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FabulouS Opal WMeI.y tovlolted

A collection of vignettes and curiosities about Lane County
history, such as: further observations and activities about Opal

Whiteley, also observations by some ofLane County's first
visitors, and a new trivia quiz about the Applegate Trail.

Fabulous Opal, continued
The interest in "Fabulous Opal
Whiteley" continues to grow, as shown
by the fate of the Historian's Spring
1996 issue. The issuewith its story
about the girl from Cot-
tage Grove whose child-
hood diary became the
American literary sen-
sation of the 1920swas
a sellout. The reserve
copies we store in the
Lane County Historical
Museum disappeared
within a week. The
magazine went back on
the press. Author Steve
McQuiddy's report on
Opal especially reso-
nated in the Cottage
Grove area where an
Opal Whiteley tribute is being planned
in connection with the annual
Bohemia Mining Days celebration,
July 17-2 1. And Steve Williamson, a
mental health counselor and long-
time Opal admirer, says in a recent
"Opal's Fairyland" newsletter that the
British Broadcasting Company con-
tinues to plan a visit to Opal country
next fall in preparing a documentary
to air in 1997, the 100th anniversary

Footnotes to history

of Opal Whiteley's birth.
Meanwhile, we've received testi-

monials from people who knew Opal
as a child. Clair Cooley, who writes
occasionally for the Historian (see his

story on hop picking in
this issue) sent some
remembrances.

"Opal was a delight-
ful girl to know and be
around when she was a
youngster in Dorena
and Cottage Grove," he
said. "She had a great
charismaespecially
with children younger
than herself She and
her family moved to the
Dorena area and she
and some of her siblings
went to the Dorena

school, as did my brother and my two
sisters. I was not in school yet, so I did
not know her until later."

About 20 years ago, Cooley's sister,
Fay Cooley Richmond, senthim a letter
recalling Opal's earliest days. She
wrote: "My memories of her go back to
Dorena. She had all the little kids
gathering caterpillars for herwhich
she hatched. I wouldn't touch one of
those fuzzy things now but picked up
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many on those days to deliver to her.
Then we all lived in Cottage Grove
again. She used to gather the younger
ones around (and) make up games to
play with us. She was in high school
then and apparently had no one her
age to feel comfortable with or they
with her.

"I have never figured out where she
got the names for the trees and animals
at the age she supposedly wrote the
diary. I certainly believe that she
wrote that diary at an early age. I can't
believe the switch in children that she
claims, but being the reader and ro-
manticist she was, she could have be-
lieved she was the daughter of some
romantic figure she admired."

After quoting his sister's remarks,
Clair Cooley wrote that he came to
know Opal after moving to Cottage
Grove. "Now that I was old enough to
go to school I began to be aware of her.
The school was big; the grade school
was downstairs and the high school
upstairs. Opal would sometimes come
down to the lower grades and get a
bunch of kids playing games, usually
games that she made up. She was an
organizer. One spring she came down
from upstairs and got a group of sec-
ond graders into a nature lovers club.
She made it all so interesting we all
loved her; her enthusiasm was tre-
mendous and contagious."

Opal frequently talked of the
beauties of nature, such as wildflow-
ers, Cooley said. She taught that in
the eyes of God all flowers are pretty
and have a place on the eartheven
dandelions and mustard.

"We didn't know whether to believe
that or not," recalled Cooley, "because
kids were put in the oat and wheat

fields to pull that pest mustard. She
also had to impress on us about not
picking wild flowers, especially the
lady slipper. If you cannot resist
picking a lady slipper, be sure that you
do not pull the attached bulb out of the
ground. Not only is the bulb needed
for next year's bloom, but it is needed
for nourishment for the rest of the
forest. She was one remarkable per-
son, a true genius. I don't think that
you can get anyone that knew the
family to believe that she did not be-
long to the Whiteley family."

Additional Opal trivia:
Author Benjamin Hoff has pre-

pared a movie script about Opal and
hopes to drawinterestfrom Hollywood.

A life-sized bronze Opal statue
has been proposed for a children's park
in Cottage Grove, and fund raising is
under way with a goal of $10,000.

Opal Park at the Cerro Gordo
community by Dorena Lake was se-
verely damaged by a windstorm last
December and will be closed for at
least a year.

Poems written by Opal in her 20s
are available at the Cottage Grove
bookstore, the Bookmine.

The Bookmine continues to be
headquarters for Opal fans at 702 Main
Street, phone 541-942-7414.

Writer Steve McQuiddy plans to
write more about Opalfor national
magazines and perhaps even a book
someday.

When David Douglas
visited Lane County

Recently Oregon historian Steven Dow
Beckham of Lake Oswego prepared an
account of travel on the Applegate
Trail in recognition of the 150th an-
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niversary of the opening of this
southern route to Oregon. He prepared
it for the Applegate Trail Coalition, a
group representing the Oregon coun-
ties traversed by the trail. In it are
diaries, letters, and retrospective ac-
counts of travel on the trail opened by
the Applegate brothers in 1846. The
trail followed the route of California
immigrants as far as Winnemucca,
Nevada, and then branched north-
westerly into southern Oregon and fi-
nally north into the southern Wil-
lamette Valley. Jesse Applegate
claimed the trail to be far superior to
the Oregon Trail's traditional northern
route, though in 1847 he expressed
caution: "tinder the present circum-
stances, I should hesitate to advise
immigrants to travel it, particularly if
their destinations be to northern por-
tions of the territory."

Lane County was, of course, the
first view these immigrants had of the
fabled Willamette Valley. It therefore
figures prominently in the series of
descriptive accounts that range from
Goose Lake in Lake County through
Polk County in the northern Wil-
lamette Valley. History records that
two versions of the trail existed in
Lane County, the first on the west side
of the valley past present-day Lorane
and along the Long Tom River drain-
agethe old Hudson's Bay "Trapper's
Trail." The second route followed the
Coast Fork of the Willamette River
into what is now Eugene-Springfield.

Beckham has selected accounts of
early travel in Lane County that pre-
date Applegate. Among the most cel-
ebrated of the area's early visitors was
David Douglas, the Scottish botanist
for whom the Douglas fir tree is named.

His is also the most vivid and dramatic
of the views of what eventually would
become Lane County.

In October and November 1826
Douglas accompanied a Hudson's Bay
Company brigade traveling south from
Fort Vancouver on a trapping expedi-
tion. There he lived with the trappers,
shared in their privations (such as
hunger), became lost in the woods,
cursed the torrential rain, and gener-
ally observed the scenic offerings of
the neighborhood, which included
much burned-over land (an ancient
Indian scorched-earth policy) and
distant mountains.

He wrote: "After a scanty breakfast
we proceeded at nine o'clock in a south
course. Country more hilly. At one
o'clock passed on the left, about twenty-
five or thirty miles distant, Mount
Jefferson of Lewis and Clarke, covered
with snow as low down as the summit
of the lower mountains by which it is
surrounded. About twenty miles to
the east of it, two mountains of greater
altitude are to be seen, also covered
with snow, in an unknown tract of
country called by the natives who in-
habit it 'Clamite.'... Camped on the
side of a low woody stream in the
centre of a small plainwhich, like
the whole of the country I have passed
through, is burned. One of the hunt-
ers killed a small doe shortly after
leaving our encampment, which will
provide an unexpected supper."

He spoke of ascending a low hill
"about 2,500 feet above its platform,
the lower part covered with trees of
enormous size of the same species as
on the Columbia On the summit only
low shrubs and small oaks and a spe-
cies of Castanea. This handsome tree
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I saw at the foot of the hill, but very
low, not more than 4 feet high, and
being imperfect from the leaves which
are lanceolate, deep glossy-green above
and ferruginous underneath, I took it
to be a species of Shepherdia, but was
agreeably disappointed to find my little
shrub of the valley change on the
mountains to a tree 60 to 100 feet high,
3 to 5feetin diameter (Castaneachryso-
phylla)."

Graced by unseasonably warm
weather in October, the party wit-
nessed bad weather on the return north
in November: "We went off the path
and had to camp near a small brook,
the rain still falling in torrents. With
great difficulty we pitched my tent,
but could not make any fire by reason
of the wind and rain. .. . After lying
down to sleep, we began to dispute
about the trail, I affirming we were
two or three miles off our way, they
that we were quite close to our former
encampment; all tenacious of our
opinions. The fact plainly this: all
hungry and no means of cooking a
little of our stock; traveled thirty-three
miles, drenched and bleached with
rain and sleet, chilled with a piercing
north wind; and then, to finish the
day, experiencing the cooling,
comfortless consolation of lying down
wet without supper or fire. On such
occasions I am very liable to become
fretful."

But Douglas noticed a certain pre-
tension among his companionsan
unspoken rule never to complain about
privations and misfortunes. One day
he became lost on a solo trek; he even
temporarily misplaced some fowl he'd
managed to shoot for dinner. He was
rescued and returned to camp by a

trapper who had come to look for him.
"I was hailed to the camp with 'Be
seated at the fire, Sir,' and then laughed
at for losing myself in the morning, my
game and other property in the
evening. There is a curious feeling
among voyageurs. One who complains
of hunger or indeed of hardship of any
description, things that in any other
country would be termed extreme
misery, is hooted and brow-beaten by
the whole party as a pork-eater or a
young voyageur, as they term it."

In June 1834 John Work of Hudson's
Bay Company described a scene at the
headwaters of the "Yangawa" (Sius-
law) River: "The soil appears very rich
& clothed with a more luxuriant crop
of herbage than we have met with
since leaving the fort. There is a con-
siderable quantity of clover among the
long grass, which in many places is
sufficiently rank & thick to be cut for
hay, & most excellent hay it would
make. The ground appears highly
susceptible of cultivation & would be
superior pasture land, the low ground
for cattle, the bare or partially wooded
hills for sheep."

In June 1844 fur trapper James
Clyman described some views of Lane
County during a traverse along the
Trapper's Trail. (He seldom employed
periods in his writing and economized
on capital letters.) "had a few miles of
pleasant traveling the ridge was
thinly clad with oak and pine our
rout still lying near the Killimook
mountains [Coast Range] we not
being able to travel in the main vally
on account of highness of the waters
The country we passed to day is deep
red clay on the hills the vallys being
low and mostly wet The dry vally land
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however is very rich Timber shrubby
oak and pine and F'irr passed severall
beautefull round mounds standing in
the main vally I cannot conjecture
how [they] came to occupy such situ-
ations unless at some distant period
this vally formed a Lake"

In 1846, immigrant Tolbert Carter,
among the first on the Applegate Trail,
told of seeing the cabin of Eugene F.
Skinner, founder of Eugene: "A small
pole cabin was builtthe first sign of
civilization we had seen in traveling
2,000 miles. The little cabin, without
door or window, looked homelike, in-
deed. Here several families, whose
teams had become too exhausted, were
going to abandon their wagons and
were making canoes to make the rest
of the journey by water. Had I not
been situated as I was, I would have
joined that party."

J. Quinn Thornton wrote of enter-
ing the upper Willamette Valley in
November 1846 after an arduous
journey during which he complained
bitterly about the deceptive nature of
Jesse Applegate's overly generous
descriptions of trail conditions: "On
this day, just seven months from the
time of entering upon our journey, we
entered the head of the Willamette
Valley. This was an important point
in our journey, and I seemed to have
thrown off from my shoulder, at the
foot of the mountain, when I first en-
tered the valley, a load of care that had
long oppressed me. On Tuesday, the
25th of the same month, we arrived at
the house of Mr. Lewis where a little
milk and butter having been added to
our new rapidly increasing luxuries,
we regarded ourselves as having re-
newed cause to be grateful."

Applegate trivia quiz
Robert Cox, a member of the Lane
County Historical Society's board of
directors, prepared this quiz, with
questions based on the book Skookum,
by Shannon Applegate, an account of
the pioneer Applegate family.

Of the three Applegate brothers,
Charles, Lindsay, andJesse, howmany
children did they accumulate among
them?

How many chimneys serve the
Applegate house in Yoncalla?

What was the shape of Jesse
Applegate's donation land claim.
Square maybe?

Buck Applegate made two fiddles
that can be seen on a tour of the
Applegate house. What was Buck's
real name?

A "bank" was kept on the
Applegate mantle in which loot was
accumulated to help pay the bills. What
form did this bank take?

In 1859 Lindsay Applegate pro-
posed to buy a small toll road. Where
was this road?

Two Applegate sons drowned in
the Columbia River. Whose sons were
they?

Two of the three Applegate boys
took wives who were sisters. Which
ones?

Tree seeds brought from Missouri
150 years ago produced huge trees
that still exist in front of the Applegate
home in Yoncalla. What kind of trees
are they?

What's the name of the flower-
ing plant that still graces the side of
the Yoncalla housea plant that
survived the trip from Missouri?

For the answers, please turn to page
56.
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Oregon Fiddling: "Where'd you
come from; where'd you go?"
They came from all over: Germans and Ukrainians and

Poles and Scandinavians from Minnesota and Wisconsin,
others from the South, some from Canada. They assembled

in Oregonan Oregon Trail stoiy set to music.

By Linda L Danielson

34

iddllers always seem to represent a link between past and
present, history and contemporary life, modern technology, and
pioneer ingenuity. For instance, there's the story Hugh Samples
of Central Point, Oregon, used to tell, from back in the 1930s,
when he lived in Kinzua, "ten miles from Fossil over the hill."

We got ahold of a Packard-Bell record player and a radio, and we got an outfit
that went with it, that you could broadcast for about, oh, eight or ten miles.
And every Sunday a bunch of these musicians therethere was quite a few
around therewould come up home and we'd have a regular jamboree up
there and we'd broadcast this stuff And we started getting all kinds of people
writing in, for us to play this and play that and we'd get a stack of letters six
inches high every Saturday for our Sunday program. Some of'em'd sing, some
of'em played a banjo, some of'em played a guitar, some of'em fiddled and some
of'em played a steel guitar, and, oh, we had a variety, you know. And we put
on quite a show there. It was a lot of fun.

Or there's Al Delorme of Medford, who used to tell about a World War II
scene involving a solution to a shortage of women dance partners, the same
custom documented in more than one pioneer journal:

We were in the barracks in the evening, and they were all blacked out, you
know, and there was no air conditioning or anything in there. And it was
mighty, mighty hot in there. But anyhow I had a fiddle and there was
somebody else with a banjo. . . . I just started to play the fiddle; pretty soon the
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banjo player come over and then somebody come over with a guitar, and we
started to play these old hoedowns, one thing and another, and here comes a
great big guy and he starts calling; pretty soon we had a square dance going.

[Some of the guys] tied handkerchiefs around their arms and they were
women. . . . We had quite a few sets going. Pushed all the beds out on one side

.and we had the whole floor, and boy, some of those guys could really [square
dance].

Some of the stories link both times and places, as when Earl Willis, in the
midst ofplaying for the grand opening ofa Springfield neighbors restaurant
in the mid-1970s, began reminiscing about the time in 1929 when he
played for the unveiling of the new six-cylinder Chevrolet back in Boone
County, Missouri:

The mayor of the town had the Chevrolet dealership there. And I was raised
with him. . . . He was the mayor, and he had the Ford agency, then he had the
Chevrolet agency. And 'course, when he got ready to have this big deal [to]
unveil this new car, he wanted me to play it. Which I was happy to do, got paid
for it, whatever pay was then; you know, in '29 things [were] pretty tough.

These and other stories from Oregon's old-time fiddlers come from the
Oregon Oldtime Fiddling Project which I directed in the mid 1970s. With
the help of several sound engineers and in collaboration with photogra-
pher John Bauguess, I recorded interviews and music with 30 oldtime
fiddlers in Lane, Douglas, and Jackson Counties. The project was
supported by the National Endowment for the Arts, Library of Congress,
Oregon Arts Commission, Oregon Oldtime Fiddlers Association, and by
the historical museums of the three counties involved.

At the conclusion of the collection phase, the interviews were tran-
scribed, edited, and retyped. (Among those who helped were a number
of Lane County Historical Museum volunteers.) Copies of the whole
collection, tapes and transcripts, are now in the Library of Congress and
in LCHM. Douglas and Jackson Counties also received copies of in-county
material.

In collaboration with Visual Arts Resources, we mounted an exhibit of
photos, text, audiotape and artifacts, which toured for several years.
Thirteen of John's photos were recently exhibited in New York's Grand
Central Station; I have published several articles and essays based on the
material.

In the course of the interviews I confirmed my belief that most then-

The author is a teacher at Lane Community College. This article is a revised and
expanded version of a presentation she made to members of the Lane County
Historical Society.
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active Oregon fiddlers had moved to the state as adults, in the wake of
either economic hard times during the Great Depression, or prosperity
during the World War II years; with these fiddlers came styles, reperto-
ries, and social contexts forged in earlier times and other places. They had
begun to encounter each other during the 1960s revival of interest in
traditional music. The arena of this encounter was the Oregon Oldtime
Fiddlers Association, founded in 1965. Here was a time and setting during
which mutual influence, creativity, and adaptation might potentially lead
to the development ofa new regional style. This was a special moment that
needed to be documented.

During the fieldwork with 30 fiddlers, a large majority of those then
active in the three counties, I found six native Oregonians. The fieldwork
with the 24 non-native fiddlers suggested that four main cultural and
style regions have contributed to Oregon's current fiddling community.

From the Dakotas, Minnesota, and Wisconsin came Scandinavians,
Germans, Poles, and Ukrainians. In Oregon, midwesterners from these
ethnic cultures have tended to identify with each other's tunes as "music
from back home." A case in point is MyDad'sPolish Wedding Waltz, which
I learned from Stan Gonshorowski, a Lane County fiddler of Polish
ancestry from the North Dakota/Minnesota border. The waltz started
life as an urban popular tune in Scandinavia. Probably, then, Stan's
father learned it at rural community hail dances in the early years of this
century, where overlapping neighborhoods of Swedes, Bohemians, and
Poles occasionally congregated. Perhaps the tune would then be played
at a granary dance, as Stan describes it:

You know what a granary is? Where they keep the grain? Clean one of those
up, that's where all the weddings were held on a farm. You never rented a
dance hail.. . the wedding was held at the bride's place, home. There was a
granaryor a hayloft. Played lots of hayloft dances.

In the last 25 years, Stan has taught the tune to many beginning fiddlers
in Lane County.

Some tunes that fiddlers have brought to Oregon are regionally
unique; others are more universally known. Like the widely known
tunes, certain stories resonate in the experience of fiddlers from many
parts of the country. These commonalities of experience have helped
Oregon's diverse fiddlers to find connections with one another. Stan's
story of getting a fiddle of his own exemplifies one such theme. Like many
other young fiddlers, he began by surreptitiously borrowing his father's
instrument:

My dad found out that I was using his fiddle. He said, "Well, you might break
it." Which, the way I treated it, I could see. . . . We were in Grand Forks, North
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"We14 Aunt Lila used to
play one called The

Turkey's Tail And don't
ask me where she got it,
where it came from, or

what it is becausewell---it
was kind of a funny song...
And us kids would just go

into hysterics evely time she
would play it, because she'd
go into the biggest antics

she was a clown."

Dakota, one time and we went
to a little hock shop next to a
bridge and I got a fiddle for a
dollar seventy-five cents.
No strings, nothin', so I made
strings out of package string..

. Imadeabow. Iwastheonly
one in the neighborhood who
had black bow hair, 'cause we
had black horses.

Later, Stan said, to earn money
for abetter fiddle, he sold salve
and neckties, then hunted go-
phers and saved the tails for
the bounty money. Finally
the stink of gopher tails in the
smokehouse convinced his
long-suffering mother, who
said, "Why don't Ijustbuyyou
a fiddle and be done with it?"

From Nebraska and South Dakota, Anglo-American descendants of
New England fiddlers brought plain-spoken versions of Celtic and
English-descended tunes, and home-grown tunes that revealed traces of
their Anglo-Celtic ancestry. But the stories of the tunes are stories about
what the fiddlers made of the tunes. Delores Lakey, of Drain, used to tell
about her Aunt lila from back in the Rapid City area of South Dakota
in the 1930s. Aunt Lila must have been a natural entertainer:

Well, Aunt Lila used to play one called The Turkey's Tail. And don't ask me
where she got it, where it came from, or what it is becausewellit was kind
of a funny song.. . . And us kids would just go into hysterics every time she
would play it, because she'd go into the biggest anticsshe was a clown. And
I remember her sitting on this wood box that was up against the side of the
house and... she'd sit there and play the fiddle and she'd start on this Turkey
Tail and she'd have us absolutely in stitches. We couldn't do dishes or
anything else [because] of all the antics that she'd go into with that fiddle and
bouncing around on that wood box.. . . My aunt could sing and play the fiddle
at the same time.

In that region, as in rural Oregon of the 1930s, one could attend small local
fiddle contests all summer. Judges would be picked out of the crowd. One
time Delores's Aunt Lila won a big white goose as a prize: "I never will
forget that goose. It chased us kids all over the yard."
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A third source of Oregon's immigrant fiddlers centers in the Ozarks
region of Missouri and Arkansas, but on account of tastes, commonalities
of repertory and approach to playing that I observed among Oregon
immigrants, I think of fiddlers from Oklahoma, Northern Texas, and
Southern Illinois as also belonging with this group. The approach to
bowing from this region often involves syncopating so as to imitate the
banjo and a fancy bow lick that Earl Willis called a "Missouri whipped
bow." The use of ornamental slides testifies to the influence from African-
American fiddlersmentioned frequently by Oregon immigrants from
the area.

From the Ozarks as from other regions of the country come stories of
playing for dancesthe thrill of the first time, the sheer labor of playing
for hours with no sound system, the temptation of the jug of "white
lightnin" hidden by a fence post, and the frequently heroic adventure of
getting there at all. Guy Kinman of Roseburg described the particular
challenges of dance playing in Texas panhandle country in the early
1930s:

I remember my brother and me, we'd take that old banjo and play for dances,
and it would get damp and we'd hold it over the lamp to dry it out so it would
be louder, and a lot of times only way we had to getting to the danceit was
so sandy... so you couldn't hardly get out in the car. So we put a tongue in
a old two-wheel trailer with rubber tires and hooked a team of mules to it, and,
man, we'd go all over the country in the sandy hills with those mules, playing
for those country dances.

With an equally ingenious mode of transportation in a difficult landscape,
Wally Bloom's story of getting to dances represents a fourth major thread
of tradition in Oregon fiddlingCanada. Wally recalls traveling to dances
in Saskatchewan, just about at the north edge of settlement:

Uncle Henry had a team of oxen, and he had a four by four. . . little house, or
caboose, we called it, built on the front of a bob sled, and we carried the feed
in the back end, and the wood, and there was a little stove. . .so we were nice
and warm in there, and the lines came through the caboose, so we drove in
behind these oxen. It took us three hours, I think.

Besides meeting fiddlers who moved from Canada, other new Oregonians
heard Canadian broadcasts of fiddling shows on radio and television. In
the 1950s and 1960s, fiddlers occupied the same position of popularity
there that Lawrence Welk did here.

In the 1990s, we cannot yet speak of an "Oregon style." But Oregon
fiddlers have formed a community. Distinctive elements of regional style
have weathered away as many of the fiddlers who came here with
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developed styles have become inactive or died. Many unique tunes have
disappeared. But a larger proportion of tunes played seem to be known by
everyone. The community seems now to include two large groups: contest
or progressive fiddlers, and oldtime fiddlers, a general designation that
now spans widely differing regional and geographical backgrounds.

One of the themes expressed in contemporary Oregon fiddling culture,
a theme again common to the various regions from which they came, and
a value that has helped blend this assorted lot of people into a community,
is the idea of responsibility for providing entertainmentservice to the
community. In the 1990s members of the Fiddlers Association devote
many hours to providing entertainment for community events and for
nursing home patients. "Slim" Schaefer's account of a dance he played
in Prineville, Oregon in 1924 illustrates a similar sense of responsibility
for community entertainment, as well as a familiar self-deprecating
modesty about his own achievement:

I came down to buy a ton of hay for my saddle horsehad him up there in a
canyon up at Grizzly Butte, so I was just about ready to leave, and I noticed
that hacks and wagons and horses were comin' from all directions; some of'em
had been comin' for a hundred miles. It was Saturday night. So I said to Ed
Raglin, the foreman, I said, "Ed, what's goin' on around here, anyway?"...

"Oh," he said, "there's gonna be a shindig here tonight, Slim," he said, "but
I guess we can't have it. The fiddler never showed up."...

"Well," I said, "I used to fiddle for a few backwoods shindigs up in the woods
of Michigan," I said. "Maybe I could help you out if you can find a fiddle; is
there any fiddle around the neighborhood?"

So sure enough, he sent one of the cowboys, and he jumped on his horse
and pretty soon he came back with a fiddle. So I put my horse back in the
barn, and by jinks we got in there and there was this Texas cowboy, Frank
Oliver. . . . Frank said, "I can play chords on the organ, Slim. . . and I can even
fiddle a tune or two."

I don't hear such old-timers' stories much anymore. But the stock of shared
tunes and values crosses time and space to form the basis of an ongoing
traditional musical community blended, like much of the rest of Oregon's
story, from stories that began elsewhere.

Suggested Further Reading
Danielson, Linda. "Fiddling," in Oregon Folklore, ed. Suzi Jones. Eugene,

Oregon: University of Oregon, 1977.
(Reprinted in Varieties of Hope: An Anthology of Oregon Prose, ed. Gordon B.

Dodds. Corvallis, Oregon: Oregon State University Press, 1993.)
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Remembering Lane
County's hop yards

A personal account of an annual family ritualsometimes
called a "paid vacation"including an explanation of why

his sister does not enjoy the taste of beer.

By Clair Cooley

ire down! Wire
down!"

"Why doesn't
that young fel-
low get over
here with that

long pole and get us more hops to pick?"
"Oh, here he comes now."
These words could have been spoken

by the many hop pickers who annually
used to go to the hop yards for the two-
or three-week harvest season, starting
usually in the middle of August.

From 1880 to 1933 the Willamette
Valley in Oregon was one of the major
producers of hops in the United States,
and thousands of acres were planted
in the Eugene area. The growers soon
learned thebest way to get them picked
was to make harvesting a family affair.
People would load up their wagons
with food, cooking utensils, bedding,
and kids, then go to the yards to stay
in the crude houses provided by some
growers. If you did not want to live in
one of the pickers' buildings, you were
welcome to bring your own tent. For
some families it was a vacation from

farming, with a chance to get some
spending money as well as see old
friends.

In those days many farmers were
living on a homestead with diversified
products, and they were mostly self-
sufficient. Items they did not grow
themselvesshoes, pots and pans, or
furniturewere obtained by barter.
Each week Dad and Mom would go to
town with eggs and other produce to
come home with items they needed;
very little money changed hands. In
some years our family income for a
year was less than $200, which was
adequate; everything else was grown.

Seavey Hop Yard was the biggest in
the Eugene area. The Seaveys would
hire as many as 600 hop pickers, many
of whom were Indians from the Warm
Springs Reservation in Eastern Or-
egon. The Seaveys provided a small
store, a dance and recreation hail, a
large area for a "tent city," and some
wooden temporary residence buildings.
The location was where Norman
Evoniuk's strawberry farm is now lo-
cated on Seavey Loop Road.
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Above: Matthews' hop yard, about 1900. Below: Seavey 's, about 1914.
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Another grower of hops was Jack
Chase. He had 35 acres on what is now
Centennial Boulevard, where the Elks
Club stands today. They did not need
as many pickers and would hire only
100 each year.

Ourfamily from Cottage Grove went
to Chases during the years of about
1911 to 1915. Dad would load up the
wagon with the things we would need
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"Tent City" at Seaveys hop yard, 1914.

for our "vacation." Mom had her favor-
ite cast iron pots and pans, lots of
dishes, a 49-pound sack of flour, sev-
eral slabs of bacon, potatoes, and a lot
of dried beans. We took bedding for the
straw beds that were provided in the
residence buildings, and a few chairs.

When we were all loaded and double-
checked, we four kids climbed aboard
and started our 22-mile trip to Eugene.
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Photos: Courtesy of the Lane County Historical Museum.

The roads were not freeways, but in
August they were not muddy, so we
made good time. We got as far as
Goshen, where we stopped to have a
picnic lunch under a big tree. It was
good for the horses to rest awhile and
get a drink; Dad never pushed the
horses too hard. We made it to our
destination before dark.

On arriving at the hop yards, we

were assigned a living unit in the pick-
ers' building. This was along, narrow,
unpainted wooden building with par-
titions to divide it into units about 12
feet on each side for a family's living
space. There were bunk-beds with loose
straw as mattresses and a wood cook
stove. The partitions were only 1"xlO"
unpianed boards, so there was no such
thing as soundproofing. We had to learn
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to be quiet and be considerate of our
neighbors. Dad or Mom would give us
little lectures about making less noise
and thinking of other people. Some of
the boards had knotholes in them,
which we were told not to look through.
One time there was a lot of giggling on
the other side, somysisterlreta'sfriend,
Gladys (a visitor), accepted a dare to
look through the knothole to see what
was going on. Gladys sneaked a look
and peered directly into someone's eye
lookingback at us. Evidently they were
giggling at us. A picture was tacked
over that hole.

All the pickers' buildings were not
large buildings. Some were individual
100-square-foot "rooms" that were built
on sled runners. They could be hooked
up to a team of horses and dragged to a
storage area during the off-season. One
evening inside one of the individual
buildings five teenage girls were gig-
gling, so five or six teenage boys de-
cided to invade the party. The noise
increased. Another bunch ofyoung men
decided to have some fun, so they qui-
etly surrounded the building and all
together lifted the whole thingup afoot
or two, then dropped it.

That scared them.
Jack Chase did not hire Indians,

but he did hire Hawaiians because
they were such good pickers. Many
evenings the rest of the campers were
thrilled to see the Islanders give im-
promptu singing and dancing enter-
tainment. There was no dance floor so
they danced on the grass or a dirt road.

Chases also maintained a commis-
sary for people to buy essentials, such
as eggs, bacon, flour, butter, beans,
canvas gloves, and black friction tape.
Most pickers wore white canvas gloves

to strip the hops off the vines. When a
hole developed they would wrap tape
around it and go right on.

Jack Chase and Frank Chase had
adjoining farms. Frank grew mostly
truck produce and started the green-
houses that eventually became Chase
Gardens. Jack's was more diversified
and also had hops.

Hop vines (humulus luplus) are
beautiful, fast-growing, dense-foliage
plants. The female grows the hop, which
is a flower resembling a small Douglas
fir cone in shape. It is two or more
inches long; only the "petals" are yel-
lowish green, loose and papery to touch
and very lightin weight. Thereisavery
pungent aroma pervading the whole
area. Most people enjoy the smell,
though some are allergic to the touch
and odor.

Hop yards had row after row ofheavy
wire strung up on 12-foot poleslike
power poles. In the spring, strings were
fastened to the young sprouts on the
ground then tied to the wire above,
giving the fast-growing plants a con-
trolled place to grow. At maturity a
dense foliage developed so thick that
pickers standing on each side of the
row could not see each other. Hop vines
may grow as long as 25 feet in a single
growing season. The vines die in the
fall, but underground stems of the
plants continue to live and they produce
new vines the next spring. When pickers
went into a row they each had a basket
made from lightweight wooden slats
which was three or four feet tall and a
couple of feet wide at the top. The
shape made it easy to hit with the hops,
and it was easy to drag along on the
ground. When the basket was full it
was emptied into a huge burlap gunny
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A crew of wire stringers at the Seavey hop yard, 1914.

sack. When the sack was full, a weigher
would arrive to find out how many
pounds were picked and record each
picker's work for the day. If a sackful
seemed to weigh too much, he would
look for evidence of attempting to cheat
by putting in clods of dirt or water. A
good trick was to get up at dawn and
pick while there was dew on the hops,
making them heavier.

Since the wires were 12 feet from
the ground, no one could reach the top
hops. So "wire down" was shouted in a
loud voice, and a strong young man
would come around with a long pole

with a hook on one end, reach up and
lower the wire to about a six-footheight;
then the pickers could get all the hops.
He had a lot of pickers to attend to, and
tempers would flare if he did not come
promptly. Each vine was picked only
once and left on the ground.

My Mom was an expert picker; she
could make at least $8 a day. With
inflation that would equal $ 150 to $200
a day now.

My eldest sister, Ireta, was un-
doubtedly a good picker. She was about
14 at the time, an ideal first child for
our family. The prim, proper and pre-

Clair Cooley, a Eugene writer, often discusses local events from the perspective of
personal experience as well as historical research.
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cise young lady was an assistant
mother. She was the kind of girl who
was always getting awards for never
being absent or tardy from school for a
year, a common practice in those days.

Usually boys could never pick as
well as girls. Brother Dale remembers
when he was eight or nine, that he
made $8 for one season. That was a lot
of hops for a goof-off kid to pick. It was
something that he could not get little
brother (me) to do for him. He took the
$8 and bought himself a new suit, and
a pocket knife came with the suit.

Sister Fay, about 10 years old, was
the redhead of our family and had the
fairest skin. Maybe that is why she was
more susceptible to skin allergies than
most kids. She always said she could
not even read the words "poison oak" in
the dictionary without breaking out
with a rash. Of course that was not
true, but if there was any poison oak in
the area, she found it. Her rashes were
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The Sidwell Sisters, Seavey's, 1914.

not an ordinary few itchy bumps, as
her face, neck, and arms would swell
up. She picked hops one day and got
hop poisoning, similar to poison oak.
Dad felt so sorry for her he took her to
town, put her on a train, and sent her
home to stay with Aunt Juda. Fay
never had to go back to the hop yards.
She hated the smell, got a rash, didn't
like the work, and couldn't make $1 a
day. She now thinks that the reason
she could never learn to like beer was
because she can still taste the hops in
the brew. Dried hop flowers are used as
a flavoring in brewing beer.

I was around five, so! was no good as
a picker. But don't think I was not
useful. I was a "gofer." I had to "go for"
drinking water, go for gunny sacks, go
for sun hats you know, the typical
little brother stuff. I also had to keep
the wood box filled for the stove. I am
sure I was a big help.

One good thing about the "paid va-

Lane County Historian



cation" was the people we would get
acquainted with and look forward to
seeing each year. It took some plan-
ning to arrange affairs to be able to
leave the farm. Someone had to be
taking over the chores on the ranch.
But that apparently was no big prob-
lem because neighbors always helped
each other.

After the hops were picked and
bagged, a wagon would come down the
ends of the rows and take the hops to
the dryers. These were huge two-story
barn-like structures. The second-story
floor was slotted, and the hops were
poured from the sacks two or three feet
deep onto the floor. A furnace was
below on the ground floor, and some-
one had the job of keeping a big hot fire
going day and night. The hot air would
rise, go through the slats and dry the
hops. Also sulfur was burned in the
furnace, making a pretty blue flame,
but with a very pervasive odor. The

Weighing the hops, Seavey's, 1914.

sulfur was used primarily to bleach the
hops. After a day or two they'd be trans-
ferred to another cooling-off building,
then baled and sent to market.

The Prohibition Act of 1919 out-
lawed all manufacture, sale or use of
any alcohol in the United States. It
was thought that would slow down the
production of hops. However, World
War I had made battlefields of the hop
yards in Europe, so the foreign demand
for hops increased enough to keep the
Oregon growers going strong.

In the late 1920s and early 1930s, a
blight invaded the Seavey and Chase
hop fields that could not be controlled
economically. The fmal blow came in
1933, a wet year, which made the dis-
ease worse. Nearly all growers in this
area plowed their hops under.

Breweries still use hops grown in
the Willamette Valley, but they are
picked by machine.

Gone is an interesting era.
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Visiting a farm where
history lives

And where nuts abound, for the Dorris Ranch
at age 93 still pmduces a commercial hazelnut crop

in addition to hosting 18,000 visitors a year.

By Dorothy Velasco

hen George and Lulu
Dorris planted their
first filbert trees by
the Willamette River
near Springfield in

1903, they never imagined they were
founding the nation's first commercial
filbert farm, one that would become a
living history ranch attracting 18,000
visitors a year. They also had no idea
that they were initiating an entire in-
dustry.

In fact, they hardly knew what they
were doing. George was a lawyer, not
a farmer. He didn't even benefit from
a farming heritage. His father, Ben-
jamin Franklin Dorris, came west to
search for gold in California, where
George was born in 1858. Eventually
the senior Dorris helped found the
University ofOregon and became a city
judge and recorder in Eugene.

George graduated from the Univer-
sity of Oregon Law School in 1882, and
was admitted to the bar that same
year. After practicing law in Astoria
with George Noland, he returned to
Eugene and joined his uncle, Eugene
attorney George Byron Dorris.

In 1883 he married Luella (Lulu)
Dunn. The law must not have held his
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interest, and in 1892 he purchased
part of the William A. Masterson Do-
nation Land Claim for $4,000 from
George Thurston. The 277-acre prop-
erty, a beautiful tract of meadow and
forest at the confluence of the Middle
and Coast Forks of the Willamette
River, was conveniently located half a
mile south of downtown Springfield.
George continued his lackluster law
practice until 1898, when he retired to
devote his full efforts to farming.

The Don-is House, still in use today
as a caretaker's residence, was built in
1899. Additional buildings were con-
structed between 1900 and 1940.
George started planting fruits, veg-
etables, hops, and delicate white as-
paragus with considerable success, but
nothing quite satisfied his desire for
experimentation.

His first filbert trees came from
Felix Gillet's Barren Hill Nursery in
Nevada City, California. Apparently
Gillet, who succeeded with walnuts
but not with filberts, convinced Dorris
thathis Barcelonafilberts wouldthrive
in Oregon, where the native hazelnut,
a relative of the filbert, grew as easily
as blackberries.

Why George would trust a grower
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Kids and COLDS, enjoying each other's company at the Dorris Ranch.

who named his nursery "Barren Hill,"
and why he would believe that an
obscure nut from Europe would bring
him prosperity is anybody's guess.
Fortunately his instincts were right,
and so was his soilsandy river bottom
rather than the dense clay found in so
much of the valley. When George
planted his first 50 trees, filberts
now commonly called hazelnuts world-
widewere popular in the Mediterra-
nean but little known in the U.S. Today
Oregon hazelnuts, most ofthem derived
from Dorris Ranch tree stock, reach a
world market.

George later told reporters, "I
bought a lot of two-year-old trees and
set them out near the house. A few of

them bore a nut or two that year.... In
that purchase were Red Avelines,
White Avelines, Davianas, and
Barcelonas. Of these, the Barcelona is
the only variety to consider for com-
mercial plantings." He later added the
DuChilly variety as a pollenizer for
the self-sterile Barcelonas.

George became a hazelnut pioneer
and missionary, spreading the word to
potential nut growers, planting more
and more trees in eleven orchards and
eventually devising new methods of
propagation that set the industry stan-
dard. He was active in the develop-
ment of a fruit and nut growers' coop-
erative and was a director of the Eu-
gene Fruit Growers Association, now
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known as AGRIPAC, from its incep-
tion until his death in 1936.

The Dorrises may have thrown
themselves so completely into the de-
velopment of the ranch to make up for
the tragic loss of their five children,
who died one after another in infancy.
It was a blessing that George's nephew,
Benjamin Fultz Dorris,joined him as a
partner in the ranch in 1925, after
recovering from wounds received in
World War I.

Ben, the son of George's younger
brother Edward, became a surrogate
son for the Dorrises. Born in Washing-
ton in 1890, he graduated from the
University of Oregon in 1915 and went
to work for the Southern Pacific Rail-
road in Eugene before serving as a first
lieutenant in the war.

Together with George, Ben plunged
into experimenting with a new method
of propagating hazelnut trees. An
untended hazelnut tree tends to pro-
duce numerous suckers at its base,
thus growing into a multi-trunk tree
that makes pruning arduous. George
and Ben devised a system to eliminate
suckers, allowing for the growth of
single-trunk trees called tipped trees.
In 1934 they co-authored a widely
used pamphletexplainingtheir system.

The Don-is Ranch Nursery, which
operated for 40 years, produced an
average of 70,000 trees annually for
new orchards throughout the North-
west. More than half of all the com-
mercial hazelnut trees growing in the
United States today originated from
Don-is Ranch nursery stock.

Meanwhile, Ben married Clysta
(Kay) CornettAnkeny in October, 1929
when he was a 39-year-old bachelor.
Ben and Kay had three children, as

George Dorris

well as Kay's son from her first mar-
riage. All of the kids grew up on the
ranch, enjoying the forest, the river
and pony rides. In 1940 Ben even built
them a 97-foot-long swimming pool fed
by the river through a diversion chan-
nel. The pool also served as an irriga-
tion source for the tree nursery. His son
George recalled that the three-tier ter-
raced wall to the west of the pool was
planted each year with night-blooming
star.

Over the years the river changed its
course, and today it no longer feeds the
pool. Both the diversion channel and
the pool are now filled with debris, but
future plans include their restoration.
The channel is still fed by ground wa-
ter, and when restored it will create a
better habitat for wildlife. The pool
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may eventually be filled with well wa-
ter from the pump house because the
river is too far away. Mary Farrington,
ranch program manager, says the pool
will probably never again be used for
swimming but rather as a source of
irrigation for a small scale nursery.

The restoration would have glad-
dened the hearts of the early Dorrises,
who were unusually keen on conser-
vation. As early as 1912, George and
Lulu entered into an agreement with
the Lane County and the state game
wardens declaring their land to be a
"wild bird and game refuge for the
period of two years," and granting the
county and state "the right to preserve
and protect. . . all wild birds and game
protected by the laws of the State of
Oregon."

Mter remaining in the Dorris fam-
ily for 80 years, the Dorris Ranch has
been owned and operated by Willama-
lane Park and Recreation District since
1972. Purchased through a combination
of grants and a donation of $52,000
from the Ben and Kay Dorris family,
the ranch became Oregon's first living
history farm in 1987.

The next year Mary Farrington
successfully fulfilled the requirements
for gaining it a listing on the National
Register of Historic Places. According
to Farrington, the honor is rarely
granted to a farm, but in this case the
listing was made specifically for the
historically significant landscaping
rather than the buildings.

Many of the scheduled activities
begin and end at the entrance barn, a
cozy, unpainted structure dating from

the 1930s. Here visitors meet a fat,
friendly tabby, the official greeter. The
1910 Tomseth House, which was re-
cently moved to Dorris Ranch from
one-half mile away, will be renovated
for use as an office, store, and visitor
information center. Dorris Ranch
currently has a capital campaign un-
derway to raise money for restoring
the house and installing landscaping.

As a living history farm, the Dorris
Ranch is an outdoor museum, a place
where visitors of all ages can observe
and participate in the daily activities
of farm life as they were performed in
an earlier era. Like most museums, it
operates as a non-profit organization
and depends on grants and donations
for support, but unlike most, it has its
own built-in source of income from the
annual crop. The crop pays for all farm
operations, basic building mainte-
nance, and for program development
one-third of the total operational costs.

For 23 years, Blue Diamond Inc.
has purchased the majority of the crop,
but volunteers from the community
package a small percentage of the nuts
in burlap bags printed with the Dorris
Ranch logo and tied with colorful rib-
bons. Like the ubiquitous smoked
salmon filets and marionberry jams,
these make popular gifts from the
Northwest.

The ranch, now slightly reduced in
size to 250 acres, is still one of the
largest in the country, with a total of
9,280 hazelnut trees in eleven differ-
ent orchards on 75 acres. Gary
Rodakowski, a professional orchardist
working on an annual contract basis,

Dorothy Velasco is the author ofseveral works ofhistory. including Lane County:
An illustrated history of the Emerald Empire.
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manages orchard operations. Roda-
kowski, who is also chairman of the
Oregon Hazelnut Commission, has
devised a five-year plan for the ranch
involving aggressive pruning on a ro-
tating basis. Pruning decreases pro-
ductivity the first year, but then in-
creases it the following year.

Rodakowski devotes five acres of
orchard for use in a "soft pesticide"
research program developed by Oregon
State University. Here he tries out
botanical insecticides designed to con-
trol pests while causing as little harm
as possible to beneficial insects.

Squirrels can play an even larger
role in crop loss than insects and worms,
and the farm recently hired trappers to
remove the critters and turn them loose
on BLM lands. In spite of pesky
squirrels and minimal pruningin recent
years, the orchard has produced an
average of 50 tons of nuts, with con-
siderablefiuctuationfromyeartoyear.

The land that isn't in orchards in-
cludes a riverfront forest and a frog-
filled wetland. A fiat, wheelchair-ac-
cessible trail makes a scenic two-mile
loop that begins at the entrance barn,
goes past several orchards, historic
structures, and a meadow where plays
and musical events are performed, and
through an old-growth forest.

Visiting the ranch
The ranch is located at the intersection
of South Second and Dorris Streets
one-half mile south of downtown
Springfield. It is open to the public
every day, and school programs, inter-
pretive programs and special events
are scheduled from March through
early December. Visitors can take a
self-guided tour at any time of the year.

For further information call Mary
Farrington at (541) 726-4325.

For its museum activities the ranch
staff of two full-time and two part-
time employees depends upon the
Dorris Ranch Volunteer Association
to supply more than 100 trained vol-
unteers of all ages for assisting with
visitor operations. Some volunteers
dress up in 1920s farm gear and teach
kids what it was like to live on a farm
70 years ago. "We chose the 1920s
because that was a very active time in
the development of the ranch,"
Farrington says.

School Programs: More than half of
the visitors each year are children,
and the ranch staff works closely with
the area's school districts to provide
students with a valuable enrichment
program focusing on regional history
and environmental issues.

Nature walks and bird walks: Vol-
unteers lead visitors on nature walks
and teach plant identification. The
Audubon Society organizes bird walks
at different times of the year. The
shore of the Willamette River is a good
place to spot a great blue heron or an
osprey. A popular annual event,
scheduled this year for July 27, is
"Breakfast with the Birds," a 7 a.m.
guided walk followed by a catered
breakfast complete with live music.

A Day on the Farm is such a popular
family event marking the beginning of
summer that this year it has grown to
two days, June 21 and 22.

The Haunted Hayride, just before
Halloween, has also been extended to
two days, October 25 and 26. The
evening event includes a ride through
the ranch orchards on "spook-mobiles"
and a visit with a fortune teller.
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By Dan Wyant

Making bricks in Eugene
in the early days

A gash in the hillside at the Masonic Cemeteiy shows
evidence of a once-thriving pioneer business.

The U.O.'s Deady Hall before the facelift. (U.O. Archives.)

troll along a pleasant path
just inside the northeast
border ofthe Eugene Masonic
Cemetery and you'll see the
sole remaining evidence of

one of the city's pioneer enterprises.

It's the site where James McMurry
dug the clay for his brick-making busi-
ness. The clay was the source of bricks
for the University of Oregon's two ear-
liest buildings, Deady Hall and Villard
Hall. Bricks from the clay pit also
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supplied many of the city's earliest
church and business buildings, which
no longer exist.

Start where University Streetmeets
East 25th Avenue at the edge of the
cemetery and walk to your left along
the cemetery path for about 300 yards.
From the path look down beyond the
cemetery's border. You'll see a gash
along the hillside, the bare earth long
since gentled with an overgrowth of
shrubs and grasses.

Adrian Vaaler, who grew up in a
house on the site of the former brick-
yard, says the excavation was the "fi-
nal cut" of a series that produced the
clay for McMurry's kiln. Vaaler, a civil
engineer, now lives in Seattle. His
father, whose first name was also
Adrian, was also a civil engineer well
known in Eugene.

The property was originally part of
a 640-acre donation land claim, staked
out by Fielding McMurry and his wife,
pioneers who came to Oregon from
Kentucky in 1851. They built their
two-story white frame farmhouse
where the University of Oregon's Erb
Memorial Union now stands. Their
property extended west to include ten
acres on a fir-covered hill which they
sold in 1859 to the Eugene Masonic
Lodge for the city's first cemetery.

Part of the purchase agreement
provided for a free McMurry burial
plot in the new cemetery. It was to be
used all too soon when McMurry died
in 1860, the following year.

It was James Scott McMurry, son of
the original settlers, who carried on
the brick-making business.

He supplied the bricks for Deady
Hall, the university's first building.
Records show that McMurry received

$6 for each thousand bricks delivered
to the site.

Construction started in 1873 but
the building was not completed for
classes until 1876. Citizens raised the
money to erect the building in order to
establish Eugene as the location for
the state's university. Fund-raising
was a slow process.

However, University of Oregon ar-
chivist Keith Richard says the outside
brick shell of the building was com-
pleted that first year. The bricks were
molded and then fired in a kiln located
at the McMurry homestead rather than
at the Masonic Cemetery site, Richard
says. Vaaler says his father tried to
find out more about the old clay pit and
learned some details from university
sources.

The Vaaler residence was at the
north end of a short street called
Inavale at about 25th Avenue and
Onyx.

"The clay pit ran along the edge of
the cemetery for maybe 100 yards,"
Vaaler says. "There's reason to think
they may have used a portable kiln,
shaping and firing the bricks at loca-
tions between the clay pit and various
construction sites."

Some of the brick making occurred
at the site itself, however.

Frank G. McMurry, a son of James,
prepared a sketch for U of 0 records
that shows the location of the farm-
house, an orchard, the cemetery, and
the clay pit site which he identffied as
a "brickyard."

From a personal observation, this
writer can verify that broken pieces of
bricks from the old site extended down
to the 25th block of Emerald Street,
where my wife and I purchased our
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first home in Eugene. Digging in the
yard while gardening invariably
turned up quantities of broken brick,
which pazzled us then.

It's not far from our old house to the
clay pit site because Emerald and Onyx
are only about a half block apart at
that point. Obviously the brickyard or
its storage area extended to what later
became Emerald Street.

When the university began plans
for Villard Hall in the spring of 1885,
the regents called for bids to supply
the bricks. McMurry was the successful
bidder. This time the price was set at
$8.50 per thousand bricks.

The exact number of bricks used to
build Villard Hall is known. That's
because the regents wanted to be sure
they were getting what they paid for,
Richard says. The architectural design
called for an exterior cement finish
shaped like stones to be applied over
the bricks.

The bricks were counted as they
were laid and were still visible. The
count was 529,000 bricks.

Assuming a similar number of
bricks was used in Deady Hall, the two
buildings alone accounted for more than
1 million bricks formed from the Ma-
sonic Cemetery clay pit. In addition,
McMurry supplied bricks for the
university's first gymnasium which
stood where Lawrence Hall now stands
and for an observatory atop Skinner's
Butte.

Other brick structures were going
up in Eugene at the same period of the
city's early history, some presumably
supplied by McMurry. The illustrated

History of Lane County, published by
A. G.Wallingin 1884 reported that"no
less than ten brick buildings" had been
erected in Eugene by 1872.

Eugene City was growing more rap-
idly than any other city in the Wi!-
lamette Valley south of Portland, the
book said. By 1884, the history book
reported, 'Fhe town contains 25 brick
business buildings with twice as many
wooden ones, three hotels and a fourth
of brick just commenced."

There was at least one other local
source for bricks, according to Ethan
Newman, former long-time Eugene
postmaster, who probably has learned
as much about the city's early history
as anyone.

It was called the "Cook Brickyard,"
and was situated on a hillside north-
west of where the West Eugene Fred
Meyer Store is now located, Newman
says. The McMurry brickyard was the
earliest, he adds.

Among the university archives are
several McMurry bricks which Richard
salvaged when they were removed from
the interior of Deady Hall to make
room for an elevator.

Now, more than 100 years after the
bricks were formed from raw clay, the
bricks in Richard's collection are, well,
as hard as a brick. But that wasn't
true, unfortunately of the bricks ex-
posed to the elements in the exterior
walls of Deady Hall.

The bricks began deteriorating. In
1887 the exterior of Deady Hall was
covered with a cement veneer to pro-
tect the bricks from further damage.

University officials sought a source

The author retired in 1989 after a 41-year career with The Register-Guard.
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for superior bricks when the next cam-
pus building, Friendly Hall, was con-
structed in 1893. Those bricks came
from clay that was excavated at
Willamina.

Information is lacking on how long
James McMurry continued to operate
the clay pit and brickyard next to the
cemetery. However, in 1910 two broth-
ers, Albert and William Field, took
over the clay site for a time before
moving to Monroe where they estab-
lished the Monroe Tile Company.

The two brothers were great uncles
of Frank Field of Eugene. He says his
father, also Frank, worked as a young
man at the Monroe plant which was a
day's drive by horse and buggy from
Eugene. His father founded the Field
Tile Company in Eugene in 1925 which
became Field & Son Tile Company
when the younger Field began work-
ing there.

Now Frank Field's son, Kim, has
joined the business to became yet an-
other generation of Fields working in
brick and tile.

The present business specializes in
ceramic and decorative tile work.
Frank's dad tiled the Eugene Hotel
and the Miner Building, two landmark
downtown structures. Frank and his
brother-in-law, George Grainger, did
the tile work for the last wing of the U.
of 0. Science Building and the
university's swimming pool, among
other projects.

Four buildings in Oregon have been
named to the elite National Historic
Landmark Register. One is the Pioneer
Courthouse in Portland. One is Tim-
berline Lodge. It is a point of pride for
the University of Oregon that the other
two are Deady Hall and Villard Hall,
both put together with bricks that
came from clay at the edge of the
Masonic Cemetery.
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Answers to trivia quiz. (See page 33)
Forty. (See Sk,00kum, loot was gold dust, dropped in

pages 12-13.) Charles had a pinch at a time by travelers.
16, Lindsay 12, and Jesse 12. (Page 126.)

One. The one fireplace 6. The Siskiyou summit. It
was divided. One firebox was noted as "ten days hard
opened on the women's side traveling from Yoncalla."
of the house and one on the (Page 132.)
men's side. (Read page 122.) 7. Lindsay's boy Warren

Definitely not square and Jesse's boy Edward.
more like an arrowhead. 8. Charles's wife Melinda
Charles's was L-shaped, and Lindsay's wife Elizabeth.
Lindsay's oblong. 9. Locust trees. (Page 268.)

His real name was 10. A rose bush. Three
George. were given to Melinda by her

A blue sugar bowl. The mother. One survived.
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The story of Eugen

The Story of

Eugene
by Lucia W. Moore

Nina W. McCornack
Gladys W. McCready

Where did we come from and how did we
get here? Find the answers in the first
and foremost history of Eugene's first one
hundred years. The Story ofEugene, for
three decades out of print, has been re-
issued in paperback with a new section of
historic photographs from the archives of
the Lane County Historical Museum.
Relive the days when families made their
own soap in kettles over an outside fire,
spun their own yarn, and cooked meals
over fireplaces.

$12.95 at the Museum and Eugene bookstores
Published by Lane County Historical Society, Eugene, Oregon
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