venice. 

"High in the sky the cranes gave cry and spread their 
wings," so high we could just catch their weird note as 
we watched them, fascinated. They were rare visitors, and 
I know now their nests were in the tall trees near the 
sloughs of the Willamette River, their favorite feeding 
grounds. 

In a wayside thicket of rose haws and thorn, there were 
red-wing blackbirds darting athwart the tangle, their vivid 
splash of color vieing with the hips and berries of the wild 
growth. 

Though beautiful, the mourning dove's cheerless note 
did not please us, any more than the placing of some dry 
grass stems on a flat fence rail, on which the nestlings 
hatched, within reach of any marauding house cat. A man 
well up in bird lore has said their indifferent parentage 
prevents much increase of their kind. 

The beauty and lovely note of the meadow larks charmed 
us, as well as their friendly perching on fence rail or post. 
Their well constructed nests, as to-day, were built in clumps 
of strong grass, far afield from skulking enemies along 
fences. Birds of prey, of evil searching, sometimes circled 
away in the sky. 

As I have said, the creek border was beautifully wrought 
with flowering shrubs and trees, and here too, the flowers 
we loved grew as well. There were crow's foot, trilliums, 
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lamb's tongues ( erythroniums), Solomon's seal, violets, and 
many others. ,. e went to the open spaces for lark purs, 
iris, columbines, saxifrages, low growing lovely pinks in 
gray green leaves, tiger lilies, buttercups, frittilarias, cat's 
ears and camas. I never remember finding the corn flower, 
bachelor button, or French pink (for it is known by all 
three names), excepting in a nearby orchard. It is said the 
seeds were brought by a woman in one of the emigration , 
and her name is anathema to the farmer, for the plant is a 
pe t in the wheat fields, which it beautifies all over the 
Willamette Valley. 

All pioneers had abundant vegetable gardens, of neces
sity as well as choice, furnishing much of their living. Little 
packages of vegetable eed had been tucked in the corners 
of the covered wagon, and a considerate Government sent 
seeds to be di tributed by hopeful congressmen. One usually 
found a border of weet \Villiams, mullein pinks, and mari
golds, faithfully tended by the busy mother, in memory of 
the home she had loved and left forever. 

My father wisely had a little plot spaded and planted for 
our e pecial care, and we grew to love it, and weeded and 
watered faithfully. The old favorites have come into their 
own again, portulacas, "mourning bride," a doleful name 
for a pretty bloom, larkspur, love-in-a-mist and many others. 
Tall and colorful hollyhocks grew by the pleasantly shaded 
arbor, and their gay blos oms were fine dresses for flower 
doll . 

There are few wild or native fruits in Oregon. Straw
berries, goo eberries, black or dewberries, crabapples, and 
in ome sections, wild plums, were fairly abundant, and we 
children liked the gathering. All made the best of jam and 
jelly, and thi method and drying were the only means of 
putting up fruit. o steam cooker nor jars with adjust
able tops were known. 

Corn hominy wa prepared with lye leached on the farm, 
and wheat was ground at the nearest mill. All varieties of 
late-keeping vegetables were well cared for, and the farm 
furni bed mo t of the living. Poultry was a large item, as 
well as milk and butter. Sheep were kept for food and 
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clothing, as well as for mattresses for beds. Wool was 
carded, spun and knitted. One thrifty neighbor constructed 
a loom on which his wife wove his clothes. Beef and pork 
were cured in brine and in the smoke house, a very necessary 
farm building. Salt salmon was a great favorite, and was 
sometimes packed at home, though there were early packing 
establishments. Sugar, rice, coffee and tea came in on sailing 
vessels. 

I can truthfully say of our clothes that the materials and 
making were excellent, and while not to the taste of the 
sophisticated youngsters of to-day, they suited the times. I 
am sure we owed much to the Hudson's Bay stores. For 
everyday wear we had nankeen, a fine tan cotton from China, 
and calico and prints, while a white dress and sash served 
for "high days and holidays," of which there were few. 

For winter wear linsey-woolsey, an enduring weave of 
linen and wool, defied snags on trees and fences, which we 
fearlessly climbed. Good Scotch plaid we wore sometimes, 
and red merino trimmed with narrow black velvet ribbon 
for very "dressy up." Laced shoes and clumsy rubbers 
were worn when we took the muddy road. All wool delaines, 
not unlike challies, but much finer, were worn by the elders, 
and a black ta:ff eta, full of skirt and flounced occasionally 
and with flowing sleeves, did duty for best during many 
seasons. Dainty undersleeves added a charming touch to 
the costume, as well as the gold belt buckle on a black belt. 

A word about men's garments would not be amiss. For 
common wear there were hickory shirts, suited for all sizes, 
at the Hudson's Bay stores. Dr. McLaughlin was of generous 
proportions, and ordered accordingly. Heavy, dark-blue 
woolen coats with hood attached, brought in from Canada, 
were seen in very early times. A serviceable blanket, with 
an opening to pass over the head, was worn like a poncho. 
In rainy weather, properly adjusted, it added much to the 
comfort of the rider, as well as of the horse. All men wore 
high boots, and in the winter, leather leggings fastened 
below the knee with leather thongs that had been passed 
around the leg twice. They, too, defied cold and rain. 

As much traveling was accomplished on horseback, it 
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was quite necessary to have a good mount and good hor es 
had been bro· ght in a well as the saddle and its furni h
ings. For ordrna1·y needs of a week or more, the addle bag 
served the purpo e.. Thi was a wide piece of leather fitted 
across a portion of the saddle with a ere cent cut to pa s 
over the cantle. There were capacious pocket on either end 
of the leather. 

Gay young cavaliers cut quite da hing figure on their 
spirited teeds, with accoutrements of highly embelli hed 
leather beautifully hand tooled. There were the saddle cover
ing (mochila), stirrup covering (tapaderas), holster, leg
ging , highly ornamental bridle, with jingling spurs of 
silver, and l\lexican saddle. My young uncle had learned 
the art of tooling from a 1exican, and we were fascinated to 
,; atch the process, and duly impressed when he rode forth on 
prancing Selim. 

Army stores were sometime old, and a light blue 
infantry overcoat with a very short cape was seen very 
often. 

Piecing quilts was a recreation. The quilting was done 
in a frame, and was a marvel of intricate design and beauti
fully fine titches. In ill lighted house , thi could only be 
done in the summer. An afternoon party wa ometimes 
giYen for friendly visiting, and to lend a hand in the quilt
ing. den were asked in later to join at a generous supper, 
and to exchange views on crops and politics and maybe a 
little go ip. There were no children's parties. An infair 
wa held, when a reception wa gi en at the home of the 
bridegroom' father, and the mother endeavored to outdo 
the bride' mother in the matter of cakes and other delica
c1e. 

It i not to be wondered at that there was little diversion 
or entertainment. Added to the duties of the mother ,vas 
the making of garment , entirely by hand, and no ready 
made clothes, in our world at least. 

Though no peciali t took a chance at us (there were 
none) the country doctor ·ith the old reliable remedies 
pulled mm~ of u through the u ual ailments that afflict 
young and innocent children. ly father adhered toutly to 
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hi"' New England upbringing, in the matter of sassafras tea 
and sulphur and molasses. No garden was complete unless 
catnip and horehound grew in obscure corners, all good 
remedies for minor ailments. 

Few can realize the life of a country doctor under the 
conditions of almost impassable roads, long night rides 
through drenching rains, and few comforts where he ad
ministered to the patient. 

There was inadequate food and care for the sick, no 
nurses nor hospitals, only the kindly help of a neighbor. 

The life of a pioneer woman was one of sacrifice and 
service, for her own family and for her neighbors, in 
trouble and illness and performance of the last rites for 
the dead. Maybe somewhere their merciful deeds will find 
recognition, though it was not for a reward that they 
gave themselves so freely. 

I seem to jump about in my story; though I remember 
it well it may not be recorded in proper sequence. 

Christmas was a day set apart, to which we children 
looked forward with eager anticipation. There were no 
shining lights nor glittering ornaments, in fact they were not 
to be had. Neither did we have a tree, but our simple gifts 
gave us pleasure: A highly polished red apple, nuts, raisins, 
a much prized sweet of pure white sugar in the shape of 
fruit and animals, quite hollow, and with a splash of color 
on the fruit. Once I had a beautiful dog, with a few touches 
of green to represent grass, where he stood on a little base. 
Being of a miserly turn, I placed my prize in a safe place, 
to my thinking. My sister found it and visited the delectable 
sweet for delicious sugary "licks." Alas, one day it was 
licked once too often, and it collapsed. I wailed loudly. 
Added to the other gifts, were usually a gay handkerchief, 
a bottle of cologne and some little toy. 

Tallow candles were made and used on all farms, though 
we bought sperm ones by the gross in wooden boxes, a far 
superior article to the present day candles that are quite 
perceptibly part tallow. Vestas or sperm matches were on 
the bedside tables. A tiny ring of bone in the lids of the 
pretty boxes served for candle sticks. Lanterns were used in 
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the stable. All this seem primitive to tho e who pres a 
button a d flood an apa1·tment with brilliant light. 

Of n spapers we have yet in the family a file of the 
Oregon pectator for the first t\Yo year of it exi tence, 
which was prior to my day. I remember distinctly the two 
paper read and prized by my parents The Oregon tate -
man and The 01·egonian. A ahel Bu h, editor of the former, 
and my father were friend for many years. When Harvey 
W. Scott became editor of the Oregonian, he, too, wa a 
friend, and certainly my father had a profound admiration 
and esteem for Mr. cott, and no one read hi unu ual 
editorial more thoughtfully. Mr. Scott was a great man 
with a great new paper. 

Harpe1 's .1.\Ja.gazine wa always in the home and we 
children admired the fashion pages. There is nothing so 
frivolous in that taid publication now. A fann journal, 
of which Orange Judd wa manager and later the Sun and 
1 ·cw York Tl'o1·ld held much interest for dwellers in this 
remote corner. 

At one time my father wa superintendent of Indian 
affair , in a Yery wide range of country on which there were 
a number of reservation that ,vere under his supervision. 
There was an agent in charge at each post. I di tinctly re
member Colonel John Owen, of Deer Lodge, Montana, com
ing annually to make his report, a long and weary journey. 
All payments ,vere made in coin, and rations of blanket , 
etc. were i ued to the Indian . There was a trusted mes
senger, One- rm Bro\Yn, known all over the state. In the 
early day he wa a familiar figure, and on Fox, a beauti
ful brown hor e, he safely carried in hi addlebags large 
um to di tant agent . 

In 1 56 a great many Indians were placed on the reserva
tions of Grand Ronde and Siletz, with an army po tat each 
re erYa ion. There were many Rogue River and Klickitat 
Indian , both quite superior people. The men were allowed 
out on pa e i ued by the agent, and they did good work in 
the harve t field , binding grain by hand. The women 
ga hered ben·ie and hazelnut , and we children were al
lowed o vi it the women and in their limited "Bo ton talk" 
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and in our limited Chinook, we heard stories of their tribal 
homes, while they skillfully wove little baskets for a "cultus 
potlatch." Their favorite camp was a high grassy bank 
with a deep pool below that afforded the cold plunge after 
a "sweat bath," warranted to kill or cure, according to the 
ailment. 

The most notable of these women was Princess Mary, 
daughter of Chief John. He was at the Table Rock council 
in 1853, 10 and she never for got our indebtedness to him, 
and incidentally to herself, because he wisely counselled 
peace, and prevented the massacre of the white councillors, 
of which my father was one. 

These women knew the intricate and beautiful basket 
weaving of their own habitat. They collected and peeled 
great quantities of hazel sticks, and wove well wrought 
baskets suited to the needs of house and farm. Everyone 
in the valley was familiar with the old covered wagons in 
which these patient workers went forth to sell their handi
work. 

At Fort Hoskins, Colonel C. C. Augur and Captain F. T. 
Dent, with their families, lived, and there was visiting 
between the fort and the farm when there was good con
dition of roads and weather. 11 There were only bachelor of
ficers at Grand Ronde, Captain D. A. Russell and Lieutenant 
Philip Sheridan. My mother and a southern guest once 
visited Captain John F. Miller's family there. With their 
hostess, they were asked to luncheon by the young officers. 
I have wondered why I sat at that luncheon table; it must 
have been I was the sort of youngster that could not be left 
at home. I was not allowed brandy peaches, though they 
were served to the others. The outstanding incident of that 
visit was a friendship formed with the agent's daughter, an 
enduring friendship certainly on my part, that has with
stood the stress of change and passing years, only to grow 
stronger. Captain Miller was Indian agent. 

There was no religious service beyond the occasional 
visit of a circuit rider, who exhorted the small gatherings 

10 See Oregon Historical Qua1·terly, volume VII, pages 211-21. 
11 See Oregon Historical Quarterly, volume XXX, page 346. 
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in the choolhou e. Camp meetings furnished the ame in
struction and friendly vi iting of the campers, and relief 
from hou ehold cares and work. A chance vi it to one of 
ti e neare t towns wa quite a rare e ent. 

One great, quite momentous happening was our parent ' 
voyage to San Franci co, and we were more concerned a 
to their return than their embarking, for there were gifts of 
a doll each with painted china head and painted faces and 
curls, and a mart hat for the little girl , very welcome 
after the hated and enveloping unbonnet. Grandmother 
.. aid nice little girls did not go bare of head. There was a 
little library of books that all children have loved, and some 
quite beautiful ones in red morocco. 

The great, the wonderful purcha e wa a Wheeler and 
\Vil on ewing machine. Being familiar with ponderous 
thre hing machines, I did not gra p the idea of anything 
le izeable, and was troubled about the pace it would 
occup in the large living room. Thi machine must have 
been one of the first in the country, and women came for 
mile out of curio ity, with mile of ruffling to be hemmed. 
ly mother wa kindne itself, and hemmed and gathered 

their flounces. 
In thi connection I might add my memory of imple

ment antedating the u e of machinery. I remember the 
trong and skillful weep of the cradle that laid the swath 

of grain with uch beautiful precision. It wa backbreaking 
work, but there ~ a pride in its accompli hment. Thresh
ing wa done ,; ·ith the flail. Being of hickory, it must have 
had a place in the covered wagon. 

One great event wa the trip to the circus at Dallas. Dan 
Rice wa certainly a pioneer here in that line. The lovely 
ladie jumped through he hoop , the clown was witty, and 
the hor e performed wonders. 

In 1 5 appeared Donati' comet, one of the greatest in 
hi tory, and ;\'e gazed fa cinated, a it swept aero s the ky 
to the north. It wa a pectacular comet, of wonderful bril
liance. 

arying the meager traffic of the country roads, a 
peddler and hi led hor e came along, quite a convenient 
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happening to isolated homes. At the present day there is 
no mountain cabin too remote for a Sears Roebuck or other 
mail order house's prodigious catalog to penetrate. The 
peddlers sometimes carried their packs on their shoulders, 
and the contents were surprising. Specialists didn't belong 
in that generation, and spectacles from the pack helped 
tired old eyes. 

Almost for gotten incidents are recalled by a word. A 
picture of the Flying Cloud, the queen of that fleet of fine 
old clipper ships, is associated with the voyage my mother's 
dearest friend made in 1851. A beautiful girl, she came with 
an older sister on a record trip of eighty-nine days from 
New York to San Francisco. Reuben P. Boise was waiting 
in this far away Oregon, and he went to San Francisco and 
claimed his bride, Miss Ellen Lyon. 

The families in the valley to whom we were most at
tached were those of Mrs. James W. Boyle, my mother's 
cousin, and Mrs. John E. Lyle, of Dallas. They each had 
thre€ daughters the ages of my sisters and myself, and 
we had occasional happy visits. 

The Rickreall, which has stirred up contention as to 
name, is not always the placidly flowing stream rippling 
over shallows and now and then deep pools. Snow in the 
mountains, followed by pouring rain, converts it into a rag
ing torrent, with driftwood and uprooted trees borne on its 
turbulent waters. It sweeps over fields where barriers offer 
no resistance. Less substantial county bridges in early times 
were washed away, and the first railway bridge near our 
home in the 1880s was carried out. 

Although our family's first experience with the gentle 
Rickreall in flood time antedates my day, it was something 
to be reckoned with and not forgotten. The winter follow
ing the purchase of the mill had all the elements of a freshet, 
snow in the mountains and heavy rains, and the resulting 
flood was quite successful in carrying out the mill. Fortun
ately the services of a competent millwright were available 
in the person of Frederick Waymire, who reconstructed the 
plant in 100 days, in time to furnish flour for men going 
to the mines in California. 
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There was a ford near m grandfather's house, and a 
fair road had been made on the teep bank on either ide. 
Be'l.,ted hor emen, coming at night, , hen this raging flood 
had filled the bed of the tream, were bewildered b r the pitch 
darkne and the wirling water. Mo1·e than once I ha e 
heard that call for help, an wered by my grandfather' or 
uncle' hallo, and his going with a lantern to wave and 
shout direction until hor e and rider landed in afety, a 
comfortable tall and p1·ovender for the former, and a pio
neer' kindly care for the latter. 

Only ilver and gold were in circulation, and the "slug," 
a 50 gold piece, was occa ionally een. othing les than a 
dime wa used, and that was rather casually con idered in 
money tran action . 

\Vhen I wa ten years old a change came to the lives of 
the family, and the years on the Rickrea11 ended, to be 1e-
umed ix ears later. My father was ent to Wa hington, 

and erYed on the enate milita1·y committee during the 
Civil\\ ar. He bad the honor of knowing Pre ident Lincoln, 
and army men of distinction whom he had known in early 
time here. The incident of the voyage of many week are 
\·frid to-da all then o ne, and thrilling. \Ve rolled and 
tumbled on an old tub from here to San Francisco. It was 
the beginning of the war, and there we were detained 
e,·eral day for the embarking of the troops, all from the 

Pacific coa t being ordered to the front. The boat from 
there to Panama was literally packed in every corner. 

The tirring note of the band always delighted us. 
There ,va but one stop in the two weeks, when we entered 
a beautiful little land-locked harbor. It high bores were 
co,·ered " ith a den e tropical growth to the very water's 
edge. Ianzanillo wa the port for gold and silver from the 

Iexican mines, to be sent to England for coinage. An after
noon wa pent there, while natives carried on boxes of 
trea ure. 

General E. V. Sumner, in command of the troop , ar
re ed two di loyal pa enger , and when we reached 
Panama he country of Colombia being neutral, forbade the 
pa ~age of pri oner of war, and a little company, half clad, 
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indifferently armed for fray, was ordered out. A United 
States man o' war in the harbor shifted its position, the 
business was settled, and our 500 troops took the railway 
train, along with the passengers. 

We were charmed with the little boats that darted about 
the harbors at either end of the railway journey, with their 
fascinating cargos of fruits, flowers, and shells. Very small 
natives dived for coins thrown from the ship's deck. The 
trees and all the tropical growth of vines and flowers were 
beautiful. 

The eight day trip to New York was thrilling at times. 
Those in authority were in some fear of an attack of a 
privateer. Our boat, with the troops and treasure, was not 
a prize to be reckoned lightly. As in the late war, we sailed 
with no cabin lights. 

One night there was a violent thunder storm, a n d 
lightning struck the sea like the report of a cannon. Every
one hurried on deck. The first one to arrive was the stout 
wife of the colonel, who hadn't descended from her bed 
without assistance for nine years. 

Eight days from Aspinwall, now Colon, landed us in New 
York, on a gloomy day of fitful snow, after the sunny tropics. 
A railway journey of two or three days, and we were settled 
in a pretty village and new faces and new school books 
claimed our attention. We seemed rather curiosities for a 
time, coming from the unheard of place, about which our 
companions knew nothing. 

In those first years the war was of absorbing interest, 
and children were expected to do their bit to help in the 
great conflict. Later, there were changes of school life and 
a little travel, and at the expiration of six years, in 1867, 
we returned to the old home. 

Friendships were renewed, though there were sad vacan
cies. Pioneers came to welcome us, and acquaintances of my 
father's in Washington did not pass us by. They were mostly 
army men who had gained honors and their country's grati
tude. Among them were those we had known on their fron
tier post. Philip Sheridan and his bride, going to visit the 
humble quarters at Grand Ronde, called. Shortly after our 



24 HARRIET ESMITH McARTHUR 

return, Secretary W. H. Seward, enroute to Alaska to ratify 
the purchase, (a remarkable bit of statecraft), came out of 
his way to spend the night. The night was far spent indeed. 
in which Mr. Seward and my father di cussed the war and 
conditions following its close. 

The time had come when there were no longer any little 
girls in our home on the Rickreall. Then the fourth genera
tion came to the old farm, lived and played in the Goff and 
Ne mith house , and loved the happy times spent in orchard, 
barn and creek. They, too, learned where to find the birds 
and flo~ ers and how to cure the hazelnuts gathered in the 
woods. But the happiest times were when Princess Mary 
and her family arrived from the Grand Ronde for her regu
lar summer visits to get fruit and to make baskets for the 
"tenas" ones. 




