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Lady Douglas

4

Sir James Douglas, Hudson's Bay Com-
pany Administrator and First Governor
of British Columbia.

Interior View of Fort Victoria, B. C.
These photos by courtesy of Provincial Archives, Victoria, B. C.
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The Transfer of Hudson's Bay
Headquarters from Fort Vancouver

to Fort Victoria*
BY KEITH MURRAY

Perhaps I am being unduly brave in
coming to Vancouver to assert that Fort
Vancouver was doomed to fail as the
headquarters of the Hudson's Bay Com-
pany's operations in the Northwest from
the moment it was built. Nevertheless,
this is my thesis for tonight's talk, and I
propose to develop this idea under two
headings: The reasons for the transfer
to Victoria in 1843, and what was in-
volved in the transfer itself. In the pro
cess, I shall say something of the person-
alities of three strong men: Sir George
Simpson, Sir James Douglas, and Dr.
John McLoughlin.

From 1825 when Fort Vancouver was
built until the late 1830's, Fort Vancou-
ver seemed invulnerable. It was by all
odds the largest inhabited center on the
Pacific Coast north of Mexico. It regu-
larly sent cargoes of furs and other trade
goods back to England and seemed firmly
established under the stern, but kindly
control of its great Chief Factor, Dr.
McLoughlin. His subordinates were loyal
and effective; Peter Skene Ogden, and
later, the swarthy man of mysterious
origins, James Douglas, carried on their
work with quiet efficiency.

In 1840, however, the great empire of
the Company in the Northwest was in
trouble. American settlers were begin-
ning to locate in the Willamette valley
in spite of all that McLoughlin and his
associates could do to prevent them from
remaining. With the coming of Ameri-
can missionaries and farmers, the beaver
were driven out. Sea otter had long
since virtually disappeared because of the
stubborn refusal of Indian and white
trappers alike to practice even the most
elementary kind of conservation. By 1840

a good year's take would be perhaps two
male sea otter skins with maybe half a
dozen females. On top of this, the Gov-
ernor, Sir George Simpson was more
insistent than ever that Fort Vancouver
was poorly located, and the headquarters
should be moved to a more northerly
location. Since Sir George was the Gov-
ernor, there was little the Company men
in the Northwest could do to resist his
suggestions except delay their implemen-
tation, and when he finally issued direct
orders, the only alternative left was to
obey them or to resign from the Com-
pany.

This is the story of what happened
when James Douglas obeyed, and Dr.
John McLoughlin resigned.

As any student of northwest coastal
history knows, fur trading began when
the Russians discovered fur bearing ani-
mals in the Bering Sea with magnificent
pelts of tremendous value in the markets
of the Orient. By the time of the Ameri-
can Revolution, Spanish and British sea-
men had learned that the otter, at least,
swam as far south as the coasts of Cali-
fornia, and congregated in large numbers
along the west coast of Vancouver Island,
In addition, other fur bearing animals
made their habitat along the inland rivers,
streams, and lakes of old Oregon, British
Columbia, and Alaska; the Indians knew
where they could he killed, and they
were willing to trade furs for metal, cloth,
or beads. For almost half a century, the
Pacific Northwest coast was a veritable
fur-hunter's paradise. Life was free, pro-
fits were good, and the leaders, at least,
lived like kings with no one to curb their
power. Even the humble workers loved
the country so much that when their terms

189



of service expired and they received their
discharge at Winnepeg, some of them
made their way back across half the con-
tinent to settle near the fur posts where
they had once worked.

It is no wonder that daring men seized
the opportunities that they saw to become
famous, wealthy, and powerful. But the
reverse side of the coin of opportunity is
danger and failure. For some, the spin
of the coin showed heads and they won
wealth and fame. For others tails came
up, and they died in a swift stream, in the
chill waters of the North Pacific, or
victims of savage foes. For a Gray there
was an unsuccessful Kendrick. For a
Vancouver there was a Meares. For a
successful McLoughlin there was a Wyeth
or a Bonneville. Astoria was built and
failed. Fort George made way for Fort
Vancouver. Fort Vancouver gave way in
turn to Fort Victoria.

At least five trading companies tried
to operate near the mouth of the Colum-
bia. This, the Great River of the West,
had been the goal of many an expedition
sponsored by public and private funds of
at least four nations. Four years after
Lewis and Clark returned to St. Louis,
the Winship brothers tried and failed to
establish a trading post on the Washing-
ton side of the river near Scarborough
Head. The next year the Astorians began
their work on the Oregon side of the
river. TWo years later they surrendered
their post and its goods to the Nor'westers
for a fraction of inventory value and gave
up. The North West Company hung on
for eight years and was forced to yield
to the Hudson's Bay Company upon direct
orders from the British government. Na-
thanael Wyeth tried a short-lived opera-
tion at the mouth of the Willamette and
failed. The Hudson's Bay Company, the
Honorable Company, is still in business,
but not at Fort Vancouver. This spot is
now only an historical curiosity.

I rink it is obvious that the seeds of
the fort's destruction were sown at the
outset. In 1825, Dr. John McLoughlin
formerly of the North West Company,
forced to stand trial for the killing of
Hudson's Bay men at the so-called Seven

Oaks Massacre, came west with the auto-
cratic Sir George Simpson, chief of oper-
ations extending over half a continent.
Sir George and McLoughlin were both
imperious men, and they simply did not
like each other. Each must have been
a sore trial to the other, yet the success
of the Company depended on the coop-
eration of both, and they were loyal to
the Company. Sir George wanted the
headquarters of the western operations
of the fur trade to be located at the mouth
of the Fraser) After some argument,
Dr. McLoughlin convinced him that the
mouth of the Columbia was the only
possible location, because it was the only
river that penetrated the Cascade range
through a navigable route. When simp-
son saw the Fraser canyon, he reluctantly
agreed to a post on the Columbia. Never-
theless, at Simpson's insistence, Fort
Langley was built on the Fraser, but
navigation through the canyon was so
difficult that Langley was of only minor
importance to the Company as long as
it was in use. Simpson and McLoughlin
did agree that Astoria,Fort George ,

was a poor location for a trading center,
and they picked the mouth of the Wil-
lamette as the best spot on the lower river.
Simpson ordered the fort constructed on
the bluff overlooking the Columbia. He
had barely turned his back, however,
when McLoughlin, left in charge in the
far west, moved the post to the river
bank, and there it remained.

In 1830 the "intermittent fever," prob-
ably an influenza type virus desease,
decimated the Indian population of the
Lower Columbia2 and infected so many
of the Hudson's Bay employees that op-
erations were sharply curtailed for almost
two years. On at least two different years,
supply ships from London went aground
on the sandbar at the mouth of the
Columbia and ships and cargoes were
lost.3

In the mid-thirties the Lees and their
associates, and the Whitmans and their
companions established American mis-
sionary work in the northwest. Close on
their heels came the farmers, some of
them missionaries, too, but others were

190



Fort Langley; Langley Buttes in distance. From Drawings Of The Treaty Of 1846.

41
National Archives Records Group No. 76By J. H. Alden. Sketch #6.

British Columbia Centennial Photo of the replica of the
original HBC's S/S Beaver. Provincial Archives.

A print from a painting by Francis Ann Hopkins, which she titled, "Canoe Proceeding
Along High Rocky Cliffs". She made the best paintings of fur trade canoes. Always
included among the voyageurs was herself and husband. He was secretary for Sir
George Simpson. This is a "North" canoe, one of the smaller ones, built for the
shallow streams and lakes of northern Canada. (This data from Mr. Eliot Davis,
Superintendent of the Fort Vancouver National Historic Site) Provincial Archives

Copied by R. A. Brouhard.
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retired fur trappers, and hundreds of
them came, the end product of the long
march across the great plains over the
Oregon Trail. Simpson's reaction was to
advise retreat northward to Puget Sound
or the Straits of Georgia. In both 1835
and 1836 McLoughlin dutifully obeyed
his instructions and sent surveying parties
north under the leadership of Captain
W. H. McNeill, who examined the Nis-
(pally flat, and present day Olympia,
while Duncan Finlayson surveyed Port
Townsend, Port Discovery and Whidhey
Island. Since McLoughlin was already
satisfied in his mind that Fort Vancouver
was the only possible location for the
main post, his report was no surprise.
He continued to argue that the alternate
posts were of only secondary importance
because the Columbia was the only way
through the mountains, the sandbar at
the mouth of the river was not dangerous

only the incompetence of the ships
captains had led to shipwreck- -and no
Puget Sound post could supplant either
Fort Vancouver or Fort Langley.

In December 1836, McLoughlin sent
Captain McNeill on a new exploration.
His assignment was to see if there were
a possible site for a new post on Van-
couver Island. Early in January, McNeill
noted an Indian village and harbor at a
place he called "Camosack,"4 but Mc-
Loughlin made no move to build a fort
there, nor to close any posts he had
already built. Even Lieutenant William
Slacum's visit to the Northwest in 1837
with its implied threat of American
"Manifest Destiny" did not change the
Doctor's mind.

Instead, Dr. McLoughlin's ambitious
nature caused him to envision a series of
forts miles removed from the Columbia,
but always turning on the hub of Fort
Vancouver. It was clear that while the
fur returns for 1835 and 1836 were
highly satisfactory to company directors
and stockholders alike, these furs did not
come from the Columbia valley. Beaver
were becoming very scarce in Oregon.
Fort Vancouver was only a collection
point for trading as far south as San
Francisco Bay, west as far as Hawaii,

north to Southeastern Alaska, and east
to Fort Hall on the Snake. McLoughlin
planned within a few years to have
trading posts in each of these areas.

The Russians in Alaska objected stren-
uously, at first, to Hudson's Bay activi-
ties on the northwest coast, but the imag-
inative McLoughlin induced them to lease
all of southeastern Alaska except Sitka
in return for fresh fruits and vegetables
to be produced in the Puget Sound coun-
try. In order to get the needed produce,
McLoughlin had to initiate a farming
enterprise which he did in 1839 under the
name of the Puget Sound Agricultural
Company, and he coerced his associates
into buying stock in the new venture
which was nominally independent of the
Hudson's Bay operations.

The old - time fur men viewed the
farms with mixed feelings. True, Gover-
nor Simpson had ordered each post to be
as self reliant as possible in the matter of
food, but farming on the scale McLough-
lin planned was something else again.
John Tod, one of the sourest of the un-
willing investors wrote a friend in 1842,
"Next to my unhappy marriage, there is
nothing in this world I regret more than
having joined it. Mark my words it
will never succeed under a person -of such
an anomalous character as the Doctor."5
It had to he under the direction of Mc-
Loughlin or nobody, however. The Com-
pany officials accepted the Doctor's assur-
ances that this was the only way to get
British settlers to come. to the Puget
Sound country, and to counteract the
growing American population in the Wil-
lamette valley.

McLoughlin made no attempt to hide
this secondary objective. As James Doug-
las wrote, "You are of course perfectly
informed of its political aim and hear-
ings, and not one of those who expect an
immediate harvest from it."6 The only
source of British immigrants was from
the Red River valley -the so-called Sel-
kirk Settlers but their work near Fort
Nisgually was not an unqualified suc-
cess.7

In 1840 McLoughlin sent his faithful
and unusually able associate, James Doug-
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las, on two widely separated missions
both designed to expand the Hudson's
Bay Company influence on the Pacific.
Douglas was first sent to the Stikine
River, inland from present Wrangell,
Alaska, and there he built Fort Stikine.
From the Stikine, he went to a place near
present Juneau, and built another post
that he called Fort Taku. As soon as he
returned to Vancouver, McLoughlin sent
him out a second time ; this time to
Yerba Buena, the old Spanish name for
San Francisco. In what is now the finan-
cial district of that city, Douglas built a
southern trading post.

The fort construction was successful,
but the men chosen to operate the posts
were not. McLoughlin was ordinarily a
capable man, but in these operations he
displayed the crudest kind of nepotism,
and it led straight to disaster. He assigned
Fort Stikine to his son John Junior, and
Yerba Buena to his son-in-law,8 William
G. McRae. Neither man was capable of
measuring up to his responsibilities.

The first event that helped bring Fort
Vancouver to an end was the arrival of
an American naval expedition under the
command of Lieutenant Charles Wilkes.
When Wilkes first arrived at the mouth
of the Columbia, he refused to cross the
formidable Columbia bar, and sailed in-
stead north to a safer anchorage in Puget
Sound at Fort Nisqually. After a short
stay, however, Wilkes once again ap-
proached the mouth of the Columbia and
sailed over the bar, but lost one ship do-
ing it. While Wilkes was at Fort Van-
couver, Governor Simpson arrived again,
on his celebrated round-the-world trip.
Simpson was highly annoyed to find Mc-
Loughlin entertaining his guest with gen-
erous hospitality instead of making his
stay as uncomfortable as possible. Wilkes
and Simpson met in one social occasion,
but their relations were otherwise cold
and formal, and Simpson criticized Mc-
Loughlin sharply for his generous treat-
ment of all Americans. In his readiness
to censure the Chief Factor, Simpson
placed another black mark in his mental
ledger debiting McLoughlin's judgment
including that of knowing where to locate

fur posts or how to care for the interests
of the owners of the Company.

Already prejudiced as he was against
the Columbia location, Simpson was in-
ordinately irritated when his outward-
bound ship came to the sea and found
tide and current in the river so unfavor-
able that it had to anchor for three weeks
while Simpson fumed with anger. Finally,
the ever - shifting sandbar yielded, and
the Governor was permitted to proceed.

Without consulting McLoughlin, Simp-
son spent the time planning how he could
curtail the expansion that the Doctor had
undertaken. In direct opposition to the
position of McLoughlin, Simpson be-
lieved that a far-flung series of fur posts
was not only unnecessary, but wasteful
of capital investment and manpower. He
felt that a series of trading ships could
accomplish as much as the posts could
with a greatly reduced expense. He be-
lieved, further, that the collection point
to which these ships should come would
not he on the Columbia.

What he learned shortly afterward only
strengthened his beliefs. He became con-
vinced that the country between the Co-
lumbia and Alaska was smaller than Mc-
Loughlin had made out. He removed
Roderick Finlayson from Fort Stikine,
and thus removed what support young
John McLoughlin had in controlling his
rowdy employees. He returned to Van-
couver, picked up Dr. McLoughlin and
inspected Yerba Buena which he dismis-
sed with a curt order to close it within
two years. He then returned briefly to
Fort Stikine to find that in his absense
McLoughlin's son had been murdered
by his own men. These employees needed
a strong hand to control them, and John
hadn't had it. When he half-heartedly
tried to make them stop their various
disreputable activities, they took advant-
age of his known weakness for liquor and
killed him in a drunken brawl. The
murderers fled to Russian territory, and
Simpson made no attempt to have them
returned. Seeing the chaos at the Fort,
he ordered the post closed, the men
transferred to other places, and wrote the
sorrowing father that he considered young
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John's murder to have been "justifiable
homicide. 9

Understandably, McLoughlin was en-
raged at Simpson's callousness. For the
next several years he spent more and more
of the Company's time and resources in
trying to clear his son's reputation, track-
ing down his son's murderer, and destroy-
ing Simpson's authority with the Com-
pany. He did clear his son's reputation,
at least in part, but he was frustrated by
lack of jurisdiction of the courts he ap-
proached, even when he had a confession
from a prisoner in his custody. He was
completely unsuccessful in altering Simp-
son's position with the directors, and
his later years were bitter ones. Eventu-
ally he resigned from the Company and
became an American citizen.

Between Simpson and McLoughlin
stood James Douglas. "Black" Douglas,
as he was called because of his swarthy
skin was a man of brilliant intellect and
courtly manners. He was McLoughlin's
confidant, his partner, and his best
friend. The fact that he could walk a
middle course between his friend and the
Governor shows his skill as a diplomat.
It became Douglas's duty to build the
new headquarters that Simpson had de-
cided should be located on Vancouver
Island. He carried out his assignment
with dispatch and skill, and maintained
cordial relations with both Simpson and
McLoughlin in the process.

Not enough is known about the logis-
tics involved in the tremendous under-
taking involved in moving from Vancou-
ver to Victoria. The physical effort would
have been bad enough. The personality
conflicts involved made the task more
difficult. The operations in the North
Pacific were undermanned, and Douglas
complained that the quality of men he
did have was inferior. Nevertheless, be-
tween March and December 1843, Doug-
las completed his assignment.

He arrived at Vancouver Island with
fifteen men on March 1, 1843. He had
to decide between two different locations.
One was in deep water, which would
have favored the location as a seaport.
The other spot was farther from the salt

water, but it was surrounded by good
potential farm land. He chose the second
location.10

Six men were set to digging a well.
Six more skilled axe men were put to
squaring timbers so that the fort buildings
could be built from the squared logs.

He also set about establishing good re-
lations with the Indians nearby immedi-
ately. He bought food at the rate of two
rounds of ammunition for each salmon
furnished his crew. He hired some of
the men to bring stockade posts to the
site of the construction, and paid them
at a rate of one blanket for each forty
stockade posts twenty-two feet long and
three feet thick. Since the Indians had
no tools for cutting and trimming trees
of this size, Douglas loaned them four-
teen axes of varying dimensions, and the
local inhabitants did the job. He seems,
also, to have become involved in their cul-
tural life. According to DeSmet, Father
J.B.Z. Balduc baptized one hundred two
Indian children less than three weeks
after Douglas arrived.11

The stockade logs were sunk four feet
into the earth, leaving a wall eighteen
feet high around the perimeter. Mc-
Loughlin's distaste for the project had
caused him to urge Douglas to keep the
operation small, but Douglas knew it was
to be as large as Vancouver itself. Mc-
Loughlin's suggestion that the outside
dimensions be seventy yards on each side
was disregarded, and Douglas built a
much larger stockade. There is some
dispute as to how large it actually was.
McLoughlin's own report says that it was
300 feet by 350 feet.11 A more recent
secondary authority states that it was 450
feet square.12 In any event it was well
equipped with thirty foot bastions on
each corner, armed with nine - pounder
cannon, and stocked with blunderbusses
and cutlasses for the men. Eventually
there were five store buildings, a post
office, a blacksmith shop, a carpenter
shop, barracks for the men, officer's quar-
ters, a chapel, and a powder magazine.
A small garden was added, to grow po-
tatoes for local consumption no doubt to
supplement the sea-food diet of salmon
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and clams furnished by the Indians. By
fall the fort was operating.

Supplies were assembled from Vancou-
ver, Nisqually, and the Alaskan forts and
carried to Victoria. It fell to the lot of
Captain Allan Scarborough, master of the
schooner Cadboro, to take charge of most
of the transportation, and his reports,
while factual, are more concerned with the
state of health of his crew than with the
actual details of the transfer of materials
and their status from the other forts,
until Victoria became the chief assembly
point and Douglas the leader of Hudson's
Bay operations. It is amusing to note
that Captain Scarborough could not de-
cide what to call the new post at first.
For a time he called it Fort Camosun for
the Indian village nearby, then he called
it Fort Albert, (presumably for the Royal
Consort), finally after December 12,
without explanation, he used the name
Fort Victoria) 3

It was in July when he made his first
trip to Victoria harbor with butter, pork,
tea, and trading goods. In Aaugust he
was back again to pick up a very respec-
table cargo of furs to send to England.
In September he had returned with
"pease" and barley, in addition to 300
bushel of wheat. On that voyage, he
spent nearly a week marking the channel
into Victoria's inner harbor, presumably
to make his next trips easier. Between
voyages, he made short runs to Nisqually
and Langley.

Douglas himself, arrived in June on
the Beaver after closing the forts at Taku
and Stikine. He reported that "We came
near to having blows, with the people
at Tako (sic) , who were extremely in-
censed by the desertion of their establish-
ment. Indians are particularly dangerous
at such times of excitement." 1 4 Douglas
did not indicate there was any trouble
with the closing of Fort Stikine. He did
express some mild doubt as to whether
an occasional Company steamer would be
able to handle all of the trade in the
light of the fact that there were almost
two hundred fishing vessels in south-
eastern Alaskan waters in addition to a
considerable number of whalers in the

area who might take on fur trading as a
side line. However, Douglas obeyed or-
ders, and if Governor Simpson ordered
the forts closed, Douglas would close
them!

By December 1843 then, Fort Victoria
was operating and in almost full control
of Hudson's Bay affairs in the Northwest.
Douglas was as much the king of Van-
couver Island as McLoughlin had ever
been on the Columbia. When the new
Chief Factor entered the dining hall, his
imperial manner could be noted with no
difficulty. He urged his clerks to observe
proper protocol, and he urged them to
improve their minds. To help them, it
was his custom to come to dinner primed
with a topic for discussion, and his sub-
ordinates were expected to take part in
the discussion. A favorite topic was the
military events of the Napoleonic cam-
paigns.1 5 When he found a junior of-
ficial who could not conform to his ideas
of ability and behavior, his reports make
wonderful reading. Here is an example:

. . You have been kind enough to
send us Robert Logan and John Fraser...
the first 1 presume as accountant, as he
can count ten without a mistake and the
other as shop-keeper seeing that he has
got the length of the child's second book,
and can spell words of two syllables . . .

Pray send us no more useless men, our
staff list being already overcrowded with
them. . . 16

By the fall of 1844 the impQrtance of
Victoria was recognized to the point the
annual supply ship stopped at Vancouver
Island first, then came down to Fort
Vancouver. By this act, symbolic though
it was, the fate of McLoughlin's post was
sealed. Simpson had won completely.
The Americans were in possession of the
Willamette Valley and their Provisional
Government was in operation. The dazed
McLoughlin began to co-operate with it.
In June 1845, the Doctor's son-in-law
at Yerba Buena committed suicide after
a series of mad escapades involving family
scandal and international intrigue. The
heartsick old man resigned from the Corn-
pany after this crowning blow, and took
a land claim on the Willamette which was
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disallowed because of irregularities in
filing. The next year, 1846, when the
Treaty of Washington settled the bound-
ary at the 49th parallel, Forts Vancouver
and Nisqually became American, and Dr.
McLoughlin did, too.

Victoria and Sir James Douglas saved
Vancouver Island for the British. A spe-
cial provision of the 1846 treaty spec-
ifically set the boundary to exclude Van-
couver Island from the boundary settle-
ment. Sir James pushed his luck in try-
ing for the San Juan Islands as well, but
after the famous "Pig War" and inter-
national arbitration, the San Juans went
to the United States, although what are
called the Gulf Islands remained attached
to the Company. The San Juan contro-
versy fostered an abiding distrust and

antipathy of all things American in Doug-
las's mind, but that is another story, and
not one that I will pursue tonight.

My conclusion, then, is that Fort Van-
couver was doomed from the first. Mc-
Loughlin liked it, but Simpson did not,
and Simpson had the power. The Gover-
nor's agent in destroying the Fort and
McLoughlin was Sir James Douglas, per-
haps McLoughlin's best friend. Victoria
was successful, and Sir James is honored
as a builder of Canada. Vancouver was
abandoned, and Dr. McLoughlin's last
years were tragic. Here is basic material
for a great novel of conflict and resolu-
tion, yet except for such organizations
as yours, the story is largely lost to the
memory of men.

*The above narrative of a phase of Hudson's Bay Company operations was given in an
address at the annual meeting in November, 1966, to the membership of the Fort Vancouver
Historical Society by Dr. Keith Murray. Dr. Murray is well known among historians of the
Northwest. He heads the history department of Western State College and is affiliated with
the Washington State Historical Society, the Western Historical Association and the American
Historical Association. His book, "The Modocs and their War" followed a study of one of
the last major Indian conflicts, this time centered along the Oregon-California border.

The seat of his college work is near old Fort Bellingham. Across a few islands lies Victoria,
first known as Fort Victoria, the provincial of British Columbia. On a northern
leg of a triangle, on the Fraser River, only thirty miles north of Bellingham, lies the site of
old Fort Langley. Dr. Murray is well located to recount the details and the significance of the
relocation of Hudson's Bay headquarters. The influence of Hudson's Bay officers, so completely
dominant in early years at Fort Vancouver, was to be repeated in the fast growing Canadian
commonwealth at our northern border.
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PATRICK HOUGH
A Pioneer Teacher Extraordinary

A Vivid Portrait of a Great Teacher
(Reprinted from the Washington Education Journal, of February, 1948, by permission

from the Washington Education Association, Seattle, Washington.)

BY J. E. SINCLAIR, Seattle

An eighth-grade girl looked out of the
window and uttered one word, "Paddy!"
The military discipline of "Eyes front"
was disrupted. As acting "master ser-
geant" I was annoyed. This was irregu-
lar, a sort of strike. A boy sitting in front
opened the door and in walked an old
man. Holding out his lone hand and
smiling an unforgettable smile, he said,
"My last name is Hough (pronounced
Howk) , but they all call me Paddy."

You remember James Whitcomb Riley's
"Raggedy, Raggedy Man" ? Under the
stub of his left arm Mr. Hough carried
an old straw hat with torn brim. His
trousers were ragged and the right knee
showed some stitches in black that indi-
cated a subterranean patch. His shoes
were very coarse and very old. He had
no collar and no necktie. His face was
covered with a bushy beard. His eyes
were as blue as the Lakes of Killarney
and his smile was as sweet as that worn
by the sweetest cover girl you ever saw.

"Oh, teacher, let Paddy take our his-
tory class !" It came as a spontaneous
burst from the whole class. "Yes, do!
Please!"

Paddy was willing, in fact apparently
very happy about it. So I stepped aside
and told him that he was the officer of
the deck. Thunderous applause from the
class and a million-dollar smile from
Paddy.

A Great Teacher Set Minds on Fire
The lesson was the Monroe Doctrine.

The reader will recall the European back-
ground : The spread of the doctrines of
Patrick Henry, Tom Paine and Jefferson

as enunciated in our Declaration of In-
dependence was frightening the crowned
heads and their flunkeys in Europe. So
they had formed what they called the
"Holy Alliance" to eradicate these very
dangerous thoughts from the face of the
earth and particularly to stop the revo-
lutions in South America.

Now stamping out ideas has been quite
a failure in history. You don't stamp
them out. You stamp them in and
they have a wonderful way of growing
underground and gaining friends above
ground. These new and, to the czar of
Russia, very dangerous ideas about the
building of a free and democratic world
just had to be stopped, not only in Europe
but also in South America, where liberty
bells were ringing with a new and very
successful enthusiasm.

President Monroe had his secretary of
state, John Quincy Adams, notify the
"Holy Alliance" and all concerned that
(1) We would not interfere in the af-
fairs of Europe, and (2) that any inter-
ference by any European power in the
affairs of the New World would be
considered an unfriendly act.

Within one minute after Mr. Hough
took charge of that class it was plain
that here was a master teacher. The
rather lethargic class was a boiling caul-
dron of mental activity. Everyone wanted
to talk. Each had something worthwhile
to say. Any pupil that showed signs of
relaxing was sent to the encyclopedia or
to get another text or to look up some-
thing connected with this great and glow-
ing thing called the Monroe Doctrine.
Like a great orchestra leader, "Paddy"
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"His eyes were as blue as the Lakes of
Killarney and his smile was as sweet as
that worn by the sweetest cover girl you
ever saw."

kept every intrument playing every sec-
ond. With thought-provoking anecdote
and judicious praise for a good piece of
work on the part of any pupil, he kept
everybody on his toes. Monroe and
Adams were saying the things that bare-
foot men had died for in the snows of
Valley Forge. They were great Ameri-
cans, and this kind of teaching was
making other great Americans, thinking
Americans.

At the end of the period it was unani-
mously decided that there was much more
to learn about this terrific subject. There
was San Martin and Bolivar and L'Ouver-
ture and, later on in history, but tied in
with this, the great Mexican patriot
Juarez and the stupid Maximilian. All
were sorry that the time was up. But
another great story was on the boards for
the morrow. That was the way a great
teacher set minds on fire.
Injured in Europe's Wars

Little by little during the next six
years I got the story of this truly wonder-
ful old man.

Patrick Hough was born in Ireland
on St. Patrick's Day, 1846. When the
Franco-Prussian War broke out in 1870,
he was teaching a school on the banks of
the River Shannon, famed in song and
story. He immediately went to Paris as
a news writer, but, stirred by the horror
of the battlefield, he volunteered as a
first-aid worker and stretcher bearer.

Von Moltke and Bismarck had a secret
weapon, the needle gun. This was simply
a breech-loading rifle that could fire four
times as many shots as the French could
fire with their old muzzle loaders. The
German field guns were also doubly
effective. The French lost every battle
and were in constant retreat. In this hell
the Irish school teacher carried on, help-
ing friend and foe as best he could.

Then one day it happened. A spent
shell came bounding across the field to-
ward the stretcher on which lay a
wounded man. Paddy kicked it to save
his patient and it exploded.

His left thigh was ripped open, his
jaw was shattered, and his throat was
torn open so that the windpipe was ex-
posed. Worst yet, his left arm was blown
off between the wrist and the elbow.

While recovering, he thought things
over. He had taken the side of the
French because he thought the opera
houffe Emperor Napoleon stood for the
liberty sung of in the wonderful song
the French soldiers sang, the matchless
Marseillaise. It became clear to him that
this nephew of the old Napoleon was no
friend of democracy and that between
him and the German emperor there was
no choice. They were both enemies of
freedom.

He was fed up on Europe, and, when
he had hobbled home to his Irish father's
cottage, he asked for some money to get
to America. They scraped up $400.

A Foothold in Vancouver
We next find our hero in the woods

near New Westminster in British Colum-
bia. With some men and some boys and
girls he is building a log schoolhouse. It
it a poor place and he has only three
pupils. Since it is a parochial school, he
has to live off the fees paid by his pupils.
Well, he lived frugally and built up,
through his matchless teaching power, a
great school, a big two-story brick build-
ing with hundreds of pupils.

But he was not satisfied. A dream
had been born in his Irish bead, a dream
that some day he would become a citizen
of the great country that had produced
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the Declaration of Independence, the Bill
of Rights, the immortal Jefferson and the
heroically tempestuous old John Brown.

So he gave up his fine school and came
to Seattle with all his belongings in a
little Irish trunk. He looked for a job,
a one-armed man, a foreigner. He walked
the streets of Seattle. No one was inter-
ested in him. He had no certificate to
teach in the new public schools that were
popping up on the "seven hills" of
Seattle. But at last he was offered a job
as head of St. James's Academy in Van-
couver, Washington. This was a parochial
school. He soon made a great name for
himself. Not only did he teach all day,
but he opened a night school in which
he got students ready to pass the exami-
nation for teaching in the public schools.

For years he had been gaining an edu-
cational orientation away from things that
were European with its class cleavages and
its sectarian contradictions. He saw that
the parochial school, in which he had so
successfully taught, served only a segment
of the population. In this new land there

were hundreds of religious sects. If there
was to be universal education, each sect
would have to have its own system from
kindergarten through college, each more
or less at war with every other system.
He saw that in the America of his adop-
tion there had been pioneered a school
system that owed its primary loyalty to
the Republic and served the children of
all the people without regard to race,
color or creed.

A Post in Public Schools
Thereupon he left the parochial school

forever and took over the principalship of
the Columbian grade school in Vancou-
ver in 1891. For eight years he made an
enviable record as grade principal, and in
1899 he was elected principal of the
Vancouver high school, where he out-
did his former record, turning out stu-
dents who have become outstanding citi-
zens of today. They still tell how Paddy
stood at the door at assembly time, a
hook held under his stub of an arm
while he beat rhythm for them to march

Paddy Hough and his high school pupils at Central School in 1905. Exie Moore is at
the piano. Mrs. Elizabeth Stirling, teacher, stands by door at left. DeGaris Reeves
standing in back. The Honor Roll features William Bates, Carl Quarnberg, Madge
Homan and Nellie Higgins.
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in by with a ruler in the other hand. It
was "Right, left, right!" just as he saw

them do it in Von Moltke's army.

These students tell one on Paddy. The
rule was to sing America every morning.
It is a very good song, but variety is the
spice of life. The pianist knew that the
teacher was tone deaf, probably from his
wound. So one morning, when Paddy
began singing, as usual a little off key,
she played an Irish jig. Forty pairs of
feet were shimmying slightly to the lively
tune, but the teacher still sang on of the
beloved "rocks and rills". He used to
tell this story himself with glee. He
loved those kids.

His classroom was heated with a wood
stove. One day he asked a boy sitting
near it to put some wood on the fire. The
youth said rather impudently, "I am not
the janitor." Everyone held his breath
as Paddy walked slowly down to the
stove and built a fine fire. ''You are
right," he said and went quietly on with
his work. No anger, no scolding, as usual
in such cases. His dignity could wait.
This was no ordinary teacher. That night
the boy came to his teacher in tears and
said how sorry he was. The teacher's
acting and its timing had been correct.

He Got Back the Love He Gave
While this teacher, like most of us

old-timers and some of the next genera-
tion, used the strap or some other means
of punishment, it was a rare exception
in this Irishman's school. He was an in-
stinctive psychologist. He knew the hu-
man heart and how to reach it through
sincere love and deep affection for each
pupil. Go anywhere in Clark County
and you will find that the gray-haired
people who attended his school sti l 1 love
him deeply and sincerely. You get back
what you give.

At the end of the school year in 1908
our hero felt old age coming on and,
over the protests of everyone, resigned.
The high-school annual the next year was
dedicated to him with his picture and a
beautiful tribute written by the students
in his honor.

For several years he was deputy county
superintendent. Later he ran for county
superintendent but was defeated. He
never could say a thing against anyone.
So during the campaign he praised his
opponents unstintingly. It is just possible
that the fact that he was born a Catholic
had a lot to do with his defeat. The
county was later a Ku Klux Klan strong-
hold.

After this experience he was drafted
by Superintendent Charles W. Shumway
as substitute teacher many times, and
during the first world war he acted as
prihcipal of a grade school a year or so.

Paddy's In-Service Education

In addition to his love for children
this man had a deep and abiding love
for learning. Trained in schools that
were either antagonistic to or entirely ig-
norant of the intellectual renaissance that
shook Europe and the whole world in
the middle of the last century through
the biological, sociological and anthropo-
logical discoveries ,of Darwin, Huxley,
Tyndal and the scientists of Heidelberg,
Berlin and Vienna, he began to see what
he had missed.

To go back to school at his age was
out of the question, so he bought a
twenty-volume encyclopedia and faith-
fully studied every page. More, he mas-
tered all of it. Then he gave the set to
the school library and kept on buying
scientific books as long as he lived. He
knew now that algebra, geometry, trigo-
nometry and Latin with a little of Shake-
speare thrown into a mixture of history
and sectarian propaganda was not enough
in the modern world.

He kept his eyes open in his daily
walks. Native flowers and grasses attrac-
ted him. The scientific progress of agri-
culture, geological formations, the crater
lake at Battle Ground, the glacial boul-
ders in the pasture fields were spring-
boards for thrilling stories when he was
called on to substitute in some upper
grade.

He watched men loading gravel in a
pit near Orchards. The sand was stick-
ing to their shovels like mud. He wrap-
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ped some of it in his handkerchief and
studied it. He found that it was rich in
magnetite.

In the same pit he found stones covered
with scars. They were barnacle scars left
by creatures that could only live in salt
water. Hence, he learned that the sea
once covered Orchards and Vancouver.
How the children would thrill to that
one!

At the age of eighty his mind was
still plastic. He was still a playful "kid"
in many ways. To him life was just one
great and wonderful adventure with
never-ending discoveries, new combina-
tions, new conclusions.

But all new things did not suit him.
He had little faith in our IQ tests as
developed up to 1925. He felt that those
tests favored the children from bookish
families and blighted the other children
by calling them morons. To him it was
a cruel outrage. He felt that intelligence
was not solely a human attribute but was
shared by ants, bees and even down to the
lowest type of sentient life. Even certain

plants showed a kind of selective intel-
ligence, he announced.

Nor did he accept the new measuring
tests that we had started using after the
first world war. He called them the
false-true, multi-choice guessing contests,
and he stuck to his essay type of exam-
ination.

The Joy of Marking Papers
He had no patience with teachers who

hated to mark papers. He told a Clark
County institute just a few months before
he died that marking papers was just as
interesting as reading a good novel, that
each paper was a window into the child's
mind.

He marked his papers with a colored
pencil. Mistakes in capitalizing, punctua-
tion, spelling, paragraphing and errors
as to facts were checked and a grade was
put on the paper. Also a record was
kept of all important things that the pupil
had missed. Say the pupil got a grade of
80 per cent.

Central School, Vancouver, Wash.

Vancouver's Central School. It was located at 12th and Franklin. It housed both thegrades and high school. Paddy Hough taught in the first floor room opposite the
tree. (This site now occupied by the north half of the Clark County Courthouse.)
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It was now his job to get out his book,
dictionaries, the encyclopedia, or what-
ever he could find and dig out what he
had missed. He had also to correct every
misspelled word and rewrite every poorly
constructed paragraph. He knew that a
bad account on the teacher's book had
to he set to right. Bluffing would not
work with Paddy and the pupil knew it.
He had to get down to business. When,
after several tries, he was correct, his
mark was raised ten percent by way of
encouragement.

This was a measurement in two direc-
tions. The pupil was being measured
and the teacher was measuring his own
pedagogy. Jerry Reardon, who was for
some time in Mr. Hough's classes and
who became the owner and editor of the
Clark County Sun, told the writer that
you just had to learn to do things right
with Paddy. He had you under the
microscope and in focus all the time.

Philanthropic Thrift
Mr. Hough lived in a very plain little

on a quiet street in Vancouver,
He kept a cow and saved buying a lawn-
mower by leading her out on the street
to eat the grass. While this was going
on he would be marking papers, some-
times with the assistance of a group of
boys and girls whom he let help with
their own papers.

Then the end came. He had gotten up
and built a fire in the little cheap heater.
Things seemed unnaturally quiet. So his
wife got up. Her husband was slumped
down in the chair stone dead.

That day the heart of Vancouver stood
still. When Herb Campbell, the editor
and owner of the Daily Columbian, met
the writer he could not keep back the
tears, and he asked me to help him write
a piece in honor of the great teacher.
Down the street a few blocks away was
Jerry Reardon, editor of a rival paper.
He, too, was too full of grief for words.
Paddy was his teacher, too. No matter
where you went that day, there was gen-
uine mourning for a great man, a great
friend, a great American.

When the will was read all could
understand why throughout the years this
wonderful old man had gone in thread-
bare clothes, why the old hat, the old
shoes and the old umbrellawhy he had
never gone on pleasure trips and why he
and his wife had lived meagerly in a
very poor house.

At his wife's death all that remained of
his estate was to go into the building and
financing of an agriculture high school
outside some incorporated city.

Judge Charles W. Hall, who is serving
on the board administering the estate, tells
me that the sum left now amounts to over
$60,000. It has been decided that the
Battle Ground school district will be the
beneficiary and some money has already
been invested there.

The beautiful building already built in
Battle Ground is named Slevior Hall after
the village on the River Shannon where
the great teacher was born. Also the
finest grade school building in Vancouver
has been named the Hough school in
memory of Vancouver's greatest citizen.

NOTE OF ACKNOWLEDGMENT:

Much of the material in the above life story was furnished by the following pupils of Mr.
Hough or citizens of Vancouver: Judge Charles W. Hall; Mrs. Lillie Sugg Price; Miss Grace
V. Stearns; Postmaster Ned Blyth of Vancouver; Mr. Carl Landerholm, research worker in the
Vancouver Public Library. The files of the Daily Columbian of Vancouver and the Oregonian
of Portland were also consulted. I have also included facts gained in long conversations with
Superintendent Charles W. Shumway, who had charge of the Vancouver schools for more than
a third of a century during which time Mr. Hough was employed there. Also facts gained by
many conversations with Herbert Campbell and Jerry Reardon and with many others who knew
our old hero and loved him dearly.
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EDITORIAL NOTE: Paddy Hough was indeed an unforgettable personality according to themany oldsters in Clark County who can still attest to his effectiveness as a teacher but whoalso remember many humorous incidents that were bound to occur in his rather informal classrooms. One of those students who still has the feeling of Paddy's presence freshly in mindis Miss Ella Winder. She observed that Paddy disapproved of liquor and tobacco. But healways enjoyed a bit of humor even if he furnished it. One of the boys slyly dropped a BullDurham sack in Paddy's coat pocket with the tag hanging out. He was teaching a hilariousclass for some time.
Miss Ethel Headley said that curious boys sometimes pestered him about the stump of anarm that hung in his left coat sleeve. He looked at this boy and said soberly; "A cat bit it off".
A special occasion was a March 17th morning when Paddy came in and saw that ExieMoore was seated at the piano. At his entrance all stood up. He quickly took his place andstood at attention ready for "The Star Spangled Banner". But when the piano sounded off andand sixty voices let go it was The Wearin' 0' The Green's.
Another incident recalled by Mr. Wm. Bates was when a group of boys agreed on a plan.'The classroom entry was through the cloak room. Each boy carried a rock and as he wentthrough the cloak room he dropped his rock on the floor. After the bombardment, when allwere seated, Paddy soliloquized; "Who among you, if I asked for bread, would give me astone?" Mr. Bates summed it up. "I had a lot of teachers in the grades, high school andcolleges, but none was better than Paddy Hough."

';;- :
0

.t.a7
'ar

+. P .

..44:,-IP sta. es "MI -..-At.., . ,.... ....... Iii....,an aarvr....rti...

..

a. ae 411. 41011 V. WM ',.. woe P26 WO YAP 4WP. Zia oo -. I 11111.461

..- ea we Ala ow Nei . s... our arse OW OM falak .40P. am .oal,. PPP. NO NW al me MP as ON iels Ole 11114

: ...I'-77 "7.-- ::"..47".41;k:"..,..':111?Fillearr-WW:sliors1111:71:"P"'°0116.1.:
. . _ .se Imo fAmp Wm WItleSt WPM OW IVO al... _ a ....... ...... .._- aa. Or. Pew at am aka MO

-.

.....",.....t.:7-410.77°N.±....."1.4
....7.:

4.,,

..._:.> ::..i..:...":1".......:

r...-.1.7..:,......-...."...":011:

;n;aaWea:::N::..va*:aira:eli:b1:11.::uut::::".I.

..4.1%.....

as

OW go ......W. ..a alp ureakvapIPMMIR tom...c.o. '404fts,aa,14".. OW

41111

illialleftimaimum6

ta.

daP

4
444

...:"*N44'
'5$12

.,

Hough Elementary School, located at 19th & Daniels, is the nearest public schoolto the site of the old Central School. It's name preserves the memory of a notable
educator.
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THE COVINGTON PIANO
BY ROBERT H1RTZEL

Since February of this year visitors to
the Clark County Museum have had an
opportunity to see the Covington Piano
for the first time.

This instrument was brought from Lon-
don to Fort Vancouver in 1846 by Rich-
ard and Ann Covington, along with some
household goods, a violin and a guitar.
As the first piano in the Pacific North-
west it played an important part in the
cultural and social life of the community
and in the schools that were taught by
these talented young people. Concerts
and theatricals became popular, largely
being promoted by the personnel of the
military post and there is no doubt but
that the piano played an important role.

The popularity of this instrumnt was
probably responsible for the Hudson's
Bay Company bringing in a piano of
their own to Fort Vancouver in either
1848 or 1849. Had it received proper
care it might still exist, but an inquiry
in 1883 revealed that all that was lcir
was the legs.

The Covingtons came first as teachers
for the Hudson's Bay Company but after
taking a claim on Fourth Plain, in the
neighborhood of present Orchards, in
1848, they established a boarding school
there. In addition to being a school their
home soon became a social center for
citizens of the surrounding community.
The seven mile jaunt by horseback from
the fur trading and the military posts
was much enjoyed by lonely men of those
two establishments.

Mr. Covington soon became interested
in the American settlement. He applied
for citizenship and was almost immediate-
ly called upon to serve as county clerk
and justice of the peace. He was Clarke
County Superintendent of Schools in
1862-64.

Among the frequent visitors to the
home of the Covingtons was brevet

Captain U. S. Grant. It was perhaps this
association, plus Grant's trait of remem-
bering and rewarding old friends, that
caused them to sell their farm in 1867
and to move to Washington, D.C., where
Mr. Covington worked in the Patent
Office during Grant's administration.

At the time of their departure the'
piano was passed on to the wife of Lieu-
tenant W. I. Sanborn, who in turn when
leaving the post gave it as a special
gift for the small daughter of her best
friend. That little girl was Miss Nan
Maynard Rice. She was a granddaughter
of Major Kelly, who had long duty at
the post.

It is a beautiful little instrument, fin-
ished in rosewood and has a folding
music rack. Swinging candlestick holders
are on either side of the ornamental front
to furnish light for the player. The tonal
range is six octaves and a sixth.

The maker of the piano was J. Pleyel,
of Paris. The company was founded in
1807 by Ignaz J. Pleyel, a composer and
music publisher. Pleyel's musical educa-
tion included study under Haydn who
considered him to be his most proficient
pupil. Mozart also thought highly of his
abilities. The firm is remarkable in that
it has always been headed by musicians
of high standing and is still in business.
Valuable aid was given to the company
by Chopin who made his debut in Paris
at "Pleyel's Rooms" in 1831. These
pianos were noted for their facile touch
and singing tone.

REFERENCES
Hirtzel, R. L.; "A History of Music in Fort Vancouver and the City of Vancouver". UnpublishedMaster's Thesis, University of Portland, 1953.
Landerholm, Carl; "The Covingtons and Covington House". Clark County History, Vol. 1, 1960.
Encyclopedia Britannica; Chicago, London, Toronto, 1958.Interviews and letters from Miss Nan Maynard Rice.
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CAMAS EARLY DAYS
BY TED VAN ARSDOL

Camas, now Clark County's second-
largest community, was a wooded section
in 1883 with cow trails "the only streets,"
Hugh McMaster, an early-day merchant,
recalled.

"I remember taking 'my best girl' home
one night, our only light being a kerosene
lantern," McMaster said. "The light was
always uncertain but that night through
nervousness the light went out and we
fell over a fallen tree in the path. We
sat down on the log after we had regained
our equilibrium and discussed various
topics circulating through youths' minds.
We groped our way homeward, for the
lantern globe had got broken in the
accident."

Ten years after that incident, a news-
paper correspondent reported that Camas
had "several things to boast of, two dry
goods and grocery stores, one beef mar-
ket, one saloon, one jeweler store, some
empty houses and lots of pretty girls."1

The early story of the paper mill town
preserved through the mediums of

personal interview and the newspaper or
magazine column indicate vast changes
over past decades and a community his-
tory probably as varied and picturesque
as any outlying area in Clark County.

Some reminiscences of the early - day
Camas area were jotted down by Eben
Drum, an interviewer for the federal
writers' project in the late 1930s, and
now provide a source of community lore.
Other information was gathered from the
files of pioneer publications, mainly the
weekly Vancouver Independent and Co-
lumbian.

To find out about the Camas area of
pre-city days, Drum interviewed A. J.
Knapp, a great uncle of Hugh Knapp,
who is an attorney in Camas at present.
A. J. Knapp was 73 at the time of the
interview, about 1939, and lived at Route
1, Brush Prairie.

The former Grass Valley resident told
Drum that "hunting was the absorbing
interest of our lives" and the site of
Camas was especially alluring for game-
seekers of the early era as it was "a
favorite resort for deer and native phea-
sants." Knapp said the section now
known as Forest Home was called by the
hunters Horse Shoe Canyon.

"The hunters would kill a deer, skin
it for its hide, cut off the hams and
choice bits and throw the balance in the
brush," Knapp stated. "The Indians al-
ways tanned the hides for hunters."

"We were taught never to shoot a
pheasant on the ground but to wait for
it to be on a limb and then shoot its
head off."

These were native pheasants, he said
were not brought

in until the late '80s. He said that the
guns used were muzzle-loading rifles.

The development that changed the story
of the Camas area permanently was the
paper mill project, launched in 1883
with land purchase and start of dam
construction.

A company described in an early his-
tory as "LaCamas Colony"2 was organi-
zed in Portland with Henry L. Pittock
as president and D. H. Stearns as manager
to found a town, or colony, at LaCamas,
and to bring into use the waterpower of
that vicinity. Investigation in May 1883
indicated that the project was feasible,
and the manager was directed to enter
into negotiations to purchase lands "which
should command the whole water power."

And the history states:
"Without delay 2,600 acres of land

were bought on either the margin of the
lakes and embracing both banks of La-
Camas Creek to its embrouchure (junc-
ture) at the Columbia, thus giving them
riparian rights over a lake several square
miles in extent and a stream more than
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a mile in length, with a fall in that dis-
tance of 175 feet.

"To utilize this force, it became neces-
sary to construct a sequence of dams at
the southern end of the lakes, work hav-
ing been commenced July 31, 1883."3

The promoters were reported planning
to build a paper mill, a saw mill, a flour
mill, furniture factory and possibly other
factories.

These enterprises, according to the
Vancouver weekly Independent, were ex-
pected to result in "the building up of
quite a little town" at or near the mouth
of La Camas Creek. La Camas Lake, accord-
ing to the paper, was in a beautiful loca-
tion for a summer resort and hotel, and
the creek canyon added to the picturesque
attractions of the area.4

A dam had been completed by mid
May near the lower end of what was
called "the little lake," and work had
started on the saw mill which was to
cut lumber for the buildings of the paper
mill and for the homes of the employes.

The plat of the village called La Camas,
containing 60 blocks 200 feet square,
had been laid off, and the Independent
predicted that "a manufacturing village
at this point is a certainty in the near
future." 5

The Vancouver Independent of Aug.
23, 1883, reported that the proprietors
of the new townsite had surveyed and
buoyed the channel between Lady Island
and the main shore so that boats could
run up to the old Dennison Landing.
The steamboat Calliope was landing there
regularly and would continue to do so.

One of the early arrivals in LaCamas
was Aeneas E. McMaster, who had been
born in the county of Inverness, Scotland,
in 1830, went to Glasgow at the age of
17, worked for a few years as a carpenter
and jointer, and later entered the lumber
business.

In 1874 he emigrated to Canada and
was employed there until July 1883,
when he came west to Clarke County.
McMaster located at LaCamas on Aug.
29, 1883, and is credited with being
the first to break ground in the place."

He erected a dwelling house and store
which he opened to business in Septem-
ber.6 On Nov. 8, the Independent re-
ported:

"The family of A. McMaster, our
merchant, have arrived from the East and
are comfortably settled."

The saw mill was operating, and D. H.
Stearns, general agent for the colony,
was building a residence on LaCamas
Lake.

McMaster's store-house was the setting
of some of the earliest Camas church
services as evidenced by this November
item:

"The Rev. M. Thompson, Superinten-
dent of Presbyterian Missions for the
northwest, will preach at LaCamas next
Sunday, Nov. 4th. Morning service at
10:30 A.M., at Mr. McMaster's new
store; afternoon at 3 o'clock, at the board-
ing house near the saw mill. Collections
will be taken at both services for Sabbath
school expenses, which will be organized
during Mr. Thompson's visit."7

By early November nearly all of the
$1,200 reported needed by the Presby-
terians for a new church building had
been raised, and the Methodists also
were active in promoting a church build-
ing.8

The History of Clarke County states
that the community's Presbyterian Church
was established on Dec. 9, although ser-
vices had been held previously at the
McMaster place at Fourth and Columbia.
The original membership was composed
of A. E. McMaster, ruling elder, Eliza-
beth McMaster, Elizabeth M. McMaster,
Martha Conklin, 0. T. McCord and T.
Knutson, but the number had been in-
creased considerably by 1885. Church
services and Sabbath school were held
weekly at that time in the school house.

Hugh McMaster told Drum that three
other denominations soon moved into
town.

"A plan was worked among the four
denominations so that one church build-
ing might accommodate all four groups,"
he said. "This plan was that one group
would have entire control of the services
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Second general store constructed by A. E. McMaster was a landmark at LaCamaslater known as Camas for many years. Building was at Third and Columbia.McMaster operated the community's first store, opened in September 1883, andconstructed this two-story building in 1885. Mrs. Harold Blake, who loaned the photo
above, said she didn't know the date of the picture. Oxen are hitched to cart at left.
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Mill crew of Columbia River Paper Company at LaCamas was rugged group, as
photographed in 1887, two years after the plant first started work. Construction of
the paper mill gave the community its start, and much of Camas growth over the
years has been tied to the progress of the mill. Picture was loaned by Crown Zeller-
bach Corp.

Paper Mill at LaCamas, was burned in 1886, but was rebuilt and has been a major
bulwark of the community since that time. This photo of the mill, taken about 1908,
or a little earlier, probably was snapped from the hill back of the bag factory looking
southeast. Pond at left is where the bag factory stands today, according to Crown
Zellerbach Corporation officials who loaned the photo.
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for one week and another the next week
and so on. If a fifth Sunday came along
on the calendar, the sect would take the
fifth Sunday opening in regular order of
rotation. Complete harmony prevailed
among all members. This !Man continued
until each group could afford to build
an individual house."

By the end of 1883 a school district
organization had been completed for the
new community, and a school was
planned for the winter. Work also was
started in late December on a tunnel to
connect LaCamas Lake with the water
front.9 Numerous Chinamen were hired
for this job.

"This Chinese population brought sev-
eral Chinamen engaged as cooks and
laundrymen," Hugh McMaster recalled
for interviewer Eben Drum.

"The town was 'dry' but one laundry-
man was believed to be selling Chinese
gin, as so many men were making the
resort their 'headquarters' when coming
in from the logging camps over the sur-
rounding country.

"A rancher was captured in a drunken
condition, and a group of Chinamen
brought before him to recognize the one
he had purchased the 'gin' from. He
could not tell or would not tell, but
enough evidence was found to fine the
Chinaman an amount to cause him not
to sell to the white population at least.
The Chinaman promised to confine his
operations to that of laundry work.
Apparently he did so."

McMaster added:
"Camas has always been a temperance

town. My family have always led in
keeping out strong drinks in the place.
My father's store was the only place in
which drugs could be bought in early
days, and I remember a man calling one
evening and begging father to mix up a
concoction that would relieve his 'cold'.
Father knew what he wanted.

"So, taking some light wine in stock,
he put in a generous amount of tincture
of pepperine and sat it on the counter
for the man. It must have looked right,
for he took a big drink. He made a

dash for the water pail in one corner of
the room, (then) said to my father:

That must be pretty old stuff'
Turning around at the door, he said.
'I'll call later for the rest of it.'
He never came back for more.
"If customers got the notion the store

would sell intoxicants, they soon changed
their minds."

"Camas has had successive periods of
'local option', keeping out saloon keepers
and beer joints."

Ih March 1884, articles of incorpora-
tion of the Columbia River Paper Co.
were filed, with W. Lewthwaite, H. L.
Pittock and J. K. Gill as incorporators.
Pittock was president, and the firm was
reported to have a capital stock of $100,-
000.10

On March 27, the Independent re-
ported:

"Work is going on night and day on
the big bore for the water power, and
ground is being cleared for the paper
mill, just west of the town site. Funds
were raised by private subscription to de-
fray the expense of a three months school,
and Miss MacMaster (Elizabeth McMas-
ter) engaged for teacher several weeks
ago. About 20 scholars are in atten-
dance."

'The lake was utilized for the purpose
of commerce for the first time last week,
when several barge loads of lumber were
delivered at the upper end of the lake
by the mill company."

Ground was cleared by mid-April for
the paper mill, and stakes were set for the
foundations. A contract for laying the
foundation walls was let in Portland.11

Hugh McMaster, who helped clear
five acres of land on which the paper
mill is situated, said the job was let
under contract and was new to most of
the men on the job. Most men got 69
cents a day for their work, while McMas-
ter, who was only a youth at the time,
received 59 cents daily.

By the end of the summer of 1884 the
town was lively. One hundred Chinamen
were cutting wood and clearing land in
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the community. The town's second store
opened in late June, and a second hotel
was scheduled to open for business soon.
Private buildings were reported numer-
ous, and some were said to be of a better
class than erected ordinarily in a new
town.

A pile driver was working in front of
the town, setting up piling for the
wharves, the tunnel on the hill above
La Camas was nearly done and the paper
mill was shaping up rapidly.12

On Nov. 6, 1884, Aeneas McMaster
listed in the weekly Independent the ro-
tating schedule of services in the school
house for the Presbyterian, Baptist, Meth-
odist Episcopal and Christian churches.

"A sunday school and Bible class for
young and old are held on each and
every Sunday at Mr. McMaster's store
and dwelling house, at 2 P.M.," he re-
ported. "There is a good Library in con-
nection with the Sunday School and
Bible class. Books let free of charge to
regular attenders. . .

"The Excelsior Literary and Musical
Association meet at Mr. McMaster's par-
lors each Saturday evening at 7:30 P.M.
A cordial invitation given to all meetings.
A branch of the Bible Society is estab-
lished at Mr. McMaster's store, where
Bible and Testaments can be purchased
at reduced rates."

McMaster said the Independent order
of Good Templars was holding weekly
meetings in the school house.

In December 1884 Camas was reported
to have a combined hall, school house
and church provided by Judge Marsh,
owner, who was "almost a public bene-
factor." Sessions of the Excelsior Literary
Society were moved to Marsh Hal1.13

Supplying the town seemed to present
some problems to the community in the
earlier years. About the start of 1885,
during rugged weather, B. W. Griffin
was reported to have brought in a load
of flour for the McMaster store, "to the
great relief of the town," while toboggans
were used by C. H. Hodges in bringing
goods across the river from Troutdale.

Camas mail also was brought across
the river in those earlier years, Hugh
McMaster recalled for Drum.

"I believe our Post Office was estab-
lished in 1884," he stated. At first our
mail was brought over from Troutdale
on the Oregon side by skiff. I, being the
deputy postmaster, had to do the job.
I also carried passengers, charging 50
cents per single fare. Our trip was 'round
the head of Lady's Is land."14

"Soon an OR&N steamer was put on
the run and brought the mail from down-
river points one day on its trip up the
Columbia and would bring mail back
from upriver points the next day on its
trip down. It also carried freight besides
the mail. The mail boat was kept up for
several years."

McMaster's Pioneer Store continued as
an important business center and was said
to have "a stock of well-selected goods
of any size or kind, from a needle to a
sack of feed, from a vial of laudanum
to a joint of pipe."15

Of the store's Indian trade, Hugh
McMaster recalled later:

"Few Indians came through Camas
since I have been here. Two families
made their homes here. One was called
Joe Banty and the other Indian Andrew.
Indian Andrew lived on a river boat and
did considerable fishing."

"One thing peculiar about the Indians
when they came to the store to buy things
(was that) they would buy one thing,
pay for it, and buy another and pay for
it and so on 'dl their trading was done.
Flour, salt pork, sugar and coffee seemed
to be the extent of their grocery wants.
They also bought shoes, but McMasters'
salesbooks show no record of their buy-
Ong clothing. . .

"Indian Andrew sold us salmon at $1
per fish, always taking it out in trade. . ."

The original McMaster store was in the
14-by-20-foot front room of the McMas-
ter building, but in 1885 A. E. McMaster
constructed a two-story building at a cor-
ner of Third and Columbia streets. The
upper story was used for a number of
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years as a lodge hall, according to the
interviews with Hugh McMaster.

Dedrick and Young, at Third and
Clara Streets, was offering groceries in
early 1885, and C. H. Hodges of the
Bargain Store at Fourth and Clark sold
an assorted stock, specializing in ladies'
fancy goods, according to a listing of the
town's pioneer businesses.

First hotel to open its doors in Camas
was the La Camas hotel at First and Co-
lumbia, operated by J. W. Westfall and
capable of accommodating 40 guests. A.
David managed the bar there. The Moun-
tain House had been opened by Grant
Short of Vancouver on July 1, and Short
& Wright were the managers in January
1885. The hotel at Fourth and Clara
could accomodate 25 guests.16

The Mountain House was not a hotel
"measured by our standards of today,"
J. J. Harrington, who arrived in Camas
in 1886, told interviewer Drum. He re-
called 12 rooms at the hostelry, and said
the rates were $1 per day, with meals
served "family style" at 25 'cents per
meal.

"You see," he said, ''our 'hotel' might
have been called a boarding house."

On July 6, 1887, the Vancouver In-
dependent reported that the Mountain
House had installed a bathroom for the
accommodation of its patrons "Mr.
Westfall is bound to keep up with the
times."

Items from newspapers of the 1890s
hint at some of the story of this pioneer
hostelry :

"A lamp exploded in the rooms of the
Mountain House Friday evening and
damaged furniture, bedding and room
considerably. Miss Carrie Clinton was
sleeping in the room at the time, and
experienced a very narrow escape from
suffocation." 17

"Quite a little excitement was created
at the Mountain House last Saturday
night at a late hour by someone making
the startling discovery that burglars were
in the house. After a thorough search,
it proved to he one of the boarders who
was out rather late and was only searching

for a pillow to rest his aching head
on." 1 8

"Since Fred Fallman has become land-
lord of the Mountain House he has
materially changed the complexion of its
surroundings, and what was once a grave-
yard for old pots and cans is now a
pleasant green sward."19

An itemized account of all businesses
of the early years in Camas is not possible
but the Independent of Jan. 15, 1885
lists several of the earliest in addition to
the two hotels and the stores above men-
tioned.

Charles Bullock of Portland had opened
a drug store at Fourth and Clara, H. M.
David operated a meat market on Colum-
bia between First and Second, Mrs. Van
Decar at Fifth and Beeson carried a iine
of millinery and fancy goods, and 0. C.
Gove was building a four-story flour
mill.

Griffin and Parrish operated livery and
feed stables with 12 horses, also wagons
and saddles, at Second and Clara, A. F.
Mills was justice of peace and surveyor,
and E. H. Fletcher was notary public and
real estate agent. D. H. Stearns was gen-
eral agent for LaCamas Colony Co.

Cowan's addition to LaCamas contained
29 blocks on the first bench above town
and had been surveyed in August 1884.
The addition boasted 57 inhabitants and
a movement was under way to build a
church.

The Domestic Water Co. was formed
in February 1885 to bring water from
Blue Creek. This firm, with a reported
capital stock of $10,000, elected E. H.
Mills, 0. C. Gove and A. F. Mills as
first trustees.20

Hugh McMaster recalled of this activi-
tY:

"The population of the town had
grown big enough to want a water sys-
tem. A large spring had been utilized
to supply the needs but more water was
required than one spring could supply.

"The citizens formed a company called
the Domestic Water Co. They construc-
ted a small reservoir of perhaps 20 feet
diameter with an inner wall diameter
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of about 18 feet. These walls were con-
structed out of brick. The idea was to
allow the water from the ditch already
built by the paper mill company to filter
through its walls to purify, as the ditch
water was roily. The brick walls were
cement covered.

The Pittock Company paper mill
company wanted 25 per cent of the
income from the Domestic Water Co.
The company had fixed on $1 per month
per family. The Company would not al-
low the 25 per cent rate so the rate was
fixed by arbitration to 10 per cent of the
company's earnings.

"The old water system has long proven
inadequate," McMaster said in the late
1930s, "and a new water system from
springs further from the town has been
brought into use."

The mill of Columbia River Paper. Co.
ground its first wood pulp in April 1885,
and the Vancouver Independent quoted
the Superintendent as saying that it was
"first class in all respects." The mill was
expected to be operating "in ful I blast
soon.21 A short time later a correspon-
dent reported:

"The mill is now running day and
night grinding wood pulp. The hum of
the machinery much resembles the busy
clock of the shuttles of a Lowell or
Linn."22

On May 14, the Independent re-
ported, under the heading "Paper from
LaCamas'" :

"Last week, Tuesday, the mill of the
Columbia River paper company at La-
Camas, W. T., began to turn out white
paper. Everything worked to a nicety.
The mill employs 43 men, and from this
time they will supply much of the paper
used in this section. A sample of some
of the first manufactured from the pulp
of the cottonwood tree is strong and uni-
form, with an even texture and good
surface."

In the early years steamboat travel con-
tinued to be a main method of transpor-
tation, and the Traveler was mentioned
frequently in news columns in 1885 as
carrying freight and passengers to and
from LaCamas.

II I,

The town suffered a major loss in
November 1886 when the new mill burn-
ed. Flames also destroyed 105 tons of
finished paper, made from 1,100 tons
of raw material. Total loss was estimated
at $95,000. It was reported that the
mill would rebuild.23

In addition to reconstruction of the
mill, the community continued to make
progress, and a visitor in the summer of
1887 was moved to comment:

"Looking at this town, with its bright
new,spaper, the News, fine stores and
cottages, its air of briskness and vitality,
the moving trains of lumber, busy
wharves, visiting farm wagons (there is
a large area of fully-settled farming coun-
try between it and the Cascade moun-
tains) and evidences of trade and thrift
on every hand, one would think himself
in the busiest part of New England."24

The machinery of the rebuilt mill be-
gan operating in late October 1887, and
the plant was turning out straw paper.
As the company had large orders for
paper, it expected to run night and day
when on regular time again, and would
employ 65 persons.25 When completed,
the new brick and stone mill was partly
one story and partly two story high, 80
by 300 feet.2 6

Hugh McMaster went to Quebec on a
visit in the summer of 1888 and received
a telegram in September that his father
had died. "I being the oldest son felt
that my place was to return at once to
Camas, which I did," he said. "I con-
tinued in the business that father had
founded."

In July 1890 McMaster took his
brother-in-law, Alan Duffin, into the
firm, and in 1893 a younger brother,
Donald McMaster, also was given an in-
terest in the business. The firm outgrew
the Pioneer Store building and a one-
story addition was erected. In 1898 Don-
ald McMaster moved to Vancouver to
practice law and disposed of his stock.27

Hugh McMaster continued to play a
prorninent role as a merchant and civic
leader in Camas.
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On Nov. 13, 1891, the weekly Van-
couver Columbian reported in La Camas
news:

"Our worthy merchant H. McMaster
was married last week to one of Canada's
fair daughters. Hugh's hosts of friends
in the village and vicinity wish him un-
alloyed happiness."

News accounts also show that McMas-
ter was shipping barge loads of wood
from LaCamas to Portland in 1893 in
addition to managing his general store.28
Supplying of wood was a considerable
industry in some parts of Clark County in
earlier years.

But, as in any community, LaCamas
life wasn't entirely business-like and for-
mal, judging by the following items
from one newspaper issue in 1891:

"The boys must have been very busy
Halloween by the appearance of things
Sunday morning. Wood piles had been
removed, houses changed places and few
could obtain egress from their houses
until help was summoned. One profes-
sional gentleman was burned in effigy."

"There was almost a fight in our quiet
village Saturday evening. After a great
deal of blows and one fellow breaking
the stove with his fist, the affair was
amicably settled."

"The paper makers intend giving the
dance of the season next Friday evening.
No pains will be spared to make it en-
joyable."29

More social items, from the weekly
Columbian of Oct. 14, 1892, were:

"Our new brass band is making things
noisy, but the boys will improve."

"The steamer lone is running excur-
sions to Portland on Saturday evenings,
during the exposition, for the accommo-
dation of its patrons."

"Invitations are out for a grand ball
next Friday evening, the 14th instant, at
IOOF building, by the Mechanics of this
place."

Journalistically, the News was a Camas
fixture in the early 90s, on most weeks.
The weekly Columbian commented one
November, after election:

"The LaCamas News made its appear-
ance last week, the first time in three
weeks. The editor says he has been sick ;

well he looks tough, but then all repub-
licans look that way just now."30

The Columbia River Paper Co. con-
tinued as the main economic prop of the
community. In late May 1894 the mill
was employing 60 men and had a month-
ly payroll of more thn $2,500. The mill
consumed 5,000 cords of fir annually
and paid $11,000 for this wood, used
1,800 cords of cottonwood at $3.25 per
cord and 1,000 tons of straw. Daily
output of the industry was eight tons of
newsprint and three tons of straw
paper.3 1

A considerable number of prune or-
chards were planted in the Camas-Wash-
ougal area in the 1890s, in common with
other parts of Clark County, and agricul-
ture was important. Some of the pleasures
of this rustic economy stirred the corres-
pondent of the weekly Columbian to
exclaim:

"The air is redolent with the perfumes
of new-mown hay in the suburbs of our
metropolis." 3 2

And:
"Our gardens are fairly aglow with

the rose the 'sweetest flower that
grows" ". 3

The town continued to experience
change and progress over the years, more
than could be covered in a short article.
Two of the most notworthy developments
in the earlier years were the incorpora-
tion of the community and the construc-
tion of the Spokane, Portland and Seattle
Railway Co. through town.

In 1906, Clarke County commissioners
scheduled a vote on incorporating a muni-
cipality, to be known as Camas. Vote was
72 to 19 in favor of incorporation, and
the following officials were elected:

J. J. Harrington, mayor; Henry Kar-
nath, J. W. Conn, C. Litz, Walter March-
bank and James Farrell, councilmen; W.
Swank, clerk and treasurer.34

When the SP&S was building its line,
Drum reported, considerable pressure had
to be brought to bear on the company
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Hugh McMaster, who took over the origi-
nal mercantile business of his pioneering
father, Aeneas E. McMaster. Hugh helped
clear land for the paper mill when a boy,
became a leader in business and civic af-
fairs of Camas over a period of many
years. The picture was taken on his 75th
birthday, April 20, 1936.

to build in the town rather than in the
suburb, Oak Park, lying southeast of the
community.

"Largely through Mr. Harrington's
persuasion, urged diplomatically, the corn-
pany built its depot and warehouses
where they would he a credit to the
community", Drum stated

SP&S was constructed from Port-
land to Spokane at a cost of $40,000,000.
This railroad line was extended from
Cliffs to Lyle on the Columbia River by
Jan. 15, 1908, and to Vancouver, an
additional 76 miles, by March 16, 1908.
Because of heavy bridge construction
between Vancouver and Port land, Ore.,
a distance of 10 miles, the line was not
opened for operation to Portland until
Nov. 22, 1908.36

Construction of the railroad along the
north bank helped to bring new growth
to communities in the area including
Camas. In the aftermath of some of this
growth, the Coast Magazine of April
1909 reported :

The population numbers from 1,000
to 1,200 and has practically doubled in
the last two years. The town is noted for
its good schools, has a high school taking
up three years of high school work with
the expectation of adding a fourth, either

J. J. Harrington, worked at the paper mill
where he rose to leadership. Was elected
first mayor of Camas in 1906.

this year or next. It is also well supplied
with church privileges. The Presbyterian,
German Lutheran and Catholic Church
edifices are in upper town, while the
Baptist and Methodist are in lower town.

The principal industry is paper mak-
ing, there being here a five - machine
paper and pulp mill and a paper bag
factory giving employment to 300 hands.
It is being constantly enlarged, an addi-
tion of two new machines being made at
this time.

"There are here three firms engaged in
raising vegetables under glass, having
thirteen large houses with an annual out-
put of the value of $10,000. A planing
mill provides all needs in that line and
furnishes employment to several men.

"Camas has three hotels, one rooming
house, two restaurants, three general
stores, a State bank, one grocery store,
one bakery, one millinery establishment,
two clothing stores, two meat markets,
one cold-storage and ice plant, a news-
paper, "The Camas Post" with a good
job work department; one jewelry shop,
one drug store, a Kandy Kitchen, two real
estate offices, a public stenographer's
office, two barber shops, two cigar stands
and two pool-rooms, two harness and
shoe shops, a large opera house, IOOF
hall, amusement hall, one steam cleaning
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establishment, one blacksmith and wagon
shop, a planing mill, livery stable, tele-
phone exchange and four saloons which
comprise ale business establishments.

"The professions are represented by
four resident ministers, three doctors and
one dentist.

". . . This section is peculiarly adapted
to intensive farming, the small tracts of
five or ten acres, set out to small and
large fruits and nuts, with a market
garden and a flock of thoroughbred
chickens has proved to be the ideal way
to earn a comfortable living. . .

"The raising of prunes has been en-
tered into very extensively and several
carloads of the dried product are shipped
from this point yearly, as well as large
quantities of apples, cherries, pears and
other fruit."37

Meantime, elected officers of the re-
cently-incorporated city were meeting and
solving civic problems including the
liquor issue.

"While I was mayor," Harrington told
Eben Drum, "two saloons became estab-
lished in the town. The town being fi-
nancially handicapped for funds, we
could not provide sufficient police force
to cope with the 'drunks' on our streets.
I hit on an idea which I believed would
meet the situation effectively.

"I called the saloon keepers into my
office for a conference.

"I said to the men my councilmen
and I have decided that you people must
see to it that drunks are off the streets
of our town or we shall repeal your
licenses and we shall close your places of
business and declare them a nuisance,
revoking your license.

"The p:an proved effective to meet
the prevailing condition. Our town was
again apparently `dry'."

A system of sidewalks was planned by
the early officials and had been completed
largely by early 1909. Contracts were
let for the grading of the main business
streets and other streets.

A six-inch water main connected with
the fire pumps at the paper mill was ex-

tended through the business district, and
a hose reel with 600 feet of hose and a
40-gallon chemical engine provided pro-
tection against fires in 1909.

"An electric light and power franchise
has been granted, the grantees at present
being engaged in erecting poles and other
preliminary work," the Coast Magazine
reported in 1909. "Power will be gener-
ated on the Washougal river about five
miles distant. It is expected that when
the plant is ready to furnish power that
several other industries will locate here."

"Camas has a good system of water
works, furnishing pure well water for
domestic purposes. A large flume ex-
tends into the hills about nine miles, car-
rying the product of the two sawmills
to town to be used locally and for ship-
ment." 3 8

The names of Camas advertisers in the
same issue of the Coast will recall early
days for some of the older residents.

C. E. Farrell was dealer in general
merchandise, while J. A. Cowan publici-
zed his firm as the cigar and
tobacco store" in Camas, with ((billiard
and pool room in connection." Self and
Barnes were involved in real estate, loans,
insurance and nursery stock. In addition,
J. T. Self was justice of the peace, and F.
B. Barnes was notary public.39

Camas State Bank listed H. H. Rosen-
berg as president, J. H. Rosenberg as
Vice-president, and 0. F. Johnson as
cashier. J. W. Conn, posmastk adver-
tised stationery, novelties, and souvenir
post cards.

Loe and McAllister claimed that a
person could be "independent on a small
farm", and advertised small tracts on easy
terms. The pioneer store, McMaster &
Co., operated by Hugh McMaster and
Alan Duffin, stated: "The largest and
best stock of general merchandise in
Clarke County. We sell everything you
use eat or wear.

They were just a few of the people
whose stories combine to make a long
and lively history of the paper mill city,
largest town on the north bank above
Vancouver.

1
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The North Wall, looking east, showing north gate in stockade Fort Vancouver
reconstruction. Nat'l Park Service Photo

North Gate reconstruction showing iron work. Nat'l Park Service Photo

Anchor display at Visitors' Center, Fort Vancouver National Historic Site. Anchor
was lost in the Columbia presumably during Hudson's Bay days.

Nat'l Park Service Photo
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THE PIONEER BLACKSMITH
B MARCA I( ET ROM

The blacksmith was one of the most
personable actors in the opening of the
west. He was a man of skill who had
spent years learning his trade by being
apprenticed to a master craftsman. He
knew how to change the very make-up
of iron to make it lose its grainy structure
and become more fiberlike thus increas-
ing its strength. By laborious heating and
hammering he formed shoes for horses,
nails for building, and iron tires for
wagon wheels. He did all the metal work
needed for the pioneer farms and homes
using the minimum of equipment and
making up for it in ingenuity and hard
work.

George Aiken opened a smithy outside
the stockade of Fort Vancouver in 1840,
serving for ten years.

One of the first to start anything that
looked like a business in was
James Terwilliger, who established a
blacksmith shop in the midst of the
woods. Soon after that Portland became
a real town with two stores, a double log
cabin serving as a hotel, a shingle mill
and a tannery.

It was difficult to transport the black-
smith's heavy anvil, forge and bellows to
the frontier. Jed Hale brought his by
covered wagon across the Oregon Trail.
Two of his wagons safely forded the
Platte River, but the one containing his
blacksmith equipment sank into the quick-
sand and couldn't be pulled out. The
rest of the train went on while the Hale
family stayed behind using ropes and all
their oxen to pull the wagon out. At first
they considered setting up shop right
there for the convience of future wagon
trains. However, the buffalo proved to
be such pests eating the hay for their
stock that they finally moved westward
along the Oregon Trail toward the
frontier.

The chief concern of the blacksmith
was horses. He made the horseshoes and

the nails to fasten them on. He removed
the old shoes and fitted on the new ones.
There were two kinds of horseshoes
those with heel and toe calks for the
work horses and flat shoes for trotting
horses. In the 1890's, the price of four
new shoes made and fitted on the horse
was $1.25. It was seldom, however, that
the smith received hard cash for his work.
He usually took his pay in meat, vege-
tables or grain to he ground into flour.
He not only made the shoes for the horses
to wear and the wagons and buggies for
them to pull, but in the absence of a
veterinarian, acted as horse doctor also.
These interesting recipes were copied
from in hack of an old account book be-
gun in England and continued in Ohio
and Orchards, Washington.

CONDITION POWDER FOR HORSES
1 pound ground resin
1 pound sulphur

1//2 pound nitre
1/4 pound black antimony

A tahle spoon mixed in corn two or three
times a week.

COLIC
two ounces spirits sweet nitre
one ounce tincture opium
one ounce sweet oil in thin gruel

of warm ale.

GREASY HEELS
V4 pound alum
1/4 pound nitre
1/4 pound leaves of antimony
1/4 pound vinegraick

Mix well together and give two a week.
The above sufficient for six doses with
great success.

The same account book showed that he
soldered coffee pots, mended kettles, re-
paired guns and single-trees, lamphooks
and stoves.

Coal was the only fuel used in the
forge, but for shrinking an iron wagon
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tire a hot, quick fire of kindling was
hest. The newly made tire was placed on
the ground, a kindling fire built around
it to make it expand sufficiently to go on
the wheel. Then the smith would pour
water on the fire and pick up the tire
with his tongs. After it was fitted on the
wheel he would pour cold water on it
to shrink it to a tight fit. There were
factory-made shrinkers in the east, but
transportation was slow and expensive.

One blacksmith near Vancouver al-
ways sent his young son to town to bring
home coal and iron from the general
store. It was a long lonely drive through
the woods, but the lad didn't mind. He
always managed to have a nickel saved up
for a ride on the horse drawn street car.
While the storekeeper loaded his wagon,
he would hurry down to the river, board

the car and ride all the way to H Street
and back. The horse pulled the car up
to H Street. On the way back the driver
tied the horse to the back of the car,
applied his brakes and coasted down hill
to the river. It was a thrilling ride well
worth the money.

The blacksmith has a real place in the
history of our country. He has been in-
dispensable in its early settlement, in its
expansion and even in celebrating its
birthday. On the Fourth of July, long
before the general use of firecrackers, he
would put gun powder into the 11A inch
hole on top of an anvil, put another anvil
upside down on top of the first one,
with a fuse leading from the gun powder.
He lighted the fuse and ran back, pro-
viding a patriotic explosion that was not
easily forgotten, for it shook the whole
neighborhood!

-

Tom Headley, blacksmith at La Center.
There is a lot of tradition about Tom Headley. In fact there were two of them. The
first was a railroad smith for the Canadian Pacific Railway. When that line completed
their transcontinental route in 1891 Tom Headley came to La Center where he
established shop and home. After a long career his son, Tom Headley, took over
and continued until 1946, making a total of 55 years in which the "village blacksmith"
at La Center was Tom Headley.
The first blacksmith there was one of the many Civil War veterans who came to
Clark County in the 70's and 80's. His name was Lyons. He began shoeing the oxen
for farmers and loggers in 1878. His daughter, Lettie, was a La Center school teacher.
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Switchboard Girl On The Lewis
BY ROY F. JONES

In 1929 the North Fork of the Lewis
River suddenly came to life as never
before. The Phoenix Utility Company had
received a large contract that called for
construction of the Arid Dam, the name
later changed to Merwin.

The operation called for a big payroll
which at the peak numbered nine hundred
men. To serve this large operation the
contractor built service roads, storage
buildings, a large mess hall which could
serve several hundred workers at once,
engineering and accounting offices, a first
aid hospital, machine shops, powder
house and numerous other buildings.

Where the contractor's improvements
ended the individual workers took over.
Rooming houses sprang up, pool halls,
barber shops, stores, bath houses and
dozens of temporary shacks. They were
interspersed with attractive home-like cot-
tages, often with flower boxes on the
porch railings. The side roads hack in
the hills took on new life with new
homes going up, new pastures being
fenced, cows and chickens adding life,
and children often playing along the new
graded roads. The Merwin Hotel was
built in Woodland.

The superintendent of this noisy and
bustling complex was one Harry Lincoln,
a large gruff man, determined to keep
the operation moving smoothly and im-
mediately ready to tangle with any cause
for delay. There were few who stayed
on after any complaining words to Harry
Lincoln and that was the way he wanted
it to be.

They were installing a telephone office
in the company headquarters and the
local West Coast Telephone Company
manager had sent out an applicant for
the job of night operator. When Isaac
Tuisku drove down to the site with his
daughter Jennie and confronted Lincoln
there was something new for the im-
patient superintendent.

He looked at Jennie incredulously. She
was only a little ninety pound sprig of
humanity and it was easy to see that her
legs were twisted and little adapted to
climbing stairs. There were only eight
women in all the camp, scheduled to work
with nine hundred men. The women
were to room in the hospital building,
the steps were steep and long and as1

Jennie twisted and wriggled to get out
of the car it all looked quite impossible.

"I'm sorry'", said the superintendent.
"Your daughter is too young and besides,
look at those steps up to the mess hall
and the hospital. She couldn't do it.
Besides you would have to get a permit
from the state before we could hire her."

"Oh, no, we wouldn't!" Jennie cried
out, her eyes shining with eagerness. "I'm
past twenty -one.

The big superintendent was
prepared for such spirited determination.
It was usually easier for him to just say,
"no." and end further comment. But he
looked again at her face, then at the
steps, then at the cookhouse, a little
lower down, where a cot might be placed
next to the cook's quarters.

Jennie's father was looking at the
many men crawling all over the place,
shouting instructions, crowding the road-
way, full of trucks giving little quarter.
Lincoln guessed what he was thinking.
"You won't have to worry about your
daughter here, Mr. Tuisku. She'll he as
safe as if she was in God's pocket."

And that's the way it was for Jennie.
"I loved that job", she said. "They paid
me eighty dollars a month with board
and room. I soon found out that the
night operator's job was largely just a
fill-in for the day shift. I went to work
at five in the evening and operated the
hoard 'till ten, then closed the board and
plugged in the night bell. I could then
pull out a cot on wheels from under the
counter and could lie down with head
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phone on the pillow. There were frequent
calls at night so that I slept only brokenly.
Then, in the daytime it was the night
operator's duty to come to the office at
noon and relieve the day operator while
she went to dinner. I had to get my
meals when I could.

"The rock men found they could use
the telephone to announce blasts across
the river. This went on at frequent in-
tervals all night. Then they discovered
that each time they called in the early
morning hours I had to leave my cot to
plug in the calls. The foreman was sorry
to learn that and he quickly made other
signaling arrangements so I could get
some good morning rest. The men were
so nice to me that when Bud Neil the
time keeper found I had to come down
to relieve the day operator for lunch he
asked tc learn the switch board so he
could do it and after that I could sleep
in the middle of the day. One day Dr.
Hoffmann* came in and was worried to
see that I was losing weight. He said
I should have a cup of chocolate each
evening when I closed. The men said
they would take care of that and, sure
enough, I always had my cup of choco-
late brought to me each evening. Of
course I was working more than an eight
hour shift. Sometimes people remarked
that it was against the law. But there
had to be someone to send in the com-
plaint and I was the last one to think of
that for I loved my job and had no com-
plaint."

"I had been disabled with infantile
paralysis since I was a year and a half
old, just after my folks arrived in America
from Finland. My father worked in the
copper mines at Butte for a number of
years and he became disabled with a lung
trouble called silicosis. A doctor there
treated me and said I had brain fever.
When we arrived in Woodland, Doctor
Hoffmann became interested in my case
and treated my legs for a number of
years. He recognized my trouble immed-
iately. He was interested in my father's
lung trouble also and it developed that
there were two others of his countrymen

who had worked in the copper mines and
had similar trouble.

"So it was that Doctor Hoffmann kept
close track of us and when the Shriners'
Hospital for crippled children opened in
Portland in 1924 he managed to get me
admitted altho I was over age for the
usual case. Six times, over a period of
twelve years, Dr. Hoffmann arranged for
my admission there and at Emanual Hos-
pital where some of the finest specialists
worked on me. I will never forget the'
many devoted hours that three fine spec-
ialists, in turn, worked on my leg bones
and transplanting muscles to make it pos-
sible for me to walk. They were Drs.
Richard Dillehunt, Dr. Leo Lucas and Dr.
Roderick Begg.

"I was working at the dam in the fall
of 1930 when a powder man left his
home to work on the night shift. He told
his wife he would leave his car home
because there would be no one to drive
it hack. She did not know what he
meant. But he went straight to the pow-
der house, which was on the hillside
across the river from the offices and mess
hall. Then the hillside suddenly blew up.

"I had just come into the office and
sat down at the switchboard when there
was a terrific explosion. The big shaded
lamp over the switchboard fell with a
crash on my head. All the windows of
the office, mess hall and hospital were
blown in. The tables in the mess hall
were set for dinner but it was only a big
garbage heap after things stopped falling.
We were all badly shaken.

"Doctor Hoffmann and the special
project doctor, Dr. R. J. MacArthur, re-
sponded quickly and had first aid tables
set up at the hospital and other places.
Many were injured but only three were
killed. Most of the day shift workers
had gotten clear of the dam area when
the powder man set off the blast.

"There were many happy times when
I worked at the dam. The girls were so
popular that I even went to the dances
and found that I could do the waltzes
and the slow drag but others were too
much for me and I always had good com-
pany to sit out the hard dances.
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"After the darn was finished I got
work as night operator in Woodland. I
liked it and eventually became day opera-
tor, then manager. Dr. Hoffman's office
was near and above the telephone office.
He always let us know where he would
be at all times and his regular nurse then
did the same. There were two maternity
homes in Woodland, the Bozarth and the
Farley.

"The night operator could lie down
with ear phones near. Most late night
calls were for Dr. Hoffmann and we
often remarked that we were sorry for
him for often there were several calls a
night. Sometimes when it was cold we
would hear the cast iron stove door clang
up in Dr. Hoffmann's office. We knew
that he was waiting out a call. On each
Christmas he came in to the office with
a large box of candy for each of us.
When our voices became hoarse he would
come down with throat spray or some
medicine.

"When people learned that we kept
track of the doctor's nurse, also, they
would call in to tell us where they were
going and when they would be back. It
got so there would be notes hanging all
around the switchboard. Then, too, many
people did not want to bother to look up
numbers. A lady would say; 'Jenny, con-
nect me with so-and-so. We were trying
to get them to use the numbers so I
would say; 'What is the number?' 'Why
Jenny, I don't need to look it up. You
know it and can ring it before I could
find it.'

"Whenever I went along the street it
was 'Hello, Jenny, what's the news?', or
'Hi, Jenny, I'm going to be working at
the church bazaar this afternoon !' It was
nice to be popular but it was a lot of work
trying to keep track of everyone.

'We once had a strange and terrifying
experience at the Woodland switchboard.
It was in the spring of 1941. The weather
was stormy. There was a sudden blind-
ing flash and a deafening blast. The
switchboard lit up like a Christmas tree.
I had my head phone on and was so con-
fused I didn't know what to do. But I
knew it was some kind of calamity and
that phone calls would come thick and
fast. Then someone burst in through
the front door. It was Doctor Hoffmann.
He motioned and yelled; 'Get rid of that
head phone! You may be killed.' We've
been struck by lightning!' The doctor
had gotten there before we recovered
from the shock. We soon learned that
the switchboard was out of order and
that electric wires had been fused to-
gether in many places. The repair crews
had to replace much of the Woodland
system. I was lucky that I had not formed
a ground for the explosive current.

"I often look back to the many good
friends who have helped me. When my
leg was turning and I went to the shoe-
maker, Mr. Breedlove, to get the heels
built up on the side of my foot, it was
Ise who first suggested that I might get
work at the telephone office. His daugh-
ter, Lillie, was working there and he said
that I could learn the switchboard from
the regular operator, on my own time,
then when there was an opening I might
get the job. So that is what I did and
when my chance came there was never
anyone more eager to work and make
good. Now, after all the bone work and
muscle transplants at the Shriners' and
Emanual Hospitals and the many years
of watchful care by Dr. Hoffmann, I
live in Portland. I can walk and do my
work. In return I go five days each week
to the Cancer Center where I volunteer
and take telephone calls and keep re-
cords."

4= Doctor Carl J. Hoffmann began his practice in the Lewis River area as a saddle-bag doctorin 1908. He has often received local honors and is still dilligently applying his skills,
with offices in Woodland.
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The building of Ariel Dam, 1929. This remarkable photograph
shows at bottom left, the top of the "Glory Hole". This unexpected
obstacle to building was a rounded out bowl within solid granite.
The bottom of the bowl was 72 feet below sea level. It was caused
by the rotation of large boulders which were washed over the crest
of the high pre-historic falls over which a once larger river flowed.
Administration offices out of view on left.

Courtesy of S. N. Neil, Woodland.

Ariel Darn, 1930. Shows the Glory Hole now filled with concrete. A by-pass tunnel
carries the water of Lewis River around the construction project under foreground.

From S. N. Neil collection.
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FOREWARD
The following description of the Battle of Walla Walla is a section of a book-length

manuscript loaned to our historical society by Mr. C. L. Cooper, of Bellevue. It is contained
in nine hand written journals, painstakingly typed by Miss Estella Foron. The material covers
the early years at Portland 1853-60, a year at Shoalwater Bay (1854) , and the Indian War
period of 1855-56.

The writer was Alvin Brown Roberts who signed A. B. Roberts. He came to Oregon as
a young man who had been a marble cutter in Ohio. He enjoyed many warm friendships in his
active career in the Oregon country. He associated with an older man to form the first marble
cutting firm in Portland, Roberts & Hartle. Later he had a similar business in Walla Walla
and Boise.

He volunteered for the Indian war of 1855 and was in the thickest of the fighting. He
had a flair for writing and became a correspondent of the San Francisco Chronicle in two later
Indian wars, being with General 0. 0. Howard in the Nez Perce war and through the Bannock
war. Later he was associated with the Oregon Pioneer Association. The Morning Oregonian,
June 24th, 1915, had a story of "828 Pioneers On Roll of Register" with pictures of the officers.
A. B. Roberts was the Grand Commander.

His writing, aimed at readers of an earlier period, exaulted the romance of the Northwest,
showing some tendency to embellish the scenes and give the reader plenty for his money's
worth, but it appears to be as accurate as he could make it with the personal knowledge he
possessed at the time. We present this section without benefit of supporting research and a
minimum of editing. the editor.

The Yakima War of 1855
The Compaign to Walla Walla

The Capture of the Most Noted War
Chief of the Pacific Coast

A Chapter From the Reminiscences of a Pioneer
BY A. B. ROBERTS

In October, 1855, Nathan Olney who
had been appointed as Agent for the
Cayuses and Walla Wallas went from
The Dalles up to Walla Walla valley
to pay the chiefs of those tribes the cash
annuity due them as by treaty stipulation
of June previous, and was met by a firm
refusal on their part to receive the same.
He was told by them that they had made
up their minds to ignore those treaties
and that he should leave at once and take
with him all of his people who had
taken up land and settled there.

This was the dark lining of that awful
cloud that was hanging over the N. West.
It sent a thrill of terror to the mind of
every one in whose veins coursed a drop
of the White mans blood. It was orders
to those Americans who had been attrac-

ted to this lovely country by the pleasing
and interesting stories of early mission-
aries and others, who had sought to secure
the N.W. Coast to the U.S., and it was
a storm boding danger even to those old
French and Canadians who had spent a
life time of security in this beautiful val-
ley,. and who, even the managers and em-
ployers of the Hudsons Bay Company,
who for 40 years had maintained the un-
broken friendly relations as traders, saw
in the coming conflict, dangers from
which they shrank with an appalling
shudder.

And thus it was that all Americans, set-
tlers and sympathizers, hurriedly loaded
up or "cached" away or abandoned their
effects and left for the Wallamet settle-
ments, the old French and Half breeds
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went East into the Nez Perce country, and
the Hudsons Bay people went with Col.
Olney, westward.

There was left behind by these people
vast properties, consisting of some of
the finest herds of well bred cattle and
horses ever brought to the Pacific Coast
and the stock of goods of the Hudsons
Bay Co. at old Fort Walla of $20,000.00
value, and $10,000.00 of US Gov. goods
for Indian annuity supplies left in storage
with the Company. All of these great
interests were left or abandoned by these
people upon seeing this awful cloud
arising, as one would flee from the corn-
ing flood of a cloudburst which had
occurred on an adjacent mountain side.

Men, women-and children, old trappers,
mountaineers and hunters and all classes
of whites and half breeds fled for their
lives and as yet not an act of 'violence
had been committed, no stealthy assas-
sination as in the case of the lamented
Dr. Whitman who on this very ground
8 years before had received the deadly
tomahawk in the back, yet it seemed to
be understood by all classes that' one last
deadly struggle was impending which was
to sweep back like an ocean wave the
Eastern tide of Palefaces, for it was a
determination, as expressed by several
leading chiefs to exterminate all whites
on the N. West Coast, as I have since
been told personally by Winnensnoots of
the Umatillas, Lawyer and Telpi of the
Nez Perce and Garry of the Spokanes.

Col. Olney's cavalcade or train con-
sisted of 60 wagons and several hundred
packs and horsemen.

When the report of Agent Olney came
from Walla Walla most of the available
troops (Volunteers) were ordered to
Walla Walla under the command of Ma-
jor Chinn. This command, as near as I
can remember, must have been composed
of part or all of the companies from
Clackamas, Washington, Marion, Linn,
Benton and part of Co. B. of Wiscopum,
or now Wasco County. Altogether Chinn's
command numbered about 300 men.

Maj. Chinn had some difficulty in get-
ting transportation facilities as wagons

were scarce and most of the pack outfits
had been used in the Yackima (sic) ex-
pedition. The Major applied to the
Commanding officer at Ft. Columbia
(The Dalles) (Maj. Rains I believe it
was) for a Government wagon but was
flatly refused, but a lady, the wife of
Maj. Haller who chanced to own such a
wagon as her private property very
promptly and kindly offered it for his,
Maj. Chinn's use and it was cheerfully
accepted.

When Chinn's command reached the
Umatilla at the Lower Emigrant crossing
he received the startling information that
a large combination of hostile Indians
had taken possession of the Hudsons Bay
Ft. Walla Walla and were intending to
fight the impending battle from behind
its three foot walls and powerful parapets.
The Maj. hastily constructed a substantial
stockade fort and sent for reinforcements.

This fort Maj. Chinn named "Ft. Hen-
rietta" in remembrance of Miss (Mrs.?)
Henrietta Haller who so kindly assisted
him by furnishing him a wagon when he
had been refused by the commanding offi-
cer of Ft. Columbia*.

This news came from Maj. Chinn's
command just as our expedition returned
to The Dalles from Yackima.

Our Co. A. and Capt. Cornoyer's Co.
of French and halfbreeds were at once
ordered East to support Maj. Chinn with
Lieut. Col. Jas. K. Kelly in command.
We made the ride 110 miles in quick
time, only two days.

Upon our arrival at Ft. Henrietta on
the 1st of Nov. we found everybody
anxious to push to the front, but it was
decided that the move would not be made
until at dusk the next evening. It is 30
miles over a high and nearly level Bunch
grass plain to Old Fort Walla Walla.
Now how slick it would he for us to slip
out at dark when the vigilent eyes of
our enemy could not see us and at about
2 o'clock A.M. we could arrive at the
Old Ft. and batter down her great doors
and capture Peo-peo-Mox-mox and his
whole "shooting match" or as my friend

* See Oregon Historical Quarterly for June, 1965. Article titled "OMV's Fort Henrietta On
Winter Duty, 1855-56" p 133. By J. W. Reese
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Maher bad it, "every bloody murderer's
son of them". Col. Kelly during the day
had scouts carefully guarding the sur-
rounding plains that no spying eyes
should observe our preparations, and so
it was, as the shades of evening settled
over the plains around Ft. Henrietta we
moved out to attack the hostile savages
so securely housed in old Ft. Walla Wal-
la. All the long night we wandered on
that trackless and monotonous plain. 0!
what a guide we had ! ! It was not until
day had fully opened upon us that we
could tell where we were at". But when
the Blue mountains loomed up in the
South we headed our course to the North
and at just 11 o'clock A.M. we came out
on the edge of the great plain and could
see the Old Fort and the Walla Walla
river before us.

As we gazed over the vast plains and
the country immediately below and before
us, not a living being was to he seen.
Not a human being, a horse or a cow
stirred to break the awful stillness. A
pall of death seemed to hang over the
country. Moving down, we went into
camp on the river a mile above the Fort
at 12 o'clock noon.

Soon after we had dinner, some of the
officers and a few men went down to the
Fort and we found a scene of perfect
desolation. Everything of value to an
Indian was carried off, even the sacks
having contained green coffee of which
there seemed to have been large quanti-
ties, were ripped open and carried off
and the contents scattered on the floor
mixed up with a hundred miners picks
and shovels which the Hudsons Bay Com-
pany had purchased from discouraged
miners or prospectors returning from the
great Colville rush of the summer just
closed. But one thing of value to an In-
dian was not found. A large quantity of
powder and ounce balls and a Brass How-
itzer which the managers before leaving
with Col. Olney had securely hidden by
carefully taking up some floor and bury-
ing those things under dirt beneath. Of
course we raised this "cache" and secured
all of these stores and later on made good
use of them.

Toward evening an Indian or two
were seen on the other side of the Colum-
bia river at the edge of the water, a few
shots were fired at them without any
apparent effect as it is near a mile across
the river at this place.

Returning to camp in the evening Col.
Kelley reorganized our 'command, which
from its long and rapid march from the
Dalles, its junction with Major Chinn's
and the unusual march of a night and
day across the plains from Ft. Henrietta
had become somewhat disjointed if not
demoralized. All guard detail was wiped
out and a new list begun, (that) was the
first move, and to me the most important
as it chanced that I was called out as
"Sargent of the Guard" which would
make two nights and three days without
sleep unless I should sleep the next day

a thing I never did in all my service
in the Indian country and it will be
noted that the next day to me was a lively
one, as also the next two days. The night
passed quietly but the next morning as
I placed pickets out on a bluff or edge
of the sand plains about a quarter of a
mile from camp I observed tracks of 3
horsemen who had been looking over our
sleeping camp and as they leisurely sur-
veyed us and probably estimated our num-
bers, two of the spys had gotten off their
horses as evidenced by mockisin tracks in
the sand. At the placing of these pickets
my duty was done for the day, and as I
turned to start for camp I observed a
party of horsemen going out from camp
towards the hills which rose up from the
adjacent plains, and on those hilltops
was to be seen Indians in quite numbers.
Turning towards the party of scouts I
was soon among them. The. detachment
was in command of Lieut. Pillow of my
Co. A. and was composed of about 30
of our company, and were "going" for
those Indians on the hills.

Skirmishing Before The Impending
Bloody Conflict

As our party approached the Indians
who were of about equal numbers, they
fled upon our nearing gunshot range.
They went flying across a level grassey
flat for about a mile and again made a
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stand on the top of a ridge or hill.
Rushing rapidly after them over the val-
ley we were soon ascending the hill and
lively firing was opened upon them, but
again the Indians retreated to farther hill-
tops. Of course Caution told us that they
were drawing us into an ambush to de-
stroy us, but heedless of danger we push-
ed madly on from one stand to another
as it only took a few shots to dislodge
the indians and send them flying over the
adjacent plains.

Thus we enjoyed ourselves and prob-
ably to the great amusement of the Si-
washes until late in the afternoon when
we pushed the Indians across a deep
ravine and as they ascended the opposite
side we got in a few rather close shots
which seemed to make them quite mad
and for a short time they made it pretty
warm for us, but we rushed down and
across the ravine and again drove them to
the hilltops. We rested about 10 minutes
and then concluded to return to camp
as we were now some 12 or 15 miles
away. Descending this ravine which runs
to the Walla Walla we soon met a large
detachment coming out to support us.
With this command was Col. Olney the
Indian Agent and some of his Indians.
(The Col. had an Indian wife and of
course had more or less of her people
about them) . We told them where we
had left the Indians and as our horses
were needing rest we went on to camp
while the other command with the Agent
went on up to the Indians and succeeded
in getting an interview with them. The
Indians told our people that they did
not come out to fight us, but were sent
out by Peo-peo-Mox-mox to invite us to
come to his camp and have a "wa wa" or
council, a talk, as he was friendly, and
with this report they returned to camp.
Now kind readers please remember that
our camp and base was on the Walla
Walla river about a mile from Old Ft.
Walla Walla.

The Capture of Peo Peo Mox Mox
The following morning after the days

skirmishing referred to above which
according to my diary was the 5th day
of Nov. (1855) Col. Kelly in command

took about 150 men and officers and
started out across the hills and plains to
the place where Peo peo Mox-mox was
said to be camped on the Tushet, (Tou-
chet) a tributary of the Walla Walla.
This camp was about 8 miles from its
confluence with the Walla Walla. Maj.
Chinn with the balance of the command
and the suply train, was ordered to move
up and camp on the Touchet at a point
where the road crosses that stream about
11/4 miles from its mouth.

Col. Kelly's command was really but
a scouting party, of rather large propor-
tion officers, but we carried no grub or
blankets. I never failed to be one of any
party going out from the main command.
And so it was that I, as well as most of
our company ''A" was with Col. Kelly
when he captured the most famous War
Chief of the Pacific Coast Peo peo
Mox mox. He simply came and met us
with a white flag a flag of deception
to decoy us into a death trap as future
developments demonstrated.

Col. Kelly's detachment moved across
the hills and struck the Touchet 5 or 6
miles up from the mouth and we went
down to the stream and watered, and re-
turned to the plains and dismounted to let
our horses rest and graze a little but did
not unsaddle and in a few minutes we
saw Indians coming over the hills about
a mile away. Hastily we remounted and
rode out in the direction of the oncoming
Indians which we could now see were
about equal to us in numbers, about 150.
The intervening distance of about a mile
was a nearly level plain sloping from
each party towards the other, and each
party came galloping furiously down to-
wards the other, and from the appearance
of the Indians we were going to have a
nice fight here in the open plain. As we
neared to about a quarter of a mile of
each other a white flag was unfurled by
the Indians. (A strip of this rag of de-
ception I still possess) . Orders to halt,
and the Indians did the same. Some of
our officers went forward and met the
leading chiefs and it was found that the
party was no less than Peo peo Mox mox
and several head men with a following
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of 120 or 130 of his picked warriors. The
Chief assured our officers that he was
friendly to the whites, and that he had
come out personally to invite us to come
to his camp where he had prepared for us
a great feast of roast beef etc.

What a cheek the old liar had, while
right by the side of Col. Kelly stood
Col. Olney who less than a fortnight be-
fore he had driven out of the country.
He also had the gall to assure us that it
was the Yackimas and not his peonle
who had sacked the old Fort and carried
off the Government and Hudsons Bay
companies goods, while every Red skin
that surrounded him was wearing a brand
new Government or Hudsons Bay Co's
blanket not 20 days out of their bales or
boxes. They turned about and rode back
accompanied by the Col. and his staff
followed by our boys intermingled with
about an equal number of gaily dressed
and painted savages.

Over the ridge and a short distance
farther we came to a perpendicular rock
bluff of about 100 feet in height. Look-
ing off from this point you see before
you a beautiful grass plat down at the
foor of the rock about 1/2 mile long and
a quarter wide bordered by large Cotton-
wood trees, starting as it were from the
rocks at the lower end of the valley or
plat and leaving only room for a trail at
the upper end, and a mile above this
valley we were told was the Indian camp
where a feast was spread for us. Before
us was a broken place in the rock bluff
where an Indian could ride his pony down
but a white man would surely lead his.
Most of our friends the enemy had
modestly dropped behind. The sun was
just sinking behind the Western horizon
as we arrived at this place and as we were
about to start down into this beautiful
valley (this death trap) Col. Olney said
to Col. Kelly "Col. I don't think it is
safe to go down there at this time."

Col. Kelly turned about and immedi-
ately gave orders to take the Indians
prisoners, and we at first started to drive
the whole crowd but directly word came
to the rear to let them go and only the
head chief and 7 or 8 of his leading men

were held. We marched down the bluff
about a mile to where gentle and sloping
land permitted us to go down to the
river where we found a good place to
camp for the night.

This is a truthful detail of the capture
of that great War Chief Peo peo Mox
mox or Yellow Serpent, and as we ex-
tended our cordon of armed men around
this wiley and treacherous Chief he was
a prisoner of war, but the near future
was to disclose many acts of his which
would have a serious - effect upon the
acts of his captors, or the justification
of their acts.

As To His Guilt
All the following night, as the guard

stood closely around Peo Peo Mox mox
he continually called out for his people
to come to him.

I will remark here, that from the mo-
ment of his capture those hundred or
more of his people, who were with him
at that time, continued to hang around,
but at a safe distance away, presumably
to pick him up and carry him off in "case
he should succeed in escaping from the
guard.

He was denounced as a traitor and as
having tried to decoy us into a death
trap, but he declared his innocence and
asserted that his people would come and
talk with us (a section lost here?ed.)
and various companies of our command
and were being met and repulsed by the
steady firing of vollies from the Oregon
Mounted Volunteers the smoke of
their vollies rising at times to obscure a
view of the deadly conflict. At the same
time other hundreds of the enemy were
nearby in the adjoining timber. Ordered
to double quick our company rushed on.

About that time a conflict was ob-
served in the timber near the right of
us. Our captain ordered Sergeant Rob-
erts with ten men to the support at that
point. We lost no time and upon arrival
found Capt. Bennet with a detachment of
his company H engaged with a body of
Indians vrho were soon driven across the
river into the open 'country and were
followed by my detachment and as we
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pursued them rapidly (here the mms
is torn )

At an early hour we moved up the
river. We went by the route of the pre-
vious evening to the bluff and very
cautiously descended that trail leading
down into the beautiful valley of the
Touchet and there many officers and men

myself with the number went and
examined the evidence of what we were
cautioned by Col. Olney was an ambus-
cade for our destruction.

We found at the edge of the big tim-
ber surrounding one side of the valley
was a very dense growth of briers or tall
rose bushes and wild currant of from 6
to 8 feet in height, and immediately be-
hind this strip or border was a space of
several feet from 3 to 10 which
was flattened down, or trampled down,
and the tracks and other evidence'of hav-
ing been concealed behind this border
or shield at least one thousand warriors
ready, as soon as we had reached the val-
ley to arrise up from their hiding and
rush upon us. And while Peo peo Mox
mox and his hundred or more picked
warriors would assist, and prevent our
retreat as they intended to assassinate or
murder every one of us.

Pasing out by a narrow trail between
the timber and the rock bluff we came
into a wide and more open valley and a
mile farther on we came to the camp of
the intended assassins, where 3 or 4 thou-
sand Red Skins had rested in supposed
security with all the leading warriors of
the Yakimas, Cayuses & Walla Wallas
with many Paluses (Palouse) and some
Spokanes combined, to wipe out the
White man's army by first annihilating
this its main branch and follow up and
complete the job later on.

This now was a camp of desolation.
Lodge poles and camp fires under which
much valuable plunder was cached
buried or hidden was all that was left.
One hundred thousand horses and cattle
had moved out across the plains towards
the upper valley of the Walla Walla dur-
ing the darkness of the previous night,
making a trail as they went 3/4 of a mile
wide in which bunch grass and small

shrubs were trampled into dust ankle
deep.

Still holding our prisoner with his 100
or more satelites surrounding his. at a
safe distance, we waited the coming of
events or the surrounding Indians, while
Peo peo Mox mox continued to call out,
"Winum winnum" until late in the af-
ternoon when we started across the plains
and joined Maj. Chinn with our blankets
and grub at the appointed place at the
crossing of the Touchet.

Now as we held our prisoners under
a secure guard, consisting of well armed
men standing closely around them, of
whom I was the Sergeant in command
during the night, we will stop off to
make a review of the conditions of affairs
up to the present time, for on the morn-
ing opens another chapter of the great
drama of our campaign, or the tragedy
in which hundreds of human lives pass
into Eternity.

Our campaign into the Yakima country
demonstrated that the main body of the
warriors of that tribe, after defeating Maj.
Haller's command, which was driven
hack to The Dalles went hurriedly
over to the Walla Walla and joined the
tribes of that country and were there, or
had their emissaries there, at the time or
before Col. Olney was there for the pur-
pose of paying these chiefs their cash
annuities.

And, as soon as Col. Olney and the
Hudson's Bay people left, somebody at
once proceeded to sack Ft. Walla Walla
and appropriate the property and goods
left there to their own use. Of course
they knew that this was an act of hostili-
ty that the Government or the Terri-
tories of Or. and Wash. would send an
army to punish them and they must meet
this army as best they could.

The army was coming and it seems
Peo peo Mox mox attempted to anni-
hilate a large portion of it by strategy
and assassination and failing in this his
people moved hurriedly to a more favor-
able location about 25 miles away, and
where the intervening country offered a
better opportunity to contest the strength
of the enemy on the open plains, in
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depths of the forest and behind the many
sheltering bluffs and buttes.

As to the exact day of the sacking of
Ft. Walla Walla, no white man can tell,
but the following facts point very closely
to the time. My readers may refer to
a former chapter and find that two Col-
ville miners who were intending to re-
plenish their supplies for the coming win-
ter came with their pack animals to Ft.
Walla Walla for that purpose Wash
Alexander and Tilden of Puget Sound.
They found to their surprise, upon arriv-
ing there that the place was abandoned
and every thing of value to an Indian
carried away. This was to them the first
intimation of trouble between the Whites
and Indians.

They then started for The Dalles,
crossing the plains to Umatilla 25 or 30
miles. Late in the evening they suddenly
dropped onto an Indian camp. Escape
was scarcely possible as they were already
observed, so they rode boldly up and
fell into the hands of that fine old
Christian Gentleman and White man's
friend, Winnensnoots.

They were his guests and as such
guarded through the night and informa-
tion given as to the state of affairs. Dur-
ing the night an effort was made to
murder them, by some emissaries of the
Yackimas who were in the camp seeking
to turn the others against the Whites.
The next morning they were furnished
a guard to protect them until out of reach
of those Yackimas. Now this party over-
took Col. Olney's caravan before it
reached The Dalles and Mr. Alexander
enlisted in Co. A about the 16th to the
20th of Oct. and was now one of the
guard who stood by me about the treach-
erous old chief at the crossing of the
Toucher on the night of Nov. 6th.

And so it would appear that Ft. Walla
Walla was sacked and robbed by or with
the consent of Peo peo Mox mox almost
immediately after Col. Olney and the
Hudsons Bay people left. It will he ap-
parent to all that the object of the fore-
going chapter is to give the reader the
facts in the case that he may decide in
his mind the awful and important ques-

tion. Was Peo peo Mox mox trying to
deceive us and decoy us into a death trap,
or was he an honest man who only
wished to pilot us to his home and spread
a feast before us?

Of course the reader will see that the
writer was at the time totally and fully
of the opinion that Peo peo Mox mox
was a traitor, a deceiver. Yes, I concien-
tiously assert that Peo peo Mox mox met
us with a falsehood on his lips, and the
unmistakable evidence of it on the back
of every murderer who accompanied him,
for as heretofore stated each one of them
were clad in the stolen property of Ft.
Walla Walla. And the concluding evi-
dence was still to be called in, which
was the fact that no power in that country
could of molested Old Fort Walla Walla
without the consent of this all-powerful
and head war chief of the country, Peo
peo Mox mox.

What next should we do ? Our officers
counciled during the night and it was
decided that as the Indians would neither
talk or fight that we would on the next
day move up into the valley and secure
a place and go into winter quarters. And
the next day we moved and it was a lively
move too for a few days.

The Battle Of Walla Walla
Early in the morning of Nov. 7 our

command was ready to move to the Walla
Walla valley to select our proposed winter
quarters, and as proved to be our course
was directly towards the new camp of
the Indians. From our camp on the
Toucher the road went over a low range
of hills for two miles. Our company was
this morning the rear guard, and as we
reached the summit of the hills the Walla
Walla valley lay in plain view before us
for nearly (not legible) miles, bordered
on our right by the river with its strip
of large cottonwood timber.

Just beyond, in front of us, was rag-
ing the greatest conflict between Whites
and Indians that ever was fought on the
Pacific Coast. - - - (missing) Whites
and Indian warriors - - variously in

upon them for this purpose one
of his leading men was released and sent
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with a special message of peace to his
people, that, if they would come and talk
all would be well, but if not their chief
would be held until satisfaction for the
depredations committed and the attempt-
ed assassination and murder of our com-
mand was made.

As daylight came the next morning
apparently the same Indians were hover-
ing about us and our messenger had not
returned to report and never did he
and the old warrior was still hallowing
at the top of his voice, "Winum ! winum",
come, come, or something to that effect.

- - - about 25 head of cattle which we
swiped under our protecting care and
made to fly away ahead of us.

We were unable to find an opening
in the timber where we could recross to
our command for several miles and were
compelled to fight our way along and
at one time the Indians made a deter-
mined stand at a protecting ridge where
we had to compel them to leave some
hair behind ere they could he dislodged.
Finally we came to a trail across the river
and pushed our fat cattle through and
turned them over to Capt. Foutteroy ?,
(W. H. Fountleroy) the Quartermaster
and soon joined our Capt. Wilson at the
front and of course in the thickest of the
fight. Yes, I truthfully say, "the thickest
of the fight" for the records will show
that although we started out as rear guard,
we lost more dead and wounded than any
other company during the battle and at
dusk of the 1st day were carrying our
dead from the front of the battle.

But we will try to follow as near as
we can the other companies with a de-
tail of this four days conflict. For the
first day we pushed on, so that our work
extended over 10 miles from the starting.
Some companies pushed the enemy along
the foot of the hills or edge of the bench
land, others met charging hosts on the
level greasewood flats, while others mov-
ed steadily through the brush and timber
driving the Redskins from tree to tree
at the point of the bayonet. This was
work assigned to our Co. "A", as many
of the company were armed with Govern-
ment muskets with bayonets and was of

course considered hest for this close and
lively work.

Linn County's company was close to
the border of the timber and at one time
had a very stubborn engagement with a
large force of the enemy at a point just
above the mouth of Dry Creek where a
strip of large willows extended out some
distance from the timber and afforded a
shelter or hiding for the Indians. But
as they were gradually forced to retreat
as the Whites advanced, one, more brave
or determined than the others, remained
hidden behind the last or outward clump
of willows, and as Lieut. Burrows of that
company came charging up in the lead
of his detachment at the distance of only
10 or 12 yards, received a bullet from
the deadly aim of that determined savage
which felled him dead from his horse,
and as the Indian raised and attempted
to escape he was literally riddled with
bullets from the Lieut's comrades.

Soon we came to the old French settle-
ment known as French Town. There
were 5 or 6 log cabins about which was
a few acres enclosed with a rail fence.
Behind these fences and in these cabins
were shelters for the enemy, and these
positions were to be attacked and the
stubborn resistance of the Indians over-
come by force, or stategy. Capt. Wilson
of Co. "A" and Bennet of Co. "H" were
jointly at the lead in these engagements.

Capt. Wilson's policy was to "flank"
the Indians who took stand in the cabins,
driving them back in the timber which
was usually nearby, while other companies
pushed them on the open ground and the
Indians in cabins would find themselves
being surrounded and then, of course,
they would retreat from their stronghold.

About the 2nd or 3rd of those cabins
was quite a large one and belonged to a
Mr. Tarock. Having now 3 or 4 dead
and several wounded we took possession
of this cabin and made our camp.

There we still held our prisoners, Peo
peo Mox mox and his comrades. The
storm of powder and lead was raging on
all sides like a passing cyclone. The
prisoners, who were under Corp. Fell and
a detail of 20 Men were becoming very
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restless, giving the guard much trouble
to hold them.

Col. Kelly was seen riding by and
Corp. Fell sent to him the condition of
the prisoners and asked what he should
do with them ? The Col. sent word to
"tie them and if they won't be tied.
D- T Kill them."

Ropes were brought into the circle.
The prisoners evidently thought now was
the last chance to escape. Now the car-
nage began. The prisoners grabbing
knives and pistols and struggling with
the guard for their guns, all was a mass
of deadly strife and confusion, but in
less than minutes all was still and Peo
peo Mox mox and his followers lay still
in death. Many of the guard were
wounded by knife cuts or gunshot but
none killed.

I have time and again described this
deadly conflict, but it is so sickening that
I will spare my readers at this time. Yes,
the struggle was furious and desperate.
Sergeant Maj. Miller, who was Officer-
of-the-Day was wounded in the arm by
a bullet while struggling with one for
his own pistol. Corp. Fell received a bad
slash across the breast from the hands of
one of the large young Chiefs. Ad Stump,
who was staggering backwards to avoid
a blow from the powerful arm with
gleaming knife in hand of Wolf Skin,
son of Peo peo Mox mox, was saved
from instant death by a comrade who
struck Wolf Skin with a heavy rifle
across the head sending his skull and
brains 20 feet away. And so it went.

One after another in quick succession
were stricken down the instant that they
succeeded in obtaining or were struggling
to obtain the possession of some deadly
weapon. Had they remained quiet there
was not one of that guard that would
have harmed a hair of their heads.

These (Indians) were not Pygmies.
There was not a one of them but was
over 6 feet and Peo peo Mox mox and
both of his sons who were with him
were over 6 feet 4 inches in height.

Death Of Captain Bennet
The advance had pushed on some dis-

tance. Co. "B" had taken possession of
the bluff of a nearby plain where they
had hurriedly excavated rifle pits where
they were receiving and vigorously re-
pulsing the charging of some 200 savages,
which was again and again repeated with
serious loss of life (to the Indians) at
each charge.

Co. "A" and "H" pushed on through
the timber and captured two more of
those cabins held by the enemy. Another
cabin was in our way. Capt. Bennet of
Co. "H" suggested a charge on the place
which was full of savages with their guns
sticking out of every window and crack
between logs. Capt. Wilson advised the
flank movement as heretofore, which
would result in the Indians retreating
from the cabin. Capt. Bennet made some
remark, not very distinct to my ear, some-
thing about "Squaws' way of fighting"
and called for Co. "H" to follow him,
and his men and some of ours Co. "A"

and followed up a little slough bor-
dered by small willow, until very nearly
opposite the house and as he raised his
head above the bush a crack of a rifle
was heard and the Captain received a
bullet just below the eye ranging upward
which fell him dead.

His followers at first started to retreat
when E. B. Kelso of Co. "A" called out

"Boys don't let the Indians get your
captain" and turned about and lifted
Capt. Bennet up and as he did so he
received a rifle ball also just below the
eye and he fell.

Capt. Wilson's detachment having now
advanced on the right the Indians re-
treated from the cabin and the bodies
were recovered before being mutilated
by the savages. E. B. Kelso was my
mess-mate and a very noble and compan-
ionable young man he was, too.

A large body of Indians had now
gathered on a bluff about a quarter of
a mile away, while in the greasewood
knolls intervening the Indians were thick-
ly hidden. A "greasewood knoll" is a
little hummock or bunch of earth usually
about a rod in diameter and two feet
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high, rising from a level alkali flat, with
one or two clumps of greasewood bushes
growing on top. This shrub has growth
in this locality of about 2 feet. This you
will observe is a most ideal shelter for
hostile forces to approach each other to
a very close range.

Now to dislodge that large body of
the enemy on that bluff or edge of the
plains was not within the reach of our
guns, so Capt. Wilson sent the writer
to camp with orders to bring up that
brass howitzer and the ammunition we
obtained hidden under the floor at old
Ft. Walla Walla. This gun was about
three feet long with a bore of about 1
inches in diameter.

Upon returning with the gun Capt.
Wilson called for 2 good stout men to
carry it as far out towards the Indians on
the bluff as possible. (Of coIrse we
knew that all of the intervening distance
was alive with hostiles) As usual I con-
sidered myself as capable of filling the
bill on such a call, and asking my friend
Sam Holcom to join me, we lugged the
heavy howitzer out towards the assembled
crowd on the bluff for several hundred
yards, when the bullets began coming so
close and so fast that we dumped the old
thing on to a greasewood knoll and
dumped ourselves down behind and out
of sight. Capt. Wilson with a small de-
tachment was creeping cautiously along
among the knolls, each or nearly all
carrying some of the necessary supplies,
balls, powder and wadding, while the
Capt. carried a stick of about 4 feet in
length on which he could place some
burning taper or match for firing the
gun.

Crawling up to the howitzer as it was
thrown on the knoll he very carefully
pointed it toward the Indians on the
bluff, and fired it off. No special effect
upon the onlookers seemed to have been
produced, Mr. Holcom and I raised the
gun on end and hurriedly poure'd down
its capacious throat about two quarts of
powder and then some old clothes or
rags and then 10 or 15 lbs. of ounce
balls and some more rags and dropped it,
ready for the Capt. and immediately drop-

ped ourselves into shelters, for a per-
fect cloud of balls from the enemy had
been whirling by our heads while we
were exposed. The Captain, as before,
leveled or pointed the gun towards the
crowd of Indians on the bluff and applied
the fagot.

The howitzer ran hack about 20 feet,
plowing a furrow 8 or 10 inches deep.
On the hill or bluff was a wonderful
commotion. Men were seen to fall from
their horses. Horses were seen cavorting
around like wild, and everything seemed
impressed with the idea that something
had happened.

Hastily reloading the gun the same
result followed at both ends, as the addi-
tional confusion on the hill and the same
kind of a furrow at the rear.

Again it was reloaded, the bullets as
usual whistling by us, this time one actu-
ally passed between our heads which were
not very far apart which caused my corn-
rade Mr. Holcom to make some very
pertinent as well as positive remarks.
Hastening to place the gun in a position
to bear directly on the enemy the Captain
again assumed his usual position, laying
flat on the ground some 6 feet away he
reached out his fire brand and Bang!
went the gun. The Capt. dropped from
somewhere, his head against my side,
his face covered with blood and dirt. I
jumped up and raised him in my arms
and said my God Captain are you killed?

In a short time he recovered his speech
and replied, "No, I am only cut, where
is my cap". That, to the Captain, very
important article, was some 20 feet
away.

The howitzer! Where was it? The
only evidence of its having been here
was a hole in the top of the greasewood
knoll about 18 inches deep and two feet
across. 20 inches of the muzzle laid some
25 feet in one direction, and a short
piece of the breach some distance in the
opposite. Some one said we had "busted
t.

The evening of the first day of this
bloody conflict was closing upon us and
we gathered our dead and withdrew to
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our camp about 1 1/2 miles in the rear.
All others did the same. Not even a
picket guard was placed about the camp.

It is now fairly dark and all were
engaged in preparing our supper. No
one, at least I, had not tasted a morsel
since the early morning. All were hungry,
at least I was and I believe I express the
feeling of the command when I say this.
Fires were hastily started and coffee pots
were on for the evening meal. Some of
the men were gay and lively, talking of
the fun of the day just closed while others
were more gloomy and sober for the
loss of some loved comrade and our mess
of 7 stout young men now 6
mourned the loss of our comrade, the
brave E. B. Kelso, who lost his young
life in his attempt to save the intrepid
Bennet from being scalped by the savages.

Yes, the darkness had closed upon us.
Our camp fires alone showed the busy
throng of specters flitting about in the
dark, when all were startled by the sound
of our enemy's bullets whistling through
our camp.

"Put out the lights ! Put out the
lights! ! Fall in here, Co. "A". Fall in
Co. "B", etc.", was the orders issued
immediately upon the knowledge of the
daring night attack upon our camp.

Coffee pots were upset upon the blaz-
ing fires, frying pans and fire brands
were kicked in every direction and each
hungry patriot fell into line to await
further orders. No further attack was
made.

There was an apparent neglect of duty
in not placing out a picket guard. But
to one familiar with the work of the
past day or so it is not strange.

The different companies had but just
returned from their several and scattered
plans of work, and the Officer-of-the-
Day had not had sufficient time to make
his detail for guard duty for the coming
day. In fact all previous orders were ex-
ecuted and all officers and guards had
completed their 24 hours of work.

But now the companies were all in
line and orders were given to proceed
to the front and take positions to repel

any further attack. About 20 acres sur-
rounding our camp 'was inclosed by a
rail fence and at this fence we were
stationed each man with his gun through
a crack and there watching carefully to-
wards the enemy we laid the long dreary
and chilly night.

But this was not an opportunity for
rest, for in plain view and in our hearing
scenes were being enacted and acts being
performed that would send a thrill of
horror to those even who had spent half
a lifetime amid scenes of danger and
strife. Of course many of us had crossed
the plains and had fought the Indians
in many varying places from the Missouri
on over to the Cascade Mts., but to those
who had not seen much of Indian war-
fare (Many of Co. "A" were merchants
and others who had come to this country
by water) this night must have been one
of horrors too miserable to describe.

Before us and just out of gunshot
range they burned the next cabin to us
and around it (they were) holding the
horrible war dance *here several hundred
Indians in war dress and paint circled
around it in the most fantastic fashion of
singing and howling at the top of their
voices and at times charging for a short
distance towards us as if to make an
attack upon our lines.

Thus the whole long night passed and
as the dawn of the next day broke over
the eastern horizon hundreds of the Red
Skins were seen in long lines heading out
and taking possession of the most favor-
able positions, as they supposed, for a
renewal of the conflict.

But no time was lost by Co. "A" and
as soon as our gun sights could be seen
distinctly we pushed out and charged
upon a strong positon occupied by us
in the marching work of the day previous
but now occupied by the enemy. Having
after a severe struggle regained positions
in this projecting point or bit of timber
we had no time or opportunity to retire
for our breakfast and so we remained
at the front, having lost two men by seri-
ous wounds and one death.

The other most important position
gained by the enemy in their morning
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move was the fortified hlt, 11 where Co.
"B" and detachments of others had made
open rifle pits in its face on our side
while the Indians occupied the level plain
beyond. This position the enemy seemed
to think was impregnable judging from
the many and unsuccessful charges they
had made upon that point the day pre-
vious. And so they were prompt in taking
possession in the early morning and with
great caution they secured quantities of
bunch grass and laid it in the face of the
rifle pits. Company "B" and the other
detachments of this wing, since it corn-
menced, were less anxious about their
position, but when they had refreshed
themselves with hot coffee and beans
they marched out and charged upon the
poor fools who now found the rifle pits
of the Whiteman were the wrong-side-to
for an Indian and hence many of them
fell dead in the deceptive holes.

Being driven out of their open sided
rifle pits they renewed the attack in a
few hours on horse-back as upon the day
before, charging up in grand style and
upon receiving a volley of lead from
their enemy, retreating in great disorder,
leaving one or more dead behind them.
And I will here remark that for real
daredevil bravery there were many fine
exhibitions of it during these days of
conflict.

Today Nov. 8 finds the Indians ap-
parently more stubborn than on the day
before.

While I try to detail the work of the
different companies, I must be excused
if I fail to mention all and every one
who acted a part in this conflict. I have
had occasion to make mention of my Co.
"A"s work because I was one of them
and had the opportunity to know. Co.
"B" was made up mostly of frontiersmen
from The Dalles and were my friends and
acquaintances before the war, and all of
their work of any interest has been time
and again detailed to me since, at camp-
fires, and besides this, it will be remem-
bered that Co. "A" is at work in the
timber on the right while Co. "B" is on
a bluff in plain view to the left, while
the intervening distance was a grease-

wood flat among whose clumps and
knolls were creeping Redskins whose
black heads would occasionally raise up
above the hush and as surely receive a
shot from one of the many brave boys
who were quietly watching from a shelter-
ing greasewood close in front. There
were other companies or detachments of
whom I could tell but little. But all
were at work on the same job and each
seemed determined to do his duty.

About 10 o'clock A.M. it was thought
safe for small details to be relieved and
to go to camp for something to eat. And
accordingly one or two messes of 6 or 7
men would quietly slip away by the rear
and go for "beans". Now remember it
is 36 hours since we have had a mouthful.

About 1 o'clock mess 5 of which I was
one was enjoying our relief and were
about to return when a messenger came
with the startling report that the Indians
had rushed on Co. "A" and Co."H" and
had driven them from their position.

To Arms and a Rush to the Front
It will be remembered that Co. "A"

and some of Co. "H" were in a strip
or point of cimber running out from the
river timber for some distance and op-
posite to it at a distance of 50 to 100
yards across a grass flat was other timber
in which the enemy held position. A
large body of Indians had accumulated
there and making a charge across this
open flat had driven our men out of the
timber to shelter in the greasewood and
rye grass hunches. Now as our reinforce-
ments of 40 or 50 men reached or neared
our old position we took in the situation
at once and I ordered or led our bunch
of boys past this point of timber and made
a drive direct across the open toward the
timber where the Indians had been in
position. While our Co. "A" was close
at their front this daring crowd was
closing down on their rear. This they
could not stand, and it was just fun to
see the buggers skiddaddle back across
the open to regain their old position,
but which was now partly occupied, and
they were also followed by our company
who now with us held equal positions
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with the enemy in this timber, and a
match of sharp shooting continued the
balance of the day. As the shades of
evening closed upon us we returned to
camp carrying one dead comrade and
three wounded. In our counter charge
Mr. Fleming, a nice middle aged farmer
who lived a few miles out from Portland
lost his life in defense of his and his
neighbors homes.

Well our days work was done, and as
I had during the day chanced to find a
trail leading thro the timber and across
the river by which the Indians could
approach us to advantage, I was prompt-
ly ordered to take 7 men and guard the
crossing all night which we did without
sleep for another night.

The third day was a continuation of the
work of the day previous.

The Indians stood their ground most
stubbornly, holding every position they
assumed in the early morning and con-
tinued their unavailable (unavailing ?)
charges every hour or two upon our forces
at the left, while the greasewood flats
were filled with the black heads and
every tree in the timber before us had a
Redskin behind it cautiously watching for
a shot at a White mans head, or his hat if
it was temptingly exposed even on the
end of a stick as it was often done for a
decoy or for amusement.

Our people seemed to be less impet-
uous and under ordinary conditions will-
ing to hold our position and let the
enemy wear themselves and their ammun-
ition out.

An incident occured in the evening of
this 3rd day that illustrates to some ex-
tent our condition and our camp life
which I will give while I have nothing
else to write of interest for this day.

While in at dinner about 3 or 4 o'clock,
I took a notion that I would unroll my
blankets and make down our bed so that
my chum Alexander and I could take a
sleep at night. You see we had not done
this for three days. Some time since we
made camp here, I don't know which day,
for it will be remembered I was at work
at the front all the time.

But the command had built a stockade
fort, or a corral of rails or timbers set
on end on three sides of our camp en-
closing about 1/4 of an acre leaving the
fourth side next to the river, which ran
near by, open.

Now to the "incident", as I went to
spread our blankets close by the side of
this stockade on a smooth and level place
a Mr. Gatten of our company came along
and claimed the locality, saying that he
had slept there the two nights previous.
I told him I didn't care a "continental"
if he had, that I had not slept anywhere
the last two nights, and proceeded to
locate my bed.

At about dusk our Orderly Sargent
Perkins called on me to give him a de-
tail of 3 men for guard duty saying that
those who he had called on claimed that
they had been on some kind of night
work for several days. For one I gave
him the name of Samuel Gatten and
told him of our row as proof that he
had been having sleep the two previous
nights.

Well it seems that Mr. Gatten did not
report for duty at the guard tent and
the result when his relief was called
along about midnight the officer of the
day Major Chinn called on Sargent Per-
kins for the man Gatten who had failed
to appear. Our big burley Sargent called
out in a very peremptory tone of voice
to Mr. Gatten to come out and go on
duty. Well Gatten was mad. He got up
from his blankets nearby and he cursed
every thing black and blue from officers
down to pack mules in a tone of voice
that could be heard above sounds of the
savages war dance. At this Maj. Chinn
came walking back and as he came close
up he shook his fist in Gattens face and
remarked very pointedly. "Mr. Samuel
Gatten if you don't like this camp you
can just leave it". Mr. Samuel Gatten
walked for guard duty.

The idea ! A man leaving our camp
and it surrounded on all sides by 1000
savage warriors and 300 miles from a
white settlement.

Now this days work is done.
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The fourth day and final windup of
this last great struggle of the Yackima
war. The work began at an early hour
this morning by the enemy trying to gain
possession of the timber in which Co.
"A" and Co. ''H'' were at work but were
repulsed after a sharp conflict in which
two of our boys were wounded and three
of the Indians killed and we think sev-
eral wounded.

Some savage charges were made early in
the day on the bluff and much close
fighting in the greasewood. Later on as
the day passed the conflict was less spirit-
ed but continuous.

About 3 o'clock while I chanced to be
in for "Beans" an attack was made upon
our stockade fort from the opposite side
of the river. The enemy came down
through the timber and from the thick
brush on the other side they opened fire
into the open side of our Stockade. Col.
Olney was at the time in camp and as-
sumed command and ordered all hands
to arms and to charge the Indians and
drive them out. The river on our side
was not lined with brush and it was
about 30 yards wide and two feet deep.
Olney seemed to have no gun but was
urging the men to charge across the river.
Several were hesitating on the bank as
I came down, and not relishing the idea
of standing up in plain view to be shot
at, I hurriedly rushed into the water and
across, followed only by a comrade by
the name of Charley Trotter. I heard
Olney say something like "dam procras-
tination".

As we pushed across the river the bul-
lets whistled by but seemed to be aimed
at some one on the other shore. and con-
firmed my opinion and experience that
an Indian cannot shoot steadily and accu-
rately at a Whiteman who is coming
directly and determinedly towards him.

As Trotter and I entered the bush the
Indians skiddadled like Jack rabbits and
about this time some 10 or 15 men on
horseback were coming across. This party
had our horses with them and we mount-
ed and drove the Redskins well to the
rear and then took a position on a small

Butte where we could observe any farther
attempt to sneak up in our rear.

Excuse my modesty if I mention that
the Col; in his report of this attack men-
tioned that Sargent Roberts led the charge
across the Walla Walla river in driving
the Indians out of the timber.

We remained in the possession of this
Butte the balance of the afternoon as it
gave us a clear view of any attempt to
sneak on our rear or of any other strategic
movement of the enemy.

Later in the afternoon smoke could be
seen rising in great columns in nearly
every part of the valley. Being acquainted
with the country I could recognize the
locations of the various settlers who had
lived all their lives here, or those who had
taken claims since the treaties, and at
every house a column of smoke marked
the destruction of their homes. The build-
ings erected by Brook & Bumford at the
old Whitman Mission were going up in
smoke. The home of Ransom Clark up
in the central part of the valley was plain-
ly discernable by its column and all along
down the Walla Walla was to be seen at
Pembrans, at Mc Beams and all the old
French settlers down to the last house
to our front was to be seen the work of
destruction, the last act to wipe out the
work of the Whiteman from this beau-
tiful valley.

We stood watching this work of de-
struction, naturally speculating in regard
to it. I told our party that my idea was
that the "jig was up" with the Indians,
that they were defeated and were intend-
ing to retreat and as a last fiendish act
they were destroying everything they
could before leaving.

Looking to the West across the plains
near the Lumatum (Tum-a-Lum) cross-
ing of the Walla Walla we saw a flag
flying at the head of a column of horse-
men. On they came at their greatest
speed, over the little bench plains and
across the little streams and soon it was
seen that they were heading directly
towards the little group of men on the
Butte and as they rounded up about us
we found at the head, Capt. Humason of
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Co. "B" bringing to our support the de-
tachments of companies left behind at
Fort Henrietta. Passing on to our camp
they soon joined in the general conflict.

As the shades of evening settled over
the lovely valley on the fourth day of
this bloody and awful conflict everything
became quiet. No scattering shots were
fired, no nearby cabins were burned, no
savage war-whoops were heard and the
nightly war-dance around burning homes
(was) done forever, in this the home of
the bravest Red Man that ever sank a
tomahawk in a Whitemans skull.

Those were the largest and bravest
aborigines ever found on the continent
and were no trifling adversary to contend
with as our great loss in dead and wound-
ed was evidence, and as their loss showed
the desperate manner in which they
fought for what they thought to be their
rights it is evident that they were brave
to desperation.

On the battlefield we found 87 dead
and in the river we found 15, and at their
camp was found 12 dead Indians which
had been wounded and taken to "swet
houses" where they had died and were
left upon their flight.

Thus it seems 114 lost their lives in
that 4 days conflict besides what may
have died later from wounds received
there.

After the Battle was over, After the
enemy we went.

Early in the morning after the re-
treat of the enemy 150 of us who were
well mounted, took the trail after the
retreating Indians. About 12 miles up
Mill creek we found their deserted camp
with 12 of their wounded dead and much
abandoned plunder which they were un-
ables to carry off.

The first night we camped on the Cop-
pia where we feasted on fine fat beef as
many fine cattle were left behind by the
fleeing Indians.

By this halt we missed the opportunity
of our lives as we learned later, for the
enemy had made their first halt only a
few miles beyond, and if we had made a
night attack we could of captured the

whole "Shooting match". But as we
came so close, our shooting of beef for
supper gave the alarm and they pulled
out until they went pell-mell across Snake
River into the Paluse country.

That awful mob of over 2000 Indians
with 125,000 head of horses pushed
headlong into the great river, horses, men,
women and children in one indescribable
mass rushing for the other shore. Hun-
dreds and hundreds of horses were known
to have been drowned and no telling how
many poor human beings lost their lives
in their frantic effort to escape from
what they supposed would be sure death
if overtaken.

As we followed up we found much lost
or abandoned plunder and stock. Their
cattle were soon left behind, but the most
interesting find was a pony loaded with
little papooses safely lashed on. But to
the credit of the loving mother I will say
that when she became aware of this loss
of her treasures she came back hunting
for them chancing her life among those
awful Whites rather than be separated
from her little ones. Oh the strength of
a mothers love.

It is scarcely necessary to say that she
was treated with royal kindness by her
captors.

At the Toucanon (Tucanon) we learn-
ed from some French who had fled from
their homes in Walla Walla that the In-
dians told them as they passed that they
had fought the "Boston Men" until most
of their Tyies (chiefs) were killed but
that they saw them coming from the
West as thick as trees on the mountains.

After finding that the Indians were
across Snake river we returned to our
camp at Fort Bennett.

Directly after supplying a longfelt want
with bacon and beans I took a walk about
our camp and found that the brave boys
who had, as was their custom, stayed at
home, had taken Peo peo Mox mox and
his companions who had been hurriedly
thrown into an old cache when killed
and lightly covered with some old straw
and trash and had dragged them some
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distance from the fort or stockade and
promptly scalped them. Not being satis-
fied with scalping, they had taken the
ears and piece after piece of the skull of
Peo peo Mox mox until there was none
left, and others wishing souvenirs had
turned him over and 3 strips of skin had
been taken off of his back about 11/2
inches wide.

Not wishing to appear tender hearted
in such matters I waited until after dark
and then I took a spade that I had ob-
served at the side of the quartermasters
tent and by the side of the old warrior I
commenced digging a grave. There came
along a man who asked me what I was
doing, I hesitatingly told him, so he took
my spade and helped me a few minutes
and then went on. When I had the hole
about 31/4 feet deep I rolled his body in
and scraped in his scattered brains and
filled up the grave with dirt.

This is the funeral or burial of the
most celebrated Indian war chief ever
known west of the Rock Mountains,
Peo peo Mox mox.

We Leave Fort Bennett
And Establish Camp Curry

As heretofore related we found at dif-
ferent places along the river dead Indians
in the stream having evidently been
thrown in after being killed. It was
therefore thought best for the Sanitary
interest of our command to move camp.
So the next day after our return we moved
up the river about 6 miles and camped at
the mouth of Yellow Hawks creek on the
lower or west side. This place we named
Camp Curry, and here the command re-
mained all winter. Life at Camp Curry
was somewhat monotonous and to re-
lieve the time that I remained I will speak
of incidents of our pastime.

Breaking Cayuses
Many thousand Indian horses were

left roaming over the country and to
round up and break to ride these fine
Cayuse ponies afforded much pleasure
and to some a little profit. Many of the
best horses that were roped proved to be
too (rambunctous) for the inexperienced

hands of some of the boys and so when
they found they could not very well
handle them they would put a bullet
in their head so that they could get their
rope off and go and catch another.

Prospecting for grub was a pleasure
as well as a pastime. Many hogs and
cattle were left by the Indians and French
& half breeds. These hogs soon became
an object of much interest to the boys
because strict orders were given not to
molest them. Considerable wheat and
corn was found in "caches" and dug
out by the boys and came in good time
as we were short of flour.

We found a large hand mill near the
Whitman Mission which we set up and
kept running from morning until night.
As I chanced to be the one to find the
old mill, our "mess" claimed especial
rights to use it when ever we chanced to
need it, and this was the cause of some
little pleasant conflicts.

We had many amusing incidents in
Bronco busting, and many of the boys
secured valuable horses which relieved
their wearied mounts which had endured
the long and furious marches of the pre-
vious two months and I was one who
succeeded in pulling out a fine 5 year old
mare with which I made many flying
rides over tie beautiful Walla Walla
valley and surrounding country.

A Sad Incident
One evening as I was walking with a

friend of mine, a young man by the name
of Ad Abington, of Co. I, to look after
our horses, we came to his, a very fine
mare, the very best of his company, the
one that he rode in that daring charge on
the first day of the battle in which he
was so nearly cut off from his command
and received a severe wound in "Bacturn
posterior" the which made him get quite
lame. As we came quite close to his
animal he wished to start it out a little
farther towards the grass and he gave
the mare a punch in the ribs with the
muzzle of his rifle, an explosion, and a
bullet passed through the noble animals
heart and it fell dead at his feet. The
pitiful cries of the poor boy when he saw
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the fine animal drop into death ! A pet
he had raised at his home and had been
the pride of his boyhood and had carried
him so gallantly in battle.

Escort For The Dead

Transportation had arrived for carry-
ing our wounded and some of the dead
of the late battle, to the Dalles and so it

was ordered that escort of 10 men should
be sent with the train.

As things now stood I could see no
more use of my service here, so I made
up my mind to return home until I might
be needed if at all later on, and so I

asked for a furlough which I was granted
to take effect when I should have com-
pleted the work conveying the bodies of
Captain James .A. Bennett, Lieut. Burrows
and Private Crow to the home of their
friends and was appointed by Col. Kelly
to take charge of the escort for the train
with the wounded and those bodies.

We left Camp Curry Dec. 20, 1855
and camped at Wild Horse creek. The
21st at Upper Umatilla crossing. The
22nd at the Lower crossing, and soon
after camping it began to snow so I im-
mediately spread down my blankets while
the ground was dry. At an early hour I
retired carefully turning down the snow
covered blanket. During the night a call
was heard from a sentry "Sergeant Rob-
erts". Hastily rising to sitting position
in my bed 1 Li fall onto and into my
nest some large amount of the snow that
had fallen since retiring. I was exceed-
ingly warm when I rose up and now I
was chilled almost to death. I thought
I surely would freeze before morning.
My, if there had of been such a thing as
Pneumonia in those days, I surely would
have had a double dose.

The following morning the snow was
about 6 inches deep and quite cold and
we moved to Well Springs. The next
camp was at Willow Creek. The follow-
ing morning it was cold and stormy. The
Wagon master was hardly willing to
move out the train but we finally suc-
ceeded in getting him to pull out and we
reached Rock Creek.

This was a very cold day and the snow
was about 3 or 4 inches deep, so my
horse would ball (under hoof) so very
badly that I thought his ankles would
give out. I had become so attached to
the horse I tried to urge him through.
Of course it was too cold to ride so I

walked behind the wearied animal and
from time to time I would kick the balls
off from his hind feet. For miles and
miles I worried along with the poor beast
rather than see him perish on the desert.
All were ahead of me a mile or so, and
it was many miles yet to Rock Creek
when I again knocked a ball of snow
and sand from a foot and he gave me
a most vicious kick on the shin. My leg
was broken ! was my first thought and
what could I do but lay down and freeze
to death. But no, I soon found it was
not broken, so again I pushed on deter-
mined to be less helpful to the poor horse
and late in the evening I pulled into
camp.

Frozen Feet
The next morning it was found that

both of my feet were frozen and black to
the instep.

We pulled out early intending to cross
John Days River and ascend onto the
plains to camp in order to make the
tough drive over the plains to Dechuttes
(Deschutes) the next day. We found
John Days frozen over and we had much
trouble as the ice was not sufficiently
strong. Running our wagons over by hand
we got all across safely but one which
contained a severely wounded man. Two
wheels of this wagon broke through and
the ice of course was too weak to allow
of men approaching near enough to lift
it out. So we took the poor boy out of
the wagon, took off the wheels opposite
those broken into the ice, and then the
burrs off from them, and when the wagon
was flat on the ice we pulled it away from
the treacherous place.

I think it was fortunate for the sick
man that he had an airing for he had
been over a week in his bed in that wagon
and such a smell as wafted over the
desert air of the John Day valley as the
awful mess was taken out.
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But we had to camp on the river as
we were too late to ascend onto the plains.

In early morning we moved for the
great plain. Covered with snow and al-
most trackless, it is a great wonder that
a live man ever reached the other border.

I made an effort to ride on account
of the condition of my feet, but both of
my horses failed and I was compelled to
walk as the others, carrying my saddle
and my blankets. We never took any
chances in being separated from our blan-
kets.

As night came on we arrived at a small
spring on the plains at the head of Rock
Canyon about 8 miles of Deschutes river.
The wind was blowing a gale and not a
sage brush or a stick of wood of any kind
existed nearer than a mile or more which
was down that canyon which ran direct
to the Columbia. The nurses of the
wounded had taken the lumber or boxes
in which the dead were in and were burn-
ing them to cook a little supper for the
sick. I told the boys that down in the
Canyon was plenty of wood, and shelter
from the wind. So six of us toot( a small
quarter of beef which was now our only
grub left except a small allowance of
flour for the sick and wounded, and with
a large camp kettle we went down the
canyon until we found fine dry willows
and shelter from the gale. Here we
cooked and ate and sat about the fire and
cooked and ate again and as morning
came we finished our 60 or more pounds
of beef and pulled out for the Deschutes
where we arrived just in time to meet the
(pack) train as it came off of the plains
from the Spring.

Here the train must stop as the Des-
chutes was impassible on account of a
gorge of ice which extended from its
junction with the Columbia to the falls
over a mile above, and was a broken mass
some 30 feet in height or up to the level
of the falls of the Deschutes, above which
falls the river was open and rapids. As
our supply of beef was exhausted there
was no other chance for the escort and
all loose men to do but attempt to cross
the Deschutes and reach The Dalles, 15
miles.

An Awful Crossing
To cross this flow of ice was a terror.

One man was provided with an ax and
with a long rope tied about his body he
prospected from mass to mass of the
ice floe while others followed, some hold-
ing to the rope ready to pull out the
leader when he chanced to strike an open
or treacherous place, and at times ex-
changing places when one became ex-
hausted, and in this way we came near
the other shore where we were horrified
to find an unfrozen stream of water some
three rods wide where there was no
friendly ice on which we could reach
dry land.

To plunge in was our only chance. We
found the water up to our armpits, but
we reached the shore. The thermometer
was below zero and not a particle of wood
to make a fire and a walk of 15 miles
before us e're we could get a mouthful
to eat. Almost instantly our clothes were
frozen to ice but we pushed out.

My feet having been frozen some three
days before were black as my boots to the
instep and were sore. I felt inclined to
hire some help, so I gave one of the men
$1.00 to carry my blanket to The Dalles.
We reached Five Mile creek some time
after dark. It was now some 5 miles to
The Dalles and as I knew Nathan Olney
lived on this creek a short distance above
I proposed that we should go up there
and stay all night. Two of my compan-
ions, Ad Stump and Pete Doan, always
ready to follow me, consented but the
fellow with my blanket said he would go
to The Dalles as he was bound to have
some ''hot whiskey before he slept". So
I paid him his $1.00 and we parted.

The three of us started up Five Mile
and soon the boys thought we had gone
far enough to be 5 miles and as we found
no habitation they proposed to stop and
put down their blankets. But I urged
them on and assured them that it was
not much farther. I had been over the
trail many times but always on a "flying
Cayuse', and really it was 5 miles instead
of two as I had told the boys, but we
pushed on awhile and again a stop and a
palaver, again we moved a while and so
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we continued until the boys were deter-
mined to lay down. I again assured them
that they would freeze to death, but they
both said they were just as warm as they
ever was. I became alarmed and told
them they were now just freezing to
death and as soon as they laid down they
would go to sleep and would soon be
cold in death. This roused them up a
little and we moved on and soon rounded
the point of the hills and heard dogs
barking some distance up the creek which
stirred us with a last effort and we
reached the hospitable home of that noble
old mountaineer, Col. Olney.

Well didn't he russle for our comfort ?
Hot Whiskey was soon supplied to the
great pleasure and surprise of my corn-
panions which, to the astonishment of
our host, I declined as I always had, but
I tell you that I did full and ample jus-
tice to the hot biscuits, potatoes and
beef, and fine coffee which his fine old
squaw furnished us in a most increditable
short time.

Mr. Olney told the boys they were
saved from a certain death by not giving
up to sleep. That if I had not scared
them into that last move we would surely
all have perished.

Forty seven years later one of those
companions in referring to this trip as-
sured me that he had always considered
that he owed his life to my scaring them
on on that terrible night going up Five
mile.

Mr. Olney told me that the ther-
mometer had ranged below zero for sev-
eral days and much below at night.

The following morning was the first
day of Jan. 1856 and Col. Olney went
with us and saw us safely to The Dalles.

Upon arriving I found our companions
of the day before had not reported for
"hospital duty" but were about saloons
and hotels. They were using the old
Dalles Hotel at that time for Headquar-
ters and as a hospital and there were
only a few of the volunteers at this place
and an officer or two who had charge
of transportation.

I went at once to this old hotel or
hospital to get accomodations for our men
and was told by the Hospital Steward or
a man who seemed to be boss, that there
was no room for us.

I said some strong "United States
words" not very complimentary to those
who had laid around here while we who
had been to the front at work could not
find a place of shelter or a mouthful to
eat. As I went out through the hall that
divided the building in two parts, an el-
derly gentleman who had heard the con-
versation from a side door enquired
about our arrival and at once assured me
that we should he provided for. This I
found to be our Maj. Armstrong who at
once secured a large log building close
by where we were soon provided the
necessary supplies.

Our Regimental Surgeon Dr. Nickel-
son (I think was his name) was here and
he attended to our frozen feet (there
were many others besides mine) . My
feet had the toe nails all removed and
the skin slit and crossed in checkers or
squares to the instep to let out the black
water under the skin and then soaked in
a liquid of extract of Tanin which he
said was the best remedy for this purpose,
and I guess it was, as I was soon re-
covered from any soreness.

Two days after leaving the train of
wagons East of Deschutes the ice became
so (frozen) that a place was found upon
which the train was crossed over and all
of the sick and wounded brought in.

The next day after crossing the wagons,
an effort was made to cross a band of
250 head of horses, and all at once the
great ice gorge began to move, the drivers
rushed for shore and the herd of horses
mixed with the mass of broken ice was
swept away with the moving gorge into
the Columbia river to their death. This
was the end of my two noble horses, one
of which had carried me so faithfully for
many months on long and wearisome
rides.

Upon the arrival of the train, I got a
small party to help me and went to the
river and ,cut fine chunks of ice and se-
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cured lumber and boxed and packed the
bodies of Capt. Bennett and the others in
ice and placed them in the best cellar we
could obtain where they could be saved
until navigation should open when they
could be shipped on to Portland.

Five weeks passed and the Columbia
river remained covered with ice 20 inches
thick, but warmer weather was having its
effect and about this time the ice broke
up and the river was open.

Restless now to reach my home I pro-
cured a canoe of an Indian and with
John Murphy we started to the Cascades
to see if the river was really open as the
steamboat men said it was still closed a
little below The Da lles. We reached the
mouth of White Salmon where we were
hospitably entertained at a farmhouse of
a friend of my companion, Mr. Jos lin.
Here Mr. Murphy remained and I went
on to the Cascades and called on my old
Friend Geo. Watkins and family and then
to the Lower Landing where I hung up
with some men who were making Trans-
portation for the Government.

The lower river seemed to be open but
it was learned that at Portland the upper
river (Willamette) was closed. It must
be remembered that there was not any
telegraph lines in operation at this time
in Or.

Two days later there came a steamer
from The Dalles bringing a few passen-
gers, among whom was Maj. Armstrong
and Lieut. Hanna. The Maj. at once se-
cured a Mr. Wilson with a large Hudsons
Bay Bateau or barge and we set out, with
a furious gale blowing, down the river.
We really just went a flying as pieces of
our rotten sail would blow off and go
away before us.

Soon we rounded Cape Horn where
the Steamer Bell was ashore but safely
spared off" but her flag was at "half

mast". Lieut. Hanna demanded that we
should run in to their assistance but I
asserted that if we did our old tub would
go to pieces in the breakers on the rock
bluff shore. The boatman was at a loss
to know who to obey but the Major
decided that Sergeant Roberts was right

It

and we proceeded on our way. Very
shortly we lost our wind and had to re-
sort to paddles made of such bits of
lumber as chanced to be in our old boat
and thus we reached Vancouver at dark
and the next day went to Portland by
steamer.

There was much criticism of our course
in passing the Steamer Belle but the con-
sensus of opinion was that we were right
as we could not possibly of rendered any
assistance and would surely of lost our
own boat if not our lives. And besides,
there was a good trail from where the
Belle was spared off to the settlements
on the river below and it was only 18
miles to Vancouver.

To Deliver The Dead

A few days after my arrival at Port-
land the navigation of the Upper Colum-
bia was opened and the bodies of Capt.
Bennett, Lieut. Burrows and Private Crow
came down from The Da lles and we took
them in charge and proceeded to deliver
them to their friends at Salem and Al-
bany. On the Upper Willamette we car-
ried them on that fine steamer "Wil-
lamette" built and owned by the wealthy
and enterprizing pioneer who left his
young wife and all other interests behind
him when his, country called to him to go
to the defense of the unprotected settle-
ments of the North West coast.

It was a sad reception he received by
his weeping and distracted companion
upon his return to his fine home at Salem.

Later we erected a fine marble monu-
ment at his grave on which was inscribed,

"Capt. James A. Bennett
The Discoverer of Gold in California"

This monument stood at his head with
the above inscription on it, over 30 years
before the people of Cal. erected a monu-
ment to Mr. Marshall claiming the same
for him.

More later on about this monument
and the discovery of gold in California.

Now we take up the broken threads of
our business and we find that we are not
only broken but all the country is de-
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moralized by the all absorbing question
of The Indian War. Business of every
kind was demoralized. All of our mer-
chants had furnished of their goods to
supply the Quartermaster and Commissary
departments with supplies. Farmers and
stock raisers had turned in their product
for which they had taken "Indian War
scrip" for their pay which they found
unsalable at any figure for cash. Supplies
for our homes could not be purchased
with the paper, and merchants were un-
able to replenish their goods with it in

San Francisco. The result was that one
after another were compelled to close
and many others were ruthlessly closed
out by the sheriff and their goods ex-
posed for sale on the sidewalks. Such
scenes were occurring every day on the
streets of the city or village of Portland
and all over the Willamette Valley.

It would seem that it was only to be
a struggle for life for the impoverished
settlers at home as well as the brave
boys who went to meet the hostile sav-
ages to the front.
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EDITOR'S NOTE : The following two unedited winning entries, of the County Schools
system, were submitted by fifth and sixth Grade students. judges for the papers
were Elsie Johinon and Martha Ford.

PIONEER LIFE OF A LOCAL MAN

Pioneers in early days did not have
conveniences as we have now. This writ-
ten history ranges through the years of
1845 to 1910, and follows the travel and
life of the Woolf family, who have real
pioneers in the family.

In the shelter of a cabin in Kentucky
grew and lived an ambitious boy. He
played with Abe Lincoln, fished, and
walked to school as many months as
possible, usually three to six. He sat down
in the log cabin to hominy, fresh bread
and stewed venison; cooked by his moth-
er's hand over a stone fireplace in an
iron kettle. After his delicious meal, he
might lie on the puncheon floor before
the fireplace reading the Bible, one of
the few books in pioneer homes. Or may-
be his father would tell stories, or take
the fiddle from the peg on the wall and
play to his family. He might clean his
gun and load it, or make bullets in their
mold.

This boy led a happy life without mis-
sing conveniences we have now.

Now he is a grown man, and has
moved to Iowa, and married a girl from
Ohio. Having an adventurous spirit, they
joined an emigrant train with their three
wagons and supplies in 1845. The trail
was hard and rough. Mrs. Woolf de-
veloped corns on the soles of her feet
from walking so much.

If the rivers they traveled along had
to be crossed, the oxen must swim, pul-
ling the wagon behind them, straining
their tired backs. Sometimes the treach-
erous rivers were too deep with too strong
a current, so the wheels were removed
and stored in the dismantled wagon box.
This helped, but on one ever - to be
remembered occasion, the wagon tipped

over, supplies were all lost, and the oxen
were drowned. This is an example of
the terrible crossings.

When at last they stopped for the
night, the wagons were formed into a
circle by unhitching the oxen and draw-
ing the wagon tongue through the next
wagon's axle. The cattle were placed
in the center with the campfire for pro-
tection against Indian attacks and wolves.

On through the hot days they marched,
stopping at night for a quick meal of
fried dough and dry bread, afterwards
rolling up in blankets. The men would
stay awake with their loaded guns, watch-
ing for Indians who would try to cause
trouble. They wanted the horses and
cattle, not the pioneers.

As the train drew closer to savage In-
dian country, matters grew more serious.
Men on horses rode along the sides of
the wagon train, and more riders at the
back of the cow column. The cow column
was a group of cows owned by the pio-
neers that traveled at the end of the
wagon train. Indians were fond of corn-
ing up behind the column and worrying
the emigrants. If they had a chance they
would steal the unhappy cows and drive
them back to their camp.

When Mr. Woolf was a very young
child his mother died and his grand-
mother welcomed him to live with them.
They cherished the day they arrived un-
hurt at Oregon City, Oregon. It was a
day to remember when they set up their
claim and built their small house. Later
they moved to the Felida and Lake Shore
area, then moved to Battle Ground. From
then on their happiness lifted like clouds,
and their grandson grew and thrived.
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Ray Woolf's Grandfather grew vege-
tables and raised chickens and pigs.
Sometimes he shot a deer, which was
dried or smoked in a hollow tree. Some
foods could be canned, other vegetables,
such as carrots or potatoes, were put in
the root cellar.

Ray amused himself with fishing and
outdoor games. He also helped his grand-
father. Soon he could go to school.

Education in those days was an inter-
esting problem. He attended a two room
school in Lake Shore district. Ray walked
to join the other forty pupils.

When his grandfather went to town,
he bought flour, sugar, spices, shoes, cot-
ton cloth and overalls. His grandmother
knit socks and mittens, for winters were
cold.

Ray went to Central High School in
Vancouver, and graduated in the class of
1910.

Patricia Dooley
Grade 5
South Ridge School

INFORMATION FROM: Ray Woolf

Blacksmith Family at La Center, about 1895.
Tom Headley, Sr., is shown with Mrs. Headley. Tom Headley, Jr., on tricycle was
to follow his father as La Center blacksmith for over forty years. Ethel Headley.
right, with gloves and umbrella and button shoes, was a belle of La Center in the
IIday of river steamers when the grandest day of the year was the 4th of July.
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EARLY PIONEER LIFE

The first people in Yacolt were In-
dians. There were lots of them. They
came there to have horse races, fish and
to pick berries. They called it Yacolt
because an Indian child from the Indian
tribe went berry picking and never came
hack, and Yacolt in the Indian language
meant "Haunted Valley." The Indians
camped between the north part of town
and McCutchen's place.

There weren't very many towns around
Yacolt then. Vancouver was the nearest
one of any size. The road to Yacolt didn't
go in the same place as it does now. Then
it went straight up Yacolt Mountain.

There were lots of fires in Yacolt one
in 1902, in 1910, in 1929 and other
smaller ones. The 1902 fire was the
largest and the 1929 fire was the smal-
lest of the notable fires. The 1902 fire
started near Washougal. Julia Worthing-
ton (Garner) was in all of these fires.
The fires came from the east and west
and joined together. The Garners wet
some blankets and put them over their
heads. In 1902, Julia's parents left in
fear that the fire would burn all of their
belongings.

Early family life was not the same as
we think today. The Garners came to
get as far away from civilization as they
could get. At first all there was here
were three or four families. The Garners
had 160 acres of land, and a fairly large
house. The Garners went into town in
the spring and fall before the bad weather
came. They got all the flour they needed
a year, a barrel of sugar, and peanuts.
When the children got twenty-five cents,
they thought they were rich. Julia had
two brothers and two sisters. Julia's

brothers were about two or three years
older than her. They had the most fun
on the Fourth of July because they had
fire works and had lots of fun. On
Thanksgiving all they had was chicken.
At Christmas if they had a banana or
oranges they thought they had a lot be-
cause they didn't have toys. The Landons
and the Garners didn't get along very
well. The land upon which the town of
Yacolt was built was owned by the Lan-
dons.

Another early family was the Mc-
Cutchens. Landons and McCutchens were
cousins. The McCutchens moved into the
school house. The Eatons also were an
early Yacolt family. Their first store was
on Garner's property, but it was soon
moved to its present location on Landon's
land.

There wasn't very much business in
Julia Garner moved

from a ranch to the telephone offire.
The children in the Yacolt School had

to pay for their own books, and they got
their books at La Center. The school
teachers only got twenty-five dollars.
There weren t more than 24 children and
only one teacher in the school. The
teacher used switches on the children if
they didn't behave. Julia Garner was
five years old when she started school.
She went to school to the eighth grade.
They had big desks that held two
children.

Raymond Winston
Sixth Grade
Yacolt School
June 1, 1966

BIBLIOGRAPHY: Worthington, Julia Gar-
ner, Interview, June 1, 1966
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An Introduction to:

Vancouver, Washington, 1846 to 1870.
Covering The Hudson's Bay Period

(From a Thesis for the University of Oregon Researched, and written in 1935)

BY SISTER MARY DESALES MCLELLAN

FORT VA NCOUVER
The city of Vancouver, Washington

owes its beginnings to the Hudson's
Bay Company, whose changing fortunes
brought them to the Columbia River, and
eventually to the present site of Vancou-
ver Barracks.

In 1670, Charles II conferred on his
"dear and entirely beloved cousin, Prince
Rupert", and a group of associates in-
corporated as "The Governor and Com-
pany of Adventurers of England trading
into Hudson's Bay", a charter covering
all the lands and waters draining into
Hudson Bay and Hudson Strait, to hold

as absolute lords and proprietors," which
charter specifically bestowed upon them
exclusive rights of trade and fishing. The
terms of the charter made Rupert's Land
in all respects a proprietary colony of the
Hudson's Bay Company.1

But such prodigious gifts could not
go unchallenged, and the privileges of
the Company were openly defied both in
England and abroad. During the course
of the ensuing century the powerful
North West Company, of Montreal grew
to be a formidable rival in the fur trade,
and the enmity between these two trading
companies increased in bitterness until it
produced, in the wilds of the fur-trading
region, every sort of violence, culminat-
ing, in 1816, in the bloody Battle of
Seven Oaks. This war resulted in the
complete disorganization of the northern
fur trade. Peace was brought about by a

coalition agreement entered into in Lon-
don in 1821. By this agreement the char-
ter and ancient privileges of the Hudson's
Bay Company continued as before, and
the British Government, as a reward for
the establishment of peace and as a means

Wt

of securing its maintenance, conferred
upon the reorganized company, under Act
of Parliament of 1821, exclusive trading
rights for twenty one years in all that part
of British North America lying between
Rupert's Land and the Rocky Mountains,
and, in addition, the sole British trading
rights in the whole of the Oregon Coun-
try. Such sweeping changes naturally
made necessary a revision of the adminis-
trative system of the Hudson's Bay Com-
pany. The whole of the well designed
machinery of the North West Company
was incorporated into the new company,
with a view to centralizing field responsi-
bility and thus rooting out extravagances
which were more than eating up the
profits. For purpose of trade, the Com-
pany divided their entire holdings into
four great Departments. The Columbia
Department embraced the valley of the
Columbia River and, after 1825, the
province of New Caledonia lying to the
north of it.2

Upon the governor of the Northern
Department of Rupert's Land in 1821
fell the harassing problems of post-war
reconstruction. Governor George Simp-
son, with promptitude and zest, under-
took the task, and by 1824 complete
rehabilitation had been achieved except
in the region lying west of the Rocky
Mountains. He now determined to go
in person to inspect this western section,
and set out from York Factory on August
15, 1824. He set a breath-taking pace.
At Riviere la Biche, he caught up with
Dr. John McLoughlin, who had left York
Factory twenty days ahead of him bound
for Fort George (now Astoria) to take
charge of the Colbmbia Department.
". . . Slackened our speed," wrote the
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governor in his diary, order to give
the Dr. .111 opportunity of keeping up
with us," and they completed the journey
together. They arrived at Fort George
in the record time of eighty-four days.3

On the Columbia, according to his own
account, Governor Simpson found every-
thing "on too extended a scale except
the Trade." Fort George was wearing an
air of grandeur not at all in keeping with
an Indian trading post. It had even be-
come the practice there to import quanti-
ties of European provisions. The Gover-
nor determined to change all this. The
trading posts of the Company could and
should be self-supporting. He believed,
moreover, that provisions heretofore im-
ported could be produced for export.
And with characteristic zeal he set about
to prove it. First, he would, As Merk
remarks, "put the Columbians on a diet
of their own producing . . . much salmon
and potatoes . . . and not much mus-
tard.' But the soil was poor at Fort
George and the ground so uneven that a
farm of any considerable extent could
not be made there. Fort George would he
abandoned !4 The cost of its maintenance
was so high that, in his opinion, this
could he done without actual loss to the
.trade. Besides, the original buildings had
been destroyed by fire in 1821. More-
over, he did not consider its location cen-
tral enough for the main depot of
the Columbia Dep't ; which he thought
should be located at the mouth of the
Fraser River. There were political reasons
also for abandoning Fort George. On July
21, 1824, Simpson himself had expressed
the belief that

"We cannot expect a more southern
boundary (than) the Columbia in
any treaty with the Americans."5

It was also Canning's wish, for on De-
cember 9, 1825, Governor J. H. Pelly
wrote thus to the British Foreign Sec-
retary;

"In compliance with a wish ex-
pressed by you at our last interview
Governor Simpson, when at Colum-
bia, abandoned Fort George on the
south side of the River and formed

a new establishment on the North
side . . ."6

The abandonment of Fort George made
it necessary to build a secondary post
elsewhere on the Columhia, and that the
Governor himself took an active part in
choosing the site of Fort Vancouver is
clear from his own narrative:

"The place we have selected is beau-
tiful as may be inferred from its
Name. . ."7 (Belle Vue Point)

and his description sets forth a few of
the reasons that determined its choice:

. . . and the country so open that
from the Establishment there is good
travelling on Horseback to any part
of the interior ; a Farm to any ex-
tent may be made there, the pasture
is good and innumerable herds of
Swine can fatten so as to he fit for
Knife merely on nutritious Roots
that are found here in any quantity
and the Climate so fine that Indian
corn and other grain cannot fail of
thriving."8

It is also clear from the same narrative
that the original Fort Vancouver was not
intended to serve as a main depot:

"The distance from the Harbour is
the only inconvenience but that is
of little importance being now a
secondary Establishment. "9

The exact point selected was on an eleva-
tion commanding an extensive view of
the river and the surrounding country,
about a mile and a quarter back from the
river and about one mile east of the
present Vancouver Barracks probably
the site now occupied by the State School
for the Deaf. The space enclosed was
about three-quarters of an acre, and the
first buildings completed were a dwelling
house, two good stores, an Indian trading
hall, and temporary quarters for the
people. 10

By the middle of March, Governor
Simpson was ready to commence his re-
turn journey, and, as all the valuable
property had been removed from Fort
George to the new establishment, Dr.
McLoughlin, who was to take charge of
the new post, went along with him as far
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as Belle Vue Point. The Governor spent
the night of March 18 there, where, his
diary relates, he "Sat up all Night making
various arrangements." At sunrise on the
following morning he presided at the
ceremony of baptizing the new establish-
ment. His diary gives the details:

"Saturday, March 19th (1825); At
Sun rise mustered all the people to
hoist the Flag Staff of the new
Establishment and in presence of the
Gentlemen, Servants, Chiefs & In-
dians I Baptised it by breaking a
Bottle of Rum on the Flag Staff and
repeating the following words in a
loud voice, 'In behalf of the Honor-
able Hudsons Bay Co'y I hereby
name this Establishment Fort Van-
couver God save King George the
4th with three cheers. Gave a couple
of Drams to the people and Indians
on the occasion. The object of nam-
ing it after that distinguished navi-
gator is to identify our claim to the
Soil and Trade with his discovery
of the River and Coast on behalf of
Gt. Britain. If the Hon'ble Com-
mittee however do not approve the
Name it can be altered."

The festivities over, the energetic Gover-
nor was on his way again by nine o'clock.

Farming operations must have been
well under way before he left, for Dr.
Scouler, a visiting scientist, could -write
in his journal on May 4, 1825:

"Ft. Vancouver is situated in the
middle of a beautiful prairie, con-
taining about 300 acres of excellent
land, on which potatoes & other
vegetables are cultivated. 2

He further intimates that livestock were
getting a good start:

"a large plain between the fort and
river affords abundance of pasture
to 120 horses, besides other cattle."

The first wheat in the Territory was
grown at Fort Vancouver in 1825. Three
years later Governor Simpson in writing
to William Smith, records the realization
of his dream:

"Our crops this season were very
abundant and we have now a two

years stock of Grain on hand, so that
we shall not require either Flour or
Grain from England in future." 1 3

This post, however, was destined to
have a short life. Investigation proved
that the Fraser River was not navigable in
its middle reaches a fact of which
Governor Simpson amply satisfied him-
self in the fall of 1828 when he traveled
west by that route, and the plan of build-
ing the main western depot at its mouth
had to be abandoned. Fort Vancouver
then became the main depot of the Co-
lumbia Department. But, in this new
capacity, its location so far from the
water's edge and the absence of drinking
water on the ground presented serious
difficulties, and it became necessary to
move to a more favorable location. This
was done in 1828-29. A letter of Smith,
Sublette & Jackson, written from St. Louis
on October 29, 1830, places the time
of this change fairly definitely. In re-
ferring to Jedediah Smith's visit to Fort
Vancouver, they say :

"Fort Vancouver is situated on the
north side of the Columbia, five
miles above the mouth of the Mult-
nomah, in a handsome prairie, and
on a second bank about three-quar-
ters of a mile from the river. This
is the fort as it stood when he arrived
there ; but a large one, three hun-
dred feet square about three-quarters
of a mile lower down, and within
two hundred yards of the river, was
commenced the spring he came
away." 4

The second fort was built on land in-
cluded within the present boundaries of
Vancouver Barracks. The water problem
was taken care of at the new location,
according to Warre & Vavasour, by sink-
ing two wells. These were supplied by
the river, the water filtering through the
soil which is composed of gravel and
sand a few feet below the surface.

Numerous travelers visited the Colum-
bia under the Hudson's Bay regime, and
from their narratives the various stages
in the development of this post can be
followed; but for the purpose of this
paper a picture of the establishment
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as it was in the middle forties will
suffice.15 According to the accounts
which would seem most authentic, the
fort stood about four hundred yards
from the river bank. According to the
annexed Inventory of the Hudson's Bay
Company claims, the enclosure was 750
feet by 330 feet, with the longer line
following the river. It was surrounded
by a stout wooden wall, fifteen feet high,
made of posts from eight to ten inches
in diameter set close together and sunk
several feet in the ground, reinforced on
the inside by buttresses. In 1845, there
were two bastions ; the original one lo-
cated at the northwest angle being a
blockhouse twenty feet square, the two
lower stories loop-holed, the upper story
an octagonal cap containing six or eight
three-pound guns; the other, a small bas-
tion, erected in January, 1845, according
to a letter written by Dr. McLoughlin,
presumably at the southeast angle, in ac-
cordance with the suggestion of Warre
and Vavasour. On the south there were
two large entrance gates for wagons, and
on the north side there was one gate
leading to the gardens. The flagstaff
occupied a central position, and displayed
the ensign of the Hudson's Bay Company,
Pro Pelle Cutem. The enclosure was
divided into two courts; around three
sides of each of these courts the buildings
were ranged, some forty of them. In the
east court, the residence of the Chief
Factor occupied a central position, flanked
by the priest's house and officers' quar-
ters, with the kitchen, a separate building,
directly behind it. Grouped about these
were the old Roman Catholic Church, the
Kanaka Church, the jail, bakery, ware-
house, blacksmith shop, carpenter shop,
offices, etc., with the Indian trading store
just inside the main gate. In the west
court were the stores and shops, with the
powder magazine in the southwest corner.

On a smooth, sloping plain, extending
from the west side of the stockade to the
river, was a village of some sixty well-
built houses, standing in straight rows
as on streets, occupied by the married
mechanics and servants of the Corn-
pany.16 On the river bank some distance

upstream were the boathouse, the salmon
house, cooper's shop, etc.

Attached to the fort was a magnificent
farm of three thousand or more acres,
about half of which was highly cultivated.
Immediately behind the stockade were the
gardens and orchards, which produced a
great variety of vegetables and fruits,
while beyond these and extending on
both sides of the stockade down to the
river hank and along it, were field after
field of grain. The pasture lands about'
the fort at the time of Warre and Vava-
sour -1845- supported 1377 cattle, 1581
hogs, 1991 sheep, and 702 horses. The
personnel at that time consisted of two
hundred men.17 Dairy buildings, gran-
aries, accomodations for the livestock and
their keepers were located at convenient
points.

About five miles above the fort, on
a small stream falling into the Colum-
bia, was an excellent saw mill, driven by
water power, which could turn out three
thousand feet of lumber a day.18 Nor
were these all the subsidiary industries
which inevitably came into existence as
the Company prosecuted its fur-trading
business in the wilderness. On another
stream a mile or so distant was a grist
mill capable of grinding one hundred
bushels of wheat a day.19 In 1846,
there were employed at Fort Vancouver
seven carpenters, five blacksmiths, three
millers and millwrights, six coopers, two
boat builders ; in other words, the estab-
lishment at Fort Vancouver in course of
time took on the appearance of a "great
industrial plant,"20 It is said that the
extension of industry and agriculture
(which, it is interesting to note, was
contrary to the stipulations made when
the companies united) had by 1847 about
doubled the value of the holdings con-
nected with the fort.21

And the products of farm and mill
were not destined for local consumption
only. Flour, butter, and other farm pro-
ducts were shipped to the Russian trading
posts in Alaska; while pickled salmon
and lumber were sent to the Hawaiian
Islands, there to be exchanged for sugar
and salt.22
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Life within the fort during the two
glamorous decades that Dr. McLoughlin
held benevolent and despotic sway over
the western wilderness does not belong
to this narrative. In 18.15, under a cloud
of misunderstanding, he retired. A big
change was rapidly coming on. Lieutenant
Peel, writing in January, 1846, mentions
the fact that the Hudson's Bay Company
had erected a large stockade at Fort
Victoria and were preparing to transfer
their principal seat of business from Fort
Vancouver to that place. The removal
of headquarters from Vancouver had be-
come imperative. Sand bars in the Co-
lumbia, especially those across the en-
trance, continued to cause danger and
long delays in navigating the river ; by
the early forties the advent of Americans
in the valley brought the threat of pillage
and loss; while the steady decline in the
number and value of the furs secured
after 1843 undoubtedly increased the
willingness of the Company to begin to
withdraw to the northward. The removal
was timely, too, for it paved the way for
the treaty of 1846.23

But the name of the Hudson's Bay
Company cannot be dropped at this point,
for two decades more must pass before
the Company actually ceased to have a
part in both the trade and diplomacy of
the region. It is important to note that
the withdrawal was a very gradual one,
and did not put a sudden end to the
activity of the Company south of the 49th
parallel. Dr. Robert Carlton Clark fur-
nishes proof that, while the returns from
furs declined, the profits on the other
enterprises of . the Company showed an
increase. In his History of the Willamette
Valley Oregon, he quotes figures obtained
from Extracts from the Evidence for the
United States in the Matter of the Claims
of the Hudson's Bay and Puget Sound
Agricultural Companies, from Volume
11, copy in the Library of Congress, giv-
ing tables of profit and loss on business
of the Hudson's Bay Company in the
Oregon Country, with other data for the
years 1836 to 1856. These figures show
that the Company's profits on the business
in the Oregon Territory increased after
the Treaty of 1846 placed the region
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definitely under the jurisdiction of the
United States and made the Hudson's Bay
Company an alien corporation;

"running higher than 33,000 in
1849, on account of the discovery of
gold in California and the great in-
crease in business that it caused in
Oregon. The sale to Americans at
Oregon City brought in more than

7,000 net gain while the sale shop
at Vancouver made almost 15,000,
one and one-half times the value
of the fur-trade for many years pre-
vious to that time, and three times
as much as the returns for furs from
the entire territory." 2 4

The following figures, showing the pro-
fits at Fort Vancouver between 1846 and
1850 are revealing: ,

Vancouver Sale Indian
Year Depot Shop Trade
1846 £1,314 4s 7d 5,739 2s 1,262 4s 6d
1847 4,445 12s 3d 3,757 16s 1,513 14s 10d
1848 2,383 18s 9d 4,246 lls 1,196 2s 3d
1849 5,244 2s lld 14,902 lOs 3,119 14s 4d
1850 204 4s 4d 10,41610s 1,938 6s 2d
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And George Simpson's own account state-
ment under date of December 3, 1857,
bears out the above testimony;

"The Business conducted by the
Hudson's Bay Company in Oregon
since the date of the treaty has been
very remunerative, the profit on the
transaction of Fort Vancouver alone
in the year 1849 exceeding 1 17,-
000 . 2 6

In an article on Fort Vancouver which
appeared in the Portland Oregonian of
Nov. 11, 1854, describing the status of
the Hudson's Bay Company, the editor
says ;

"The trade goes on quietly enough
to melt down the ship loads of goods
that annually arrive here, and from
hence are taken hundreds of miles
throughout the great interior."

He further adds:
"I believe a change of pasture would
be good for the Company. I do not
think there are enough beaver left
`to pay' and Brother Johnathon is
after the land and will have it."



Nevertheless the Company continued to
operate a post at Vancouver until 1859.
But the export and import trade gradu-
ally but surely passed from their control,
and after the British were required to
pay duty on all goods entered at the ports
of the Columbia their former commercial
advantage was naturally further weak-
ened.27

The Company's position in other re-
spects also had become increasingly un-
comfortable. After the signing of the
Treaty of 1846 the Federal military
authorities made steady encroachments
upon their property at Vancouver, and
following the organization of Washing-
ton Territory in 1853 the spread of settle-
ment north of the Columbia brought an
unending stream of squatters upon their
lands. Step by step the Company with-
drew, until at length approachekthe end
of the twenty-one years stipulated by
Great Britain and the Crown Act of 1838.
The day set for the abandonment of the
Hudson's Bay Company's possessions at
Fort Vancouver was June 29, 1859. As
a closing act of the drama of thirty-five
years, on the eve of the day for the for-
mal delivery, there took place a last grand
reunion of the Company's old officers
and pensioners. From far and near they
came Dugald Mactavish, Donald Man-
son, James Birnie, Archibald McKinlay,
John Work some twenty in all. James
Graham, representing the Company, pre-
sided over the festivities, and General

Harney, representing the United States
Gov't was the guest of honor. Hudson's
Bay rum flowed freely at the old fort
for the last time. It was farewell to the
old days.28

General Harney, under orders from
Washington, carried out the speedy demo-
lition of the old fort, so that in one short
year the traveler on the Columbia would
see only a greenward where once stood
the most prized depot of the Hudson's
Bay Company.29 However, the Corn-
pany's claims were not so easily disposed
of, for it was not until 1869 that an
agreement was finally reached whereby
the Company surrendered their possessory
rights to the United States upon receipt
of $650,000, of which $400,000 covered
property in Vancouver and its immediate
vicinity.30

The only living reminder of Hudson's
Bay days now to he found on the old site
is a lone apple tree the oldest in the
Northwest. It bears the following in-
scription:

The Oldest Apple Tree
in the Northewest

grown from seeds brought
from London, England,

planted in 1826
By Hudson's Bay Company.

The old flag, PRO PELLE CUTEM,
is still in Vancouver, the proud possession
of Mr. Glenn Ranck. (Now at the Clark
County Museum. ed.)
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Here are a group of Unidentified Vancouver Barracks soldiers of the United States
14th Infantry. Among them are a sergeant, two corporals, two privates and a
musician. From collar ornaments, General Owen Summers believes that they were
probably members of a rifle team.
It is possible that someone will say, "Why, of all things! There. is Grandpa's picture."
Please phone or write the editor in that case. The photos were made from old glass
plates, once filed by an early photographer, but well preserved.

Courtesy Fort Vancouver National Historic Site; Robert Clark, Historian.
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PRESIDENT'S REPORT 1966
For the 8th consecutive year it has been

my privilege to report the activities of
the Fort Vancouver Historical Society.

May I preface my remarks by a quota-
tion from Daniel Webster, "Those who
do not look upon themselves as a link
connecting the past with the future, do
not perform their duty to the world".
I am sure you're finding our local his-
tory most exciting as you watch the daily
restoration of the Hudson's Bay stockade
at the Fort Vancouver National Historic
Site. Your imagination of historic Bar-
rack's activities is given authenticity when
you read the 1966 annual so well edited
by Roy Jones. Such authors as Mr. Ted
Van Arsdol, Mrs. Robert Clark, Miss
Ruth Erickson, Miss Helen Northrop and
others, give status to our publication. May
I read a letter written by Mr. Thomas
Vaughan, director of the Oregon Histori-
cal Society, upon receipt of the 1966 issue.
Dear Doctor Brougher: Sept. 8, 1966

All of you must be enormously pleased
with "1966 Clark County History". I
certainly am pleased with the rich con-
tents of this magazine.

Yours truly,
Thomas Vaughan
Director

On Dec. 3, 4, 5, Mr. Roy Jones rep-
resented this society in Seattle at the
Governor's Conference, entitled "Design
for the State of Washington". Another
member who has been very active in this
program is Gus Norwood. We all feel his
enthusiasm fir Clark County's progress
will produce much benefit. Ralph Metz is
our present representative to the meetings
of this group, on a county level, now des-
ignated "Design for Clark County".

On December 17, 18, and 19, the
"Old Slocum House Theater Co." pre-
sented "A Christmas Carol" at the Peg;
guin Play House of Clark College.

Much effort, since our meeting a year
ago, has been expended by Joe Pagel, the
Museum Director, in finishing the re-
mainder of the museum's main floor and
getting it ready for opening. We are deep-
ly indebted to individuals and business

firms who have made this large room a
fine addition. Letters of appreciation have
been sent to all those who have helped us.

I would like to publicly thank the fol-
lowing business firms and individuals
who have given material and labor. With-
out these gifts we could not have such
an attractive new room. Please remember
to thank any of these people that you
may know for this much appreciated
assistance.

Drywall Construction Co.
Burgess Floor Covering
Hazel Dell Hdw. Co.
Independent Lumber Co.
Central Wood Products
Vancouver Plywood Co.
Hi School Pharmacy
Battle Ground Lumber Co.
Demme's Paint Co.
City Shade Co.

Mr. D. J. Andrews and Mr. William
Franks made all the display cases. Other
men who did carpentry work and paint-
ing were W. F. McGrath, John Somers,
John Cannard, Stanley Hipskind, Dick
Brouhard, Cliff Hines, Harold Carpen-
ter, and Robert McEnemy.

The electrical work was done by Mr.
Henry Jensen, city electrical foreman.

In February of this year, Sister Cecelia
Mary of Providence Academy gave us
several items of historical interest. At the
same time, ALCOA purchased their old
historic Butler's Cupboard and presented
it to the museum. We are most grateful
for these outstanding gifts from a very
historic building. Many hope a way may
be found whereby the Academy can be
preserved as a historical landmark.

The same month Slocum House was
moved to Esther Short Park for which
we again thank Robert Hidden, Mrs.
Hermine Decker and others who made
this project possible.

On February 13 the Lewis and Clark
Trail Commission came by chartered bus
to our city. One of our trustees, Mr. D.
R. Laird, arranged the program for their
short stay at the Visitors Center of Fort
Vancouver National Historic Site. This
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group, appointed by the President of the
United States, represented 10 states. It was
evident they were well impressed with the
importance of this state, and especially
Clark. County as sites for historical mark-
ers commemorating the camp sites of the
Lewis and Clark expedition of 1804-1806.

On March 20th, the Washington State
Parks and Recreation Commission and
staff visited the museum. Several of the
trustees and their wives were present to
meet this group upon their arrival. Mr.
Joe Pagel then took them on a conducted
tour of the museum. Charles Odegard,
Chairman of the group, and Mr. Howard
Martin of Camas, as well as others of the
commission expressed their appreciation
of the museum.

The brochures or guides to places of
historic interest were completely redone
this year, and thanks to the Chamber of
Commerce, we secured a printing of
25,000 for distribution. May I read you
just one letter concerning these brochures.
Dear Sir:

On behalf of the Convention Corpora-
tion of Smith-Reynolds Post 14 I wish to
thank the Historical Society for the
folders which we gave out during our
recent State Legion Convention.

We have had several letters of apprecia-
tion and many of our own members have
become interested in our historical places
since reading the material given out dur-
ing the conveillion.

Thank you again for your part in help-
ing us make this a most successful con-
vention. Sincerely,

Carl Arden, Chairman
Cont,ention Corporation
Smith-Reynolds Post 14
American Legion

The Cedar Creek grist mill has been
cared for, as a project, by the Lewis River
Variety 4H Club, of whom Mrs. Eino
Fi Ila is the leader. They have kept the
building open on Sundays during the en-
tire summer. Many visitors have used the
picnic grounds and also the new table
donated to the Historical Society by the
Columbia Women's Club. The President,
Mrs. Robert Smith, made the presentation
and arranged for its delivery to the site.

On May 8th, approximately 75 mem-

bers and friends of the society boarded the
"Sunset Tour Train" for an enjoyable
trip up the Deschutes Canyon to Madras.

On May 25th, under the direction of
Mrs. Hermine Decker, a play entitled
"The Gay Lord Quex ", was given at
Clark College for the benefit of our
museum fund. $383.75 was realized from
this, for which we are most grateful.
Mrs. Geni Dugan, and Mrs. Dolly Schell,
dressed in gay ninety dresses, served as
our ushers and Dorothy Carlson served
as cashier.

The 4th of July was again a gala event
for our city. The museum had 129 visi-
tors on July 3rd and 72 on July 4th.

The Historical Society furnished a 1965
annual, several brochures, and place mats,
for inclusion in the cornerstone box for
the new city hall dedicated June 23, 1966.

We have only one new marker this
year in Clark County Parks. The Boy
Scout troop, of which Mr. Phil Zoller is
scout master, placed a routed sign in Lev-
erich Park. The script was furnished by
Roy Jones. The Historical Society paid
for the material at a cost of $15.00.

The salmon barbecue July 14th was a
great success with Frank Swick again in
charge of the barbecuing. The attendance
number came to 314. Thanks to Mr.
Pete Hedrick everyone had a generous
serving of the salmon. The 20 pounds
left was quickly sold.

On Aug. 20th a Gray line bus tour was
sponsored by the Society to Fort Colum-
bia and Fort Canby with stop overs at
Wahkiakum and Cowlitz County Histori-
cal Museums.

The Society named Joe Pagel, Roy
Jones and your President as representa-
tives on Sept. 23 and 24 to the dedication
of the new Oregon State Historical
Society Center in Portland. Dr. Walter
Whitehill of Boston was the guest
speaker. Also, a discussion type program
was planned for the affiliated societies,
of which we are a member.

We are thankful for your continued
support during the past year. We look for-
ward to 1967 with the anticipation of out-
standing meetings, the erection of the new
historical markers and sustained interest
in our museum and historical library.

John C. Brougher, M.D.
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