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Such as we were we gave ourselves outnight
To the land vaguely reahizing westward,
But still unstoricd, artless, unenhanced,
Such as she was, such as she would become.

ROBLRT FROST

We were young, we were mefry, we were very,
1ery wise,

And the door stood open at our feast,

When there passed us 2 woman with the West
in her eyes,

And a man with his back to the East.

MARY CLIZABETH COLERIDGE



ONE
APRONS TO THEIR EYES
1

It 1s BASY for Americans to forget how short a journey 1n
time they have come from the great overland trek of men,
women, children, and animals which gave this country its
present vast span from ocean to ocean Actually 1t 1s only
about a hundred years since the first two white women, both
from the State of New York, dared the perils of that “ foreign ”
land between the Ohito Valley and the Pacific coast to come a
seven months’ journey, doubled up 1n side-saddles—one preg-
nant, the other an 1nvalid from a stllbirth—over the * impass-
able barrier ” of the Rocky Mountains down into the green
valleys of mythtcal Oregon

From the beginning of the nineteenth century the shore of
the Western ocean had been drawing men toward it with an
inescapable pull The pull strengthened as the century moved
into the thirties, forties, and fiftrtes It was as though the un-
awakened American land, sleeping between 1ts bindings of sea
water, had 1tself cried- Take me, claim me, make me your
own . . So men walked and rode, measured and staked, dug
and looted, -burned and planted, all the way from Maine to
California, making the country theirs—some by rape and some
by gentle care

Where men go, women must of necessity follow But that
s not the whole story of the coming of the women to the West,
of this long and arduous journey into deprivation and discom-
fort The first to cross the Rocky Mountains came as misston-
artes, hoping to convert the Indians and thus to serve their
Protestant God Yet already other women had made the same
Journey, Indran women, serving white men, helping this alien
race to conquer their own people by teaching them—the pale-
faces—to Live in the wilderness without discontent When the
Western land yielded gold and silver, towns sprang up over-

7



8 WESTWARD THE WOMEN

night on rich diggings, and then there came the adventuresses,
the landladies and hookers of parlour house and hurdy-gurdy
hall, answering 2 need and taking money for it 1n an honest
and forthright fashion

The great majority of westward-moving women, however,
were the wives and mothers of the covered-wagon trains Some
of these women came, 1n tight-lipped protest, simply because
their men had caught the virulent Oregon Fever and there was
nothing to do but follow Others were stirred with the Amer-
ican appetite for change, and gladly left sheltered towns and
farms in Illinois, New Hampshire, Missour1, or Massachusetts
to travel toward a legendary land There were some who were
sick of seeing thetr children and menfolk shaking their livers
out with ague along some Midwestern river and so themselves
organtzed the family exodus “ Well,” cried Mrs Waldo, for
whose husband, Dan, the lovely Waldo Hills of Oregon were
named, " 1n the spring I am going to take the children and go

_to Oregon, Indians or no Indians They can’t be any worse
than the chills and fever”

Though eminent men of presumable knowledge—United
States Senators among them—decried the western migrations
as the mass acts of insane people, nothing could check them
once they began No lurid tales of endless deserts, unscalable
mountains, cannibal Indians, and trackless forests stopped the
westward surge For more than three decades thousands of
Americans moved slowly day after day across the limutless land-
scape to settle eventually in struggling communities at fords or
ports or clearings 1n the forest, or to go apart into wilderness
solitude, clear a plot of land, and there erect a cabin 1n which
to make a home and raise a famuly

There are no simple explanations for the mighty forces that
set a whole people in motion The 1ntimate, heroic, sordid, and
glorious saga of the women of the covered-wagon trains mov-
ing westward will never lend itself to ready phrasing Some-
where between the sentimentality of overblown speeches at
annual Pioneer Picnics—held 1n high summer in most Far
Western towns—and the bored indifference of the grand-
children of First Settlers lies the material of the greatest Amer-
ican legend a legend which, like all legends, 1s equally
compounded of truth and myth

v
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It is men who have written the world histories, and in writ-
ing them they have, almost without exception, ignored women.
Another cast of male mind, that of the philosopher, has seen fic
to treat women as spectal human creatures, the possessors of
traits so peculiar as to make them objects worthy of separate
classtfications under Man Even the Encyclopedia Britannica
has followed thss latter tradition Pressed in—somewhat sym-
bolically—between Felucca, a vessel, on one hand, and Femer-
cll, a lantern, on the other, you will find Female: “ The correla-
tive of male, the sex which performs the function of conceiving
and bearing as opposed to the begetting of young” You will
seatch 1n vain, however, through the M’s for the * correlative ”
of " female”

“ Women are history,” said Spengler, 1n one of those quot-
able phrases which are apt to dissolve into meantnglessness
if subjected to too logical a scrutiny For he added * Men
make history,” which would seem to imply that men direct
women’s historical course—a view 1n agrcement with the pro-
testations of most American feminists who argue that man has
given woman complete freedom in this country and then re-
fused to accept her use of 1t if i1t Jay outside the established
patterns .

The first of Spengler’s aphorisms seems peculiarly apt when
we study the history of the great migtatory push westward on
this continent It 1s not possible to say or to write anything
about this period 1n America’s development without including
women'’s fole 1n 1t For 1t was women who made posstble-tliz
conquest and civilizing of the vast Northwestern area—begin-
ning with Sacajawea, the Indian guide for Lewis and Clark, .
and continuing down through the many nameless stout-hearted
white women who held the very wilderness at bay and finally
vanquished 1t with their insistence on larger clearings, garden
patches, wooden floors, roads, schools, and club meetings

Although the woman of the covered-wagon trains has been
regularly presented in Fourth of July oratorical terms as The
Pioneer Mother, she refuses to remain merely a generic term.
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She emerges from the Western saga 1n too many instances an
integrated and powerful petsonality Such women as Mary
Walker, Eliza Spalding, Narcissa Whitman, Sister Aloysta, Abs-
gail Duniway, and Bethenia Owens do not yield to anonymity.
Many of them have left a record that will bappily preserve
them from such a fate.

And 1t 15 this wrtten record—muraculously escaping de-
structton at the hands of tim:d descendants fearful of reflections
on grandmother’s grammar, or careless ones who cried- * Oh,
much of our information about the Far Western frontier
period Though 1t 15 said that Captain Cook’s niece started the
riod ‘Though 1t is said that Captain Cook’s niece started the
morning fire with the most valuable part of his great journal
of discovery, such a record of feminine unconsciousness can be
balanced by the wisdom of a few daughters of pioneers who
chose to ignore their mothers’ pious written requests to burn
their diaries and letters immediately upon their discovery and
“ pray be so good as not to read them” )

3

Getting to the Pacific Northwest 1n the early nineteenth
century was an ordeal that we can scarcely imagine to-day
The first women to endure it were forced to travel in the
rough company of fur traders, the only men who knew the
trails and water holes, and the ways of buffalo and Indians
Later emigrant compantes selected captains from among their
own number for the plains trip and hoped somewhere to pick
up expert guides to help them cross the Rocky Mountains and
choose their final destination Frequently these guides lost thetr
way and led trusting companies into weary weeks of delay and
danger when food ran out and people died of hunger and ex-
haustion within a few days’ journey of the promised land

Sometimes women grew desperate on the trail and set fire to
their wagons, struck their children, threatened to kill them-
selves rather than endure another hour of heat, flies, dirt, dust,
weariness, lack of water, lost cattle, sick babies, and a receding
horizon One account 1n a journal of the tumes gtves a clear pic-

-



APRONS TO THEIR EYES 11

ture of a distraught woman who had come to the end of her
endurance:

“September 15 Lard by This morning our company
moved on, except one family. The woman got mad and
wouldn’t budge or let the children go. He had the cattle
hitched on for three hours and coaxed her to go, but she
wouldn’t stir I told my husband the ctrcumstances and he
and Adam Polk and Mr Kimball went and each one took a
young one and crammed them 1n the wagon and the husband
drove off and left her sittitng  She got up, took the back track
and travelled out of sight Cut across and overtook her hus-
band Meantime he sent his boy back to camp after a horse
he had left, and when she came up her husband said, * Did
you meet John?” ‘ Yes, was the reply, ‘and I picked up a
stone and knocked out his brains’ Her husband went back to
ascertain the truth, and while he was gone she set fire to one
of the wagons that was loaded with store goods The cover
burnt off with some valuable articles He saw the flames and
came running and put 1t out, and then mustered up spunk
enough to give her a good flogging ”

‘Women who didn’t go to these lengths 1n their despair fre-
quently made what men called “trouble” * The greatest
trouble was with the women who wanted to stop and wash up

. regularly,” complained an old-timer It 1s easy to understand
why So thick was the dust on the Oregon Trail that it rose like
a wall-in the wake of a passing company So deep became the
ruts that they can sull be pointed out along the highway in
many parts of the West

A descendant of proneers, remembering his mother’s story,
leaves an account that has in 1t all the horror of weeks of alka-
line dust in hair, clothes, skin, mouth, eyes, ears—and no
water, nights on end, for bathing.

" My own mother was thirteen and a half years old when
she started across the plains with her parents 1n April, 1847,
but she walked practically all the way from the Missour:
River to the Willamette Valley [1n Western Oregon] She
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was the oldest of six clnldren, and as there were ome loose
horses and cattle every day which would not follow the trail
unless made to do so, she was required to " traul " behind them
and sce that nonc was lost To be sure, the distance made
would not average more than ten or twelve miles a day, but
it necessitated walking tn the dust caused by hundreds of
tramping oxcn and horses, besides the duty of keeping the
stubborn or contrary or indifferent animals from lagging
behind  And her duttes were not deemed particularly hard
when compared with those assigned to every other member
of the train who was old enough to stand alone ™

Some of the names of the women who endured the hard-
ships of the westward trip with forutude and cheerfulness have
comce down to us There was an Aunt Pop, " one of the Wool-
cry women ™ who rchieved the growing despair of the Naches
Trail party by her drolleries 1n the face of death by starvation.
Her gatety often followed on a brief spell of crying over their
plight, and these shifts of mood enlivened the terrible mono-
tony of that famous and almost fatal “ short-cut ™ across the
Cascade Mountains The unfortunate emigrants who took the
Naches Trail 1n 1853 found 1t ncarly impassable, with bluffs
so precipitous that they had to kil cheir catde, dry the hides,
and let the wagons down over the steep cliffs, while men,
women, and children scrambled to safety as best they could

The story 15 told of how Mrs Longmirc, of the same party,
walking ahead 1n the mudst of the untouched coastal forest
carrying a babe and leading a three-year-old chuld, came sud-
denly upon a grizzled woodsman who blanched to the heard
at sight of her and cried:

" Good God Almighty, woman, where did you come from?
Is there any more of you? You can't get through this way.
You'll have to turn back There an't a blade of grass for fifty
miles”

But Mrs Longmire simply walked past him with her face set
to the west and, as she passed, said only * We can’t go back,
we've got to go forward.” -

High-strung women exhausted themselves on the long trek
with the necessity for constant watchfulness of their children.
Over and over again diaries and letters speak briefly of a child
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fallen 1nto the campfire or under the wagon wheels * All four
wheels passed over his body Small hope 1s-held of his re-
covery” “ Little Agness B fell into the fire to-day Poorly”

One of the famous injured children of the wagon train of
'43 was Catherine Sager, whom the mussionary Whitmans
adopted along with her six orphaned brothers and sisters It
was Catherine who left one of the most moving accounts of the
last day of the Whitmans, and of the terrible massacre 1n 1847
in which these famous Western forerunners and fourteen other
residents of the Waulatpu mission—including two of Cather-
ine’s brothers—Iost their lives -

Blessed was the wagon train that numbered a doctor among
its members Those few doctors who travelled west—particu-
larly during the cholera epidemics that piled up the bodies
along the wheel tracks—were worked to the point of ‘exhaus-
tion ‘Women, of necesstty, had to learn the practical details of
nursing and bone-setting, the sumple herbal and home remedses
with which people relieved their miseries in the middle of the
mneteenth century One-day stop-overs for the birth of a child
were deemed sufficient Time was pressing and women in
labour, or weak from the birth, were expected to endure with-
out complaint the agony of the racking motion of clumsy
wagons on rough land - -

When there was a death the burial was brief and furtive
Often, because of Indians, they ddred not stop for days to bury
a corpse At might a fire had to be built around the * dead
wagon " because the stench of decaying flesh drew the wolves
from miles around After the body was laid 1n the earth they
drove the wagons over the spot to deceive the Indians, then

pushed on Like Mrs Longmire 1n the forest, they dared not
look back.

%

4

The western trip was not, however, always dreary and dis-
couraging Pleasant homely pictures of life 1n some of the
wagon tramns have come down the years A Mrs Van Dusen,
migrating from Michigan to Oregon, had only happy memories
of the journey, particularly of the cosy little kitchen 1n her
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wagon Her recollections, as told to 2 contemporary, read not
unlike some tratler-house enthustast of the 1930's:

" On the centre cross-ptece was placed a little round sheet-
iron stove, about the size of a three-gallon bucket, with a
Iittle tea-kettle, a boiler and frying pan On thus little stove
cooking was done with great ease and satisfaction Mrs Van
Dusen says that many times she sat 1n her cosy little kitchen
on wheels and cleaned and cooked a bird while the wagon
moved along On cold nights their little stove made their
house very comfortable They had also a hittle churn in the
kitchen The milk was placed in the churn each morning and
the motion of the wagon churned 1t, so that every evening
they had fresh butter In this way one cow furnished them
with sweet mulk, buttermulk, and butter datly”

There are stories of moments along the road when people
relaxed and played, danced to the tunc of an amateur fiddler
as the big moon came up over the Ruver Platte, or, farther west,
on the hard-packed prairie with the Shining Mountains, sighted
at last, ringing the skyline

Such celebrations were frequently impromptu weddings, with
perhaps a bride’s cake made from turtle eggs found 1n some
passing creek.

There was plenty of tragedy, humour, romance, and melo-
drama 1n the life of the wagon trains, but the heartache of a
lifetime’s separation from friends and relatives was the part of
the great adventure most difficult to accept

*“ From the day the little company of emigrants turned their
faces toward the west in 1848, Mortah Crane never beheld kith
nor kin again on earth John Crain sent word from his distant
home, ‘ Don't take Moriah west of the Rocky Mountains,” but
her husband’s mind was her mind "—and so Moriah went, one
of nameless hundreds

A young bride, who was able to see how “romantic” a
wagon train looked with its white canopies blooming palely at
dusk beside a river under the trees, wrote some poignant
phrases on a rainy evening
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“Raining to-night Looks rather dreary to me when it
storms and I cast a thought upon that quiet little home that
once sheltered us from wind and rain, but 1t 1s never to be
seen again perhaps by me—and again does my mind linger
around those fond ones I've left, those that sleep 1n death,
and those that surround the firestde ”

In yellowed diartes, recopted by Far Western Historical
Soctetes, curtains rise briefly on scenes of comedy or violence
that must have relieved the homesickness momentarily

“ We met two of the bloomers at the river Mrs Tait
with a mind as changing as the wind has adopted the
bloomer dress Two more bloomers this mornung Mrs”
B Allen and Miss Balbot They are so tall they look very
anuck”

“ Oh, what a wicked place [Waiting to cross the muddy
Missouri] Swearing, fighting and drunkedness It appears
to me this afternoon as though there would be a solemn judg-
ment sent upon this encampment before morning All
kinds of wickedness going on, card playing and fighting and
robbing Last night 2 man was murdered by a man that he
had hired to drive his cattle—his head split open—throat
cut—the murdefer was caught—had a trial—the officers
delivered him to the emigrants—they hanged him this
afternoon ”

“I am quite sick with something like the lung fever As
the door was opened I see one man with a pistol 1n his right

hand and a cow-hide 1n the other whipping another over the
head and face”

Some women learned to shoot and some did not One
woman, a Kentucky frontiersman’s daughter, who was an ex-
pert in handling a nifle, was praised because she " pever af-
ected 1t in mannish ways” One spirited proneer of Washing-
ton shot at the legs of a marauding Indian, filling them with
buckshot When no other Indians came to his assistance the
woman dressed his wounds as best she could and made a Lifter
10 which he could be carried back to camp Having taught him
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his lesson, she nursed him until he got well, and he was ever
after a friend

5 E

There was usually enough of threat and uncertainty in the
Western adventure to keep women 1n a constant state of para-
lysing fear. fear of hunger for themselves and their children,
of disease and accidents without medical help; of their hus-
bands killed and scalped by Indians and themsclves taken pris-
oner as slaves Yet 1n spite of all their fears the women came
west by the hundreds And, having come, they stayed Some-
times the staying scems the most remarkable part of 10 ™ Well,
we've come to the jumping-off place at last,” they said when
they could go no farther toward the setting sun, Often after
saying 1t they turned away and wept, and children remembered
all therr Itves the look on their mother’s face:

“ I think I can see my mother’s face now, with such a dis-
couraged expression on 1t She sard then that she would
have sold out for a picayune.”

Even when they reached their destination there was nothing
for these women but harder work and increased discomfort.

“We landed at Skipanon, January 20, 1845, and camped
1n a hole, dug for a cellar "

“ It was December .. when the family reached the site of
Ellensburg There was nothing 1n sight save sage brush and
dead bushes ”

" As soon as possible the litrle cabin was finished and all
twenty-four people, twelve of whom were cluldren, moved in
Until they could build a second cabin, those twenty-four
people ltved peaceably 1n that one room”

“During father’s trip he had scen two stumps standing
only a few feet apart and he laughingly told mother she
might live 1n them. . . She nsisted that father clean them
out, put oh a roof, and we moved in, a famuly of cight
persons ™
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The giant trees from which stumps of these dimensions came
wete another of the sources of fear for women accustomed to
the open valleys and the gentle groves of the Midwest and the
East Anyone who has dwelt close to the forests of tife Pacific
Northwest must have felt at times an almost primitive terror
of the enclosing greenness of the trees Children of the first
settlers on the West coast remember their long tramps to
school through perpetnal twilight with only a rare glimpse of
sky overhead In the spring, particularly, the play of light upon
the jungle luxuriance gives the sensatton of drowning 1n
moving green waters Sometimes the effect 1s hypnotic and
soothing, sometimes suffocating

“Timber!” cried an old-timer. * Timber ull you can’t
sleep!” He made the remark to the sharp-tongued critic
George Nordhoff, who visited the West 1n the seventies and
who was himself deeply ‘affected by the “ endless continuity ”
of the trees In little 1solated sawmill communities 1n some
rude clearing on 2 river bank, Nordhoff sard he often felt that
if the mill once stopped “ sawing away for dear life the forest
would certainly push 1t into the river.”

But there were many women who, in the long solitary days,
never once heard the comforting hum of a busy mill, and who
often found themselves alone at nightfall, their husbands away,
their children too small for comfort, the forest on all sides of
them and no escape except through its murky green tunnels

And by night the forest was more baleful than by day With
the coming of darkness it seemed to push more relentlessly
against the little cabin  Outside the log walls 1t watted, alive,
breathing slowly, as though threatening to move again on to the
painfully cleared square of land Later, as night deepened, the
forest spoke: cougars screamed like tortured women, wolves
howled; there was the heavy tread of bear and panther, the
snapping of a twig, the breaking of a bough, the mysterious
whisper and the rustle What good were wooden bolts, sharp
kouves, and boxes of cartridges against the primitive terror of
the pathless Western forest in the dead of night?

Those late-comers among the pioneers who stopped and
drove 1n stakes beside some welcome river 1n the dry 1nland
country were no less courageous than those who braved the

uncut forest farther to the west These were the people who
W. W,
. B
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saw the vision of deserts in bloom, saw the time when hittle
ditches of lLife-giving water could be channelled from a man
stream  Yet before these barren valleys conld turn green with
famous orchards there were years of solitude 1n baking sun
and freezing cold without the shelter of a single tree, a life-
tume of dry winds, sand-storms, ticks, snakes, and coyotes on
the endless stretch of desert with nothing to relieve 1ts vast
monotony but the whirling dervish dance of bunch-grass

6

The night voice of the forest, and the ecrie silence of the
desert, were second 1n terror only to the noises the Indians
made In real or mock war dances. 1n mourning their dead, or
in welcoming a change of season, the aboriginal songs and cries
out of painted faces chilled the blood of white females It 1s
surely only 1n retrospect that an Astorsa pioneer could write
with a degree of objecuve calmness:

“ Many Indians were camped on the hills near our house,
and they seemed to keep up an incessant howling  As Sally,
their queen, was very sick, they constantly made night hid-
eous with thetr medicine performances The queen's slaves
were 1n mortal terror lest she should die and they be buried
alive with her, according to tribal custom.”

Even when Indians were friendly they had to be watched
They thieved without conscience, brought lice and vermin into
the scrubbed cabins of white women, thrust their filthy fingers
wonderingly into the mystery of rising dough, and were shame-
less about their nudity The courage with which pioneer
women disciplined Indian upstarts 1s amazing They chased
them with brooms and sticks, slapped their hands when they
reached for pies, burned them by pressing stolen hot cakes
against their bodies after the Indians had snatched and hidden
them under their armpits At the same time, 1n true feminine
style, they tried to reform them, teach them Christianity, en-
courage them not to drink and smoke, to help their squaws
with the hard labour. and to learn a cence of time and rechOn-
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sibility It was uphill work, but their ardour for reform never
flagged.

- 7 L.

In spite of the terrors of being left alone, the women did not
cling to the men, often forced to leave them to go cast for re
inforcements, or to act as guides over the mountain passes for
famuly and friends; to fight Indian hostiles, to travel to some
designated open spot near a spring in a forest to meet with
other men and, 1n the American way, set up a2 " government by
proclamation,” plan schools, elect sheriffs, or fulfil jury duties
1n the midst of the wilderness

Wrote the golden-haired Narcissa Whitman—she of the
tragic end—to her husband, Marcus, when he went east on his
controversial “ r1de to save Oregon . * Stay just as long as 1t is
necessary to accomplish all your heart’s desire respecting the
interests of this country so dear to us both—our home ”

Wrote Mrs Lee to the missionary Jason, her husband, when
he left her in Oregon, pregnant with her first child and knowing
that she would bear 1t, during his absence, among strangers
“If you feel it your duty to go, go, for I did not marry you to
hinder but to help you 1n your work” She had dark premon-
ttions and fears for which she chided herself, but they proved
not to be unfounded Both she and her babe died The news
was brought to'Lee as he journeyed overland, and he was able
to pick up a fresh bride 1n the East and bring her back round
the Horn, to die also in the wilderness

Jason Lee was not as callous as this might seem to indicate
Though a missionary, he was a highly practical man He knew
what 2 necessity women were 1n conquering the wilderness,
how much Western development depended on getting them
there 1 increasing numbers It was only unfortunate that so
many women, under the rigours of this new life, died young
Little wonder the Reverend Mr. Lee wrote so wistfully of the
lives of the French Canadians comfortably married to Indians
well adapted to a primutive existence. “ Very fortunate indeed
are these happy-go-lucky voyageurs sn finding such capable
women to make them homes”
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8

Out of all the letter, and the diaries, the journals and the
memoirs of and about pioncer women, a simple paragraph, con-
cerning a female whose name was Samantha Trout, tells the
story for many:

** Samantha Trout thought a lot about the west, and won-
deted how people could live, She learned they hived by their
own cfforts on the food they rased and by the things they
fashioned with their own hands  She got along with what
was in our cabin A box nailed to 2 log was a cupboard A
bunk wasa bed She cooked 1n a fireplace  She was not lone-
some Her three children were both care and company. The
furniture made of split pine sufficed As ume passed the
homestead took on the air of an estate  Seasons and crops and
babics filled her time and mind ™

Samantha—1f we may judge from this account written by
her husband—was able to take everything pretty much in her
stride  Not all the proneer women were as successful. A woman
on the Rogue River has left scraps of a journal from the fiftics
that strike a different note. -~

*“ Alone all day finish a new dress Wish I hed some new
book to read to pass off ume with some prophet or advantage
. . O! dear I am tyred of the same dull monotony of time.

“.  think if I had company of some Invely female acquaint-
ance I would feel beteer.

“ . T have got a pretty little pet, a young hare but am
fearful 1t will not eat.

" To-day Oh! horrors how shall I eapress it, 1s the dreded
washing day

“O! could I sce through the future if but one step

“O! dear to-day I have so much to do Mr. B 1s agoing
to have his house ratsed and I have got to get diner for about
twenty persons besides being bothered with two lady visitors

. dinner 1s over and I am hartly glad of ¢ for I never did
like to cook.”
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Still there ate the blessed Sundays when her * dearte ™ or her
“honey ” 1s home with her “alone together” and she can
write. * To-day 1s bright warm and beauttful Honey and I are
alone spending a happy day in reading, writing, and 1inter-
changing of thoughts and 1deas” ’

And near the end of her briefly kept journal 1s an entry
which in all likelthood accounts for the silence that then falls
upon the drary of America Rollins Butler

“ I am sewing on a little dress, one of the first I ever made ”

_Some women—unlike Samantha Trout, who was entirely
occupted with seasons and crops and babses—managed to keep
their forebrains alive in the wilderness even in the absence of
librartes and other minds equal to thetr own . i

By the 1860’s the village of Walla Walla—along with 1ts
vigilantes and its desperadoes—could boast of a Madame
Bauer, a distinguished lady who spoke French, German, Span-
1sh, and Italian, besides being a Hebrew and a Latin scholar.
Though Madame Bauer gave language lessons to the officers
and their famsilies stationed at Fort Walla Walla, and was re-
sponsible for one of the first dictionartes 1n Volapuk—a lan-
guage expected, before Esperanto, to become the universal
tongue—she was also not above teaching darning, point lace,
and old-fashioned cross-stitch

Mary Richardson Walker, a2 missionary wife who came in
the late thirties to Tshimakain, near the present city of Spo-
kane, has left an 1nvaluable record of a lively mind function-
ing 1n wilderness 1solation In her little dirt-roofed hut, with
its makeshift doors, windows, and chimney, Mary Walker pur-
sued at first hand her studies of munerals, plants, animals,
geology, and Indian languages, while bearing six children in
nige years and labouring daily an average of sixteen hours as
shoemaker, tailor, carpenter, weaver, soapmaker, milkmaid,
nurse and cook

The fact that they were supposedly the * weaker ” sex spared
women no labour * Men around here would be ashamed to be
seen milking a cow,” one female pioneer remarked tartly An-
other reported that she was the first woman to try to milk the

- vicious Spanish cattle 1n her settlement, and could only do so

P
~
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if her husband held the horns Not all men were as helpful
When Father De Smer bought the Belgian nuns a goat to give
them milk on their seven months’ sea voyage from Antwerp to
the Willamette River, he offered no lessons 1n milking 1t
Though one of the Sisters was almost washed off the deck 1n 2
high storm at mulking time, all the Reverend Fathers took it
calmly Life in Oregon was to require of the gentle nuns the
highest degree of endurance and fortitude and they would be
wise to prepare themselves for their trials 1n every possible
way ~

Sister Joseph of the Stcilacoom nuns, who are credited with
bringing to the Pacific Northwest the Scorch broom that now
gilds the spring countryside, faboured 1n true masculine style
She walked the ridgepole of the rude nunnery, nail and ham-
mer 1n hand, to repair a roof, tore down single-handed 1n the
middle of the night-——when the workmen were away——a chim-
ney they were building improperly A woman with a critical
eye she sawed off the unpleasing head of a statue of St Joseph
and “ put one more becoming to a sainc in 1ts place” Sister
Joseph’s father was a noted architect, says her chronicler How
much such a simple line speaks of secret frustration!

i

9

Though the life was hard and exacted of them the physical
endurance of men, pioneer women remained in large measure
rcassuringly feminine Rather than wear the same calico skirts
as every " klootchman " (Indian woman) 1n some crude village
on the coast, they would pass up the fresh bolts of cloth from
round the Horn and go on turning, patching, and piecing their
own worn garments from the States These dresses, individual
mn colour and fabric, were a slender thread holding them to
their old lost life ‘

They tried, too, to save some remnants of their youth and
good looks on the long western journey by hiding themselves
deep 1n the scoop of their ugly sunbonnets Nothing pleased
them more than to be told when they reached The Dalles in
Oregon that no one would believe they had just crossed the
plains, because they weren’t at all sunburned
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Againse all rules, in secrecy and mulish stubbornness, they
hid articles that they considered essential 1n the carefully
packed wagons, where nothing worth less than a dollar a pound
was supposed to be placed Certain women won a measure of
local immortahity by succeeding n smuggling a wall mirror
through to the coast, or little shell boxes for a Christmas cele-
bration, or sced bags containing future flower gardens

In spite of sharing hardships equally with their menfolk the
first proneer women managed to retain an inruitive sense of
the importance of indirection 1n the handling of those pre-
sumed to be masters A little story survives from the Indian
Wars to illustrate how women went about getting their way.

“ Why should I be afraid of Indians?” asked a certain Mr
Jackson of Washington Territory, whose wife was trying to per-
suade him to seek the shelter of the nearest fort "I can load
this gun quicker than you can run around the cabm.” “ Can
you, indeed!” said Mrs J and she challenged him to prove it
His rifle was an old muzzle-loader which required that the
powder be tamped in with a prece of mushin She got the heavi-
est piece of cloth she could find 1n the cabin, handed 1t to him,
and shot out of the door Round and round the cabin she ran—
casting 1n guardedly triumphant glances as she passed and re-
passed the single window. At last he admitted his defeat and
they moved to the fort. )

During these same wars women sometimes gave vent delib-
crately to mild forms of hysteria which released a good deal of
strain and tension A group of irritated females once presented
Licutenant Phil Sheridan, who was to become a famous gen-
eral 1n the Civil War, with a red petticoat as a flag of dishonour
and a symbol of their disapproval of the way he was conducting
thetr particular local segment of this shapeless conflict with the
Indians Licutenant Sheridan had trusted an Indian named
Umtux, whom all the women considered a traitor When he
recetved the gift of the petticoat the licutenant ss reported to
have flushed, then paled, before coldly replying that if 1¢ should
be the good fortune of his company to be ordered to the front.
this flag would be carried into action, and if so carried would

¢ dyed a deeper red before 1t was seen again When the licu-

tenant was proved right 1n his judgment of the Indian's char-
acter, the women came around to apologize The one who had
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lent her petticoat wanted 1t back—for red flannel petticoats
were beyond value—but the officer refused to yield up the
garment.

As the proneer era wore on, women, becoming awate of the
historic role they were playing, showed signs of acting on the
life around them in more direct ways than smuggling mirrors
into wagons when their husbands’ backs were turned, or send-
ing red petticoats to military men of whose tactics they did not
approve Well before the turn of the century Western women
were beginning, slowly but accurately, to evaluate their part
1n the mughty experience that lay immediately behind them
At reuntons of pioneers women were rising to speak, sometimes
stmply and sometimes dramatically, of the important part
females had played in the great Western marches

Eva Emery Dye, a gifted Western femunist and writer,
delivered a speech in Portland 1n the early nineties which
expressed a new point of view * Bertha, the Queen of Hel-
vetia, accompanted her people on their Gallic march, spinning
as she rode on her palfrey” To Bertha, sud Mrs Dye, one
might compare the first westward-moving women who “ came
riding over the Rocky Mountains, Berthas on palfreys, uncon-
sctous spinners in the web and woof of history.”

By the 1870’s descendants of the first Western women pio-
neers were refusing to be shut out of men’s professions Into
the open came the tight-lipped repression of many an obedient
dead wife whose daughter had watched her mother’s reluctant
tearing up of stable roots at a man’s bidding Abtgail Scott
Duniway, who had walked across the plains to the Far West,
remembered all too well the great courage and endurance of
her mother and other women of the wagon trains Abigail’s
entire life was coloured by her mother’s untimely death on the
plains from overwork and too many children As a consequence
she was willing to dedicate herself to riding the dusty Western
roads and the mighty Western rivers preaching Equal Rights to
women in crossroad schoolhouses, steamboat parlours, and
churches

Bethenia Owens-Adatr, the first doctor, who was almost
tarred and feathered for daring to perform an autopsy on a
male, was never 1n any doubt as to where she got the strength
to endure the loneliness of life 1n a profession that did not
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“belong ” to women, or the courage to make her way against
all obstacles In her memoirs—written when she was a success-
ful phystcian and surgeon—she took obvious pleasure 1n nclud-
1ng the life stories of simple women of her mother’s day. Mus
Owens’s perseverance in the cultivation of the first Oregon flax
was as symbolic for her generation as her daughter’s persever-
ance 1n becoming a bona-fide doctor was to the next generation
And Bethenia knew that no matter how the community might
shut her out for her daring, she would never experience a lone-
liness or deprivation comparable to that of which her pioneer
mother wrote. -
/

“1 think the most unhappy petiod of my life was the first
year spent on Clatsop, stmply for the want of something to
do I had no yarn to knit, nothing to sew, not even rags to
make patches  We had very little to cook Salmon and pot-
atoes were our principal diet One of niy greatest needs was
a cloth for a dish rag One day Mrs Parrish (a neighbour)
gave me a sack full of rags and I never received a present
before nor since that I so highly apprectated as I did those
rags”

10
Just before the century’s turn a book appeared in Portland,
Oregon, called Sonven:r of Western Women, It 1s chiefly valu-
abledas a sign of growing awareness, boldly set forth 1n the fore-
word -

“The purpose of this book is to record women’s part 1n
working out the plan of our Western civilization; no other
cwviltzation, perhaps, bearing so consptcuously the imprint of
her hand and brain In coming to this country through all
the perils, privations, and hardships of the longest journey
ever made by a mugratory people 1n search of homes, she
marched side by side with man Upon arriving here she
could acquire equally with him a part of the public domarn.
(The first 1nstance of 1ts kind on record )"
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The latter point refers to the Donation Land Claim Act of
1850, by which a woman could lay claim to 320 acres, half a
married couple’s allotment of 640* Granting women land led
inevitably to a great rush into matrimony From this period
scandalous stories survive of married “ women " seen 1in the
backwoods still playing with their dolls The femimist Abigail
Scott Duniway went so far as to refuse to accept the land to
which she had a right lest posterity call her a Donation Claim
Bride (Later she saw the significance of such a law in women's
slow march toward an equal status)

The allotting of land gratis to women was not continued over
an extended pertod It was, however, still another indication
of the fact that women tn the Far West were never a liability,
that they were, indeed, desperately wanted and needed So
much was this true that by the sixties enterprising Asa Mercer
of Seattle was on his way east—with the blessings of respect-
able West coast citizens—to recruit his cargoes of New Eng-
land belles and Civil War widows for the trip round the Horn,
and thereby to bring the woman supply 1n the West somewhat
nearer the demand

“ Come West and grow up with the country!” was Mercer's
plea. It was a real challenge, for the West was destined to ex-
pand at a phenomenal pace Almost too soon 1ts future became
its present In one generation 1t was transformed from the
Promused Land to the Last Frontier The women who played
a role 1n that momentous development cannot be forgotten
They gave themselves as women—with all their strength and
weakness, their ingenusty and frailty—to the land of which
thetr men had dreamed

It was never easy, and all the bitter pain of 1t comes through
in the simple words of a Seattle grandmother who said =~ ~

“I can't never forget when the folks landed at Alk: Point
I was sorry for Mrs Denny with her baby and the rest of the
women I remember 1t rained awful hard that last day—
and the starch got took out of their bonnets and the wind
blew, and when the women got into the rowboat to go ashore
they were crying every one of them, and their sunbonnets

* This law was later amended to 160 acres apiece It expired by himitation mn 1855
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with the starch took out of them went flip flap, flip flap, as
they rowed off for shore, and the last glimpse I had of them
was the women standing under the trees with therr wet
bonnets all lopping down over their faces and their aprons
to their eyes”

TWO
WERE FEMALES WANTED?

THE FIRST TWO white women to cross the Rocky Mountains—
and thus ensure themselves undying fame 1n the annals of
American history—were 1n no way alike except 1n their shar-
ing of Christian zeal They both wanted, above all things, to
bring the Gospel to the benighted Indians of the Far West
One of the two who set out 1n 1836 on this * unheard-of ”
seven-months’ journey was Narcissa Prentiss Whitman of
Amity, New York, a blonde beauty of high spirit  The other
was Eliza Hart Spalding from Holland Patent, near Utica, a
plain young woman of less brilliant but more steady temp-
erament

Inorder to understand how Narcissa Prentiss and Eliza Hart,
two gently reared young women, were permitted by their par-
ents to undertake their great adventure, one must know some-
thing of the religious spirit of the American 1830’s Revivalism
was current and popular There was no shame attached to
11sing 1n a respectable congregation and crying out 1 anguish
of spirit+ “ What shall I do to be saved?” The problem of the
conversion of the heathen was also particularly pressing at this
time During the 1820’s and 1830's tracts were published and
distributed which set forth in dramatically numerical terms
the task of rescuing the unenlightened It was ponted out that
the world population numbered around 800,000,000 Of this
number only a paltry 200,000,000 were Christians On the
shoulders and consciences of this mere handful rested, therefore,
the responsibility for spreading salvation

Both Eliza and Narcissa in their separate environments
burned with a passton to serve the Lord by becoming mission-
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artes On the American continent 1eself, 1n that stull foreign
land beyond the Rocky Mountains, there were heathen Indians
awaiting the Word and the Light A Dr Samuel Parker came
riding the highways and backroads of New York State in 1834
seeking workers for the Indian cause He fired Narcissa Pren-
tiss with the wish to serve She wrote to him and questioned
whether there was a place for an unmarried female m her
Lord's vineyard Dr Parker wasn't sute “ Are females
wanted?” he asked the American mission board He had one 1n
mind—" education good, piety conspicuous” .
Piety and education were all very well, but 1t was decided
that unattached women wete not wanted as missionaries A
bona-fide husband, then, was all Narcissa needed The fulfil-
ment of her need came suddenly 1n the person of Dr Marcus
Whitman, a young Christian physician of Wheeler, who was
also restless to serve the Lord 1n distant parts As soon as he had
Natcissa's promise to be his bride, he set off with Dr Parker to
explore the lands of the Far West with a view to establishing
a musston There was, everyone felt, no time to be wasted, for
had 1t not been pointed out by one redeemed Christian that
with the proper fervour the entire world might be evangelized
in twenty-five years? And, as for the Indians, they had signi-
fied their readiness for the gospel, as far back as 1831, by
sending a delegation of Flatheads and Nez Percés to St Louis
in search of the white man’s religion
The story of this Indian delegation, so often repeated 1n
Western histories, 1s always the same except that there still
remains some difference of opinion as to the tribes from which
the delegates came and what 1t was they were really seeking
Catholics averred that the red men were looking for * black
robes,” which was to say priests, while Protestants insisted that
they were after * The Book of Heaven,” which was, naturally,
the King James version of the Bible Whatever thetr imme-
diate concrete objecttve, 1t seemed clear to all Christians that
salvation should at least be made available to them
Natural horror at the thought of the red man’s dire sptritual
plight was enhanced by the reproduction, 1n certain periodicals,
of an Indian head with an artificially flattened skull This was
a style which enjoyed popularity among some Western tribes,
serving to differentiate master from slave, as only free children
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enjoyed the distinction of such malformation 1n infancy. This
exaggerated elongation of the skull became a symbol of dark
satapic practices among the Indians and proved capable of
rousing an amount and quality of 1mpassioned missionary zéal
which only Chinese lily-feet were to equal 1n a later gener-
ation. - -

When Marcus Whitman got part way on the western journey
of exploration he was so convinced of Indian need and Indian
ardour that he turned around and hastened back to New York
State to claim his promised bride. With perhaps a better eye
for showmanship than he 1s generally credited with, he brought
home, as an exhibit, two likely Indian boys who were to accom-
pany them west on the return journey. Legend has 1t that he
strode 1ato church 1n Ithaca, New York, on a Sunday moraing,
followed by the two red-skinned lads He made such a fine
effect and so startled his old mother—who thought he was still
far away among buffalo and Indians—that she exclaimed aloud
in meeting: “ Why, there’s Marcus!”

Very soon after this dramatic episode Narcissa Prentiss and
Marcus Whitman were married Their wedding, 1n the light of
events that were to come, lends 1tself to melancholy symbolism
Narcissa was married 1n black bombazine—the colour and the
matertal of mourning All her female relatives also wore black.
The entire assemblage of guests wept throughout the cere-
mony Narcissa alone, dry-eyed, was able to raise her fine clear
soprano (later to be employed effectively in training Indians
to sing in their native gutturals stout old tunes like Rock of

Ages) in the final song with which the wedding company
parted .

Friends, connections, happy country,
Can I bid you all farewell,

Can I leave you

Far 1n heathen lands to dwell,

Can ], ca;n i, s;ty farewelp'
She could She did Her final act on her wedding day was to

;?ut off a lock of her golden hair to leave with a “ treasured
emale friend” Eleven years later the circumstances of her
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diamatic death wete to make this lock and others historic
mementos

Narcissa would have proved good copy for roving journalists
had there been any around to cover the first overland journey
of white women The daughter of an Honourable—Judge
Stephen Prentiss—she possessed, according to contemporary
accounts, all the stock attributes of glamour golden hait, a
vorce " sweet and musical as a chime of bells,” a fine carriage—
which meant 1n those days generous well-held bosoms—and a
dynamic spirit Friends remembered her as ™ symmetrically
formed, very graceful in her deportment and carriage,” with a
" brilliant sparkling eye” She possessed, further, certain graces
of manner and deportment learned at Mrs. Emma Willard’s
Female Seminary 1n Troy Altogether here was a combination
of qualities which was destined to bring her, e route, the flat-
tering yet respectful attentions of rough fur trappers, some of
whom had not seen a civilized white woman for twenty-five
years The famous mountain man Joe Meek, who walked across
America from Oregon tn 1849 to demand help for Western set-
tlers from his coustn, President Polk, and a sleepy Congtess,
could still recall as an old man the first sight of her blond
beauty and the effect of her golden hair on Indians as well as
whites Narcissa herself dropped hints 1n her journal, A
Journey across the Plamns 1n 18306, of the attentions of certain
fur-company leaders, 1n particular a Mr Mcl.eod, who made the
ladies fried cakes as a treat, lent Narcissa his big horse to swim
a deep river, and at the end wished to gallop on ahead into
Fort Walla Walla just to bring her a musk-melon a few hours
early

And yet by one of those curtous tricks of fate which so pique
the histortan, the man who went with the Whitmans on thetr
memorable journey heartily disliked Narcissa This was Henry
Harmon Spalding, a rejected suitor who was destined to play
a melodramatic part at the end of Narcissa’s story.

Henry had been married some time before the two couples
set out together on their long trip What is more, he was
happily married to a woman who, like Narcissa, had found her
opportunity for missionary service through 2 man with a pas-
sion similar to her own No one has ever cast any doubts on the
unswerving devotion and affection of Eliza and Henry Spalding



- trm A e e e vew T e T

e

WERE FEMALES WANTED? 31

for each other Yer the fact remains that Henry was always
bitter against Narcissa, who turned him down  Before the four
set out westward he went around the countryside making un-
complimentary remarks about her which eventually reached
her ears. The only one to survive 1n authentic quotes from this
period is that he “ did not trust her judgment.” After all, what
more damning proof of lack of judgment could exist for 2 man
of Henry's temperament than Narcissa’s refusal of his suit? His
illegitimate birth, and his abandonment by his mother, had
created in his sensitive nature certain compensatory needs
These needs found outlet 1n hasty action, flamboyant speech,
and 2 compelling destre to run the world according to his own
lights

gSo well known was Henry's resentful attitude toward Nar-
cissa, and so thoroughly did Natcissa’s father understand his
temperament, that Judge Prentiss thought 1t wise to call him
into his study before the two couples left for the West to plead
with him to keep himself 10 hand Henry made promises He
also tried to keep them And certainly there 1s every reason to
believe that Eliza was more than fair Not once did she reveal
to Narcissa by word or deed any hidden rancour. Knowing this,
one can but feel that for all her long thin body, “ coarse voice
and coarse features,” Eliza was completely at rest in Henty's
affections  She had already had him two years to herself before
Narcissa re-entered his life, As a bride she had accompanied
Henry to Lane Theological Seminary in Ohio, the better to
prepare herself for any missionary field to which they might be
assigned

It was Eliza who was asked to make the final deciston on
whether they would exchange the Osages of Missour: for the
more demanding labours with the Whitmans among unknown
Far Western Indians After praying alone in her room, she
emerged to say she had decided that “ they should change their
destiny to the Rocky Mountains” Perhaps Eliza was truly a
saint  Narcissa once wrote of her. “I have always loved her
and felt as «f no one could speak against her.”

In the spring of 1836 Marcus and Narcissa, Henry and Eliza
set out together for the vast uncharted land called Oregon,
carrying with them into the wilderness their complex personal
relationships  The men took one of the first of the many
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wagons that were later to creak their patient way across the
plains and up and down the tortuous grades of the American
landscape This historic wagon, brought along to relieve the
women on the journey, proved something of a nuisance, to
judge from an entry 1n Narcissa’s journal " One of the axle-
trees broke to-day, was a lictle rejoiced for we were in hopes
that they would leave 1t” It 1s clear that “ we " could only be
Eliza and Narcissa, two muldly exasperated females banding
together 1n their secret wish against two stubborn males But
their silent team-work was of no avail “ They ” reduced the
wagon to a two-wheeled cart, with the extra wheels lashed to it,
and pushed on '

Though the presence of women called forth a certain amount
of crude gallantry from members of the Fur Caravan with
which they travelled, both Narcissa and Eliza had to realize
from the outset that no allowances of any kind could be made
for female frailty on their long journey There was no place
for the squeamishness accepted as proper to young ladies of the
period Nerther downright danger nor sickness could posstbly
serve them as an excuse for delays or stop-overs They had to
keep up with the Fur Caravan or subject themselves to the
dangers of Indian attack, slow starvation, and prolonged death
on some lonely trail

When starting out from St Louts, fur traders were far from
anxious to be saddled with missionaries and their annoying
temperance pledges, seasons of prayer, and attempts at Sabbath
observance The traders and trappers wete wild and godless
men, and Narctssa wrote home to her parents about the danger-
ous 1influence exerted on a Christtan by their cursing, drinking,
and Sabbath-breaking *‘The traveller bound westward,” said
Narcissa, " 1s often wounded to that degree that it requires
many months if not years before he 1s restored to his wonted
health again. It ss often said that every Christian gets so that he
can swear before the journey is out”

It seems likely that the presence of the Whitman party as
appendages to the Fur Caravan was tolerated only because
Marcus, on his trip with Dr. Parker 1n 1835, had won fame
among the mountain men as a doctor When Marcus first
started on the previous trip he had had the shocking exper-
ience of being rotten-egged by ruffians as a direct hint that his
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presence among them was not desired Later, however, when
he was able to help cholera victims—of whom there were many
in the platns and river valleys of eastern central America—they
changed their attitude toward him  His success with cholera
patients, plus the operation-he performed on the famous scout
Jim Bridger,’ definitely established his reputation The oper-
ation on Bridger—to remove an arrowhead which, since an
Indian fight three years before, had been embedded in his back
—was performed, without anaesthetic, in the presence of a
large audience of rough men After this, Marcus had been n
great demand to remove embedded arrowheads from Indians
as well as whites Ironically enough, the medical skills that
helped the Whitmans to get to the West led later to their
tragic difficulties with superstitious Indians ( \
Marcus had a patient the entire way (n the person of Eliza,
who, with a courage that excites our admtration, set out on the
terrible journey as an 1nvalid ‘Though but recently recovered
from a sullbirth and subsequent illness, she endured, without
complaint, the months of grilling travel jolting 1n the crude
wagon, or riding miles on horseback cramped 1n the tortuous
twist of a side-saddle, the ground her bed, her chair, and her _
table, her diet largely buffalo meat, fresh or dried, which did’
not agree with her either way and finally made her deathly ill
Eliza’s daughter and namesake wrote a little family history
which contains an account of a moment on that long journey 1n
which her mother’s valiant spirit flagged She was so spent
with sickness, exhaustion, and hunger that she begged the others
to go on without her, pleading “ Do not put me on that horse
again” She implored them to abandon her and go ahead to
their great work, only being sure to let her mother 1n Holland
Patent know that she was not sorry she had come thus far,
though she must die on the way But when she saw that they
would not leave her, she mounted once more and continued
Narcissa on the whole enjoyed good health during the jour-
ney, although—Ilike many of the women who were to follow
her hazardous trail 1n the next thirty years—she became preg-
nant on the way to Oregon Fortunately buffalo meat agreed
with her—in fact, she enjoyed it Her mention of food
throughour her journal gtves the reader a sense of Narcissa’s

vitality which perhaps no other details could * Husband”
A B C
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prepares the buffalo steaks; she “ could cat them every meal”
She lingers with him to pick betries as a supplement to their
monotonous diet At the long journcy’s end, when she scttled
down with Eliza for a few weeks of rest and comfort—Iluxury
even—in the Hudson’s Bay Post on the Columbia River, her
description of thetr dinners provides one of the most vivid
pictures of this feudal existence 1n the wilderness

John McLoughlin, the Hudson's Bay Company's factor, was
an able, high-living, 1nternational host, who fed his infrequent
guests in royal style Narcissa recounted to her famuly the
varted menus, beginning with delicious unfamiliar soups, with
nameless appetizing ingredients, very unlike the homely broths
of up-state New York Roast duck was an everyday dish, as
were fresh salmon, sturgeon, boiled pork or tripe—the diner to
make his chotce—" and at every new dish have a clean plate”
Most remarkable of all there were delicious desserts—" A nice
pudding or an apple pie,” made with apples from the famous
Vancouver apple tree grown from the seeds brought all the way
from a London dinner party 1n the dress-suit pocket of a ship’s
captain who had no occasion to dress between London and the
Oregon wilderness The seeds had been handed over to the
Scotch gardener at the post, who had planted them. They grew,
and the apple tree still stands 1n the Washington town of Van-
couver After dessert, 1n Continental style, the high-living Hud-
son’s Bay factor served fruit, a musk-melon or a water-melon,
and lastly cheese with bread and biscuits ‘This sumptuous fare
was 1ll preparation for the dietary deficiencies of the travellers’
mission life at Lapwai and Waulatpu, but 1t was an exciting
expertence for Narcissa and a most welcome relief for poor
Eliza

The early settlers of the Far West had, of necessity, to accus-
tom themselves to strange diets Early Oregon's “ beef neither
chewed the cud nor parted the hoof,” as pedantic Cushing Eells
of the next crop of missionaries put 1t, thereby letting the deli-
cate reader know that he s referring to horseflesh. Narcissa
did not quail at horse meat any more than she quailed at buf-
falo “ jerky " In the years at Waulatpu, when the tide of immi-
gration began to flow past the mission door of the Whitmans,
the problem of feeding the weary travellers became acute, but
we find Narcissa writing home with equantmity - * To supply

.

|
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our men and visttors we have killed and eaten ten wild horses
bought of the Indians ‘This will make you pity us, but you had
better save your pity for more worthy subjects I do not prefer
it to other meat, but can eat 1t very well when we have nothing
else” i )

Not that Narcissa was always so equable Indeed, her own
journal and the journal of such an outspoken crisp-tongued
female as Mary Walker of the second muissionary group reveal
something of her mercurtal temperament She was an impul-
stve, earnest, high-strung, and generally complex female, too
avilized for the existence she had chosen She was also a soul-
searcher “ I find one of my most difficult studtes 1s to know my
own heart, the motive by which I am actuated from day to
day” Her suggested remedy for withstanding the influence of
godless men on the western journey had been praying more
“above all 1n secret, for 1f farthful there the soul 1s kept alive
and 1n health” In Marcus she had found a true mate He
could help her 1n her struggle with her lower nature * I have
such a good place to shelter—under my husband’s wings He
15 so excellent I love to confide in his judgment and act under
him He 1s just like mother 1n telling me my failings He does
1t 10 such a way that I like to have hum, for 1t gives me a chance
to improve” Narcissa was very close to her mother and must
often have longed for one of their intimate talks together On
the way west Narcissa, the bride, had written home with re-
vealing understatement I think I should like to whisper 1n
mothet’s ear many things I cannot write If I could only see
her 1n her room for one half hour This much I can say, mother.
I haxe one of the kindest husbands and the very best every
way

Narcissa had occasionally a happy way of turning a phrase
Once, in speaking of lingering behind the rest of the company
with * husband ” to talk of home and friends, she wiote with
poignance, "It 1s then the tedious hours are sweetly decoyed
away " And agatn, near the journey’s end, at Fort Walla Walla,
the first settled community they had seen 1n many months,
Narcissa wrote 1n such a way of the appearance of a rooster on
the doorstep that the reader sees with sudden clarity the contrast
of her present life with her past.
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“ While at breakfast a young rooster placed himself upon
the sill of the door and crowed. Now whether 1t was the
sight of the first white woman, or out of compliment to the
company, I know not, but this much for him, I was pleased
with his appearance  You may think me simple for speaking
of such a small circumstance No one knows the feelings
occasioned by seeing objects once familtar after a long
deprivation ”

With these words one looks, through the eyes of a sheltered
girl {rom a gentle New York countryside, at her fabulous jour-
ney through an untouched land of endless plains with herds of
buffalo, at snow-capped mountans, roaring rivers, and tmpene-
tiable forests, at the strange company of rough mountain men,
at the ever present threat of hostile Indians and the tactless
intimactes of friendly ones, at the unremitting to:l and hard-
ship of fording rivers, cltmbing mountains, riding every day
to the pornt of exhaustion. -

The Vancouver interlude, as guests of the Hudson's Bay
Company, with its atmosphere of hospitality and sts physical
comforts, was of necessity to last Narcissa and Eliza a long time
Dr McLoughiin admired the two women extravagantly for
their achievement in crossing America and did not hesitate to
express himself on the subject and to praise them for their
“herotsm” Nightly the gallant gentlemen at the fort rased
their glasses high to toast the two ladies who had managed to
break down fort precedent (where the wives were all Indsan) to
the extent of dining in mixed company Although Eliza and
Narcissa both belonged to the “ tee total Society " and urged its
joys and comforts on all they met, they made no converts at
Vancouver and perhaps even secretly enjoyed the gallantry-of
the nightly gesture in their honour When Henry—leaving
Marcus tland—rseturned from the voyage of exploration in the
upper Columbia country to take the women away, Dr Mc-
Loughlin protested vigorously. He urged them to remain all the
winter and was particularly solicitous of Mrs Whitman, then
it her fifthsmonth of pregnancy.. But Narcissa, like Eliza, de-
cided to leave, in spite of the protestation of this * very sympa-
thetic man” The two women went on up-tver, each to a wil-
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derness home Narcissa and Marcus to settle at Waulatpu
among the eager but treacherous Cayuses, Eliza with Henry at
Lapwat, 120 miles away, among the steadier and more ntelii-
gent Nez Percés ’

There 15 an impressive sumplicity about the single-track at-
tempt of the Protestant missionaries to make the Indian un-
dergo a true change of heart before admitting him to the fold
of the chosen. But it was this demand that, in the end, de-
feated the white gospel-bringers For the poor Indians, like
stmple children, could not understand the missionartes’ notions
of sin for which eternal punishment could be anticipated Dur-
ing the eleven years of their labours Narcissa wrote home
“ Some among the Indians feel almost to blame us for telling
them about eternal realittes One satd 1t was good when they
knew nothing but to hunt, eat, drink and sleep, now 1t 1s bad ”
And again- " Of late my heart yearns over them more than
usual. They feel so bad, disappointed, and some of them angry,
because husband tells them that none of them are Christians,
that they are all of them 1n the broad road to destruction, and
that worshipping will not save them. They try to persuade him
not to talk such bad talk to them, as they say, but talk good
talk, or tell some story, or history, so that they may have some
Scripture names to learn Some threaten to whip him and to
destroy our crops, and for a long tinfe their cattle were turned
into our potato field every night to see if they could compel
him to change his course of instruction with them”

The difference in the attitude of Protestants and Catholics
toward Indian conversion was to prove one of the real seeds
of butter controversy in early missionary days in the Far West
Many of the Catholic priests were French, with the French-
man’s unpurstanical approach to matters involving emotion.
They allowed the Indians to give vent to their natural feelings
with bells, drums, songs, and dance 1in the name of * religion,”
practices which Protestants of English Puritan descent could
not tolerate What 1s more, the Protestant misstonaries 1nsisted
on an 1nner change, a true conversion, before they would allow
admission to the church As a result there were only twenty-
two Indians admutted by the mussions at Lapwai and Waulatpu
during the eleven years they were established

Eliza and Henry had chosen wiscly n going to the Nez
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Percés, and the work they did lived on after them  Eliza estab-
lished classes in weaving and knitting Henry established grain
mills, and 1s credited with founding the Idabo porato and
sheep industries Convinced that the old days of nomadic hunt-
ing were passing with the buffalo, and that the Indians’ only
hope lay in learning some rudiments of a civilized existence, he
taught the Indians to till and plough and grind their corn  Sup-
plementing her husband'’s practical measures, Eliza, who conid
paint, made a chart six feet long and two feet wide setting forth
for the Indians the Christian “ facts " 1n picture form, as a com-
petition to the famous Catholic Ladder This Ladder had been
devised by the priests as a means of tcaching the Indians a pic-
torial chronology of the Christian religion and, according to
Protestant accounts, showed all non-Catholics " as the withered
ends of the several branches of papacy falling down into in-
fernal society and flames, as represented at the bottom ™ Henry
wrote to the American Board about the Catholic Ladder, saying
it showed Luther branching off with the Reformation on a
road unquestionably leading to hell In the Protestant chart
that Henry planned and Eliza painted, Luther was shown has-
tening away from the broad road of destruction back to the
narrow road that leads to salvation It seems likely that these
fine points of dogma and schism escaped the Indtan mind, but
they undoubtedly enjoyed—in their sly and mischievous way
—the competitton they could sense between the two rival
religious parties

One of the hardest crosses the white missionary women had
to bear was the knowledge that many Indians, under direct or
indirect Catholic 1nfluence, believed that a truly godly man,
a priest, would not be marrted For all their devotion and lab-
ours at their husbands’ sides, they could not but realize that
their presence was a definite handicap to the spreading of the
Protestant faith

When Nascissa's first and only child, Alice Clarissa, was born
at Wautlatpu 1n the mud-and-log lean-to that had been hastily
built to receive her, no one would have tmagined from the
rejoicing of the Indtans what cruelty the Whitmans were 1n the
end to receive from them The little blonde baby entranced the
Cayuses One of the chief men, Tiloukaikt, who was to be

'
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numbered later among the plotters against them, was the most
delighted of all and said—so wrote Narcissa to her far-away
parents—that the baby was to be called " Cayuse fe-mz, or
Cayuse girl, because she was born on Cayuse land” He even’
‘wanted to give her some land of his own, a piece of generosity
that touched Narcissa’s susceptible heart

There 1s something singularly poignant about the story of the
birth, brief life, and death of Alice Clarissa Whitman In part
this is due to Narcissa’s own phrases about her little daughter,
1n part to the thought that, had she lived, her presence might
possibly have saved the Whitmans themselves their final
tragedy—for Indians became very attached to white children 1n
a way that is moving to read about.

When little Eliza Spalding came along, eight months after
Alice Clarissa, she too was a favourite with the Indians Her
mother wrote telling how they would often Iiterally snatch the
baby from her arms in their eager admiration, though after this
handling Eliza reported that she had often “ the mortification
to pick a flea or a louse ” from her baby’s clothes Many years
later little Eliza—grown to be a mother and even a grand-
mother herself—went back 1nto Nez Percés county, and though
1t was long after the closing of all the Oregon missions, she
met an old Indian who knew her at once, wept at sight of her,
4

Alice Clarissa was born on Narcissa’s twenty-ninth birthday
The delivery was apparently an easy one, for on the second day
Narcissa wrote that she sat up 1n bed to dress her child She
had plenty of milk and gave grateful thanks for 1t—for to be
without milk for a child in pioneer country was indeed a
tragedy Narcissa, a little later, was to witness the painful trials
in this respect of another missionary wife, Mary Walker, and
even to give of her own milk for a while to Mary's hungry
infant .

Alice Clarissa was a precocious little girl At the age of one
she was " beginning to talk constderably ” and Narcissa wrote
home to the grandparents the details she was sure they would

. want to know, such as the extent of Alice’s vocabulary - * Papa,

Mamma, Sarah, Trim, Pussy,” and so on During the school
hc?urs for the Indtans, Alice Clarissa would take her own little
stick and point out her A B C's At eighteen months she was

“
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able to repeat some words of their datly hymns, and was partic-
ularly fond of the souinds of the Indian tongue that her mother
had set to the old Presbyterian tunes

“ O, how many melancholy hours she has saved me, while
living here alone so long, especially when her father 1s gone for
many days together,” wrote Narcsssa to her beloved sister, Jane,
revealing thus the loneliness she was at some pains to conceal
from her family

It is almost 1mposstble to imagine now the solstude that these
women were asked to face Eliza Spalding was-at Lapwat for
an entire year before she saw a-single white person other than
her husband, then the monotony was only broken by the Whit-
mans, coming and bringing their babe to wait for Eliza's
delivery As for letters, Narcissa got none from home for two
years and five months after her departure Getting mail was a
hazardous business, It was sent by Hudson's Bay Express across
country with the voyagenrs, or by ship round the Horn via the
Sandwich Islands, or carried by some chance traveller crossing
the plains Yet Narcissa wrote faithfully It was her only con-
nection with the world she had left In the letter 1n which she
spoke of her former “ melancholy hours ” she satd: * You see,
Jane, Alice has come and laid her dirty haads on this letter,
and given it d fine mark I send 1t as 1t 1s, so that you may have
some of her doings to look at and realize, perhaps, there 1s such
-a child 1n existence.” ]

In letters and diartes of the period—particularly 1n those of
the missionary wives of Oregon—one 1s 1mpressed by the deep
responstbility that these women took for the children they felt
God had personally placed 1n their care Shortly after the birth
of Eliza Spalding at Lapwai, Mrs Spalding noted 1n her rather
sparsely detatled journal the receipt of a letter from Mrs Whit-
man. In this letter Mrs Whitman asked- * Would it not be
well for us mothers to devote a special season and unitedly pre-
sent our infant charges before the mercy seat?” Mrs Spalding
replied suggesting that Narcissa name an hour which they
would together “ consecrate for this exercise” They decided on
mune 1n the morning, and although they were one hundred and
twenty mules apart, beset with household care amounting to
hard labour, constantly intruded upon by Indians who were no
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respecters of privacy, they managed to go apart daily to read
Scriptures and say prayers for their children  1n unison ”

This was the first step 1n the organization of the famous
Columbia Maternal Association, which later missionary wives
carried on after their arrival 1n the Far Western field, and of
which Mary Walker's detailed journal gives more information

During the two years of Alice Clarissa’s life the missionary
group 1n 1nland Oregon was reinforced by the arrival of eight
honeymooning young people from the East, also dedicated to
saving the Far Western Indians These young missionaries
were to prove themselves reassuringly human in spite of the
high dedication of their lives It took strong-fibred dynamic
people to embark on the Oregon adventure 1n early days, and
docility was hardly their outstanding charactersstic  Cramped
quarters, materal deprivations, exhaustion from long travel
and monotonous diets, along with the nevitable friction
between unlike personalities, produced trouble Not only were
there difficulties over who went with whom to which mission,
and who did what when he got there, but also over more minor
matters like the propriety of females praying in public, the
chewing of tobacco by misstonaries, the use of real or bogus
wine at sacrament time.

Underlying the complicated relationships of ‘this group—so
intimately bound together by a common will to serve the Lord
and by the necessities of co-operation tmposed on them by life
in the wilderness—there was also the still unresolved tension
between Henry and Narcissa, which expressed stself in discord
between Henry and Marcus  Narcissa 1n writing home 1mplied
that Henry's subtle poison against her was infiltrated through-
out the entire mission group, acting as a slow corrostve agent
His * pretended settlement ” with her father before they started
west had done no good * His principal 2im has been at me, as
he sud: "Bring out her character,’ ' Expose her character, as
though I was the vilest creature on carth It 1s well known I
never did anything before I left home to injure him, and I have
done nothing since, and my husband is as cautious 1n speaking
and thinking evil of him or treating him unkindly as my own
dear father would be” -

How could a refusal of a suit rankle so long and bitterly 1n
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the heart of 2 man who was as happily married as Henry? It
seems psychologically sound to conclude that Henry’s bitter
feeling must have been due to over-sensitivity about his ille-
gitimate birth, and perhaps some thoughtless phrase of Nar-
c1ssa’s—Or gossip repeating some careless words—created 1n his
mind the conviction that his rejection had somehow to do with
these unhappy facts Whatever the reasons, the discord 1n the
Oregon musstons makes sorry reading

The death of Alice Clarissa for a time wiped out all 11l feel-
ing Every musstonary shared with the Whitmans their grief at
the loss of their little daughter They were never to have
another, though Marcus was to ride a total of many hundreds of
wild miles delivering children to more fortunate parents

The day of Alice Clarissa’s accidental death was the Sabbath
To one of Narcissa’s fatth this must have seemed a special grace,
helping her to bear the agony of her loss For a week before—
so Narcissa wrote her parents—the child had slept out of her
mother’s bed, where she had remained since her birth. Of her
own accord she had asked one night to sleep on a mat on the
floor * This gave me a very strange and singular feeling that
she was laid away for the grave” Narcissa was deeply distur-
bed She did not sleep much the first night of separation from
her child and decided to make up a bed beside her own so that
she could lay a hand on the little girl 1n the night to satisfy her-
self of her presence Occastonally during that week of separ-
ation Narcissa did reach out and take the chid into bed with
her, but Alice always wanted to return to her own place
“ Thus,” wrote Narcissa, " she gradually went out of my arms
. . so that I should not feel 1t so severely as if torn from them
at once”

On the Sunday that she was drowned, Alice resisted her
morning bath—an unusual occurrence on which Narcissa was
to look back with questioning pain After family worship her
father had taken her into the garden with him to look, no
doubt pfoudly, at the fruit of his and the Indians’ labours, and
whule 10 the garden he gave Alice a stalk of pieplant, of which
she was very fond and which she called “ apple ” It was his last
gift to his daughter

Alice had been playing 1n and out of the open door, but
when 1t came time for dinner and she was not around, Nar-
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cissa sent Margaret, the young Indian house-helper, to get her
ready for the meal. The little Indian did not find her, but, with-
out coming back to say so, went on 1nto the garden for vege-
tables for dinner. While she was gone, Mungo, a Hawanan
servant at the mission, came into the kitchen to speak with Dr
Whitman (Hawait, or the Sandwich Islands as they were then
called, was a near * neighbour ” of early Oregon and natives of
the Islands played a minor but significant role 1n early West
coast history.) Mungo had to report the odd fact that he had
seen two cups floating 1n the river Marcus, intent on his Bible-
reading, said only. “Let them be and get them out to-morrow
because of the Sabbath” But Narcissa, passing to and fro 1n
the kitchen about her household tasks, suddenly remembered
her child taking two cups from the kitchen some time that
morning. She cried out 1n terror Where was Alice? Where
was the Indian girl who had been sent to find her? So great was
Narcissa’s sudden fear that everyone ran from the house at
once Reds, whites, and half-breeds gathered for the frantic
search They ran down to the brink of the river near the place
where the child was actually hidden, but “ as if forbidden to
approach the spot, though accessible,” they passed her, crossed
a bend 1n the river far below and then back again, and then 1n
another direction, still farther below. Some waded into the
water, looking and feeling with their hands, but strangely they
all entered the river below the spot where she was at last found

Finally an old Indian entered the stream and brought the -
child’s body from under a root. Narcissa, n a letter to the
grandparents, re-created the full horror of that tragic moment.

“I ran to grasp her to my breast, but husband outran me
and took her up from the river, and 1n taking her into his arms
and pulling her dress from her face we thought she struggled
for breath, but found afterwards that 1t was only the effect of
the atmosphere upon her after being in the water.”

Narcissa made the child’s shroud herself Some chroniclers
have 1t that she made it from her wedding dress, but the truth
seems to be that it was made from the same grey dress she wore
for the long journey west Narcissa confessed to her parents
that they kept the child for four days before burial * She did
not begin to change in her appearance much for the first three
days ‘This proved to be a great comfort to me, for so long as she .
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went so far as to outline her ideas for the care of children and
ventured even to belteve that she had made certain 1mprove-
ments on her mother’s ways, particularly 1n the revolutionary
matter of daily baths for children, which she reported seemed
to do them no harm The adults at Waulatpu mission took to
bathing daily 1n the river 1o summer, and at least once a week
i a tub 1n the house the year round, and found this also bene-
fical. i

The seven orphaned Sagers whom the Whitmans legally
adopted—though without changing their names—had three
happy years of life at the mussion From their memories of these
years the Sager girls—whose brothers died on the dreadful day
of the massacre—have left pictures of Mrs Whitman which
futther reveal her temperament, half that of a firm disciplina-
r1an, half that of 2 gay and gentle playmate- “ There was no
danger of any of us becoming spoiled She would po:nt to one
of us, then point to the dishes or the broom, and we would 1n-
stantly get busy with our assigned tasks She didn’t scold much,

‘but we dreaded that accusing finger pointed at us” Natcissa
was very particular about regular eating and sleeping habits
The children always went to bed after a simple supper of mush
and milk. There were happy picnics, however, and each child

“was given a little plot of land for his own garden- * Mrs Whit-
man taught us the love of flowers she taught us a great
deal about things of that kind and instilled 10 us 2 love of the
beautiful ” .

Before she adopted the seven little Sagers, who, after the
death of their parents, had been left to the care of other over-
burdened emigrants, Narcissa had consented to bring up the
half-breed daughters of the mountain men Joe Meek and Jim
Bridger Bridger, 1t will be remembered, was the man on whom
Marcus performed the operation for the embedded arrowhead
on hts first trip west, and Meek was the mountain man on
whom Narcissa’s young blond charm had registered so forcibly
when she first came to the West It was not easy to be respon-
stble for these children of two worlds and 1t probably cost Nar-
Ciss2 many an anxious hour When, 1n 1842-3, she took her
first, indeed her only, long trip away from the mission during
Marcus’s_absence on a trip east, the two little half-breed girls
accompanted her By this time Narcissa, though only in her

) 7
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middle thirties, was already a semi-invalid Her eyesight, from
over-strain and no glasses, had almost failed her She had heart
trouble and 2n internal sickness so serious that Marcus felt he
should speak warmingly of it to her family, and Narcissa
records that she had treatments for ovartan tumour from the
doctor at Fort Vancouver when she went there to visit

Narcissa's prolonged trip away from Waulatpu was made
during the year of Marcus Whitman's controversial “ ride to
save Oregon ', 1842-3 Marcus really went east to try to clear
up mussion trouble, born of tartle-tale letters sent to the board
by certain carping members of the missionary group The mis-
ston board had written peremptorily closing the Lapwai and
Waiilatpu missions and suggesting that Henry Spalding come
home or settle down out there, away from his musston, taking
five hundred dollars for a settlement. Marcus rode cast to put
the true case before the board and to beg them to reconsider

Whitman's grilling winter ride—because of the writings of
some of the Oregon mussionaries—has become 1n the minds of
certain historians a patriotic journey to save the Oregon coun-
try from the clutches of the Briush Henry Spalding declared
that the Untred States was ready at the tume to trade the whole
vast area for a British cod-fishery  The Oregon question was a
standard subject of debate in Congress, with Southern senators
blocking passage of all bills to include it 1n the Union because
they wanted it only if a slave state.

Marcus did not " save " Oregon, but he did rouse new interest
in it. He spread the word that the land was habitable, that
women could get there and hive there—even cultivated women
ke his own wife—that America would be wise to lay claim
to this promising country while she still conld He visited Hor-
ace Greeley, who found him, in appearance, * the roughest man
we have scen in many a day,” but who spread through his news-
piper Whitman's word about the Promised Land Marcus also
vissted the mission board and deeply embarrassed these Chris-
tinn geatlemen by the outlandishness of his pioncer garments.
He got to Washington and 1s believed to have talked with
President Tyler ond James Madison Porter, the Secretary of
War, v hose interest 1n a posstble Oregon Trail was acute, inas-
much as 1t would, of necessity, lead through land thar was still
foraign end Indien-infested  More important than all, Whit-



. WERE FEMALES WANTED? 47

man gave great assistance to the famous emigration of 1843—
the first sizeable overland trek—by lending to 1ts members his
wise counsel and long frontier experience He personally per-
suaded 2 number of families to embark on the journey, and may
be safely credited with stumulating the flow of emigrants who,
in the end, by their rapidly increasing numbers and the
vociferousness of their pleas for attention, put Oregon Territory
mnto the Unton

After his trip east the Whitman house was destined to be-
come a way-station for weary emugrants Narcissa and Marcus
took upon themselves the burden of helping to provide necess-
tties for the last lap of the long journey which often brought
past their mussion door exhausted and half-starved people on
their way into the green river valleys on the coastal side of the
mountains During this time Narcissa was more and more fre-
quently bedridden Marcus, too, was beginning to show the
results of years of exposure and overstrain He too had a
tumour, on the tnstep, occasioned by an old njury, but there 1s
no sign that he ever spared himself because of 1t

One of the deeply moving things about the record Narcissa
Whitman left in her conscientious letters home 1s the picture
of the change gradually taking place in her from the dynamic,
high-spirited, eager young woman who set out from New York.
in the spring of 1836 to the broken, saddened, and anxtous in-
valid of the last of these eleven fateful years But 1n many ways
—in spite of the extra work—Narcissa, who loved people and
who had kept her father’s hospitable home filled with her young
friends, enjoyed the fresh activity that the stream of emigrants
brought Remembering how often her mother had said 1n the
past. "I wish Narcissa would not always have so much com-
pany,” Narcissa once wrote home saying  “ It 1s well for me
now that I have had so much experience 1n waiting upon com-
pany, and I can do 1t when necessary without considering it a
great task ”

But also the arrival of the often destitute and always travel-
weary people was a burden to her spirit  She found 1t hard
sometimes to exist on the limited misston rations after a band
of hungry people had descended and bought—at the lowest
posstble figure—the provisions they so sorely needed Writing
to other mussionary friends 1n the late summer of 1844 Narcissa
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spoke of preparing for the new fall emigration and hoped that
those at The Dalles—who must also share the burden—had
“laid 1n a good stock of strength, patience and every needed
grace for the siege” This emugration exceeded that of 1843 by
about fifty per cent, and by 1845 the increase was three hundred
per cent The Pacific Northwest was on its way to becoming
American whether Congress knew or cared

But as the number of emigrants increased, so did the trouble
with the Indians Indians who had gone east and come back
* educated ” had little difficulty 1n pointing out to their stay-
at-home brothers the threat that the white invasion was to
them and to their lands The Cayuses were a particularly arro-
gant and temperamental tribe They lacked the equanimity
of the supertor.Nez Percés, among whom the Spaldings had
settled -

Threatening episodes—minor but significant—more and
more affected the relationship between the Whitman mission
and the tribe While Marcus was absent on his ride to the East,
Narcissa’s bedroom had been for¢ibly entered 1a the night by
an Indian—an occurrence which frightened her so badly that
she decided to visit friends in settlements on the Columbia
while her husband was gone The Indians found her haughty,
and perhaps they thought this was a sure way of humbling her
During the Whitmans’ abserice from the mission the mill was
burned—an act of deliberate vandalism As early as 1841
Marcus had endured, with” impressive Christlike humility, a
most 1nsulting personal attack from a disgruntled Cayuse
Marcus's own words describe the scene quite graphically
enough

“ He [the Indian] then took hold of my ear and pulled it
and struck me on the breast ordering me to hear—as much
as to say, we must let them do as they pleased . When
he let go I turned the other to him and he pulled that, and
in this way I let him pull first one and then the other until
he gave over and took my hat and threw it nto the mud I
called on the Indians who were at work . . to gtve it to me
.and I put 1t on my head—when he took it off again and
threw 1t 1n the mud and water, of which 1t dipped plenti-
fully Once more the Indians gave it back to me and I put it
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on, all mud as it was, and sard to him, ‘ Pethaps you are
playing’ "

Marcus was willing, to the end, to practise the Christian
virtue of non-resistance, of turning the other cheek—or ear.

For some time ugly rumours had circulated through the tribe
that Dr Whitman'’s medicine kit was a source of poison The
winter of 1847, with a raging measles epidemtc and unusually
severe weather, did little to improve Cayuse tempers or quiet
thetr fears In the interest of self-preservation 1t was finally de-
aded to kill the Whitmans and other white adults who were
wintering at Waunlatpu After all, Indian logic found perfect
justice 1n the murder of a medicine man who had failed to heal
the sick. Marcus Whitman was not stopping the fatal spread of
the measles among the Indians The whites—with a natural
smmunity established 1n their blood—were not dying of the
plague, a fact that increased the Indtans’ suspicton  Marcus had
tried to persuade them to give up sweat baths and cold dips 1
the 1y river—a standard cure for all their allments—but this
scemed only another 1nstance of his treachery.

A number of descriptions have been written of the last hours
of the Whitmans The most melodramatic 1s that of Henry
Spalding There 1s a bitter trony in the fact that 1t was Henry
~—who had caused Narcissa and her family so much pain by his
unforgiving nature—who 1n the end had to write the details of
the tragedy to the stricken parents, far away 1n a peaceful New
York town

Just before the massacre Henry had been at Waulatpu,

ringing ten-year-old Eliza to the mission school On this same
trup he also stopped to visit the Umatlla Indians and spent

the night with them, unaware of the fact that the Whitmans ~
and many others at the misston he had just left were being mur-
d}fred at this very time He was on his way back to Wanlatpu
the next day—sull sgnorant of what had occurred—when a
glathohc priest (the netghbouring Catholics were all spared in
¢ massacre) rode out to tell him the terrible taie and to warn
tl::kt}}at he tc:lo was being sought and must escape at once A
elud gg made 1t possible for the horror-stricken Henry to
¢ the pursuing Indians  He managed, by a combtnation of

"C‘t”;ﬂd a knowledge of the country he was traversing, to
W, D
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among them my own beloved daughter, Eliza, ten years old.
Three of the captive children soon died, left without parental
care . . The young women were dragged from the house
by night and beastly treated Three of them became wives
to the murderers. . Eight days after the first butchery, the
two families at the saw-mull, twenty miles distant, were
brought down and the men spared to do work for the Ind-
fans This increased the number of capuves to forty-seven,
after the three children died In various ways they were
cruelly treated and compelled to cook and work late and
eatly for the Indians . The two sick men. beaten and
cut to pieces before the eyes of the helpless children and
women, their blood spilled upon the floor, and their mangled
bodies lay at the door for forty-eight hours, over which the
captives were compelled to pass for wood and water
“ Monday morning the doctor [Marcus, who had been out
among the Indians with Spalding attending the sick during
the raging measles epidemic] .. returned to the house and
was reading—several Indians as usual were 1n the house, one
sat down by him to attract hus attention by asking for medi-
cine, another came behind him with tomahawk concealed
under his blanket and with two blows 1n the back of the
head, brought him to the floor, senseless probably, but not
lifeless, soon after Telaukaike, a candidate for admisston 1n
our church, and who was recetving unnumbered favours
every day from brother and sister Whitman, came 1n and
took particular pains to cut and beat his face and cut his
throat, but he still lingered till near night
“ As soon as the firng commenced at the different places,
Mrs Hayes ran 1n and assisted sister Whitman 1n taking the
doctor from the kitchen to the sitting-room and placed
him upon the settee This was before his face was cut His
dear wife bent over him and mingled her flowing tears with
his precious blood It was all she could do They were her
ast tears To whatever she said, he would reply, “no’ 1n a
Wh‘fspcr, probably not sensible
John Sager [one of the seven orphans the Whitmans had
adopted] was sitting by the doctor when he recerved the
first blow, drew his pistol, but his arm was seized, the room'
filing with Indians, and his head was cut to preces He
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lingered till near mght. Mr. Rogers, attacked at the water,
escaped with a broken arm and wound in the head, and
rushing 1nto the house, shut the door The Indians seemed
to have left-the house now to assist in murdering others
Mr Kimball, with a broken arm rushed in: both secreted
themselves upstairs A

“ Sister Whitman 1n anguish, now bending over her dying
husband and now over the sick; now comforting the flying.
screaming children, was passing by the window, when she
received the first shot tn her right breast, and fell to the
floor She immediately arose and kneeled by the settee on
which lay her bleeding husband, and in humble prayer com-
mended her soul to God and prayed for her dear children
who were about to be made a second time orphans and to

~ fall into the hands of her direct murderers I am certain she

prayed for her murderers too She now went into the
chamber with Mrs Hayes, Miss Bewley, Catherine, and the
sick children They remained till near night.

* In the roeantime the doors and windows were broken 1n
and the Indians entered and commenced plundering. but
they feared to go into the chamber They called for sister
Whitman and brother Rogers to come down and promised
they should not be hurt This promise was often repeated.
and they came down Your dear Narcissa, faint from the
loss of blood, was carried on a settee to the door by brother
Rogers and Miss Bewley )

“ Every corner of the room was crowded with Indians
having their guns ready to fire The children had been
brought down and huddled together to be shot. Eliza was

“one Here they had stood for a long time surrounded by
guns pointing at their breasts She often heard the cry,
" Shall we shoot?’ and her blood became cold, she says, and
she fell upon the floor.

“But now the order was given, ‘Do not shoot the
children, as the settee [bearing Mrs Whitman outside for a
parley] passed through the children over the bleeding, dying
body of John Fatal moment! The settee advanced about 1ts
length from the door [outsidel. when the guns were dis-
charged from without and within, the powder actually
burning the faces of the children Brother Rogers ratsed
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his hand and cried, * my God, and fell upon his face, prerced
with many balls But he fell not alone An equal number of
the deadly weapons were levelled at the settee and o! that
this discharge had been deadly. But oh! Father of Mercy, so
1t seemed good 1n thy sight She groaped, she Iingered The
settee was rudely upset —Oh, what have I done? Can the
aged mother read and live? Think of Jesus in the hands of
the cruel Jews. 1 thought to withhold the worst facts, but
then they would go to you from other sources, and the un-
certainty would be worse than the reality. Pardon me, if I
have erred

“ Frances [Sager] at the same time was dragged from the
children and shot, all three now lay upon the ground, groan-
1ng, struggling, dying As they groaned, the Indians beat
them with their whips and clubs, and tried to force their
horses over.them Darkaess dispersed the Indians, but the
groans of the dying continued till 1n the might  The next
morning they were seen to be dead by the children ..The
dead bodies were not allowed to be removed till Wednesday
morning, when they were gathered together Eliza and some
of the other girls sewed sheets around them, a large pit was
dug by a Frenchman and some friendly Indians, and they
were buried together, but so slightly that when the army
arrived at the station, they found that the wolyes had dug
them all up, eaten their flesh, and scattered theif bones upon
the plains”

—

And now Henry, as though afraid that it might teally be too

much to bear, turned the eyes of the,stricken parents to the
Bible- o - . ’
“*0O God, the heathen are come 1nto thine inheritance,
thy holy temple have they defiled The bodies of thy ser-
vants have they given to be meat unto the fowls of the
heaven, the flesh of thy saints unto the beasts of the earth
Thetr blood have they shed: like water round about Jern-
salem, and there.was none to bury them Help us, O God of
. our Salvation, for the Glory of thy-name” )
- " Some hatr from the sacred head of your dearest daughter
was found by the army, I believe rolled 1n a piece of paper.,
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doubtless cut and put away by her own hand some two years
ago A lock was obtained by Dr Wilcox of East Bloomficld,
New York, which was handed to me the other day. With
great satis{action I send 1t to her deeply afflicted father and
mother Prectous relic!”

A number of these relics of Narcissa survive  Joe Meek,
coming to Wartlatpu to bury the body of his little girl—who
was 11l at the time of the massacre and died as a consequence of
recetving no care—cut locks from the corpse of Narcissa for
her friends in the Willamette Valley These locks are o be
found now 1n Western historical muscums from Tacoma to
Walla Walla

The fate of little David Malin, the half-breed boy, seems the
most ctuel of all When the boatloads of people, rescued after
the massacre, set off down the Columbia under the guardian
wing of the mighty Hudson's Bay Company—a force the
Indians sull respected—Mittle David was left behind on the
river bank Mrs Whitman, his foster-mother, was dead There
was no one who would take responsibility for him Henry
Spalding expressed the fear that he would fall into the hands of
Catholic priests and all his good Protestant training would be
for naught—yet he did not save him One can think of worse
fates for little David, even if Henry could not Abandoned for
the second time 1n his life, the Indian boy, alone 1n the driving
ratn, passes from history, " crying as though his heart were
breaking”

Because of the importance 1n the minds of westward-moving
emigrants of the Waiilatpu misston and its involuntary hosts,
the Whitmans, their death and the destruction of the mission
rocked the scattered Western communities as no other event
could have succeeded 1n doing The unprotected white settlers
banded together to find the culprits, punish them, and, if nec-
essary, fight all Indian hostiles They also decided to sead pic-
turesque and hardy Joe Meek overland to lay their case before
the government at Washington Joe was a perfect choice for
the mission* a physical giant, a shrewd buffoon, an Indian-
fighter and bear-killer, and, in his rough way, very much a
ladies’ man He took Washington by storm, impcsed with
Southern geruality on the generosity of his cousin, Tames K.
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Polk, the President, and left the captal, after a few months, as
the first marshal of the newly-made Oregon Territory.

Thus, by her death, Narcissa undoubtedly hastened the
daiming of the stretch of Western land called Oregon In any
study of the significant role played by women in opening the
Far West to settlement, Narcissa inevicably emerges as a sym-
bolic figure As the first of the many women who were to per-
form the mystery of participation in a great mass movement
beyond their will, and even beyond their consciousness, she
had, of course, to pay with her blood She is the very body of
the sacrifice which life exacts for extensions of experience.
Though Eliza Spalding’s death was not so spectacular as Nar-
assa’s, she too paid a price. Years of unremitting, disciplined
toil brought her often to the very edge of the grave. She was
constantly in frail health and subject to haemorrhages, through
many of which she passed with no one to help her but ignorant
Indians and her small chuldren History, however, accords only
© the spintually ambitious Narcissa that highest possible
Chesstian accolade—martyrdom in the canse of the Lord.

THREE
EIGHT ON HER HONEYMOON

ALTHOUGH MARY RICHARDSON WALKER travelled west with
three other brides, in a honeymoon party of eight, she is con-
sidered the * third woman to cross the Rocktes” There is no
proof that Mary actually reached the summut and started down
the western side of it before the other three women 1n-the
honeymoon octet, but after reading her journal one somehow
believes that this must surely have been true

To tell the story of this pioneer blue-stocking’s trip from
Maine to Oregon and her life 1n the wilderness, we have to go
back to the war that broke out 1n the 1830’s between two Zulu
chiefs named Dingaan and Moseltkeze, These two chiefs of the

maritime Zoolaks ” were * allowed by God,” as the Reverend
Mr Eells said in Mrs. Walker's funeral oration, to go to war
and to continue at war until the Walkers of Maine, destined up *
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to then for missionary work 1n Africa, felt a call from Oregon
instead Then, presumably breathing a sigh of relief, God put
a stop to the Zulu strife It had served 1ts purpose 1n discour-
aging the Walkers from going to Africa

Mr Eells seemed to imply that the eye that marks the spar-
row’s flight and fall readily marked the qualities of an angular,
keen-minded girl of East Baldwin, Maine, and recognized 1n
her the stuff of which Far Western pioneer females were made
It 1s certainly our good fortune that Mary Walker’s quick eye
and trenchant tongue were employed 1n comment on life 1n
early Oregon rather than 1n detaus of existence on the remote
coast of Africa Like Narcissa Whitman, who immediately pre-
ceded her across the Rockies, Mary was faithful to her pen
through all hardships and vicissitudes  Unlike Narcissa's letters,
however, her diary was not written for a famuly far to the east,
but was intended for her eye alone Although she left careful
instructions that 1t be destroyed by any stranger who chanced
upon 1t in the event of her sudden death, her Western descend-
ants dectded otherwise, sharing with Clifford Merrill Drury,
who made her story public, the opinion that she and her diary
“belonged to history.”

Mary was not so glamorous a figure as that other missionary
to the Indians, Narcissa Whitman, nor so self-effacing and
humble as gentle Eliza Spalding She was sharper, planer,
keener-edged, a true product of the state of Maine Mary was
a feminist without knowing it, and certainly without admitting
1t She began her diary at twenty-two, and thus we are enabled
to follow for many years the course of a searching female mind
of the American nineteenth century operating 1n a world de-
signed exclusively for men What 1s more, we are privileged to
observe the unflagging activity of this mind 1n a Western
environment so desolate and primittve that all the native 1n-
genuity of the female was called into play to make 1t livable—
emdurable even -

While she was still a student at Maine Wesleyan, measuring
herself against the world around her, she asked a professor how
her papers compared with those of the men students “ Better,
much better,” the professor replied, and then he added with
wry rony  * Aren’t you ashamed of yourself, Mary?”

- It 1s easy to believe that Mary swung regularly between the
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two poles of pride 1n herself and shame at her forwardness
She was a rare combination of introvert and extrovert, given
to 1ner struggle and vague dreams while holding to hife with
a grasp that was both practical and realistic When from a farm
1n East Baldwin, Maine, she first applied to the mission board
for a post 1n a foreign land, she evaluated herself with unusual
objectivity. “I have succeeded in combining the intellectual
and domestic 1n a great{er] degree than I ever knew anyone
else to attempt I am aware that I possess an aspiring mind.
But I have endeavoured and I hope with some success to culti-
vate a spirit of humility; to be willing to do something and be
- nothing 1f duty requires”

Life 1n Oregon was to exact from Mary a good many years
of doing something and being nothing Though she was per-
haps by temperament better fitted to contend with the wilder-
ness and the Indians than her husband, Elkanah, her place was
in the home Here on occaston, however—with joy and mental
sttmulation—she had a chance to display publicly her native
powers Once, when 1n her husband’s absence she had to trade
with the Indians on behalf of members of the important Wilkes
Expedition, she made note 1n her diary that an Indian chief
complimented her highly on her eloquence. “said I talked as
forcibly as the men would have done and that the gentlemen
would not have got the horses but for me”

But, even as Mary rode across the plains toward the Western
world that was still legendary in the American mind, she had
become more woman than adventurer—she was already heavy
with child *“The minerals are interesting but I have to ride
over most of them without picking them up If I could only
mount and dismount without help how glad I would be” She
was then carrying the first of a family of eight, to whom she
was to be a loving yet detached mother The story survives and
1s told by a grandchild that, after her children were grown, a
woman 1n Forest Grove, Oregon, said to her. * Mother Walker,
you have raised’seven sons and they aré all good Christians and
useful citizens, what were your methods? How did you do 1£?”
And Mary replied * Yes, I have raised seven sons and they are
all Church members and good Christians” Then she paused
and added * But that’s about all I can say for them ”

Although Mary had determined at the early age of nine on
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the life of "a missionary (the most exciting career open to
women at this period), as she grew older she found herself see-
sawing etratically 1n her religious life She longed for a final
experience of “ grace” that would lay to rest for ever any doubts
and uncertainties To her embarrassment the Spirit saw fit to
enter her forcibly at a Methodist revival Later, to her relief,
this somewhat hysterical experience * stood the test of ortho-
doxy ” and she united with the staid Congregational Church n
Baldwin. When as a grown woman and a successful school-
teacher she finally decided on a missionary career, she tried first
for a post in Stam, to teach the familtes of missionaries—the
only post open to unattached females When the position went
to someone else Mary was left 1n complete uncertainty about
her future She knew only that she wanted to go to foreign
lands and convert the heathen, or at least to associate with those
permitted by virtue of their sex or their marriage to lead Jost
souls to the Lord Such a life seemed the only possible outlet
for an 1nquiring mind, a bold spirit, and boundless energy

Before Elkanah Walker entered her life, she had had an
ardent suttor whose feelings for her, and hers for him, led to
prolonged tormented heart-searchings Could she or could she
not marry an infidel, one who did not possess in her opinion
* knowledge and piety ”? Should she “ to escape the horrors of
perpetual celibacy settle down with the vulgar ”? It seems
likely.that, 1n the end, Mary would have done just this had not
some shrewd manceuvring on the part of friends of both sent
to her Elkanah Walker, a ptous young man from Bangor who
wanted also to be a misstonary but did not want to set off wife-
less to foreign lands

Elkanah came to East Baldwin to look over Mary as a pro-
spective bride In two days they were engaged Afterwards,
with the passing of time, judging from their letters and Mary’s
diary, they really fell 1n love But not before Mary had had
many painful and disturbing scenes with the mysterious “G”
of her diary, whose presence seemed able always to shake her
faith And G was not inclined to spare her feelings: “ I would
rather have seen you pass on a bier than in a chaise with W,”
he told her He added * He does not love you as well as T do”
He tried to sting her by letting her know that people did not
think she was “ cutting any great cheese ” 1n taking Elkanah
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Mary's own farmly did not make it easy for her either. Her
brothers, after one look at the gangling six-foot-four frame of
Elkanah, went about making the awkward noises and gawky
gestures of a lapwing they had recently captured.

Finally, however, the tortured girl brought her whole strug-
gle 1nto focus: I would not as I value my soul, connect myself
with a bold blasphemous infidel I feel that however strong
may be my inclination to love G, 1t would be sinful for me to
do so I feel too that however little I may feel inclined to love
W , it is my duty to do so I have gone so far that I cannot go
back without forfeiting my Christian character.”

After this the God-inspired Zulu chiefs set up their petty
strife, .and Elkanah Walker changed his prospective misston
field from Africa to Oregon Mary announced the news of her
marriage and tmminent departure, occasioning such tart Maine
comment as- * Now isn't that just like Mary Richagdson to go
galloping off across the plains on a wild buffalo ™ Perhaps this
remark came from the same source which set village gossip
buzzing about her some years before when, as a guest 1na house,
Mary scandalously sat down on the floor on a skin stretched
before the kitchen fite. Impulsive Mary was often shocking
people She frequently made Elkanah uneasy On their way up
the Mississippt the bride made note of a resolve: * To-morrow
I will not «f T can posstbly avoid 1t, do anything that will dis-
please my dear I wish he would try to make me at ease instead
of embarrassing me by continual watchfulness. .. ” And later
“ I T stir, it 1s forwardness, 1f I am still, 1t 1s mnacuvity. .. 1
am aimost certain that more 1s expected of me than can be had
of one woman "

And much later from Ozegon I am almost in despair and
without hope of his ever being pleased or satisfied with [me].
I do not know what course to pursue. I can never, with all my
care, make myself what he would like me to be ™

Similar entries are sprinkled generously throughout Mary's
revealing private journal Her anxiety to establish a steady and
adule relationship with her husband 1s one of the qualities that
endear her to history, parncularly her revealing statements
about life with a moody man whom, she sometimes felt, she
could never really know or be close to *

* Llkansh Walker's westcrn descendants excuse his temperament on the ground that
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“ Husband very much out of tune Scarce spoke pleasant
all day”

“1 met with an 1mpattent unfeeling moroseness enough
to reach the heart of the most 1nsensible ”

As a wife of some years Mary made a desperately sincere
entry 1n her faithful journal, obviously addressed to Elkanah,
whom she suspected of reading her secret jottings

“I find 1t 1n vain to expect my journal will escape your
eyes and 1ndeed ‘why should I wish to have 1t Certainly my
mind knows no sweeter solace than the privilege of un-
burdening itself to you It frequendy happens than when I
think of much that I wish to say to you, you are etther so
much fatigued, so drowsy or so busy that I find no conven-
tent opportunity, till what I would have said 1s forgotten I
have therefore determined to address my journal to you I
shall at all times address you with the unrestrained freedom
of a fond and confiding wife When therefore you have
letsure and (nclination to know my heart, you may here find
1t ready for converse ” .

But all these entries lay on the other side of the great journey

Before Mary Richardson set out for the * riddlings of Crea-
tion ” she crowded 1nto her life all the experiences possible 1n
the civilized world of the East In gotng to Oregon she was,
after all, facing no less of an ordeal and no shorter a journey
than had 1t been Africa that claimed her All that people knew
about the Oregon country 1n those days was blood-chilling In
congresstonal debates on the Oregon Question, those senators
who were opposed to admutting this wild country beyond the
Rockies turned many a fearful and flowery phrase about can-
nibalism, wild beasts, endless deserts, impassable mountatns,
and unfordable rivers * The whole country 1s the most 1rre-
claimable barren waste known to mankind except the desert of
Sahara As to healthfulness the ravages of malaria defy all his-
tory to furnish a parallel” This was a typical statement The

he suffered from a chronic stomach complaint which would today be diagnosed as
ulcers
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story of the overland trip of Lewis and Clark, spurred on by
Thomas Jefferson and led by an Indian squaw, had never been
published, and few people were aware of 1ts significance

Both the Walkers had mild qualms, though Elkanah, who
had once experienced. the horrors of seasickness on a short
coastal excursion, was relieved to feel that the hazards of water
travel were at least not to be theirs As for Mary, her appetite
for experience kept her days'too crowded for misgivings  She’
vistted and was féted 1n Boston and New York She took her
first ride on a railroad train—at some ten miles an hour She
rode to the end of the line at Chambersburg 1n Pennsylvania
and there took stage to Pittsburgh—this last a tedious journey
enduring from Thursday to Monday morning From Pittsburgh
she and Elkanah went down the Ohio- River, stopping at
Wheeling, Marietta, and Cincinnati -

In Cincinnati they called on the famous divine Dr Lyman
Beecher, head of the Lane Theological Seminary, father of the
great evangelist Henry Ward Beecher and the illustrious Har-
riet Beecher Stowe, whose Uncle T'om’s Cabin was later to rock
a natton In Cincinnati, also, Mary’s path crossed that of the
most daring and outspokerr feminist of her ume This was
Fanny Wright, who was then on a tour speaking publicly 1n
support of her shocking theortes on equal gights for women,
birth control, a more equable distribution of property, and
marriage as a moral rather than a legal obligation Mary re-
ported 1n her journal that Dr Beecher was replying to Miss
Wright 1n chapel on the subject of “ infidelity.”

We could wish that Mary had defied Elkanah and gone alone
to see Frances Wright, who in 1818 had abandoned the hife of
luxury to which she had been born in Scotland 1n order to em-
brace the freedom of the New World In her lifetime Fanny
Wright was to give herself to many causes, including Robert
Owens’s socialist Utopra at New Harmony, Indiana  She de-
vised a plan for the freeing of Negro slaves by purchasing
them, placing them in a commumty n Tennessee, teaching
them tndependence and useful trades, and ‘eventually colon-
izing them i1n Hartr Fanny Wright was too far ahead of her
time to influence 1t lastingly, but she, like Mary, stands as a
prototype of an emerging female The two shodld have met

We are safe, however, 1n assuming that Elkanah would not
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have approved of a woman of Frances Wright's calibre, since
he did not even approve of women praying zloud in the
presence of men There was, indeed, a little storm later in the
Whitman misston over this very point. Mary, waiting at the
mission during Elkanah's first exploring trip away, prayed
aloud in public as both Mes Whitman and Mrs Spalding were
accustomed to doing She then immediately noted in her diary.
“I wish I knew whether my husband likes to have me pray
before folks or not When he comes home I will ask him”
Elkanah was not of two minds about 1t. His answer was a pos-
ttive no, 10 which he enjoyed the backing of no less an authority
than the Apostle Paul, who, without mincing words, had set 1t
forth in First Corinthians: * Let the women keep silence in the
churches; for 1t 1s not permitted unto them to speak.” Mis
Whitman remarked (with some spleen) 1n a letter home that
men of the missionary reinforcement * found 1t wrong and un-
seemly for a woman to pray where there are men” She found
the distinction insulting—St. Paul or no St. Paul.

By the time they reached Cincinnati, Mary and Elkanah had
joined forces with two of the other honeymooning couples who
were also dedicating their newly-joined lives to the cause of
Indian conversion in the Far West. Knowing what lay ahead of
them 1n the company of the blasphemous men of the Fur Cara-
van, they put to the Reverend Dr. Beecher the solemn question
of their observance of the Sabbath. Dr. Beecher undoubtedly
startled them, and perhaps even shocked them a little, by the
eminently sane—though faintly flippant—attitude he took on
the matter Said the great divine, 1f he were crossing the ocean
he would certanly not consider jumping overboard on the
seventh day in order to avoid the onus of Sunday travel.

This was probably the kind of reply that appealed in her
heart to Mary, of whom Elkanah in his intermuttent journal has
this to say: “ It is a grief to me that Mrs 'W. is disposed to read
so much that 1s not devotional in the Sabbath I fear that her
view of the correctness of this day 15 very limited” And in two
separate Oregon entries we find Mary breathlessly recording—
just before the stroke of midnight on Saturday: * washed chil-
dren and floors, cut hair and sewed,” and again, “ cut hair,
cleaned house, etc. Got through in time to escape what I so
often get, a lecture on Sabbath breaking "

v
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Myza Eells, another bride among the famous group of eight
honeymooners, left an entry 1n her plains diary which sets forth
the spiritual dilemma that the question of Sabbath travelling
proved to be to the scripturally exact missionaries. ** Our Sab-
baths have always been the hardest day’s work This has led me
very much to question the duty of going to the heathen in this
way I cannot tell how 1t is consistent for us to break one of
God’s positive commands to keep another ”

The man who was ostenstbly the leader of this group of mis-
stonary recruits to the Far West was W H. Gray, who went out
with the Whitmans 1n 1836 and immedtately made a hot-foot
trip back to the States for reinforcements He represented the
Indians as panting for salvation and he managed to recruit,
within a few whirlwind months, three honeymooners and a
single man, besides getting a wife for himself

The town of Independence, Missourt, was the last crvilized
stop for the four couples Here they made all arrangements for
the journey, including the very important matter of tent-shar-
ing Not without what Mary called a “ mighty big fuss,” 1t was
finally settled that the Eells and the Grays would share a tent
at night, and the Smiths and the Walkers another, each tent
divided 1n half by a curtain  Thus for months by a flickering
tallow, with Elkanah bestde her urging her to put out the light,
and the Smiths " sleeping loudly ” on the other side, Mary made
her faithful entries

From the outset it was plain that there was going to be
trouble " We have a strange company of missionaries,” wrote
Mary 1n her outspoken way * Scarcely one who 15 not 1ntoler-
able on some account ”

W. H. Gray, who published in 1870 a two-volume History
of Oregon, shared Mary's views—excepting himself, of course
In his History he managed to 1nsert not a few sharp licks at his
fellow workers in the vineyard of the Lord He didn’t trouble
to analyse the women—they were just women—but he found
Cushing Eells guilty of a " superabundance of self-esteem, great
pretensions to precision and accurateness of statement and
strictness of conduct” In Gray's opinion, he lacked " all the
qualities requisite for a successful Indian misstonary” He
found Smith a man of " strong prejudices ” who was without
Christtan forbearance Walker was * faithful as a Chrstian ”



64 WESTWARD THE WOMEN

but “inefficient as a preacher,” with * no positive traits of
mind”

What posttive traits of mind Elkanah lacked, his wife more
than made vp for She and the positive-minded—one might
even say the bossy—Mr Gray might have made a team Mary
has left an account of the killing and cating of a calf on the
trip which gives an all too human picture of the pettiness to
which exhausted and temperamentally unsuited people can
descend when forced to spend day after day in one another’s
company.

A wolf had killed a suckling calf which belonged among the
cattle the mussionaries were taking west with them Elkanah—
without consulting his assocsates, and acting on Smuth’s sug-
gestion—dressed the calf for food Gray, probably because he
constdered himself the leader of the group and had not been
consulted, refused to eat any of the meat The Eells, as tent-
sharers, took the Grays’ ssde  Then the Smiths wouldn’t ear It
was thus four against four and stalemate Smith and Gray had
apparently setzed upon the dead calf as a symbol of their rela-
tive authority Exasperated, Mary seized her pen and wrote
about Smith 1n her journal: "I think S 1s stubborn and have
about as lief things would go on and our family devour the
whole calf”

However, she refused to cook the meat until Smith and Gray
settled their differences For two days, with all the strain of
datly packing and unpacking, fire-making, standing guard at
night over the cattle, walking, riding, the two sulky men re-
fused to make up. Finally a " treaty of peace was negotiated ”
in the Eells and Gray tent and Mary at last cooked the veal.
Smith, however, was not quite able to let go of his pique. " Mr
Smith short as pie crust,” wrote Mary 1n her pithy style

This 1s the same Mr Smith with whom Joe Meek, the genial
mountain man, had an adventure of which he left an account
in his biography, Rever of the West. Meek came upon Mr and
Mrs Smuth separated from the other missionaries (perhaps an-
other little difference of opinion?) not far from the fur trap-
pers’ Rocky Mountain rendezvous at which Meek had first
seen them He found the couple all alone 1n the midst of a vast,
hot, and dusty plain, the woman still on her feet, with the two
horses, but Mr Smith prostrate on the ground and sure that
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hewas dying  Joe, not without malice, one fecls certatn, offered
the missionary the succour of his bottle of alcohol It was right-
eously refused When Joe saw that the stubborn man might
really die if he continued to lie on the earth in the sun, he
made—so he reported to Mrs Victor, his biographer—the
following speech-

“You'rea .pretty fellow to be lying on the ground here,
lolling your tongue out of your mouth and trying to die.
Due, if you want to, you're of no account and will never be
mussed. Here's your wife, who you keep standing here 1n the
hot sun, why don’t she die? She’s got more pluck than a
white-livered chap like you”

Having delivered himself of these remarks without any ap-
parent effect on the prostrate man, Meek then informed him
that hostile Indians were riding hard on their trail. Finally, in
desperation, he lifted the terrified Mrs Smuth to her saddle
and ordered her to ride She rode * Mrs Smith can find pleaty
of better men than you,” was Meek’s parting shot This final
threat struck home When he looked back from down the trail,
Joe saw the dying man sitting up, and that night he rode into
camp After this experience it is not surprising to learn that
Smith wrote back to the American Board saying that the more
he thought about it, the more 1mproper 1t seemed to him for
females to travel across the plains

It is not unlikely that the females had momeants of doubting
not alone the propriety, but the sanity of their undertaking
Even stout-hearted Mary broke down and had some good
“bawls” Once, during a flood, when even the bedding was
soaked, she was found weeping on a pile of 1t. On being ques-
tioned as to her grief, she replied that she was thinking how
comfortable her father’s hogs were On another occasion she
made note " Rode twenty-five miles without alighting Had a
. long bawl Husband spoke so cross I could scarcely bear it”
This was hardly the high-spirited young woman who had writ-
ten while 1n New York “ Think I have been rather off my
guard, quite too cheerful, have not been as careful as ought to
maintain a prayerful spiric” Doleful airs were proper to
Christian young women 1n the 1830's

W.W. C E
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As Mary has let us know, Elkanah expected a good deal of
his wife, and his scanty journal recorded both his censure and
his approval The items of approval increased with the passing
of the years, a heartening sign of a true relatsonship  Mary her-
self has unconsciously shown that at times therc did exsst be-
tween these two disstmilar temperaments real understanding
and freedom of expression How otherwise could such easy
lines fall from her pen to Elkanah as these?—written after they
were 1 Oregon, on one of his trips away from her:

" I suppose you will expect a letter whether I have any-
thing worth writing about or not If I could converse with
my lips 1nstead of my pen (& writing the word Jps puts me
in mind what 1 would do with them before I commenced

"

talking) . .

In spite of chronic hypochondria there were emotional depths
in the reserved Elkanah, revealed most planly 10 a letter that
has survived from courtship days. This letter has a warm and
forthright tone, gratifying to find 1n a period 1n which cold
and guarded understatement was the vogue:

“1 love you therefore I want you If I could be with you
this moment a more heartfelt kiss you never had than I would
bestow To fold you 1n my arms, hear from your faithful
lips that I am still your dearest one would be sweet, sweet
indeed ”

There was, however, very little opportunity, time, or mood
for tenderness 1n the long honeymoon trek across America
Everyone was expected to make the fullest sacrifice of his per-
sonal comfort and personal wishes If the missionaries some-
" tmes failed in Christian acceptance, 1t 1s not easy to blame
them

Mary survived better than most because she had a robust
constitation and resources of the mind and spirit  She had long
been accustomed to writing poetry in periods of emotional
stress and undoubtedly found that she could compose well
enough 1n a side-saddle if she gave her mind to it She was also
so interested in botany and mineralogy that the trip could

-

|
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never be so dull for her as it was to others “ How much the
way 1s shortened by the company of plants and minerals,” she
wrote. And again, sighing perhaps as she wrote. “I wish Mr
W would feel as much interest 1n viewing the works of nature
as I do I think the journey would be much less wearisome for
him” n

Mary had a good eye for the scenery and was particularly en-
chanted—as all Western travellers have always been—by the
architectural fancies of the American dry lands " The bluffs
resemble statuary, castles, forts as 1f Nature, tired of wait-
ing the advance of civilization, had erected her own temples ”
When they encamped on the plains near Independence, Rock,
Mary chipped a piece from 1t and then wrote one of the first
descriptions of this great landmark It was this rock 1n the * dry
sea” that was later to become a register on which hundreds of
weary 1mmigrants paused to scrawl their names—thereby re-
vealing a single act of self-assertion after weeks of the exhaust-
ing, dusty anonymity of the overland trall The piece Mary
chipped from the rock may now be seen in the Oregon His-
torical Society 1n Portland, along with the little antique side-
saddle 1n which she rode so many cramped and tortuou$ miles

After the long monotony of the dry sea there came the peril-
ous mountatns The men of the caravan from St Louis were
expected to turn over their misstonary charges to Hudson’s Bay
employees at a stipulated mountain rendezvous But the Hud-
son’s Bay men were not notified of the cortrect place and as a
consequence the muissionartes almost lost thetr next set of
gutdes—which would have been 2 real disaster Fortunately,
according to Mary, someone had left a message on the wall of ~
an empty cabin that brought the Hudson’s Bay men through
on the double “ Come to Popeaste ” (Popo Agic—the place of
rendezvous), * Plenty of whisky and white women.”

Looking at the relative spaces on a map, 1t would seem that
once having reached the rendezvous for trappers and traders 1n
the Rocky Mountains, the journey for the honeymooners was
nearly over Actually, however, the greatest dangers still lay
before them They had yet to cross the Continental Divide,
“ the backbone of American scenery,” as Myra Eells, another
bride, spoke of 1t in her journal The perils of mountain horse-
back riding were by no means insignificant. -

-~

-
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" You know I am not skittish at all,” Mary wrote home after
a descent " steeper than the roof of a building commonly s,
“ but I could scarcely sit my horse” She must have Jooked back
with amusement on the timudity she had fele in crossing by bus,
far back on the journcy, the Tuscarora Mountains near Cham-
bersburg During those days of hard mountain riding Elkanah
lost his wedding coat, a loss so sorrowful that Mary italicized
it 1n her journal He also gave his watch such a scvere jolting
that she was sure it would have to go to England for repairs
Myra Eells wrote that the ladies all lost their veils—a notation
that gives us a picture of their attempts in the high alutude to
protect themselves against the ravages of insccts and the burn-
ing sun

When, finally, they reached the Whitman mission at Wati-
latpu, their trials were sull not at an end  Living-quarters were
wocfully inadequate Mary had no chance for the privacy for
which she, as an expectant mother, now longed She wrote to
Elkanah, away on a scouting trip looking for a site for their
own mission, that she dreaded the coming of cold weather,
when she could not stay in her unheated room any longer and
must beg a place beside Mrs Whitman's stove.

Surely one of the hardest of all the pioneer trials was the fact
that they were never safe from the prying eyes of the Indians
The Indian was curious and he saw no reason to restrain his
cursosity  He was always there, appearing suddenly and silently.
in the doorway, at the window, 1nside the room itself, gazing 1n
mockery or wonderment, following like a shadow which could
never be lost—ill-smelling, lice-ridden, flea-bearing, and red-
skinned

" I scarcely do anything from morning till night,” wrote Mary
later from their mission,” without being scen by some of them
Sometimes I feel .. 1 cannot endure 1t any longer, and then
I think if I do not teach them 1n this way, I never shall in any
way [Yet] Isuspect that many of them never think of trying
to umitate the things they see me do any more than we should
think of imitating a play actor whom we had been witnessing ”

The Walkers and the Eclls chose to settle together among the
Spokanes (also known as Flatheads) in the 1dyllic little valley
called Tshimakain, named by the Indians for a spring that

~ bubbled there. Mary’s description of the untouched country-
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stde which was to be her home for nine years—and perhaps in
a sense for ever her spiritual home—manages to convey the un-
awakened quality of a land where man has not yet intruded

. This 1s a beautiful country,
Still a kind of gloom seems to pervade it
As 1f Nature were asleep,
Or rather the face of the ground
The whole country might be supposed to be
Enjoying a long Sabbath

It was here that Cyrus, the Walkers' first-born, was taken
shortly after his birth at the Whitman mussion, where Mary
had remained until her confinement. She was not sorry to leave
the Whitman household for a place of her own, though i1t was
only a fourteen-foot-square log but with a grass and durt roof
(which leaked mud in every rain), a dirt fidor with pine néedles
Strcwn on 1t, and the skins of amimals tacked at windows and

001s

There was a persistent undercurrent of strain and bad feeling
among the misstonary wives when around Narcissa Whitman
Indeed, through Mary’s sharp yet essentially kindly eyes, we
get another view of the martyred Narcissa’s high-strung emo-
tional temperament We see her not eating her breakfast, going
down by the river to have a good cry, spending long hours in

prayer alone, coming impulstvely afterwards to ask forgiveness
. for her faults, “ 10 a worry about something; cross with every-
one”, so that she “ went out and blustered around and suc-
ceeded 1n meltng over her tallow.” Yet Mary also saw the
other side of the matter, that the presence of so many strangers
was a burden to Mrs Whitman, and that she had “less help
from the other ladies than she ought”

Mary's delivery, for a first child, was not a difficult one Her
phrases about 1t, written 1n immediate retrospect, have a rather
dry humour " About nine I became sick enough, began to feel
discouraged, felt as if I almost wished I had never been mar-
ried But there was no retreating, meet 1t I must” After the
delivery she endured a kind of suffering of which one can
hardly bear to read She had, according to Mrs Whitman, * no
nipples” She undoubtedly had muk fever To nurse her child
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was an agony so terrible that she says herself Elkanah had to
hold her and the babe too* " The pain I experienced was so
intense that my hands would be clinched and a paroxysm pro-
duced much like a fit I think I can say with truth that I never
knew what patn was unul then” But hittle Cyrus had to be fed,
and there was only one cow at the mission, going dry Mrs,
Whitman helped for a while, then an Indian woman was found
It must have been strange 1ndeed for Mary Richardson Walker
of Mamne to see her first-born nursed by one of the heathen
people she had come to save

In spite of this terrible post-birth experience Mary went
right ahead and had her other children with courageous spirt
and few complaints  Sometimes the doctor got there and some-
times not. Once Mary met him at the door with her babe 1n her
arms The courage of these missionary wives in their child-
birth experiences never ceases to amaze a modern reader; partly
because all of them were old for childbirth by ninetcenth-
century standards They were 1n their Jate twenties or thirties
Poor Myra Eclls, who was always sickly, was thirty-stx at the
birth of her son, Edwin, and we read of a Mrs Hill who was so
1ll with a disease of the spine that she could not ride horseback
or sit upright 1n a canoe and yet she produced a child

It 1s good to read stout-hearted Mary's strong and simple
phrasing on the days of her delivery.

“ Rested well last night, awoke about four am Rose at
five, helped about milking, but by the time I had done that,
found 1t necessary to call my husband and soon the Dr Had
scarcely time to dress and comb my hair  Before eight was
delivered of a fine daughter”

And again-

“Rose about five Had early breakfast Got my bouse
work done about mine Baked six loaves of bread Made a
kettle of mush and have now a suet pudding and beef boil-
ing My girl [Indian] has 1roned and I have managed to put
my clothes away and set my house 1n order May the merci-

“ful be with me through the unexpected scene Nine o'clock
pm was delivered of another son ”

’
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Even when the Lictle flock was beginning to spring up around
her skirts in mushroom style, Mary continued to keep up her
journal I find my children occupy much of my time, that if
their maker should see fit to withold from me any more til
they require less of my time and attention, I think I should be
teconciled to such an allotment” Since Mary did not capitalize
the word maker we are free to speculate whether she referred
to God or Elkanah, .

In spite of the drudgery of her life she made ume for the
little extras that give a child pleasure. She wrote about sitting
up late to make a “ rag baby " for little Abigail and then not
being able to resist going to the child's bed and waking her to
see her look of joy She worried for fear she might force the
children too fast for their natural development and warned her-
self by recalling an 1mpatient childish habit of hers of picking
open the buds of roses to hasten their blooming Her detach-
ment on the whole seems admirable. She wrote once of an alter-
cation between Elkanah and little Cyrus 1n which the child
refused to yteld an inch  He was put to bed as punishment, but
when Mary tiptoed in to look at him she was pleased to ob-
serve “ He has gone to sleep with a smile of exultation de-
picted on his countenance I hope if he 1s ever called to suffer
at the stake, he will be as unrelenting”

There was a good deal of heart-burning among the mission-
ary mothers i1ncident to the question of how, in the midst of an
amoral race, to bring up children after the good American
Puritan pattern. Poor Mary had an Indian girl * helper ” who
was dismussed by the whites and condemned by the Indians for
" asking young fellows to sleep with her,” as Elkanah expressed
it While Elkanah was away on a trip, Mary rehired the girl
to help her with the washing, but the pious Mr Eells counter-
manded the order, sending Mary to her diary with Scriptural
complexities beyond her own unravelling "I do not know
what s right I have compared her case with the example of
our Saviour 1n the case of the woman taken 1n adultery, and of
the woman of Samaria, and of his eating with publicans and
sinners  Also what St Paul says of keeping company with
immoral persons I cannot determine exactly how we should
treat the present case or whether Paul would have us not to pay
any regard 1n our worldly transactions as to whether they are
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moral or not . ” There spoke the true Yankee realist who
kaew that the world’s work must go on—washings must be
done regardless of the private sins of the Jaundress

The musstonary wives of the reinforcement became members
of the Columbta Maternal Assoctation, which Narcissa Whit-
man and Eliza Spalding had established the first year they
were 1n the West Each mother spent the anntversary of the
birth of each child 1n fasting and prayer with the charge whom
she felt God had personally placed 1n her care The rules of
the Maternal organization contained, among subjects for dis-
cussion by the women at their rare meetings together, the fol-
lowing * The importance of the aid and co-operation of our
husbands in training our children 1n the way they should go”
These pioneer women had almost as difficult a time as modern
ones in interesting their work-tired men 10 the problems of a
growing family Certainly Mary had to handle her children
single-handed Elkanah was much away, trying to wrest a liv-
ing from the wilderness, learning the Indian tongue, and teach-
ing them the white religion and ctvilized habits ‘This necesst-
tated going with them to thewr fishing-grounds and on thetr
hunting and root-gathering expeditions

Though there were long days of solitude for Mary in the
lonely countryside, there was, always, endless work to be done
Just to read the chores enumerated in her wilderness journal
makes the back ache Her work day averaged sixteen hours.
Sixteen hours of washing, 1roning, sewing, mending, panting,
carpentering, baking, repairing roofs and chimneys, helping
the 1nvalid Mrs Eells (" cleaned Mts E’s earthen ware Cooked
for both families™) milking six cows night and morning,
making soap and butter Even cheese-making was added when
the ingentous Mary at last hit on the use of a deer’s rennet in
place of the calves' rennet which she could not get She also
made all the family’s garments and their shoes * cut out eight
patrs of shoes” She salted beef, cleaned tripe, wove carpets,
churned, tried tallow, dipped candles * sat up all night
dipped twenty-four dozen "—and all this labour was accom-_
plished without even the primitive equipment that at the tume
passed for conveniences among more favoured Amertcan
women But somehow one cannot pity a woman who can write
(after she has lived for some time with a dirt floor) - * Find 1t
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-pleasant to have a floor to wash again,” even though she could
also remark. “Sometimes 1 wish there was a way to live
easter " Perhaps this note of discouragement crept 1n on one of
the occasions when a newborn infant was proving " very
tendful.’ o

Mary was accustomed to stt up late, either working or read-
ing Her lively mind allowed her no rest. Although, 1n order to
help her husband with his wotk among the Indians, she had to
learn the Spokane language, she frequently chided herself for
making so little progress 1n the translation of hymns tnto the
Indian tongue This was a difficule task, as the sounds the
Spokanes made 1n speech were like nothing so much as the
sounds of husking corn Mary had to teach the Indians white
ways by constant precept and example and also give them some
knowledge of the world outside by direct educational means,

. thus she set out to teach them geography with the aid of egg-
shells painted to represent the globe She kept up a correspond-
ence, as a part of her obligation to the Columbia Maternal
Association, with a Maternal Association in Capo Palmas,

Africa  (The other mussionary wives also reached out from
their wilderness hide-aways to remote parts of the world - Mrs
Smith wrote to Constantinople, Mrs Gray to “ Singapoor,” Mrs
Eells to Holden, Massachusetts, and Mrs Spalding to Pratts-
burg )

In Cincinnpati, on their way west, when they were buying
necessities for their wilderness life, Mary’s journal had noted

* Think I shall prevail at last 1n having a botany, geology and
mineralogy ” She made good use of this limited library.

When, as a joyful interruption to her months of solitude, men
of learning came to the little hidden valley of Tshimakain she
had something to share with them besides domestic chit-chat
Indeed, she was so impatient with ttme-wasting when there
were fresh minds to tap that she commented tartly on Mr
Eells’s monopoly of the conversation during the great Peter
Skene Ogden’s visit “ We had a very pleasant visit, except
there was too much trifling conversation and Bro E's ego was
qutte prominent When a man of such extensive information 1s
present I regret to have the ttme occupied with trifles” Pro-
bably Mary was not at all sorry that both husbands were away
when members of the Wilkes Expedition, sutveying the still
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unclaimed west for a rather indifferent United States govern-
ment, came to spend the night She sat up after midnight talk-
ing and has left a picture of herself offering a * stirrup cup ” of
mutk on their departure These were the men for whom she
bargained with the old Indian chief, winning his praise for her
handling of the situation She reported also that one of the men
“ took a specimen of the soda and several minerals that I hap-
pened to have”

A wandering botanist came through and we find Mary writ-
ing " Spent most of the day arranging dried plants Find my
collection 1s becoming large” An artist named Kane also came
along~and although she called him “an ungodly man of not
much learning,” she noted that “ he gave me considerable 1n-
formation about birds” Another artist visited also, John Mix
Stanley, who paimnted Elkanah and little Abigail—portraits
still 1n existence All 1o all, it 1s surprising how many signa-
tures Mary collected for the combination autograph and guest
book that she kept 1n her lonely log house

But surely the most touching section 1n Mary's diary 1s her
account of experiences 1n taxidermy, an occupation which fills
a number of entries in the year 1847

*“ August 1847 Tues Purchased a bow and a trout and
salmon skin and spent half the afternoon stufing and fixing
them

“Wed 4 Bought a mocking bird

“Thurs 5 Stuffed a sparrow skin and bought a rattle-
snake skin ready stuffed, except that 1t wanted fixing a little
nicer

“Fr1 6 Purchased a duck skin and stuffed 1t, also a cross
bill Mr W gets out of sorts not liking my new trade of
stuffing birds etc

“Tues 10 Purchased a few stuffed skins but think I will
wait until I can procure arsenic before I collect more

“Wed 18 Bought four partridges

“Sat 21. In the afternoon skinned and stuffed a small
bird. \

" Wed 25 -Spent the afternoon 1n skinning a crane, think
I will not undertake another crane soon ”
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Although entries indicate that Elkanah did not share Mary’s.
enthustasm, he did at least allow her to proceed " Got permis-
ston to continue collecting objects in natural history.” For once
we feel that Elkanah may have been at times a sorely tried man
He must have found 1t difficult to understand why a woman sur-
rounded on every side by wild life should perssst 1n her effort to
bring it dead into her crowded house Perhaps, however, this
was one way of establishing a subtle dominance over the all- -
powerful world of nature on which man here had made so little
1mpression -

It was John Mix Stanley, the painter whose visit Mary had
so greatly enjoyed, who sent the letter that was to alter the
course of the Walkers’ lives He dispatched his Indian gusde,
Solomon, to report the terrible massacre at the Whitman mis-
ston ‘This meant that the Walkers and the Eells and their chil-
dren would have to leave the gentle green valley that had been
their home and go to some place where there would be protec-
tion from hostile Indians Though their own Indians were
friendly and gricved to have them leave—feeling that by this
act on the part of the misstonaries they, the Spokanes, lost face
as protectors—there was nothing to do but follow the advice of
the military men

Mary wrote a poem for her children to keep as a remem-
bralr:ce of their birthplace It reads the way an old sampler
looks: ’

. Tshumakamn' Oh, how fine, fruits and flowers abounding,
And the breeze through the trees, life and health conferring
And the rill, near the hull, with ts sparkling water

Lowing herds and prancing steed round it used to gather
And the Sabbath was so quiet and the log house chapel
Where the Indians used to gather in their robes and blankets
Now 1t stands, alas! forsaken no one with the Bible
Comes to teach the tawny skadu™ of Kar-ké-len-sé-tint
Other spots on earth may be to other hearts as dear,

But not to me; the reason why, 1t was the place that bore me

Even in the dark days that followed their departure from the
home n the valley she had learned to Jove, Mary was true to
* ghailu—people t Kai-Ld--len-sé-fin—Ged,

P
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character In walking around Fort Colville, where they had
gone to awat further orders from the Army or the mission
board, Mary regarded the scenc with her usual observant and
analytical cyes " Took a long walk by the niver. The stone
stratificd I should think felsparic rock. Very nice for butlding,
very britde”

They could not go back to Tshimakain. The future was
shapeless and uncertain  All the whites were under a fresh
burden of fear, not knowing what the Indians were plotting
Yet, wrote Mary, in a phrase of simple strength. “ I am afraid
to fear”

When finally they left for the valley of Willamctte with
a " rescue party ", she made the most of this new trip  One of
the guides, writing an account of the journey for the Oregon
Spectator, particularly mentioned Mary:

“ Passed the day quite agreeably 1n the company of Madam
Walker, conversing on the natural history of the region, char-
acter of the natives, their manners and customs, volcanic
eruptions, tertiary or 1gneous or dqueous geological forma-
uons ' An intelhgent and virtuous woman, her price 1s
above rubtes’”

o,

Not long after leaving Tshimakain, Mary and Elkanah took
up their restdence 1n a typical Willamette Valley community,
Forest Grove Mary's journal has less to record from this time
on, and there are also fewer letters  She took her place 1n the
more prosaic existence of a Western village as her children
grew up and went out into the world.

The slow tempo of her life was quickened once by a trip to
Maine on the early railroad Here she was pointed out as a
curiosity, the first local woman to ride across the plains (In
all probability the buffalo myth had gathered weight with the
passing of the years) Mary enjoyed herself enormously on this
journey and exhibited her usual independence of spirit by
junketing off alone, without Elkanah, to visit relatives. This
upset and exasperated him and finally brought him to her

Mary is said, by a descendant, to have once signed a letter
* Your loving but not always obedient wife” When in 1877
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Elkanah, on his deathbed, tried to extract from her a promise
never to remarry, she refused on principle, although she cer-
tainly had no intention of marrying again She did, 1ndeed,
mourn her husband deeply and confided to her journal with
characteristic simple expressiveness. “ I feel so lonely Think
of so many things I want to tell Mr Walker I realize more and
more how much more I loved him than anyone else

And now 1 recollect with pain

The many tumes I grieved him sore,
Oh if he would but come again

I think I'd vex him so no more”

Mary lived on for twenty years In her latter years her mind
failed From this period comes the story of the hours she would
spend 1n the old side-saddle, placed on a chair, rocking, with
her travelling cape about her, dreaming perhaps of the young
bride who was one of the first to sée, in all their untouched
freshness and beauty the green valleys, the far-stretching plains,
the varied streams, and unscaled snowcaps of the American
continent

Why the strong mind of so remarkable a woman should
abruptly fade in 1ts force and clarity 1s an interesting specu-
lation Perhaps 1t 1s not too fanciful to find the answer in the
pages of Mary’s diary. Here was a woman of the liveliest intelli-
gence, a human creature so interested in the world around her
that she could not find time enough in a sixteen-hour waking
day to satisfy her curiosity about rocks, birds, flowers, trees,
ammals, vegetables, minerals, fish, Indians, human beings,
God, the Bible, her chddren There were not many minds com-
parable to her own in a proneer society—or, for that matter, 1n
any soctety. What happens when you cannot find other minds
with which to share your questions and your findings? Must
not the over-ardent seeker in time turn 1n loneliness and feed
upon himself, finding elsewhere neither stimulus nor response
equal to his own?

If Narcsssa Whitman's sacrifice in going to the Indians was
that of the body—a blood sacrifice—Mary Walker's sacrifice
was surely that of the mind Her appetite for knowledge and

,
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for the tools of knowledge—books, scientific instruments, ex-
change of thought—was for ever unappeased Narctssa gave her
life, Mary -gave her mind, to the great experiment that made
it possible for white women by the thousands to follow after
them, daring the solitude and the deprivations of pioneer life

FOUR

ONE DARE NOT BE NERVOUS
IN OREGON

“ ONE DARE NOT be nervous 1n Oregon,” wrote Sister Mary
Loyola in her precise convent-bred hand, trying not to form
the letters carelessly in her haste, though time was pressing.
She had just learned that an English vessel was sailing from
the mouth of the Columbia River and the letter could be cat-
ried round the Horn to far-distant Belgium and be delivered,
with good satling luck, to the Mother Supertor at Namur not
more than seven months hence

“ Especially 1n the woods,” Loyola added, and, warming to
her theme, proceeded to describe just what she meant. The
Sisters often met wolves and mountatn lions 1n broad daylight
Snakes lurked everywhere, even in the vegetable garden among
the melons and cucumbers they had planted so prayerfully
against the enfolding wilderness Already Sister Aloysia, 1n her
more sprightly style with its touch of wry humour, had written
to Namur about the " concerts " they enjoyed at the time of
high flood the preceding winter, concerts consisting of the
“ hissing of serpents, the roaring of the mountatn lions, and the
howling of wolves” Yes, Sister Loyola felt that she was justified
1n boasting just a little to the Mother Superior In Oregon, said
she, the nuns took the killing of snakes and the chasing of wild
cattle as calmly as their sheltered Belgian sisters would brush
aside a fly Only that very morning, indeed, they had had to
drive away no fewer than eight wild horses

Sister Loyola was writing from the misston house of St Paul’s
on the Willamette River on the 14th of October in 1845, nine

S
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years after the Whitmans settled at Waulatpu More than two
years had passed since she and five other Belgtan nuns had set
sail from Antwerp on their long journey to the untamed shores
ot the great Pacific Ocean to bring enlightenment to the * chil-
dren of the forest” -

As she wrote her dutiful letter home, Loyola’s mind’s eye no
doubt saw again the gentle streets of the old town of Namur,
the cobbled courts and the tvied walls She saw, too, the leafy
trees, nicely spaced for the play of the wind and able each to
cast its own shadow. not pressed 1n upon one another and upon
the feeble dwellings like a breathing evergreen wall, as they
were here 1n ‘Oregon And Loyola must have thought of the
clean order within the Belgian convent walls, the prescribed
round of tasks which did not demand such constant ingenusty
and unflagging grace as their duties on the Willamette, where
Indian children must be healed of scrofula, lice, and fleas,
taught prayers, penmanship, needlework, morals, and good
manners, all at once, all against time

And, coming near the end of the letter, Loyola’s mind went
out 1n retrospect across the great stretch of waters on which
the packet containing this letter and samples of their “of-
phans’” penmanship would toss and roll for more than half a
year _She still remembefed vividly, though twenty-four months
had passed, the terrible trials and perils of their seven months’
journey round South America to the fearful bar of the Colum-
bia River She shivered as she wrote the words * rocky coast
of Patagonia,” “ the mouth of the Columbia” Then as though
to cheer herself she recalled the chatacteristic gaiety of dear
Sister Aloysta on this pertlous trip, and decided to write the
Mother Superior what 1t was Aloysta said at the time of the
great hurricane which so terrified the Reverend Fathers who
were their shipmates “ For my part,” said Aloysia, “ 1 was
seized with terror, but the calm of resignation to the holy wull
of God soon succeeded I offered up my life and then went
peacefully to bed. * Ah, dearest Lord !’ satd I, * 1f I die to-night
I shall have to appear before you in night-gown and cap’”

Hardly were the words on paper before Loyola wondered if
they were not perhaps a little too flippant for the Mother
Superior to read aloud to the other Ststers To crase was impos-

-
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sible, to throw away the letter—crammed as it was with neces-
sary information about their new life—was unthinkable " A
strange reflection 1ndeed this was,” Loyola hastened to add,
“but 1t proved that the dear Sister looked on death without
fear”

For that matter, each member of the little band of six nuns
had been asked to look upon death without fear Scarcely a
page of their chatty letters, published in Brussels in 1847, can
be read without finding some example of quiet endurance, of
almost gay insouciance in the face of unaccustomed peril

The names of the six intrepid Sisters ring a pleasant little
tune in the head Aloysta, Loyola, and Albine, Catherine, Cor-
nelia, and Norbertine When they started out, there were seven,
but Sister Reine, during an unfortunate thirty-day becalming
that they endured at the outset 1n the Scheldr, had the shock-
ing experience of overhearing the language of a * disaffected
Fleming ” sailor. She alone among the Sisters understood his
peculiar dialect, and his words had so dreadful an effect on her
that she “ fell 1nto a melancholy and lost heart in her glorious
enterprise,” so that at Ostend Mother Constantine came to pick
her up and take her back to the mason mére.

The remaining six sternly put from them all thought of re-
turn to their mother country or of reunion with loved ones this
stde of heaven, and set sail from Antwerp with resolute spirit
Within a few hours the first of their trials was hard upon them.
seasickness Aloysia’s phrases for i1t make it all very clear

“We left the table one after another as if we had been
stricken by a sudden blow, and felt our way like little chil-
dren learning to walk, clinging to chauss, or as best we could
to the shoulders of those who were less sick than we It took
us some time to reach the door and then to climb the stairs,
where we went on deck to pay our respects to Neptune ”

And ahead of them stretched seven months of voyage by
water! For seven months 1 high wind and treacherous calm
the Sisters moved about their limited deck space in the full-
skirted, modest, and bulky garments of their Order There
were dreary and dangerous weeks during which food and water

~
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gave out, rats ate their luggage, terrifying storms descended
on them .There were, however, bracing days of breeze and sun,
and gentle evenings when their litany floated over the waves
“in sight of the aurora borealis or the stars of Magellan. A
gigantic flaming meteor dropped into the ocean near by to
render them speechless with awe Icebergs, mountain-high,
floated past them with silent menace And there was one dread-
ful night 1n particular, when a * brooding sense of terror ” was
felt by all on board because they were being followed by a
suspicious-looking craft that even the captain feared was
manned by pirates

“The priests who had assumed responsibility for the nuns on
their long journey—notably Father De Smet, the widely trav-
clled Western musstonary—exhorted the Sisters to pray for de-
liverance from this dark persl “But,” reported Aloysia, the
staunch, * we were perfectly calm for we had the firm convic-
tion that we were under the protection of God and on that very
day had made a promise to St. Joseph, the conditions of which
we were to fulfil on reaching Valparaiso ”

A favourable wind sprang up, allowing them to escape St
Joseph had accepted their promises to honour him 1n Valpar-
aiso Mary, their patron saint, having fortunately a special
relation to the ocean, bearing among her many titles that of
Our Queen, the Foamy Ocean Star; also frequently obliged on
the voyage with respect to breezes

Yet the great storm off Patagonia, responsible for Aloysia’s
quip about her nightdress and the Lord, was, from all accounts,
a fearful hurricane The Reverend Fathers remained on deck

~all_night 1n prayer, expecting the end at any moment Of the
excessive fears of the priests, Sister Aloysta had written rather
pertly to Mother Constantine- * Sister Mary Cornelia, who 1s
reputed to be the most timid of our band, sard as soon as
Father De Smet had left us [he had come to ask them to prepare
to meet their Maker], * I believe the Reverend Fathers are easily
f:darmed. “Really the rolling of the vessel 1s not any worse than
it has heretofore been!””

Aloysia had a trick of turning a phrase in such a way that she
revealed more than the words constdered singly and without

tht;v weight of implication could ever in themselves convey
\\
‘ F
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Reading her letters one fecls that this gifted woman—who
had begged as a special dispensation the privilege of making
the great sacrifice of the Orcgon journcy, though she could 1l
be spared from the home convent—found the Reverend Fathers
sometimes faintly annoying  In describing how Father De Smet
took the opportunity during a calm oft the South American
coast to warn them solemaly of the dangers they would mcet in
crossing the bar of the Columbia, Aloysia’s comment is given in
a tone of patient tolerance: " We understood,” wrote she,
“that his intention was to inspirc us with courage and
resignation ”

But really! one can 1magine Aloysia saying to herself, why
doesn’t he allow us to enjoy the trip while we can? For Aloysia
had a prodigious appetite for hife She was a keen observer,
finding the giant shacks which actually menaced thetr small
boat “ superb creatures,” remarking that certain fierce battles
between porpoises and great sea birds * afforded them no little
amusement” She had also a fine fancy about tropical fish In
compartson to European fish—which she remembered as quiet,
peaceable, and graceful—she found the ™ denizens of the deep ”
in the tropics “ ludicrous " 1n the extreme- ' Some seem to be
all tai, others all head, and some have the head where one
would expect the tail to be” She wasted no false sentiment on
the fish which the salors styled * old women " because as soon
as one was stabbed with a fishing spear all the others pre-
cipitated themselves upon the same * murderous steel. . . . The
shoal that we saw caught 1n this way served as a delicious treat
for dinner for several days” .

By the time they were well out to sca, food had become 2
matter of real concern Before they had even left the Channel
the long delay of becalming had reduced their food supplies
The odour of decomposed flesh penetrated the vessel, and very
early all the meat and fish had to be thrown overboard Even
the live fowl had died in the hold Bread was unknown the
entire trip and the hard biscuits came to the table with the
marks of 1ats’ teeth 1n them But then, for that matter, the rats
stole the food on the dining-table itself, scampering fearlessly
across 1t at meal time To their stolen fare the rats had also
added wood from one of the side support beams of the vessel,
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which the captain found gnawed to the thickness of a sheet of
paper when the vessel put 1n at Valparaiso Here, 1n this South
American port, no fewer than fourteen hundred rats were
killed during the fumigation

The Ssters possessed a goat, purchased for them in The
Nethetlands by Father De Smet after he had observed that
drinking the café norr was distasteful to some of them. None
of the Sisters had ever milked before, but they set out to learn
tn the readiness of will with which they approached all new

experiences, one would hold the horns, another would steady
"~ the bucket, a third would attempt to draw the milk No record
1s left of any of the Fathers coming to their assistance, though
once during 2 storm the gentle mulker almost lost her Iife, for
a great wave picked her up and dashed her to the railing, where
a sailor was able to catch her 1n time. It 1s not difficult to imag-
ine Father De Smet nodding his head 1n approval as the Sisters
struggled with their goat, for he knew from experience—swhere
they could only envisage—the hardships and the labour that
they were to face 1n the Far Western wilderness

But 1f they had qualms and fears, the Sisters did not admut
them to one another They enjoyed everything that came theit
way, particularly the ceremontes with which crossing the Equa-
tor was attended, and sent home a detailed account of the ex---
pertence, beginning with the cries of the sailors toward seven
I the evening on the 14th of February. “ The Fire of Nep-
tune! The Fire of Neptune!” Hastening to the deck with all
the speed that their garments and their dignity would allow,
the Sisters beheld on the water about 2 hundred feet from the
vessel a column of smoke The satlors had set fire to a cask of
dried peas and tar and thrown 1t overboard as the beginning of
the few hours of homely sport allowed them on thetr long grim
voyage

As the excited nuns looked toward the burning cask a stern
voice spoke from the topmast saying * Captain, have you any
passengers aboard?”

he caprain, a hearty man 1n the last stages of consumption,
who was making—though he did not know it, but pethaps sur-
ml(SIEd-—hw last trip to sea, answered merrily * I bave twelve”
Do they intend to pass the line?”

.
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“Yes.”

“ Well, to-morrow Neptune in person will administer bap-
tism, which must be experienced by all who pass the line”

At ten that same night as they crossed the equatorial line a
flame burned from the topmast, and at ten the next morning
a cry sounded throughout the ship: *“ Neptune! Neptune!”
The reverend clergy were 1nvited to join the captain on the
bridge for the ceremony, but the Sisters remained discreetly
below, looking up at Neptune 1n his great wig and coarse flax
beard, carrying a huge wooden compass and sextant, with
which he pantomimed the captain taking longitude Beside
him was his “ wife,” and attending them both, their guard,
bearing wooden swords, tridents, and spears, their faces smeared
with tar and presenting to the nuns’ eyes a most " hideous
aspect” Neptune demanded that the reverend clergy yreld to
being shaved by him There was nothing to do but submut,
which each reluctant priest did 1n turn, after which * baptism ”
was administered—a deluge of water from on high that
thoroughly wet them all .

When the vessel arrtved at Valparatso the good nuns of Pic-
pus welcomed the Sisters of Notre Dame during their brief visit
with such hearty hospitality that Aloysia. for one, admitted to
being * somewhat confused by the assiduous attention” In
Lima, also, where they stopped while the captain tried 1 van
to get some information on how best to cross the Columbia
Ruver bar, they were again overpowered with hospstality They
were " obliged,” reported Aloysia, “ to accept the urgent invita-
tion of Sefiora Rivodera to visit her hacienda ™ More than this,
“ several ladies visited us and prevented us from carrying out
our resolution of spending some days 1n stlence and prayer”

The attentive ladies, however, came bearing gifts of frui
dates, pillas, chilimoya, and pignas The nuns were to think
longingly of this fruit 1n the weeks to come, when contrary
winds kept them at sea until the last ham was eaten, although
“1n such a state of decomposition that the odour was 1nsup-
portable,” and their supply of water was almost gone The
Sisters decided then that prayers must surely have ceased for
them back home 1n Belgtum “ Qur Sisters believe that we are
already in Oregon, while we are battling with an angry sea”

But at last, on the 29th of July, they came to the high point
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of their trip They were faced with the necessity of somehow
crossing the bar of the Columbia Ruver, that * dreaded bar, the
terror of all travellers to Oregon,” which so fiercely guarded on
the sea side the approach to a green and gentle country. “ A
dense fog hung over the mouth of the river whose waters were
dashing 1n uncontrolled fury into the surging sea Enormous
breakers lashed themselves into foam the whole length of the
bar, and as we gazed upon them from our storm-beaten vessel
with 1ts tattered sails and broken masts, the thought uppermost
in our minds was, ‘ Will she be able to make her way?'” It
seemed unlikely The Sisters were 1n anguish, and toward eve-
ning, when it was apparent that, for that day at least, the cross-
ing was 1mposstble, Stster Loyola went to Father De Smet and
satd that the Sisters could always go back to Lima, where their
services also were badly needed

The next day passed in saying Masses, praying, fingering
rosartes  One occurrence gave them hope They saw a two-
masted vessel which seemed to them a good omen, for they had
expected to find a three-masted warship guarding the bar,
having heard that the territory was now disputed ground be-
tween America and England Two bars suggested the icono-
graphy of St Ignatius Loyola, whose feast day was the 31st
This appeared to the Sisters a clear 1ndication that the saint
would see them.over the bar on his day And so he did—but

- they made history 1n the doing, for the good ship Infatigable
~ entered by the wrong branch of the treacherous river, allowing
~ the Sisters and priests to demonstrate a miracle at the outset of

their work in Oregon
Aloysia sent a graphic description to Belgium of the terrify-

- 10g experience of two men lashed to the sides of the vessel,

taking soundings and crying out the fathoms at regular nter-
vals and with ominously lessening numbers ™ Szx brasses . . .
Cing brasses . Quatre brasses” At the chilling cry  * Trous
brasses,” the captain exclaimed aloud- “ We are now between
life and death ™ It was then that the mate announced that they
had taken the wrong channel. There were two and this was the
one which no ship could posstbly navigate This fatal news
rallied the captain  With the bravado of one who knows him-
self doomed anyway, he cried out. *Bab! Vous voyez bien

. que Vinfatigable passe partont. Avancez!”
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They advanced. A few minutes later they found themselves
miraculously 1n qutet waters Awe-struck Indians, who had
been looking on, rending thetr garments ceremoniously at what
they took to be a scene of death, came crowding around in
canoes with gifts of salmon and potatoes The few whites has-
tened also to welcome them. They were invited to dine with
the Governor of Astoria, Captain Birnte, his high-spirited half-
Indian wife, and thetr seven beauuful daughters The Sisters
ate thetr first native berry pte—a dish which they pronounced
déliciense. But with what was surely sincere regret, since they
had no Puritan bias against 1t, they refused wine wich their
meal, for, wrote Aloysta to the Mother Supertor, they had
already lcarned that 1in America, “wune femme qi'en bost se
déshonore.”

From Astorta they went on up-river to Fort Vancouver,
where they again enjoyed expansive hospreality, this time with
the famous host Dr John McLoughlin, the genial factor of the
Hudson's Bay Company, who, dwelling i1n feudal splendour
with his Indian wife and half-breed children, had so aston-
ished the Whitmans From McLoughlin's the Sisters departed
in small boats up the Willamette River to their future home
They camped at night on the shore and ate thetr supper camp-
style around a glowing fire, doing just what people have always
done along the waterways and trails of the Far American
Nozth-west The Sisters, by now thoroughly unwound from the
tenstons of their long voyage, carrted on among themselves as
gaily as schoolgirls*

“ Although we had but the ground for table and our
heels for chairs, our appetites were not tn the least impaired
Supper being finished Bishop Blanchet said the evening
prayer aloud, to which the whole camp responded We then
sang the Litany of the Blessed Virgin and withdrew to our
improvised canvas convent As it was not yet nine o'clock
we profited of the interim to laugh to our hearts’ content”

And who of the six was the drollest, and who laughed the
loudest? Although it 1s Aloysia writing, one feels certain that
it was she who had them all 1n stitcches The mere glimpses of

“
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the nuns which the few letters from or about them afford are
tantalizing Of Mary Cornelia we know only that she “ led by
love, triumphed by tenderness” We see her, when they have
arrived at their mussion, hard at work “ trying to find the floor
of the church under the crust of dirt that covers 1t” Of Loyola,
“their Superior, astde from her matter-of-fact informative letters,
we learn that she was constdered * more than a woman ” and
that she could * todl terribly.,” Mary Catherine referred to her-
self as a bouche-tron, which is to say a jack-of-all trades Her
great accomplishment was a rare ability to do sums, since she
had enjoyed the-privilege in her youth of sharing a tutor with
her brothers At the mission, however, she took charge of the
laundry and was regularly seen “ alone for the washing in the
shade of a venerable oak ™ Sister Norbertine won the Oregon
trip for herself, 1n part, because she had *“ evinced a capacity
for agriculture 1n the garden at Ghent” Sister Mary Albine
“ possessed a taste for needlework” Her deft fingers, accust-
omed to the finest Belgian embroidery, were to be employed
henceforth 1n teaching Indian women how to make the
stmplest, coatsest, and most modest of garments

None of the nuns was spared the hardest toil. In their letters
home they are for ever carpentering, painting, glazing, garden-
ing, mending, sewing, milking, forming bucket brigades to
water their vegetables, teaching the sign of the Cross and the
Our Father six days a week, and studying Chinook and Eng-
lish 1n their spare time.

They were often hard put to it to keep the children inter-
ested 1n performing small necessary tasks around the school
and church Loyola reported home a successful device of hers
for getting wood carried X

“We are now,” satd she to her little charges, * going on a
pugrimage and will start out by singing a canticle When we
reach the end of the enclosure, we shall each take an armful of .
wood and carry it to the house” ‘The Indian children, who
always loved an occasion for singing, were eager to play this
new game The first pilgrimage from wood-pile to shed was 1n
honour of God the Father, the second was 1n honour of God the”
Son, the third 1 honour of God the Holy Ghost *The pil-
grimage had so much attraction for them that when the bell
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rang for lunch they were not satisfied until I promised them
that we would afterwards make others 1n honour of the Blessed
Virgin and St Joseph”

The years in which the Sisters lived their busy and 1dyllic
life on the shores of the gentle Willamette are known now as
“ ante-pioneer ” days These were the days before the prairie
schooners The settlers of Oregon were still, for the most part,
French Canadians, retired Hudson’s Bay employees. Their
home spot, French Praitie, was the immediate settlement that
the Catholic Sisters (and Brothers a few miles distant) were
serving Here the Canadian French " on the beautiful prairie,
and 1n the absence of their countrywomen, had espoused the
dusky maidens of the Calapootas, who raised for them bright-
eyed” groups of half-breed boys and gitls” Even old-timers,
WIIting years ago, thought of these days as a “ quuet, peaceful
faraway life ” :

Though these were ante-pioneer days the Sisters found a
church already built when they arrived at St Paul's “not a
bad resemblance to the stable at Bethlehem™ It had been
erected 1n 1836 by pious French-Canadian settlers, two years
before the first priests took up residence among them The
Methodists had been in the Willamette Valley before the
Catholics, but they had disbanded and gone away, leaving be-
hind them thetr college, mulls, farms, and houses In the inter-
1or other Protestants—among whom were the famous martyred
Whitmans—were earnestly trying, in Catholic opinion, to
“ pervert,” not to convert, the Indians But these misstonartes
seemed too far away to be a real threat For a few years noth-
ing was to disturb the gentle busy routine of the Sisters” lives

Loyola wrote the Mother a description of the church they
found ready for them Tt sagged, she confessed, rather mark-
edly, " owing to the total absence of nails” It was furnished

_with rough benches, without paint or backs A piece of com-
mon cotton cloth, fastened with four pins, decorated the front
of the altar, and on the walls were only “ four common prints
with groupings of sixteen or twenty saints on each, pious if
not artistic” But 1t was not long before the bustlmg Susters
were able to astonish good Bishop Blanchet with the trans-
formation they wrought, first by thoroughly cleaning the

v
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church, then by bringing forth from their boxes treasures to
adorn 1t, and finally by looting the surrounding forests for
“ graceful festoons, trading vines and wild blossoms ”

The Sisters had brought coloured pictures from Belgium to
distribute to the parishoners and pupils, but they never had
encugh The Indians, it seemed, were almost fanatically eager
to learn about this religion Women and children came with
scant provisions for themselves—though always with gifts of
fruit, vegetables, melons, potatoes, eggs, and butter for the
nuns—and slept all night 1n the woods so as to gain time for
instructton A poor woman was discovered to have gone with-
out food for two days, a dog having carried off her meagre sup-
ply, but she had said nothing, fearing that to return to the
Indian camp would mean that she would lose her lesson in the
catechism.

To give mstruction was far from simple Sister. Mary Cor-
nelia had to prepare an old Indian woman of eighty for her
first Communton, and though the Sister had almost " infinite
patience,” the outcome seemed doubtful Even the old woman
herself remarked : “ Look at my wrinkled face, look at my with-
ered forehead, nothing can enter therein”

Yet any Indian, young or old, male or female, would weep
over a statue of the Infant Jesus, and the story of the Cruci-
fixion, the sight of the Crucifix itself, always brought ready
tears to their eyes Sometimes thetr mistnformation on Biblical
subjects was shocking 1n the extreme Sister Albine presented a
workman, at his request, with a coloured picture as pay for a
day’s work She made what she constdered to be a full explana-
tion of 1ts theme—it was the Crucifixion—but when the Indian
continued to study it with great concentration, she inquired
if there was anything further he wished to know.

"Who 1s this?“he asked, pointing to St Mary Magdalene
Sister Albine briefly related to hum the story of Mary Magda-
lene ‘1 have heard of her already,” he said ‘But I always
thought she was the Blessed Virgin's sister. - And did our Lord
have any brothers?’ ”

What did Albine reply> How did she explain the Magda-
lene, how make clear to the stmple Indian his gross error about
the two Marys> Aloysia, reporting 1t, does not say She re-
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marks only * Sister was very glad of the opportunity to give
him the desired information, and he left for home perfectly
satisfied, and happy 1n the possession of his picture ”

The Indians entered with zest 1nto all forms and ceremontes
The pupils at the school hastened to avail themselves of the
novel experience of Confession, * although they can hardly be
understood, and it is necessary to have them repeat two or three
tumes before the meaning of what they say can be grasped”
Feast days and holidays were regularly celebrated The nuns
adhered to all the festivals of European boarding schools At

- the Epiphany the children drew for the coveted roles of the
Three Kings and, wrote Aloysia, “ we decorated them with all
the finery we could lay hands on” They even had a marriage
ceremony, following hard on the baptism of a sixteen-year-old
Indian girl who married * good old Baptiste,” the mission fac-
totum, who_made himself useful baking bread, salting meat,
gathering fuel, tending the farm

The celebration of Sister Loyola’s * patronal feast” was a
great occasion Premiums were distributed and entertainment
provided, the “ central feature ” of which was a “ conversation,
or dialogue, on the Creation of the World, the Fall of Our First
Parents, and the Redemption” This piece of religious theatre,
1n the grace and dignity with which the little Indians and half-
breeds performed their parts, far surpassed Loyola’s expecta-
tions After the dialogue the Sisters presented Loyola with a
frame for the coloured picture of the Holy Family 1n Egypt al-
ready given her by Father De Smet, and this- presentation
allowed Loyola to compare their lot here on the Willamette
with that of the holy three 10 Egypt-

“ Like Mary and Joseph we have come to what we may
call Egypt They had Jesus with them, strove to render one
another happy, and so we find our joy in our sumple com-
munity life, we too, live on what Providence sends ”

But Providence was generous with them in fertile Oregon
Their first year’s harvest yielded an abundance of potatoes and
pumpkins, green vegetables, meadow barley ‘and peas for the
cows They set out fruit trees, planted chicory and coffee The
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therr wall The front of the altar they hung with coloured
paper, and the tabernacle had been draped with two old curtains
brought from one of the classrooms at Namur. During the
Month of Mary they made a lhittle canopy of white muslin
over the Blessed Mother and offered her lavish gifts of the wild
flowers which they found far more beautiful than those of
Europe.

It was while standing before this altar in their humble chapel
that the six nuns presented their most touching tablean Led
off by staunch Aloysta, these gentle, loyal, hard-working Sisters
compared their primitive Oregon sanctuary with the famous
ones they had seen in the European world they had put from
them for ever

“ The altar of our Lady at Namur 1s not so beautiful as this,”
stated Aloysia unequivocally.

As she said 1t, all stx must have thought of the miraculous
statue of the Virgin 1n Namur—a statue so ancient that 1t was
believed to have been brought to this holy place by none other
than St Maternus, a disciple of St Paul But, insisted Aloysia,
none the less, even the altar at Namur could not compare

*“ Nor at Ghent,” chimed 1n Sister Norbertine

“ Nor at Ixelles,” added Loyola.

So the years passed In time their little orphans and chil-
dren of the forest could sing the Litany of our Lady and hymns
in her honour They regularly made confession, attended Holy
Communton, opened the door for the Sisters, washed their
dusky faces daily, combed the vermin out of their own haur,
learned how to knit and sew and cook and even to read a little
The work 1n Oregon progressed so well that 1n a few years a
reinforcement of Belgian nuns—bearing names no less tune-
ful: Renilde, Odelie, Aldegonde, Francesca—had arrived at
Oregon City to open another school.

Yet within another few yeats these high-souled enterprises
were to peter out After the fateful murder of the Presbyterian
Whitmans at Waiilatpu, anti-Catholic feeling rose menacingly
tn the Far West Oregon was at last claimed by the United
States as a ternitory, and the prairie-schooner emigrants were
predominantly Protestant The gold rush to California took
away many settlers There were bad times, followed by a
cholera epidemic
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Though historic forces canght the gentle Sisters in their re-
lentless grip, they did not yield easily. When St Paul’s was
closed, they went to Oregon City and tried, by consolidation
with reinforcements from Belgium, to weather the storm
But times grew steadily worse ‘The Sisters * eked out a scanty
subsistence by sewing sacks for the mulls " This could not go on
for ever -

Finally, with the same combination of fortitude and insou-
ctance with which they had departed from Belguim, the nuns
left Oregon for Califormia The greedy forest crept up agan
on their wilderness garden and chapel Camp smoke in time
dulled the coloured pictures of Biblical scenes that-the Indians
had so coveted The venerable mission oak saw no longer Sister.
Catherine " alone at the washing” The pine “ grgantesque”
was never agam to have French pancakes spread at 1ts foot on a
summer picnic by-Belgian nuns and little Indian girls with
wilted nosegays for favourite saints clutched in their dark
fingers

“FIVE
RED WOMEN

THE WHITE WOMEN who came overland and round the Horn
to the northern shores of the Pactfic 1n the middle of the nine-
teenth century, there to set up civilized communities 1n a virgin
country, could never have played their historsc roles if it had
not been for a young Indian squaw named Sacajawea Saca-
jawea helped to guide the Lewis and Clark Expedition across
America and back 1n 1804-6 It 1s now accepted as historical
fact that without this young Shoshone slave President Jeffer-
son’s two adventurous envoys, with their twenty-nine picked
men, would never have come through to the Western ocean If
they had not won through to claim the Western territory 1n
. the name of the United States, Great Britain's title to these rich
lands would have been much stronger Oregon, Washington,
Idaho, Montana might never have been 1n the Union
Belatedly Sacajawea has come into her own as a figure of
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heroic dimension Books have been written about her She has
been named by James Truslow Adams, an elector of the Hall
of Pame, one of the six most important American women Yet
to this day relatively few people know her story o

The Pacific Northwest, however, knows and honours the
young Indian mother who made possible the most important
trans-continental journey of the early nineteenth century Saca-
jawea has become the Western prototype of all pioneer females,
red as well as white, who followed her 1nto frontier country As
far back as the Lewis and Clatk Exposition, held 1n Portland in
1905, Abigail Scott Duniway, the leading Western feminist,
speaking at the unvetling of Sacajawea’s statue in a public
patk, found 1n this.remarkable squaw a symbol of all the un-,
sung and unrewarded virtues of frontier womdnkiid

It was in 1804 that Menwether Lewis and William Clark,
camping on the Missours River, near the present city of Bis-
marck, North Dakota, making preparations for their great ad-
venture farther to the West, had the good fortune to acquire
Sacajawea They got her because she was the wife of the half-
breed 1nterpreter Charbonneau, whom they were taking with
them on the long teip  Like most Indians and half-breeds, Char-
bonnean had more than one wife It 1s likely that hisfavourite,
Otter Woman, would have been taken instead of Sacajawea had
her baby still been tn the back-packing age But Otter
Woman's infant-had grown to toddling size by the time the ex-
pedition got under way, and a toddling child on the overland
trall was a manifest 1mposstbility Sacajawea’s little son, Bap-
tiste, néw-born, could be strapped to her back for a two-year
period at least

Both of these two wives of Charbonneau were Shoshones
Both had been captured in a raid by Blackfeet and literally sold
down the river, where they came eventually into the possession
of Charbonneau Legend says that the half-breed interpreter
won Sacajawea for a trifle 1n a gambling game Her value was
to prove above price long before President Jefferson’s expedi-
tion"reached its final goal

Lewss and Clark knew that they must, if possible, find and
take with them a Shoshone, for when they reached the moun-
tainous northern country they would have to have horses, not
canoes, to turn westward 1nto:the unknown land watered by
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the legendary Oregon The Shoshone tribe were Horse Indtans, -
and they knew every trail and pass in the region of the Conti-
nental Divide Although a squaw was not considered of much
account among hunting tribes, Sacajawea was the best Shoshone
the white men could find They hoped to be able to use her
to smooth the way with her kinsfolk

Sacajawea’s first dramatic act of cool-headedness, and the
one which brought her the fervent gratitude and respect of
Lewss and Clark, occurred on the upper reaches of the Mis-~
souri River The dugout canoe 1n which she and her baby rode
was the lead canoe In it were stored the expedition’s instru-
ments, maps, medicine, and other wvital supplies Although
Lewss and Clark must have agreed that one of them should
always remain 1n this boat, there came a day when they were
both ashore at the same time A squall struck the pirogue, and
as it keeled half-over, Charbonneau, the hysterical half-breed
who was steering 1t, Jost his head Men shouted and cursed and
tried to right the boat—made difficult by the sail 1t was carry-
ing In the turmoil Sacajawea, with the baby to save as well as
hetself, coolly snatched from the swirling current the precious
papers and supplies

That might 1n his Jowrndl the grateful Clark acknowledged
their debt to the little slave by recording for history that she
had saved for them almost every article indispensable to the
success of the enterprise, in which they were by then launched
to the distance of 2,200 miles

There were other ways, however, less dramatic, but equally
important, by which Sacajawea proved helpful in the long hard
pull of a two-year journey through wild new country. Ex-
plorers, facing the problem of transportation, were apt to carry
into the wilderness supplies which were 1nadequate to keep
them from dietary 1lls and subsequent physical collapse They
based thetr hopes for provistons on a land they did not know
Fortunately Sacajawea knew the hidden foods of the wilderness
She knew how to get the delicious wild artichokes from the
holes where the gophers had stored them She could dig roots
of wild carrot and fennel with which to make nourishing
soups She hoarded bits of bread for her baby and brought
them out to share with the men when they were ill and des-
pondent She knew how to break the shank bones of elk and
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boil them to extract tallow When shoes gave out she could
make moccasins 1n their stead She even understood the
pleasure of celebrations for lonely men and shared 1n the Christ-
mas gift-giving on the dreary, rain-ridden Clatsop plains of
Oregon by giving presents of the * white wease] tails ” she had
been collecting

But perhaps her greatest contribution to the day-by-day
threading of unknown waterways, pathless forests, and track-
less plains was her uncanny sense of direction Lewss and Clark
had only rough Indian maps made on a stretch of deer hide to
help them 1n traversing that tumultuous landscape which lies
in the Northwest section of the continent To Sacajawea’s keen
and knowing eye a countryside soon yielded the secrets by
which 1t could be conquered Mountans that appeared to be
only row upon row of wild ridges showed her where their
passes were and streams mystertously indicated their hidden
sources Lewss and Clark learned 1n time to trust her im-
plicitly, to follow without question where her pointing finger
indicated

After many days of weary travel with constant hazards they
came to the “ Great Divide,” the place where the waters of
streams and rivers no longer flowed east, but west toward the
Pacific  Although she had not seen the country of her child-
hood for many years, with the Indian’s keen memory for land-
marks Sacajawea recognized the scenes of her early hfe the
moment they entered Shoshone land When she saw again the
faces of her own people she “ danced for the joyful sight,” and
when she found once more her long-lost brother, Cameahwart,
she “ ran and embraced him, throwing over him her blanket
and weeping profusely.”

Luckily for Lewis and Clark, Sacajawea’s brother was now a
chief of the tribe whose goodwill and help they must have to
continue their dangerous journey Cameahwait was impressed
with the standing his sister enjoyed among these important
white men She had wept at finding him again and had made
him generous gifts of such unfamiliar foods as sugar and
squash. Cameahwait persuaded his people to postpone their
annual buffalo bunt until they had assisted his sister’s friends
across the great mountain barrier and on into the Columbia
Basin Only once was there hint of treachery Some malcon-
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tents, worried about losing their winter’s food supply, wished
to abandon the whites half-way through the mountains Saca-
jawea discovered the plan 1n time, and danger was averted by
Lewss who called the leaders together and told them that the
white men would not be their friends, bring them arms, or help
them against their enemtes 1f they did not keep their promuse

Sacajawea was to prove useful with tribes other than those
to whom she was linked by blood bonds Wrote Clark: *‘The
wife of Charbonneau, our interpreter, reconcilés all the Indians
as to our friendly intentions A woman with a party of men is

- a token of peace.”

Although Sacajawea never held the ttle or earned the pay
of an interpreter, serving 1o this capacity was another of her
contributions to the success of the expedition The difficulties
of communication for the white men are tndicated 1n a note
in one of the journals which says. “ In the first place we spoke
in English to one of our men who translated 1t into French to
Charbonneau, he interpreted it to his wife 1n the Minnetaree
language, and she then put 1t 1nto Shoshonee, and the young
Shoshonee prisoner explaned it to the Chopunnish in their
own dialect”

Sacajawea helped break the soctal ice by organizing dances
among the Indian tribes they encountered on the long journey
to the coast She must have been particularly interested in the
dance as a means of expression, for she 1s credited with intro-
ducing—many years-later—the Sundance to the Shoshones,
a dance they subsequently made their own Along the way
Cruzatte, the expedition’s fiddler, would play the most beguiling
tunes he knew York, Clark’s negro servant, would dance solos
—swift sharp clogs and lazy-rhythmed shuffles, which, com-
bined with his black face, delighted the redskins, who had never
scen a Negro before Finally the Indians would be reassured
They too would dance, softly beating the earth with the flat of
their moccasined feet ‘Then there would follow the pipe, and
friendliness

Ina journey lasting almost two and a half years and covering
many thousand mules of country, Sacajawea gave the white men
no trouble Yet she was not merely a passive squaw, she pos-
sessed 1ntelligence, will, and even charm She had a high spir1t

when aroused She 1s supposed to have left Charbonneau for
W.W. D G
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good, later on 1n her cateer, because he struck her in front of
a new, and younger, wife What her appearance was we do not
know except that she was small in stature Brackenridge de-
scribed her in his journal as a “ good creature, of a mild and
gentle disposition . . . greatly attached to the whites, whose
manners and atrs she tries to imitate” That she earned the true
affection of the leaders of the expedition s plamn from their
journals, in which she 1s referred to quatntly as * Janey " They
named a river for her. She slept in the main tent They cared
for her tenderly when she was sick  There 1s no record that she
ever complained She asked only one * indulgence.” And 1t 15
by this indulgence that zealous historians and researchers were
able to trace her later life.

Sacajawea was “ indulged,” as Lewss put 1t, by being allowed
while 1n Oregon to go with the men to view the Big Water, the
Pactfic Ocean Perhaps her driving desire to see_a boundless
expanse of salt water came from generations of inland an-
cestors Whatever her awe at the first sight of an ocean, how-
ever, 1t was lost in her amazement at the body of a whale cast
up on the white Pacific sands The story of the Big Fish became
Sacajawea’s most famous anecdote of her long trip with Lewis
and Clatk Many years later—by now a squaw with another
name, but still a2 wanderer—she was entertaining Indians of the
inland tribes she visited with the tale of that dead whale she
bad seen on the Oregon beach When they asked her to
measure 1ts length and she pointed out the sixty or seventy feet
between her hitching post and her tepee they would yell aloud
in derisive chorous “Liar! Liar! The squaw s a lar!”
Though she might describe the seals she had seen as * people
who lived in the water ” without being doubted, the dimenstons
of the whale were too much even for Indian credulity.

The legend of the travelling squaw with the whale story, to-
gether with Lewss and Clark’s journals, established finally the
fact that Sacajawea lived well past the time at which she 1s
supposed to have died. She lived, indeed, to be one hundred
years of age, and long enough to ride up and down and across
the Western country with free passes on the eatly stagecoaches,
vistting strange tribes- As she travelled she carrted with her un-
prompted propaganda for the whites Since the days of big
hunting were for ever over, she tried to persuade Northern In-
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dians to learn agricalture She had, as a matter of fact, subtly
interested her own tribe 1n food luxuries beyond wild game.
roots, and berries when she brought her brother, Cameahwat,
his first taste of sugar and boiled him a mess of squash from
the gardens of the Mandans

Her son, Baptiste, the papoose she carried so many thousands
of miles, inevitably became a traveller also—a world traveller
Educated by Clark 1 St Lows, he was later taken to Germany
by Prince Paul of Wurttemberg, a German adventurer of the
last century Reports have come back to this country of the
presence 1n Stuttgart of a portrait of Prince Panl and His Indsan
Boy—no doubt long stnce destroyed, as 1t would hardly do to
show a pure-blooded Aryan consorting intimately with a red-
skinned savage from the New World Another painting does
survive, however, made by Prince Paul’s travelling companion,
the artist Mollhausen, showing the Prince, very elegant in
mutton-chop whiskers and cutaway, seated at ease in the prim-
eval forest among naked Indians, including Sacajawea’s son,
with his hair " roached ” and a long pipe dangling before his
bare legs

Baputiste, on his return to America, was 2 gurde and inter-
preter like his mother, only with the difference that he was
patd for his trouble. He turns up in journals of the period con-
sorting with famous explorers, entertaining white travellers
with mint juleps at his 1sland home on the River Platte But
Baptiste’s activities could hardly compare 1n importance with
thiose of Sacajawea, who under a succession of names—Chicf,
Grass Woman, Lost Woman—spent her life until 1884, the
year of her death, acting as an unpaid agent of goodwill from
one Indian tribe to another and from whites to Indians, and
Indians to whites

The less well-known facts of Sacajawea’s later years add to
her stature as a significant American personality They do not
compare in importance, however, to her first great and uncon-
scious service to the United States In a time when a sense of
the value and beauty of the lands of the Pacific Northwest s
fresh in the American consciousness it must be remembered
that 1t was an Indian woman, a “ squar,” who made possible
our claim to this rich section of the continent

Sacajawea, though by far the greatest, was not the only
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Indian woman to play a role 1n opening the Western Jands to
the whites In the carly days white adventurers found 1t a
necessity to take an Indian woman as a wife For one thing, the
life led by these traders, trappers, and explorers was considered
t00 hard for any white woman to endure, and, for another, a
red woman could give valuable aid to her husband Already
adapted to frontier existence, she could help him in his work,
accompany him on his difficult and dangerous journeys, tcach
him to bargain to advantage with her own race These Indian
women knew how to live off the land. They had therr own
domestic economy, developed from generations of privation and
experiment

Before white women came to the West in large numbers,
there was no social onus attached to marrying red women It
was taken for granted that even high officials of the fur-trading
compantes would marry Indians Often these women were ¢x-
ceptional characters, possessing both beauty and intelligence
Tales of this period have a particularly romantic quality.
Factors in their wilderness outposts hived in almost royal style,
with such appurtenances as—in McLoughlin’s case—a kilted
Scot who was used to awe Indians and to pipe distinguished
guests 1nto the state dining-room where tables waited, loaded
with luxuries from England and the choicest foods of the wil-
derness McLoughlin kept his Indian wife hidden in a fronuer
approxtmation to purdah, but enough people saw her to report
on her charm and grace McDonald, a factor at Fort Colville,
and also a famous host, had a wife whom the missionaries es-
pecially admired Cautious Mr. Eells went so far as to call her
a jewel

James Birnte, another high-ranking fur company official, had
a wife from the Red River settlement in Canada who ruled
like a queen at Astoria 1n Oregon Contemporaries reported
her ‘bearing herself " with all the self-assertion of an English
dame of long pedigrec.” She sat at the head of her husband's
table and there was no one 1n all the Western country who was
not proud to be her guest.

Once a year Mrs Birnte abandoned white ways and resumed
her Indian character. ‘This was when she made her anaual trip
to Shoalwater Bay for elk meat, clams, and cranberries In the
early autumn she would set out 1n her great canoe, one of the
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. wonders of the countrystde, since 1t could carry seventy people
. Dipping their paddles 1n unison and chanting as they went, her

!

party would pass.the Chinook villages on their way into Cht-
nook River to the portage, thence to Nasel River and on 1nto
Shoalwater Bay After a few weeks of Indian life, hunting,
fishing, and berry-picking; Mrs Birnie would return 1n the big
canoe to Birnte Hall and take up her social duties as an eminent
white man’s wife

If such yarners as Joe Meek and Jim Bridger are to be be-
lieved, Indian women in the fur-trading days were happy to
run off and take up life with whites No matter how hard their
extstence, 1t would never be as hard as life with their own
people They often risked being scalped or having thetr tongues
cut out to betray war plans and tribal secrets

In the journal kept by Lewis and Clark an entry indicates
that sometimes even the more phlegmatic Indian women of
the coast regions went at least half-way 1n establishing friendly
relations:

" An old woman & Wife to a Chief of the Chunnooks
came and made a Camp near ours She brought with her 6
young Squars (ber danghters & Nezsces) 1 believe for the
purpose of Gratifying the passions of the men of our party
and recerving for those indulgences Such Small presents as
She (the old woman) thought proper to accept of

" Those people appear to view Sensuality as a Necessary
evel, and do not appear to abhor 1t as a Crime in the un-
married State The young females are fond of the attention
of our_men and appear to meet the sincere approbation of
“;:hexr friends and connections, for thus obtaming their

avors. r

. Since Indians possessed a notable simplicity of attitude in
regard to relations between the sexes, they did not, for the most
part, look with disfavour on the mating of their beauties with
, men of another colour and race—provided they were not per- -
sonally interested at the time 1n the female 1nvolved Some-
times, however, chiefs found it difficult to understand the dif-
ference between white actions toward Indian women and the
’ conduct exacted of Indians toward white women Not infre-



102 WESTWARD THE WOMEN

queatly they asked embarrassing questions as to why they
couldn’t buy a blonde or a red-head they favoured in some emt-
grant train  They had seen their own tribeswomen paid for and
carried off many times without anyone taking offence One
old chief, observing the ardour with which white men after a
long absence fromi civilization wooed girls of his race, inquired
mnocently if there were no white women. :

It 1s not possible to generalize about Indian morality or the
Indian atttude toward marriage vows Reactions varied from
tribe to tribe and from circumstance to circumstance  Some old
proneers consider that the incident with the rebel Indian,
Leschi, which led to war 1n the Puget Sound country, was due
to an insult recerved by his sister from a white man  She had
been “ married,” Indian fashion, to an officer at Fort Steila-
coom, who abandoned her when his company moved on  When
she came back to her father, Chief Yanatco, the old man was
overcome with grief and humiliation. He refused to walk up-
right and crept about on all fours to symbolize his degradation
For three days he would not look on anyone, but sat alone 1n his
shelter howling like an animal to signufy. “ I am debased lower
than a dog” The young men, her brothers, then swore terrible
revenge on all whites

Sometimes Indian girls offered themselves, sometimes they
were stolen, sometimes they were bought. Prices paid for good
Indian women varied with the need and the circumstances In
Rwer of No Return a story 1s told of a remarkable bargain in
Indian beauties as late as the year 1873. An old Nez Percé
chief offered his daughter for sale and there were three bidders
The first offered fifty cents in cash and three deer hides The
second gave all he had, which was three dollars-and a half—
presumably also in cash The third proffered two fishhooks
The old Indian did not hesitate 2 moment The man with the
fishhooks got her—fishhooks being difficult to obtain. The
neatest source of supply was the village of Walla Walla, two
hundred miles away Twenty years later the purchaser realized
bountifully on his initial outlay. When the Nez Percé reserva-
tion was opened each Indian wife and child recetved 80 acres
of land. The white husband of the Nez Percé beauty came into
the enviable position of guardian of a family with 480 valuable
acres !
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Occasionally white women crossing the plains, or living 1
some unprotected fort, were captured and held prisoner by
Indians Oregon had 1ts Lortnda Bewley, made capuive after the
Whitman massacre, who finally was ransomed back into white
life, where she married, raised a family, and, 1n the end, lived
a commonplace existence There was also the intelligent and
resourceful Fanny Kelly, whom the Stoux captured while she
was travelling west Fanny wrote an account of her adventures,
Narrative of My Captivity among the S:onx Indians, Published
in Philadelphia in 1872, 1t 1s good cinema material of the old
romantic variety. Fanny finally made her escape from the Stoux
unharmed—though she almost met death at the hands of a
jealous wife of the old chief whose wounds she had been nurs-
ing In her encounter with the Indian woman Fanny was ex-
ceptionally lucky, for it 1s known that squaws of the warlike
tribes were easily aroused to fits of jealousy Thesr tortures
and mutilations of white women who had received attention
from braves often rose to peaks of frenzy These bloody orgies
were directed at the physical features which differed from their
own. They put out eyes. pulled out hair, cut off lips and breasts

There were all kinds of Indian women 1n the early days in
the Far West There were the shrewd traders, like Peter Skene
Ogden’s wife, Julta, who is said to have ruled the Flathead
Council and who through her business acumen and her family
ties was largely responsible for her husband’s success 1n frontier
country There were the self-effacing wives of the fur company
offictals 1n their distinctive costumes, “ English style,” with the
exception of braided, beaded, or embroidered leggings of * gay
colour and good quality.” There were the town “ characters ”
like Olympia’s Julia and Seattle’s Princess Angeline ‘There
were, of course, the legendary beauties Finally, there were the
herotnes like Sacajawea, Winema, the Dorion Woman, Jane
Stlcott, daughter of Chief Trmothy

The Dorion Woman, among heroines, ranks next to Saca-
jawea Her husband also was an interpreter who came west
with the Hunt Expedition, bound for Astoria Almost all the
members of this 1ll-fated party perished e ronze When hostile
Indians set upon the remnants of the group with whom she was
travelling, the Dorion Woman managed to escape with her two

; small children She fled into the Blue Mountains of eastern
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Oregon without ‘weapons, food, or tools, and there she buit a
shelter, killed for meat the horse on which she had escaped,
and managed to live through the winter’s snows In the spring
she dragged herself across the mountains to a friendly Indian
camp, both her children stll miraculously alive

Jane, the daughter of Timothy, the converted chief in whom
Spalding, the mussionary, found a friend, 1s honoured in the
Inland Empire Jane was sent by her father to guide a party of
whites 1nto the gold country at Orofino, thus starting the stam-
pede 1nto that part of the West Why this was such an act of
noble service as to make Jane worthy of a place alongside the
Dorton Woman and Sacajawea 1s not quite clear, but there she
is often placed There 1s also a story that Jane’s father had
ferried the troops of Colonel Steptoe across the Snake when
they were fighting Indians in the Palouse country, and Jane,
among other Indian women, helped tend the white wounded.
This was purest treachery to their own race and not so easy to
admire when viewed 1n historical perspective

Oregon honours a woman named.Winema, who at the tume
of the Indian uprisings 1n the southern part of the state saved
the life of a Reservation Superintendent at the risk of her own
This heroine of the picturesque and bloody Modoc War, which’
was waged in the weird frozen turbulence of the lava beds,
married a white man and learned the language so well that she
became an interpreter Winema is unique among Indian hero-
ines in that she was rewarded during her lifetime for her loyalty
and devotion Congress actually voted her a pension, and the
D AR erected over her grave a tablet reading- * Winema—
The Strong Heart.”

As to Indian “ beauties,” whether they were beautiful by
modern standards is open to some doubt They must often have
looked beautiful to men who had not seen 2 woman of any
colour or stripe for many months At Spokane House, a famous
trading post of the early nineteenth century, there was a ball-
room in one of the buildings where Indian belles and white
men could dance together Alexander Ross, a Scotch trader,
wrote that there were “ no females in the land so fair to look
upon as the nymphs of Spokane, no damsels could dance so
gracefully as they, none were so attractive” In the- Boise,
Idaho, News of 1863 there appeared a description of the



RED WOMEN 105

daughter of the Nez Percé chief, Lawyer, written in language
that verged on the rapturous The bride was reported moving
toward the altar “ clothed 1n blushes of modesty and superbly
worked leggings all covered with precious gems and other kinds
of beads . . She wore no hoops but allowed her own develop-
ment of form to fill the outlines where others less perfect have
to depend on hoops and cottons.”

It was perhaps because of literary ecstastes similar to these
that Horace Wirtz, a witty surgeon restding at Fore Stellacoom
1 1858, wrote his Lines to a Klootchman, couching 1n the elab-
orate form of an ode his 1ronical recognition of the white man’s
ateraction to the Indian woman These highly prized verses
appear as rare items in the scrapbooks of the oldest proneer
They are worth reproducing as a period piece. ‘

LiNEsS TO A KLOOTCHMAN
by Sitkuma Stwash, Esq

Sweet nymph! although of dirtier hue thou art
Than other ladies brought from eastern clime
To thee I yield the tribute of my love,

To thee I dedicate these humble rhymes

And if too faint I string my trembling lyre
Sweet Pocahontas! thou my verse inspire.

Long time whilom I thought that pallid cheeks
And blue eyes smiling like the sky at morn,
And auburn curls and fingers rosy-tipped,
Comprised all beauty that of earth was born,
But other charms, exceeding all of these

I've found at last on far Pacific seas

Where Puger Sound its placid waters spreads
And Stetlacoom uplifts its bosky shore

Paddling the light canoe, the maid I met
Whose modest graces did enchant me more
Than all the pictures fair by poets wrought

In golden dreams and raptured moods of thought
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Thy well-squeezed head was flat as flounders are,
Thy hair with dog-fish o1l resplendent shone
Thy feet were bare and slightly inward turned,
And e’en I ween of stockings-thou hads’t none;
But beauty’s presence beamed from every part,
Though unadorned by trickery and arr

A blanket red, that had scen better days

Around thy shoulders gracefully was twined;
And eke a petticoat that once was clean,

Thy slender waist and swelling limbs did bind;

A mild but fishy odour round thee clung

As though drted salmon thou hads’t been among ~

And thus it was, for 1n the savage home
Where Indian wigwams look o'er waters blue
The custom 1s to spear the speckled fish

And smoke them when there’s nothing else to do;
For huckleberries are a watery food,

And clams and oysters are not always good.

But though thou smellest strong of salmon dry
Though 1nnocent of soap thy hands appear,
Although thy toes turn inward with a curl

And though thy skull 1s smashed from front to rear,
Though nameless animals thy hair infest

Sull do I love thee of all matdens best.

Then give me but a blanket and a mat

Dried clams and fish my only food shall be
My only house a half-upturned canoe,
Whiskey my drink, and love alone for thee;
Then fair-haired dames for me will vainly shine,
In all the charms of hoops and crinoline

In all justice to the Idaho gentleman’s descriptive flight, as
opposed to Mr Wirtz’s satire, 1t must be said that the 1nland
Indian woman was an object of far greater charm than the
squaw from the coast Coast red women had flattened heads
and bodies deformed by exercise 1n canoes The fish o1l they
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used so freely on theperson added nothing to their magnetism
Perhaps the Idaho gentleman who was so affected by the charms
of the Nez Percé Princess, had a grievance against some name-
less white female, for 1n the same newspaper he atred his opin-
1on of white women in a description which could hardly have
been applicable to anyone 1n a proneer community Taking a
deep breath, he intoned: " Ye pimng, screwed-up, wasp-

waisted, putty-faced, consumption-mortgaged and novel-
" devouring daughters of fashion and idleness, you are no more
fit for matrimony than a pullet 1s to look after a family of
fifteen chickens”

Every Western town had a favourite Indian character, and
some of them were womed. In late pioneer days Olympia,
Washington, had 1ts Julta, who 1s remembered for following
the newly-come and sull novel Salvation Army through the
maple-shaded streets of the sedate state capital TFull of high
spirits—both natural and alcoholic—she accompanied the
drumbeats with ptercing yells, embarrassing the citizenry and
the Army equally by appealing to all men seen en route-
“ Come along, all you fellahs, come along to Jesus!'”

Seattle had the Princess Angeline, daughter of the good chief
Seattle, always a friend to the whites In her old age Angeline,
dirty, ancient, withered like a dried fruit, with her baskets for
sale bestde her, spent hours seated on the kerbstone 1n Pioneer
Square 1n the city named for her father “ She’s a princess,”
people liked to whisper, pornting her out to strangers, enjoying
to the full that sense of life’s dramatic flux—so low are the
mighty fallen ,

‘Angeline had a daughter, Betsy, who came to a more tragic
end than her mother, and many years before A white man, said
to be “ the son of a minister and well brought up,” bought her.
She had a child by him, " a fine little boy "—so wrote an early
minister’s wife, recounting the tale to distant Eastern relatives
Betsy, however, never cared for her hasband or the white way
of Iife Rumour said that the man, 1n spite of his genteel ante-
cedents, sometimes beat her After the baby came he was re-
putedly kinder, but one day when he was at work Betsy hanged
herself in their cabin The unfortunate man buried her white-
style, following the body on foot to the grave, supported by the

L
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company of two other local squaw-men  As soon as she was in
the carth, the Indians took over and sct up their nitualistic
howling and wailing The husband fled the community, well
aware that, as he had been responsible for the disgrace of a sut-
cide, the Indians would seck an opportunity to kill him. He
also knew that he had stepped permanently outside the pale of
white society when he chose to mate with an Indian in the face
of community disapproval He had effectively shut the doors to
both worlds

Since white females, for the most part, looked down on
squaws, 1t was not until the post-pioneer period that Indian
women began to assume their rightful place in Western history.
Then much of the interest they aroused stemmed from the wave
of feminism following in the wake of the first female pioneers
Red women too, as well as white, were suddenly perceived to
have been responsible for man's conquest of the wilderness
Unpaid for their services, like Sacajawea, personally unrecog-
nized 1n spite of thetr courage and pracucal wisdom, as were
also many pioneer mothers, they began to make an appeal to
such sincere Western feminists as Eva Emery Dye and Abigail
Scott Duniway.

Through her novel on the Lewts and Clark Expedition, The
Conguest, Mrs Dye s credited w.th resurrecting the legend of
Sacajawea and 1n starting the research which proved this legend
to be historical fact At the Centennial Exposition commem-
orating the great adventures of Lewis and Clark, held 1n Port-
land 1n 1905, a day was set aside to honour the Far Western suf-
fragist Mrs Duniway Her work on behalf of the rights of
women was constdered as worthy of recognition as the achieve-
"ments of those practical vistonaries 1n another field, Mertwether
Lewts and William Clark. Mrs Duniway responded to the
honour by writing a Centennial Ode, in which, on behalf of
Oregon women, she paid tribute to Sacajawea -

And then, to make the prophecy complete,

An Indian mother led the devious way,

Foreshadowing woman's place, which man shall greet
Without a protest, 1n a hastening day,

‘When womanhood, bentgnant, wise and free,

Shall lead him to yet greater heights of strength and victory.
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It has long been an American pose to be bored with the
Indian, an aturude which probably has its roots in over-
exposure to Hiawatha 10 grade school, or to the eagle-plumed
yaa-yaa " chiefs ” and “ princesses ” who beat drums and floos
boards on vaudeville circuits early in the century. Somehow the
noble red man always emerged a comic or a pokerface when-
ever presented in fiction or drama It is good to find—from
contemporary accounts—that blood flowed warmly 1n the veins
of Northwest squaws at least Julia drank too much from an
excess of high spiries, Betsy killed herself because she did not
care for her husband, Sacajawea struck an importunate white
suitor with a shank of elk, Mrs Birnie snubbed her social tn-
fertors, Mrs McDonald’s table manners were perfect by Maine
standards, Peter Skene Ogden’s Julia drove a hard bargan,
Yanatco's daughter went home to her father, Jane Silcott up-
braided her husband for letting her carry in wood while he
played cards . These women were all women and the colour
of their skin was incidental.

S1X
FEMALES ARE SOUGHT

I4 1846 when Narcissa Whitman sat 1o her wilderness house
at Watilatpu and wrote to her sister 1n far-away up-state New
York, she urged her to make the long journey westward to the
new country that lay beyond the Great American Desert and
the Rocky Mountains She wrote. “ Bring as many girls as you
can, but lét every young man bring a wife, for he will want
one after he gets here, 1f he never did before.” -

Narcissa was apparently unaware of the trony of her re-
marks Only a few years before in penning her own humble
request to the mission board to be allowed to travel west to
Christianize the Indians, she had questioned doubtfully Are
females wanted?

By the 1860’s another cultivated resident of the Pacific
Northwest made significant note of the novel attitude of men
toward women on the lonely frontier In a brief but charming
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book with a very long title, Lrfe at Puget Sonnd with Sketches
of Travel in Washington Terrtory, British Columbia, Oregon
and California, Caroline Letghton, a gentle New England lady
declared.

“ Among the miners of the upper country, who had not
seen a white woman for a year, I received such honours that
I am afraid I should have had a very mistaken impression of
my importance if I had lived among them At cvery
stopping-place they made lictle fires in their frying-pans, and
set them around me, to keep off the mosquitoes, while I took
my meal As the columns of smoke rose about me, I felg like
a heathen goddess, to whom incense was bcmg offered ”

Caroline Leighton, sitting among the smoly offerings of the
Idaho miners, was symbolic. Men 1n the Far West were lonely.
They wanted women ‘They needed women Some men reacted
stmply and instinctively to the nced Others, more developed,
saw an importance 1n the preseace of woman that went deeper
than the personal Among these was the Reverend Mr H K
W Perkins, who wrote a shrewd analysts of the character of
Narcissa Whitman in a letter to her sister  He found Narcissa
adapted by nature to a wholly “ different destiny. She longed
for society, refined soctety She was intellectually & by associa-
tion fitted to do good only in such a sphere . The sclf-denial
that took her away from 1t was surctdal” After several para-
graphs in the same style the Reverend Mr. Perkins, who ad-
mitted quite frankly that he could live happily 1n a wigwam all
his Iife and found the Indian manner of living both sensible
and appealing, penned a sentence which summed up the role
that women of gentle breeding unconsciously played 1n fronter
America:

“ Certain it 1s that we needed such minds to keep us 1n love
with civilized Iife, to remind us occasionally of home”

Elkanah Walker, 1n a letter he wrote to his absent wife, left
a fair picture of the combination servant and companion that
the average man 1n new country dreamt of having for himself

“I am tired of keeping an old bachelor’s hall. Things do
not go to suit me when I come 1n from work tired almost to

i
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death 1 want someone to get me a good supper & let me
take my ease & when I am very tired in the morning I want
someone to get up & get breakfast & let me lay in bed & take
my rest More than all I want my wife where I can have her
company & to cheer me up when the blue devils chain me
down...."” }

The presence of white women in increasing numbers after
the first mussionary wives dared the rigours of seven months’
-~ travel on horseback made the marriages of Indian squaws and
whtte men soctally unacceptable Further than this, the Dona-
tion Land Act of 1850, which gave a man and his wife 640 acres
of homestead, * a mile square of land,” succeeded 1n booming
the female market sky-high Far Western gitls were hardly out
of their teens before they were snatched up by importunate
young men who wanted not only land but heirs, pres hike
mother used to make, and companions 1n their solitude The
bachelors’ * unseemly race ” through the counties of Oregon,
indiscriminately proposing matrimony to “ tearful widows of
a fortnight and to little girls busy with mud pies,” was held up
to ridicule by Abigail Duniway and others, but nothing stopped
them. They seemed to have lost all judgment and whatever
sense of fitting conduct they might have once possessed

Many eager men thought nothing of riding their Cayuse
ponies right up to the doors of respectable Portland houses,
remaining 1n the saddle and rapping on the door with a stick
(there were no sidewalks 1n their way in those days) They
would sit jingling their Mexican spurs until the housew:fe
appeared “ Good morning to you, ma'am, are you married?”
they would ask If the reply was yes they tipped their hats and
went on If it was no they immediately proposed. A woman
who described the scene said that she retorted to one such vis-
itor—after answering that she was not married but did not
care to consider his offer—that she did not know what use she
had for him unless she should put him behind the stove. and
break bark over his head.

It was perhaps this land-claim frenzy that left 1t a mild dis-
grace 1n the Far West to be a bachelor. It 1s not easy to trace
the origin of this stigma, but that 1t was so old-timers have left
indisputable record A typical story about the dreaded condi-.
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tion of bachelorhood 1s that of a young man who sold his entire
claim for a gold watch, after the gurl he left behind was wooed
and won on her way to the West by another sustor * with lots of
cows” Not only did the rejected suitor refuse to live alone and
be called a bachelor, but 1n turn the man to whom he sold the
land also would not “ batch ” and be called a bachelor, so he
never ltved on the tract he bought
Old-timess recall that it was considered a sort of disgrace to
be a bachelor, “ kind of lower caste "—though they don’t see
why, as there were very few ladies around and plenty of single
men, That gentle Christian, Eliza Spalding, began a paragraph
in her journal* “ Let me say a good word for the bachelors,”
thus implying thac good words were scarce for these unnatural
creatures
The term " old batch " carries to this day a definite, though
not necessarily harsh, opprobrium 1in Western vernacular, It
creates at once the picture of an unkempt grizzle-beard with
mild vagaries The Western country, because of its space and
solstude, has always invited and harboured that curious human
creature the hermit. Hermits are still to be found up lonely
canyons, gulches, or rivers, on mountain tops, 1n ghost towns
The Oregon cattleman Bill Hanley wrote a description of
an old miner he saw as he rode after nightfall through one
of the deserted mining towns that dot the Western country
Hearing an eerie sound of music and seeing 2 gleam of light,
he got off his horse to investigate He pushed open the door of
a ramshackle building and found a little wizened man all alone
. in a big, rough, neglected room, lit dingily by a piece of braided
calico 1n a tin plate of tallow, playing a tune on a flute

" There sat the little old fellow dreaming out loud with
his flute Old fellow around sixty or seventy with the
Iittle flute that had been his companion forever, laying
around on gravel beds . Now in this old camp, the last
one, just to stay until someone found him and hauled him off
to the poorhouse. . His life wasn't dingy, no matter what
your interpretation of 1t might be The ordinary traveller
coming along would say what an awful life this fellow has

but it wasa’t awful at all, for he was living in his dream
and making music to it . With the old miner . . hope
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grows stronger as life grows weaker His life is a very happy
* one for his myths are like opiates”

The men, however, who had no myths for opiates and found
flutes poor company determined to do something about living
alone Stnce these were the days before matrimonial bureaus,
Asa Mercer, a young man of Washington Territory, decided
to set about personally solving the problem which so obviously
existed 1n frontier country where girls were so scarce that when
dances were given in some communities every man who
brought a girl got 1n free, and anyone turning up with extra
females received twenty-five cents a head for his benefaction
Essays had been appearing from the first in Northwest news-
papers on such subjects as * Scarcity of White Women " * Need
of Good Wives” Finally 1n 1860 the Puget Sound Herald of
Stetlacoom advertised an open meeting to which all bachelors
were invited in order to discuss their dilemma Out of thus first
meeting came further meetings and at last Asa’s bold plan to
import eligtble women from the Eastern states by way of a
journey round the Horn.

“ Attention, Bachelors: Believing that our only chance for
a realization of the benefits and early attainments of matri-
monial alliances depends upon the arrtval in our mudst of a
number of the fair sex from the Atlantic states, and that, to
bring about such an arrival a united effort and action are
called for on our part, we respectfully request a full attend-
ance of all eligible and sincetely desirous bachelors of this
community to assemble on Tuesday evening next, February
28th, in Delin and Shorey’s buslding to dewvise ways and
means to secure this much-needed and desirable emigration
to our shore”

Although there is no record that Asa Mercer knew 1t, there
was actually an American precedent for his bold plan In the
seventeenth century several cargoes of girls from England,
" agreeable persons, young and incorrupt,” came to the Vig-
ginia colony and were eagerly bought up at the boat landing
by lonely planters who paid one hundred and twenty pounds

of tobacco—worth roughly eighty dollars—for a bride. In
\VAVA H
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most tespects the Far West traces tts traditions of conduct to
Néw England, but 1n this 1nstance 1t breaks sharply with Puri-
tan precedent, for the New England colonists headed their
catalogue of desperately nceded items from the old country—
such as copper kettles, tame turkeys, peas, and beans—with
“ ministers” Virginia frankly headed its list. ) wives”

So essential was Asa’s plan considered 1n the Far West that
funds would have been made available from the public treasury
for his journey had the treasury not been empty. He had, how-
ever, the full backing of William Pickering, the Governor of
Washington Territory, his own brother, Judge Thomas Mercer,
and many another 1nfluential citizen.

Asa laid his plans carefully. He would not go 1nto New Eng-
land communtties and crudely talk about matrimonial chances
in the Paciic Northwest He would present to the young
women of New England a picture of the opportunities this de-
veloping country extended to schoolteachers, nurses, music-
teachers, dressmakers, and housekeepers

He was able on his first trip to sell lus 1dea to eleven young
women of New England, who came seven thousand miles round
the Horn 1n the spring of 1864 and were, for the most part,
snapped up at once as brides On the strength of this modest
coup Asa Mercer was elected unanimously to the upper house
of the Territorial Legislative Assembly

Fired by this initial success, Asa decided to try again on a
larger scale Very soon he was signing contracts which read:

“1, Asa Mercer, of Seattle, Washington Territory, hereby
agree to bring a switable wife, of good moral character and
reputatton from the East to Seattle on or before September
1865, for each of the parties whose signatures are hereunto
attached, they first paying to me or my agent the sum of
three hundred dollars, with which to pay the passage of
said ladies from the East and to compensate me for my
trouble ”

Asa was not interested in making a fortune on his venture,
but he did want the event to become one of national signifi-
cance He decided to offer homes and employment to the wives
and orphans of Civil War soldiers :
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As a boy of five, back home in Tilinois, he had been dandled
on the knee of Abraham Lincoln and he felt sure that he would
be granted an audience with the Pressdenc  But unfortunately
his arrival 1n the East coincided almost exactly with the assassi-
nation of Lincoln Thus Asa had to turn elsewhere for help He
got it from the Governor of Massachusetts, John A Andrews,
“ the most talked about and seemingly the most popular and 1n-
fluential man and politician in the country.” Andrews thought
Mercer’s 1dea a sound one He introduced the brisk young
man from the Far West to Edward Everett Hale

Asa was then passed along from one important man to an-

" other 1n the big cities, recetving verbal encouragement in some
quarters, sharp attack in others, and very little substantial help
In Washington, after weeks of the inevitable run-around, he
finally got the ear of Ulysses S Grant, who had served as a sol-
dier 1n the unsettled stretches of the Far West and knew what
Metcer was talking about Grant was able, on his personal
voucher, to get Mercer an order for a steamship to carry five
hundred women from New York to Seattle This order, how-
ever, the Quartermaster-General refused to accept He found 1t
illegal, sharing perhaps the timidity of President Johnson and
his Cabinet, who approved Asa’s scheme but feared the moral
responstbility tnvolved Eventually, under pressure, the Quar-
termaster-General yielded enough to offer Mercer a 1,600-ton
ship for eighty thousand dollars spot cash

This was a sum far beyond the reach of Mercer's purse, but
he found a man who had 1t 1n his hand and was ready to spend
1t on what seemed to him a good commercial venture—nort be-
cause of the cargo of women, but because of the value of 2 ship
on the West coast This man was Ben Holladay, the fabulous
entrepreneur and high-liver of Portland, Oregon . Holladay
offered to buy the boat and let Mercer ship his cargo of females
at the nominal price

Believing that his troubles were over, Mercer went about
happily giving his scheme wider publicity He inserted a card
1n the New York Times that set out to explain the conditions

in the Pacific Northwest which made such a venture feasible
Using the past tense, he wrote. * Churches and schools there
were, but the great elevating, refining and moralizing element,
—true woman,—was wonderfully wanting Not that the ladies
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of Washington Territory were less pure and high-minded than
those of any other land, but the limited number of them left
the good work greater than they could perform.”

Asa, 1n bustling about New England, was not always received
with open arms What Connecticut and New Hampshire had
to say 1s not recorded, but the New York Tumes reported that
Massachusetts newspapers ridiculed the women who considered
embarking on the venture and warned them not to allow them-
selves to * be lost among the Amarugens,” as they called the 1n-
habitants of Washington Territory On the whole, the New
York Times was kind to Mercer's scheme, headlining it
warmly * Brilliant Prospect for the Settlers and Miners of the
Pacific Slope” But the New York Herald took another stand
Warning that the whole scheme was obviously 1ntended to fill
Western houses of 1ll-fame with the flower of New England
womanhood, 1t managed to bring about a number of cancel-
lattons In the end the boat set sail under the most chaotic con-
dtions with one hundred passengers tnstead of the five hundred
expected

One of the women from Lowell, Massachusetts, who made
the trip with her mother and became a resident of Whidby
Island, in Washington, was able to recall the details of it many
years later 1n an article for the Washington Historrcal Quar-
terly Flora Engle found on boarding Holladay’s bargain vessel
that “ nothing had been done to the steamer since it was last
used for transporting soldiers, except, possibly a partial fumi-
gation” Mr Mercer, not so dashing as he was when he left the
West coast, hid out 11 a coal bin until they were well out to sea

The food on the trip, according to Mrs Engle, was disgrace-
ful—everywhere, that 1s, but at the captain’s table Mercer,
upon his emergehce from the hold, took his meals with the
captatn until the hungry and disgruntled passengers convinced
hum that hs conduct was tactless to say the least After that Asa
shared with his charges the fried salt beef, the tea steeped in
sea water and—at one seventeen-day stretch—the slightly par-
boiled beans, the main dinner dish At one point 1n the jour-
ney a distracted New England housewife obtained permuission
to go 1nto the galley and bake some Massachusetts gingerbread
There was a can of strawberry preserves on board that was still
tenderly remembered by one passenger at least fifty years later
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Whenever the passengers threatened to make trouble over their

fare, some timid soul, raised on New England sea stories, would

always stop them with the whispered argument: * Hush, you
“might 1ncite mutiny” . -

So they endured. And perhaps, thetr ltmited rations were a
blessing 1n disguise, said the lady who wrote down the chronicle
for posterity. There was no seasickness among them, after the
first day or two, on the whole 7,000-mile trip, and this might
have been due to the fact that their stomachs had nothing to
disgorge.

In spite of the rations, life on shipboard was pleasant and
even exciting There was constant diverston. A young reporter,
Rod, of the New York Temes, who had gone along to write up
the expedition, diverted himself by paying court to one after
another of the eligible young girls In the end every one of
them rejected htm What was the matter with Rod? The
chronicler fails to state. Certainly Rod’s dispatches to the Times
are disappointing He had little to say about his companions
after a first description of their conduct during a squall. He was
particularly unfeeling about the terrified young woman who
begged the captain on her knees to put her ashore 1n a rowboat
Rod hints nothing of personal adventures aboard ship and saves
all his impassioned phrasing for a description of the harbour of
Rio de Janeiro Were 1t not for Flora Engle we should never
guess, in turning the thin, stained pages of the New York
Times of eighty years ago, that this young man with a Baedeker
mind had been both ardent and unlucky with Mercer’s girls

But though Rod was unlucky, the * sly young archer, Cupid,”
was not tdle  Mercer himself fell under the spell of a Baltimore
belle named Annie Stephens Happily “ his passion was recip-
rocated” There were four other bona fide romances resulting
in marriage at the journey’s end Some young women, fearing
that they might be accused of setting out on a deliberate matri-
momnial venture, were extremely careful to give no encourage-
ment to the men on shipboard One 1n particular awed the
company at the outset by announcing that she intended to
“ clothe herself 1n her reserve, throw herself back upon her

~ dignity, and reman so” They had reason to believe later,
, commented Mrs Engle, that her prop had given way
One young lady with more fire than prudence got into

-~
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trouble with the captain When he gave orders for all officers
to rematn in their quatters " since he was disgusted with the
daily dotngs of his engineers,” the young miss made a chalk line
on the deck near che saloon door and wrote above it: * Officers
not allowed afe” For this piece of cheek she was confined t
her room by the captain—locked in. )

In California the party lost some of its members. ™ What in-
ducements,” says the loyal Mrs Engle, " some of them found tc
remain 10 Califoraia I do not pretend to say.”

That there were many nducements offered them to remain
15 clear from such a bit of evidence as a poem published 1n ¢
San TFrancisco paper. Paraphrasing Tennyson's Charge of the
L:ght Brigade, and exaggerating the number of females rather
remarkably, the unknown poct of the Golden Gate published
the following:

Husbands to the right of them
. Husbands to the left of them

Husbands behind them

Now badgered and thundered

Stormed at with words so fcll

What shall their feelings tell?

There goes the steamer’s bell,

Back from the Golden Gate

All that was left of them,

Went the 700

Oh when can their glory fade

Oh the wild charge they made,

All the town wondered ‘
Honour the charge they made,
Honour the bright brigade

Sweet 700

The majority of the party came up the coast to the Northwest
mn a new clean ship with good engines and a good cook At
Cape Flattery they met their first welcoming committee, a band
of Indians in canoes, coming to gape, to sell fish, and inciden-
tally to startle some of the more delicate ladies by the uncon-
cerned scantiness of their attire. -
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It didn’t take Mercer’s girls long to settle into their new
life They taught school, they married, they raised children,
they * grew up with the country.” They had served to advertise
the Pacific Northwest 1n a way no other enterprise could have
done, and Asa Mercer—for all the personal attacks he had had

to endure—must have been well satisfied with this part of his

ambitious programme

Although Mercer's girls did not adequately fill the need for
women in the Pacific Northwest, they undoubtedly helped, by
the publicity they recetved, toward an eventual solving of the
man-woman ratio in the coast section of Oregon and Washing-
ton Inland country had its special problems Idaho Lore rc-
lates that well toward the end of the century women, because
of their scarcity, were sull getting so much attention that many
a shooting occurred over a careless exchange of glances Thus
situation led an Idaho editor to announce in the columns.of
his paper that he wanted 1t known that from that day hence-
forth he was not going to acknowledge so much as a speaking
acquaintance with any man’s wife and would accept no further
ntroductions to married women )

But to balance the picture of miners burning smudges to
ward off mosquitoes, men standing, hat 1n hand, reverently in
awe at sight of a white female, there are little stortes in another
vern  White women were still scarce when the following inci-
dent occurred, and certainly no comment need be added to
this account of unchivalrous conduct on the part of men in
Washington's territorial days- )

“ Mother started for Olympia on the lictle sidewheeler
Lily, but when she was almost there—in fact in The Narrows
—the lirtle boat sank She never forgave the men on the
boat, for they all scrambled into a small boat and rowed
away, leaving mother and a few others up to their armpits in
water for nearly 24 hours!”

In one of the books of that remarkable woman Frances Fuller
Victor who contributed so much research, knowledge, and
writing ability to the Bancroft histories, there 1s a scornful
denial of the theory that women were * idealized and 1dolized ”
in the early days Mrs Victor puts into the mouth of the hero-

t
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diamonds may be added and pinchbeck from the dollar store
will do

“ Whirl all around 1n a fashionable circle and stew by gas-
light for six hours

“This dish ts highly ornamental, a préce de résistance for
the head of your table upon grand occaston, but being some-
what 1ndigestible and highly expensive 1s not commended
for daily consumption 1n the home”

This was the sort of libel of Western womanhood that caused -
full-blown feminusts to snort with rage Where was such a
fabulous creature to be found as thus described, Abigail Scott
Duniway and Bethenta Owens-Adatr would ask heatedly The
wives they knew were all without exception “ servants without
wages and all-round drudges” By the 1870’s there was begin-
ning to blow up in the Pacific Northwest a strong wind of
Equal Rights for Women.

SEVEN
DOLLAR A DANCE

IN THE YEAR 1812 a yellow-haired, blue-eyed, and pink-cheeked
girl named Jane Barnes, tending bar 1n Portsmouth, England,
caught the fancy of one of the men who came to drink the
ale and porter she served with such dash and allure in the
gloomy public house of the old seacoast town It was nothing
unusual for Jane’s youthful freshness Yo attract the attention
of patrons, but 1n this case 1t led her straight to the pages of
history, in which, 1t seems likely, even self-assured Jane could
harc}lLy have imagined herself playing any role at all, large or
sma ]

The gentleman whose eyes fell possessively upon the viva-
cious barmaid was one Donald McTavish, about to set sail on a
thirteen months’ journey to America He was bound for the
Indian country of the Pacific Northwest, there to act as Gover-
nor of a post for the North West Company, which was boping
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to push out the upstart Amenicans trying for a foothold to
secure furs and other booty at Astoria on the Columbia Ruver.
Donald McTavssh was able—though history does not eell us
how-—to persuade Jane that there was hittle furure in the life of
2 barmard and that anything was beteer than growing old pro-
saically in sleepy Portsmouth  He sent her out on the town to
buy herself whatever she fancied 1n costumes for the journcy
She did so well that a ycar and a month later her ravishing
appearance led an Indsan Prince—the son of a Northwest chief
—t0 offcr as Jugh as a hundred otter skins to her relatives, and
any amount of fat salmon, anchovies, elk, and pipe wobacco for
her own consumption, if she would consent to be tus wife.

Not only was Jane Barnes the first white woman to set foot
in the Pacific Northwest; she was also the first of a class of
women—the adventuresses—who were to follow and not -
frequently put Western {rontier communstics at loggerheads
and swords' points by their very physical prescnce. Jane was a
fitting precursor to this long list of females who came to the
Northwest for the ride and for possible profits to be made off
women-hungry men who kncw what they wanted and were
willing to pay high for 1t She passed from the protection of
McTavish to that of Alexander Henry, a gentleman already in
restdence at Fort George, and when both gentlemen were
drowned 1n an unfortunate accident, she put in her time, unul
the day when she set sail with a gallant skipper for Canton,
tantalizing Indians as well as whites with her European trous-
scau worn on the wild Oregon beach where she took her soli-
tary walks Her further adventures 1n the fabulous country of
Cathay have not been recorded The last heard of Jane was in
a bill presented to a London legal firm on behalf of a gentle-
man who wanted to collect for paying her way home from
China The correspondence regarding this matter also asked
whete the “ poor woman " should apply for the annuity prom-
ised her, presumably, by her first protector. Whether Jane
collected or not we do not know.

More than half a century was to pass before women of Janc's
intrepid, carefree, and single-purposed character appeared 1n
the Pacfic Northwest 1n large numbers When they came, they
came overland, following the trail of prospectors for gold. Be-
cause the Pacific Northwest 1s associated in the American mind
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with the early pioneer farmers of Oregon, 1t is easy to overlook
how much a part of this section 1s taken up with desert and
mountain country and the rough romantic history of mining
booms Montana, Wyoming, California, and Nevada have pro-
duced frontier heroines who have properly made their way nto
fiction and the cinema The equally doughty heroines of the
gold saga of Idaho and the eastern sections of Washington and
Oregon have been singularly neglected. Yet a roster of their
names alone is tnviting The names range from the imperious
dignity of such titles as the Irish Queen and the Cornish Queen,
to the piquancy of Spanish Rose, Molly b® Daman, and the
Little Gold Dollar, and finally to the more graphic appellations
of Em’ Straight-Edge, Peg-Leg Annie, Velvet Ass Rose, and
Contrary Mary (As to the last, her name, 1t seems, was entirely
unwarranted From all accounts she was a thoroughly affable
gurl)

There was a particular raciness and picturesqueness reflected
in the names miners gave the girls 1n parlour houses and hurdy-
gurdy halls A certain pictorial turn of phrase, peculiar to min-
ing country, seems to be passing slowly from the language,
though Idaho 1s still rich in the unique quality of its speech ~
Idahoans “ fork ” a horse when they mount 1t, they are often
“ buster 'n Hattie’s flea,” “ clear grit” 1s to them the genuine
article, and they sometimes find their fellow citizens “ big as a
skinned mule and twice as homely” Every old town has its
collection of tantalizing Jocal personages The wandering ques-
tioner still hears unlikely tales of Jack the Dude, Johnny Be-
hind the Rock, Diamond-Field Jack Davis, Coal Oil Georgie,
Three-Fingered Bill Hull, Senator Few Clothes, and Jimmy the
Harp—{riends of the patlour house girls  _

The point about both heroes and heroines of the frontier
years of the Pacific Northwest is that there are plenty of people
still alive to tell what they remember about them Their day
was, really, only yesterday, Settle down opposite some willing
old-timer who leans far back in his chair, with the legs at an
alarming angle, and he will proceed to tell, without censor and
with the absolute uriselfconsciousness of the true frontiersman,
anything he can recall of life as he lived 1t He sees no reason
to present his memories 1n a false light or to minimize the
robust charms of the period which boasted many “sporting
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warm underclothes to protect her friend Annie was found
later by a searching party, snow-blind, half-crazed, and badly
frozen, beside the body of her friend They carried her back
to the town of Atlanta and proceeded to amputate her legs
Idaho old-timers will have no truck with the facts of the case,
which seem to be that a doctor got there i1n time to do the job
They will tell you, one and all, that a local amateur hacked
them off with a meat saw and Annie had nothing to sustain
her but a generous shot of whisky.

It's only people who do research for W P.A. guide books
who bother with such unimportant details as whether the doctor
got there or didn’t Annte was a heroine, wasn't she? Without
a doubt! Then let’s go the whole way and have her legs
amputated by an amateur Besides, it didn’t hurt any less with
a doctor, because there was no anaesthetic in erther case. After-
wards she was Peg-Leg Annie and went about without com-
plaint on the stumps of her legs, doing washing for the miners
who had once sought her favours and who paid her very well for
the mental tasks she now performed. .

Just the opposite of the bespectacled fact-finders who crave
accuracy, though it cost a tale its point, are those wide-eyed
young things combing the records for romantic tidbits, or
professional fiction-writers glamorizing the Old West These
are the ones who will take a tale like that of Polly Bemus, the
Chinese slave girl, and her lover, the tin-horn gambler of
Warren, Idaho, who won her at a game of cards with her
Chinese master, and blow 1t up 1nto a fantasy half pioneer
Madame Butterfly, half fronuer Hemingway. This is the kind

1 offir romance that the first old hard-rocker will deflate without
effore.

“ Polly Bemis? Why sure I remember her Little old Chiny

» woman lived up the South Fork of the Salmon Great pipe-
« smoker—optum Was the woman of Charlie Bemts, the gam-
- bler No, never heard he won her at cards Well, mebbe she did
! nurse him through a shooting accident Ever hear how he got
his eye put out> Well, he was layin’ 1n front of the saloon in
Warten one day and a fellow comes up and says to him-
* Bemus, 1f you don’t pay me that money you owe me I'm goin’
» to shoot your eye out’ Well, sir, Bemi1s was lyin’ there with his
7 hat over his face and he just pushed 1t back and looked at the

1,
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~ fellow and says. ‘ Shoot!’ and he shot, Yesstr, Bemis had oaly
one eye Died years later Died with only one eye”

People didn’t mince words 1n those days When a nameless
woman came to a gold-strike 1n the Ceeur d'Alénes with nine-
teen men and during an argument with one of them shot him
dead with his own pistol, 1t was taken calmly She simply
stepped to the door of the tent and announced quietly *“ I've
shot Haidhatt” That’s all there was to 1t Good riddance, any-
way. Hardhat, in all likelihood, would be missed by no one, not
even his mother A committee was sct up to act as coroner In
the committee’s report 1t was regretted that 1t had been left to
a lady to clean up the camp

Frontier justice was rugged and individualistic No one
thought any less—in fact, everyone thought rather better—of
an old judge who liked to tell the story of how he was trying
the case of a famous attempt at murder, and during the time of
the trial he fell off his horse into an 1cy stream and had to put
in at an empty cabin to dry himself off He couldn't get a fire
started without paper and finally he took the testimony out
of hus inside pocket, used 1t 1n the stove, and dismissed the case
on the grounds of insufficient evidence The case didn’t have
much point anyway, 1n his opinton Nobody was hurt The in-
tended victim had been saved by the lump of silver dollars he
carried in his pocket, which the bullet dented but did not pene-
trate Main pownt of it was* " No ladies was hurt, so why not
forget about 1t?” Men should be able to take care of themselves

Women who frequented dance halls, hurdy-gurdy houses,
and other social centres of mining-camp days were bound to see
some fancy shooting and some fancy characters The greatest

—., marksman of them all was Hank Vaughn, who liked to whip
out a silk handkerchief, give an end to an opponent, and shoot
it out with him ac handkerchief range Ferd Patterson, another
flashy gentleman, noted for his prowess at faro, was long re-
membered for his spectal get-up consisting of high-heeled
shoes, plaid trousers, a watch-chain of nugget, and a frock coat
of beaver trimmed with otter  When no one 1s left alive who
can remember Ferd's costumes, Idaho records will remember
him because he scalped his mistress

Contrary to the written opinton of historians, old-timers
assert that a dance-hall or hurdy-gurdy woman was nor as good

y
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as the average woman 1n a’ parlour house. And again that
qualifying adjective “ good ” applies not to their personal lives
(which were not judged), but to their standards of fair play,
generosity of spirit, and so on  Old-timers will tell you that
hurdy-gurdy gisls tried to get something for nothing They
would rob a man when he was off guard, and they charged high
for such innocent pleasures as waltzing—sometimes a dollar a
dance Half of the dollar supposedly went to the management
and half to the girl This was a high rate and cleasly indicates
the scarcity of women and the value put upon them A history
of Idaho states that a large proportion of these girls were Ger-
man and were engaged in sets of four—with a chaperon!
“ Chaperon!” yells an old-timer with a look compounded of
;com and full-bodied amusement “ Well, that's a new name
or 1t.” . ‘

The names of most dance-hall girls have been forgotten. One
exception is Anna King, who was murdered 1n 2 dance-hall
brawl at Bonanza and was buried by a committee of miners
from Custer who learned that respectable townsfolk did not
want her bones to lie 1n the town graveyard They planted her
well to one stde 1n a square of earth marked by four pine trees,
So magnificent were these trees that Anna’s grave became even-
tually a state beauty spot cated for by the Department.of
Forestry. . -

There were rough times everywhere 1n the days when men
made money in phenomenal spurts and had no way to spend it
but on liquor and women Yet landladies in well-known
mining towns ran respectable houses and maintained law and
order with a grim eye, 2 quick tongue, and the aid of a China-
man who opened the door, cooked, tended bar, and kept
accounts and secrets with equal passivity.

A good parlour house had an air of luxury and comfort which
few private homes in frontier country possessed at the tume.
To get a prano over the mountains and up and down the rocky
grades of mining country was in 1itself a feat of some magni-
tude Parlour houses of the first class set a good table and
prided themselves on their cellars The women sent east for
their-finery or bought 1t from tinerant pedlars, and whatever
plumes, feathers, silks, and lace stockings they ‘could get to-
gether are still a tender memory to men who were leading a life

o
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of almost indescribable deprivation and roughness in the hope
of striking it rich 1n the hills Crumbling and woebegone com-
munities which were once roaring bonanzas in the Idaho moun-
tains still harbour old characters who recall champagne suppers
and singing in the evening around a piano with “ the gitls—
all dressed up proper, you can bet Better dressed than any
women you saw anywhere else, and wearing corsets too when
they came downstairs And no rough stuff It wasn't allowed
And no rough talk erther” The most successful landladies
maintatned a strict air of respectability and charming home-
life, on the ground floor at least.

There were also parlour houses and opium dens with Or1-
ental atmosphere to take care of the thousands of Chinamen
who poured into the mining country of the Pacific Northwest
in early boom days—often patiently to work the once-washed
claims of the whites These Ortentals set up their own com-
munity—a * Chinatown "—and lent their special life and
colour to an otherwise drab and ugly place There were
Chinese women, known by the dramatic name of “ slave gisls,”
who appeared on gala occasions like Chinese New Year to
dazzle all beholders with their creamy beauty, the intricacy of
their hair ornaments, and the embroidery of their garments
They rode quietly with downcast eyes 1n an open carriage
among the lanterns, firecrackers, skyrockets, coloured um-
brellas, and paper kites of a typical Chinese holiday crowd

Chinese women, when young and beautiful, often made a
powerful 1mpresston on the minds of young boys whose hard-
driven, overworked, unadorned pioneer mothers had little left
of any original charm or freshness they might have had before
trekking overland to the Idaho hills An old judge, dreaming
among the catefully preserved records of one of Idaho’s wild-
est towns—now a decaying stage-set for some nostalgic Western
movie—recalls the young bride of Old Wing Kee with an
almost loverlike tenderness-

" We used to watch her comb her hair in the mornings Old
Kee said we could, 1f we never got smart, or tried to sass het,
or made any noise She'd take her long black hatr and smooth
it out over her ear—just like a bird’s wing Seems like she
had some kind of paste she used, made of rhubarb—and she’'d
lay her hair along the side of her head, sort of fan-shape It was

-
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neat as a pin and yet somehow, I dunno, 1t wasn't plain, 1t was
fancy, or it seemed fancy She wore silk trousers and an em-
broidered jacket and she had the uniest feet you ever saw—
tiny asa baby’s Her hands were tiny too, and white, with little
fingers, and they folded in sort of, like a bird’s claw, only not
bony ”

The Chinese introduced opium-smoking into Idaho towns,
but 1t never took hold of the white populace. Men who re-
member as adventurous boys going into the * dives ” and walk-
ing about among the sleeping occupants of the little private
cells rarely recall the expertence without a shudder “ It was
different from drunks. With a drunk he was out, and you knew
where he was But with pipe-smokers, well, it was as though
they had gone some place you or nobody could follow. They
were really gone” .

There was an established hierarchy of authority and social
standing in all parlour houses The occupant of the lowest rung
of the social ladder was the piano-player, known always as
“ the professor.” The status of a professor was well below that
of a pimp. A gentleman of the latter category was a habitué
of a house who stood in a special relationship to one of the
girls This relationship permitted him to black her eye, beat
her, and regularly take her hard-earned money with what
amounted to legal rights. In the Far West only infrequently
did a gentleman of this calling drum up trade for his mistress
Perhaps trade didn’t need drumming up :

Why the piano-player was of such lowly status is difficult to

~ determine, but all old-timers agree that he was. Sometimes

he was blind. Sometimes he was the black sheep of a good

- family. Sometimes he was merely a young man trying to earn

money to make his way in the world—but he never lived

. down such a dubious means of getting a start  Saloon-keepers
. and gamblers might—and in all likelthood would—rise 1n

the world without difficulty and live to see their grandchildren

- occupying airy social summits, but not the piano-player. A

well-known citizen 1n the Intermountain country who man-
aged to become 2 respected member of local society earned the

- money that made him a lawyer by playing a piano in a parlour

house He found it such a dark cloud on his subsequent career

- that he was quoted as saying to a man about to marry * If you

W\, E 1
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ever have children, never let them learn to play the piano It
almost ruined me”

The pariah status of " professors * 15 made perfectly clear in
a story told in Hailey, Idaho, by an old man with a young
memory The story concerns a Dutchman who returned to
camp with a black eye and on questioning replied—with a
Dutch accent guaranteed to bring down the house—" Vell, I
vent to see that sveet Amy and I had a nize time, but ven in
the morning I started uptown, the piano-player he valked along
vith me and I said to hum- “ It's better maybe you valk a little
quicker as I don’t vant to valk uptown mit a vhorehousc piano
player,’ and he hauled off and hit me 1n the eye” -

Parlour house fights were more infrequent than you mlght
believe, but they did take place Sometimes the cause lay in
the sudden striking it rich of a man in the hills who would
come to the nearest town and take over a house until he had
spent all his gold He would bring his friends and fellow pros-
pectors and they would eat, drink, dance, and celebrate until
the last cent was gone Then the landlady—invariably a gen-
erous-hearted old girl—would say - * The party’s over, but here,
take this, you'll be needing it,” and she would give him some
money to tide him over Also she would grub-stake him for his
return to the hills While he was spending his money, however,
the regular patrons of a house sometimes resented exclusion
from their favourite haunts They would then organize a gang
of their friends and storm the citadel Some Homeric combats
took place as a consequence One old man, well past seventy,
. on his way back to the hills for the hundredth time in a
kaleidoscopic life, stopped long enough to recall one of the
battles of his youth His eyes gleamed and his false teeth beat
a delicate castanet in pleasure as he described the high point
of the fray in which he climbed up on the grand piano with
the big brass spittoon in his hands the better to “ klop ” his
assailant (whose back was fortunately turned at the moment
as he reached for a chair) “on the noggin with the gaboon.”
The force of the blow broke the piano top, but he was glad to
pay for 1t After all, the sum was a minor figure in the days
when men shook dice.on the corner of the bar for a thousand
dollars a throw.
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The origins of most landladies and famous female characters
of the mining boom days are Jost for ever Any woman who got
ahead and eventually ran her own place 1nvariably had * folks
back East who never knew nothing about her life until they
came to bury her "—and-sometimes not then, as the whole
town would turn out to honour one of these women if she had
been enough of a public benefactor Such funerals quite often
began solemnly and ended 1n carnival, which was probably
quite tn accordance with the wishes of the deceased One
famous character’s last ride near Boise turned into a spirited
horse race ‘The hearse and the carriages of the mourners on the
way to the cemetery were driving abreast, rather than in a single
line, 1n order to avoid the heavy fog of alkaline dust raised in
dry weather The parallel arrangement proved too much for the
suggestible drivers One man applied his whip The rest
followed suit . The hearse won

Stories which do survive of the origins of any of these women
are never dull That of Mother Mac of Silver City presents
some special psychological overtones She was a good woman
and a model wife untl the day when neighbours came bringing
the news that her husband was dead in 2 mine accident. She
took to her bed and the bottle—which she had never touched
before-—and remained alone, drinking, until she passed into
a coma. “Never washed or combed her hatr or nothing”
When she emerged from the coma she put the bottle away and
never touched it again She packed her bags and departed for
the booming town of Silver City, Idaho Here she calmly
opened the best parlour house in the community, although, 1t is
asserted, she herself took no part in local revels and remained
true to the memory of her husband

Molly b'Damn is another personality whose mysterious
origins tease the fancy. She appeared in the mining town of
Murray 1n 1884 with a packtrain-from Thomson’s Falls She
had no name but Molly bDamn Her contemporaries describe
her as " an uncommonly ravishing personality Her face gave
no evidence of dissipation, her clothes no hint of her profession
About her, at times, was an atmosphere of refinement and cul-
ture” On occaston * she quoted with apparent understanding
from Shakespeare, from Milton, from Dante She was soon the
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reigning queen of the Murray underworld.” She died 1n her
bed with the mystery about her sull unsolved and the miners
buried her 1n grand style in the lonely hills

Another famous Idaho character whose respectable married
name 1s best left unmentioned 1s said to have been a sister of
Calamity Jane. This statement is sworn to by the ballad-singing,
half-blind hermit who lives near the Golden Anchor mine alone
with his memories, which include such garish items as a harem
of seven Sioux squaws This old man bases his assertion on his
remembrance of the night he saw Calamity Jane’s brother
going down to a dance hall—whether in Deadwood Guich,
Blackfoot, or Virginia City he did not say—to shoot his younger
sistef because she was “turmin’ out bad” Apparently the
younger sister dectded to leave home hastily, for she survived,
and she did not reform The records say that Calamity Jane—
who could outlie, outshoot, outswear, and outdrink any ten
men of her era, and who boasted of campaigning against the
Arizona Apaches;-scouting for Sioux on the Rosebud, and
swimming the Platte River with dispatches for Custer, thus
avoiding the massacre of the Little Big Horn——did have a sister
She had, as a matter of record, two, but data on them are
scarce, ranging from virtuous deaths from tuberculosis brought
on by leaning over steaming laundry tubs, to apprenticeship

~to Mother Mustache, the queen of the underworld gamblers
of'six states The latter activity seems a more likely career for
a sister of the Far West's most untrammelled female This
sister, if such she was, had another name before her Idaho one
It was, says the hermit of the Golden Anchor, Lousy Liz.

She came walking on foot, a woman no longer in her first
youth, through the Idaho foothills in early spring, bound for
the Thunder Mountain mining boom. In latter years she
admitted, rather shamefacedly, that the beauty of the country-
side 1n its spring green persuaded her to stay. She found a
willing and lonesome old-timer who married her and she settled
down to collecting furs, and weird gnarled roots which she had
cut, polished, and made into furniture By the time she died
her collections of furs and furniture had become famous. Even
in the solitude of the lonely Idaho hills drama was bound to
seek out such a woman. One day three men came through her
place bound for a prospecting site up on the mountain above
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her. She exchanged a few words with them and wished them
luck A week later one of them, nearly dead—and well past all
help—came crawling on his belly into the yard His compan-
1ons were both gone, he said They died the first night they
opened their home-packed rations He had managed to crawl
out and down the mountan, but by the next day he too was
dead The woman had him buried on the hull behind her house
This was 1n autumn. In the spring, with the waters still swol-
len with melting snow, 2 tight-faced woman came asking her
way to the destination of the three prospectors The old hermit
of the Golden Anchor, much younger then and not yet blind,
led her to the abandoned camp, though 1t was hard going. She
paid him well to dig up the bodies and look at the remains, and
she stopped at the third grave on the hill before going away
The hermit 1s sure, as was Calamity Jane’s sister, that it was she .
who had packed their poisoned food She wanted to make cer-
tain that they were all quite dead No one reported her. People
minded their own business i1n those days The assumption
would be that she had her reasons for what she did. They con-
cerned no one else Certainly a relative of Calamuty Jane’s
wasn't gotng out seeking the law

" We used to be realists,” said the former mayor of an Idaho
town. “Now we're ostriches I always encouraged parlour
houses What else are you going to do 1na frontier community
with twenty men to every woman? I could tell the Army a
thing or two about public health. . . Another thing, compét-
itron makes for better conditions in the sporting world. One
parlour house 1n a town 1s no good When I had only one I tele-
phoned to Boise and got an old Silver City gizl on the phone
* Mamue, I said, * come on over here and open up a place I've
got a good proposition for you’ She came and we made an
agreement—no public advertising, no fights, regular medical
examination When the town got virtuous and closed the
patlour houses I want you to know disease shot up 1n this place
like a rocket”

“Times aren’t so different,” said an old Idahoan who had
made and lost a series of fortunes in sheep, mining, and saloon-
keeping "I don’t notice much general improvement. If any-
thing, I think people are looser now—in a different way. I
don’t think people know as much about entertaining themselves
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any more either I can remember the old days when the Basque
sheep-herders used to come into my place up at the Forks and
put on a special dance they had No, not around a woman’s hat
on a pole—but I've heard about that one This was different
They'd start dancing to someone playing one of them accor-
dions they had, and they'd begin peeling off their clothes, first
their hats, then their shirts, then their trousers, and so on down
—all but their boots—they kept them on—and when they
was all naked they'd start dressing again, all in time to the
music and no rough stuff and no getting out of rhythm, and the
last fellow dressed stood the drinks Where'd you see a thing
like that any more, I want to know? Except maybe 1n the
movies—all sugared up for the public.”

“ People don't seem to have time for any fun any more,” said
another old-timer, looking out at the sunbaked hills with hus
rheumy blue eyes *“ Maybe people haven't got the hearts they
used to have People used to be on the same level, seems to me
Now, take Silver City—life was rough, but everybody knew
everybody After I heard my father tell my mother the story
of Mother Mac I stopped dropping stones on her roof from the
hull, like I used to . ."” His voice went on, dreamily, nasally

On the desk before him lay the Historscal Directory of
Owyhee County, Idaho, 1898. Where he had opened it there
was a reproduction of a photograph showing a back-drop of a
castle-ltke mansion, turreted and gabled, a cross between Span-
ish and Norman English Before thus dream-image there had
been posed a work-worn frontter couple with sunken eyes, lined
and hard-bitten faces Said the book. * The social hife of Silver
Cuty 1s free from the petty jealousies and heart-burnings that
are so common in small places where the upper ten and cod-
fish aristocracy swell over their inferiors Here there 1s a pleas-
ant natural commingling between all classes, and a cordial
hospitality rules society.”

The general aturude 1n mining country toward “ sporting
women ” was straightforward and honest Men felt genuine
gratitude for their presence in a rough and ugly environment
which had little externally to tempt a woman to stay. The most
successful landladies were, judging from the oral records—
and there are no others—hard-headed realists, forthright and
outspoken, warm-hearted to a fault, generous to the sick and
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those down on their luck. Undoubtedly it was not merely a
first fatal * slip ”, but a real appetite for life beyond the confines
of some restricted Middle Western community that sent many
of these women west on their great adventure.

EIGHT
THE PROPHET

WHEN NARCISSA WHITMAN and Eliza Spalding upset the
established routine of daily life at Fort Vancouver by taking
their meals with the men, instead of accepting the segregation
to which the Indian and half-breed wives at the fort were accus-
tomed, they were unconsciously forecasting new conditions 1n
the Far Northwest The young daughter of the chief factor
wrote of them with a certain wistfulness.  When the mission-
ary ladies came 1t was quite different Then we mingled more”
It has been pointed out that Narcissa and Eliza were, without
realizing 1t, the first local advocates of women'’s rights

‘Women who had walked or ridden month after weary month
across desert and mountain, enduring all the hardships of the
men, and running greater risks because of their physical handi-
caps, were not of a mind to be excluded from any masculine
privileges once they reached the Far West Mrs Whitman was
considerably piqued when certain members of the missionary
pand objected to women praying aloud in public in the com-
pany of men. Had she been alive forty years later when Abi-
gail Scott Duniway was using church platforms from which
to speak of the subject of women's rights, it 1s likely that
Narcissa would have lent her enthusiastic support.

Abigail Scott, who was to become Abigail Duniway—one
of the most reviled and eventually one of the most honoured
of Far Western women—was only a young gisl when, in 1851,
she made the long trip to Oregon with her family. As an old
woman, writing the tart and tender reminiscences of her long
fight for equal suffrage, she said she could look back to child-
hood and see already hints of the kind of woman she was to
become When still just a chuld, during the dramatic * log cabin
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and hard cider ” campaign of Willlam Henry Harrison, she
stood on a stump 1n an Iilinois village to harangue her play-
mates about * Tippecanoe and Tyler too” Words were to be
her tools

Abigail was seventeen when the Scott family—over the in-
effectual protests of the mother—set out on the journey to the
- West It was Abigail who kept the journal of the plains trip,
though the task might well have fallen to her talented brother,
Harvey, destined to become in time the great edrtor of the
Northwest’s first great newspaper, the Oregonian,

Absgail was by nature ambitious, quick-witted, passionate,
and studious. Though nothing was supposed to be taken on
the trail to Oregon worth less than a dollar a pound, serious-
minded Abigail managed to smuggle into the covered wagon
Webster's Elementary Speller. She was eager for knowledge and
for experience, but young in life she faced the bard truth that
to be a woman was a severe handicap She could always remem-
ber with bitter irony the weeping words of her mother at the
birth of a new child: " Poor baby! She'll be a woman some
day Poor baby! A woman’s lot is so hard.” No one wanted
gtrls on the Midwestern frontier, though it was to be different
later in the Far West, whete women were at a premium.

Abigail, the third child born in less than four years to a frail
woman, was the second girl of the family The first-born, a boy,
bad died When she was only ten, Abigail heard from her
mother the story of the disappointment she had felt at the
arrival of a second daughter Abigail never forgot this painful
blow to her pride. It started her questioning woman’s lot 1n
the world She herself was to have five sons and one daughter,
and—perhaps 1n consequence of her own early hurt—the
daughter always held the place closest to her heart.

Mrs Scott died on the Western trip, succumbing easily to
cholera, worn out as she was with years of drudgery and con-
stant childbearing All her sensittve children suffered from
this loss, but none more than Abigail, ugnless it was Harvey,
who as a grown man would pace the floor in the nights, stll
tortured with thoughts of the essential tragedy of his mother’s
life When Abigail was waging her great suffrage fight in the
Western country, her brother, without openly espousing the
suffrage cause, would 1nsert in his powerful newspaper helpful
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stories of injustice to women Thus he tried to balance the sorry
ledger

In spite of Abigail’s native gifts of intelligence and spurt,
fate might well have kept her bitter and frustrated 1n anony-
mous drudgery on some Oregon farm had not a sertes of mis-
fortunes paradoxically provided her with a way out Shortly
after teaching Oregon, she married Ben Duniway and gave up
school-teaching to become, like all women of the period, a
“ servant without wages” Her days followed a monotonous,
heavy tound of scrubbing, washing, churning, milking, mend-
1ng, sewing, and cooking not only for her family and the hired
men, but for assorted bachelor friends of Mr. Duniway’s who
frequented the Duniway * hotel ” as Abigail called it.

Abigail’s powerful will gave her a seemingly inexhaustible
source of energy. Actually she was not a strong woman and she
said in after years—with the bitterness that she could not
keep from her remembrances—that she was poorly fitted for
the tasks she, as a farmer’s wife, was expected to perform for
“ hale and hearty men” Her physical weaknéss was due to the
fact that her " farchful mother ” had worn both herself and Abt-
gail " to a frazzle ” by stmuilar drudgery before Abigail was born

Her first chance to escape farm to1l came when her husband,
without consulting her or asking her advice—indeed, against
her unsolicited protest—signed a note for a friend What Abi-
gail had feared would happen shortly came to pass Mr Duni-
way was forced to pay the note and thereby lost his farm This
inadent gave Abigail her first close look at a grave social in-
justice Although she, asa woman, had nothing to say about the
disposal of thetr property, when the summons was served ,in
the absence of her husband, it was legally served on her What
kind of law was this?> You were held jointly accountable with
your husband, yet you had no rights of your own?

Enraged as she was by this example of woman's inequality
before the law, Abigail was secretly pleased by the loss of the
farm It allowed the Duniways to move to town In town the
second fateful yet fortunate mischance occurred: her husband
was invalided 1n a runaway accident To most women the
future would now have looked very dark. The prospect of
supporting a family single-handed might have broken a weaker
spirit, but to Abigail 1t pointed the way to eventual frcedom.
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She got a job teaching school Although she had to rise at three
1n summer and four 1n winter to clean house and prepare break-
fast for her six children, her husband, and her boarders, she did
not mind. She could at least “ rest ” at her desk while teaching
the primary classes. With the upper divisions, however, there
was little rest  She never had time to study any of the lessons in
advance and had to work them out with her unsuspecting pupils
as they went along But she was learning with them, and this
was reward enough for her

School-teaching was to Abigail simply a means to earn
enough money to go into a trade where she might really pros-
per She was always fundamentally a realist Although she con-
sidered education of paramount concern, she knew that
educators were never honoured with more than a living wage
Abigail had plans and they involved the making of money As
soon as she had thirty painfully saved dollars 1n her pocket, she
went to Portland to interview the town’s richest merchant,
Jacob Meter Some 1dea of Abigail’s air of determination and
efficiency can be gained from the fact that Meter insisted that
she take $1,200 worth of goods on credit. Abigail was pet-
suaded to plunge and did so In three weeks she was back with
her debts paid, willing to risk $3,000 more

Millinery led Abigail into life She had an opportunity to
observe, at first hand, contemporary females from every w
of life What she saw did not impress her. Including herself
1n her judgment, she remarked that “ half of us are dolls, half
of us are drudges, and all of us are fools ”

Abigail, honest and forthright to a fault, had to share inds-
rectly -in little games of deceit which women—given no
allowance and no financial independence—had to practise on
their husbands She would see women pretend to buy for their
little girls, 1n the presence of their husbands, the * six-bit ” hats
favoured by Indian berry-pickers, and, the moment the man left
the store, change to the fashionable " Neapolitans” The
difference 1n price they paid off bit by bit as they could pilfer
small change from their.husband’s pockets in the nights

When Abigail, troubled at betng an accomplice 1n dishon-
esty, took her misgivings to another merchant of Albany, he
only laughed at her qualms Said he “ We merchants couldn’t
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make any profic on fancy goods 1f 1t wasn’t for what the women
steal from their husbands”

But Abigail could not condemn women alone Husbands
stole too They stole the “ butter money ” of their wives—the
one piuful source of 1ncome allowed to women 1n a farming
countrystdde Among all the sordid tales she heard of stolen but-
ter money the one that rankled longest had to do with a pros-
perous farmer who took his wife’s careful hoard and contrib-
uted 1t to the purchase of a thoroughbred racehorse that was
the talk of the countryside The poor woman, far gone 1n ili-
ness, with a flock of litde stair-steps, a babe at her breast, and
another on the way, came to Abigail to beg a job of plain sew-
ing to enable her to buy her disappointed little gisls the water-
proof suits she had been promusing them for a year Before
the next year was out the woman was dead, and Abigail, listen-
ing to a mintster preach a sermon of condolence to the bereaved
husband, felt the juices of anger and discontent stir strongly in
her heart.

It was all too plain that women had no rights of any kind
Abigail—the confidante of the countryside—could not keep
out of the little dramas enacted around her daily She would
go with weeping women to court to protest against injustices
She would try to set up 1n a boarding house, or in some small
business, a wife and mother whose drunkard husband had
deserted her—only to have the husband return again drink up
the savings and mortgage anew the furniture

Absgail sowed the seeds of question in as many feminine
minds as she dared Even before she broke all precedent and
went out into public life with her challenge to women to
assert their rights, she had a foretaste of the pillorying to which
she was to be subjected

The first sign of community disapproval came in 2 valentine,
of which Abigail was able to speak with amusement 1n her old
age, though at the tume 1t brought only floods of tears The
valentine showed the picture of a trembling henpecked hus-
band to whom squalling children were clinging, while an ugly

witch of 2 woman brandished 2 broom Below were written the
words
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Fiend, devil’s imp, or what you will

You surely your poor man will ki,
With luckless days and sleepless nights,
Haranguing him with Woman's Rights.

Actually it was her caricatured husband to whom Abigail
gave credit for showing her that though she might protest all
she pleased about the slavery of women, nothing would change
until females had the right to vote and equal rights before the
law ‘The " light broke ” on her, as she said, at the age of thirty-
six She then deliberately chose woman suffrage for her life
work, taking Lincoln’s words about equality for all “and by
no means excluding women ” as her watchword.

In 1871 Abigail moved her family to Portland and founded
a newspaper for women, the New Northwest, Portland was
only a village with one main street of shops, a few crude hotels
and Chinese laundries, with saloons along the river-front, but 1t
was the leading community of the state She rented two upper
bedrooms of a two-story frame house, hired a foreman at
twenty-five dollars a week, set her sons to learning printing,
and was soon well embarked on the next stage of her career

The founding of a newspaper for women was an astounding
feat It put her at once 1nto the same category with such brave
women of the East as Susan B Anthony, Julia Ward Howe,
Elizabeth Cady Stanton, who, since the Civil War, had deter-
mined to gan for themselves privileges no longer denied * even
the meanest ex-slave”

In the same year that she founded her newspaper Abigail
met for the first tume the great Susan B Anthony. She came
to Portland to speak on woman suffrage, and Abigail, as her
manager, toured the Willamette Valley towns and went north
into Washington Territory to spread the word. The New
Northwest, as the channel for information about the notortous
visiting * man-hater,” found 1ts circulation booming Foe as
well as friend took to reading it

Her years as a milliner had helped Abigail to understand the
psychology of women She knew that you often reached them
through such frivolous or seemingly unimportant matters as
hem-lengths, recipes for mutton stew, tdeas on cutting over an
old moiré So she began a free-advice-to-readers column 1n her

|
|
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newspaper It abounded 1n homely advice, but 1t also conveyed
i pithy style her opinions on matters esseatially feminine

She interested herself 1n fashions. “ You need not make a
skirt with a train  Hope you are going to be a sensible help-
meet to your future husband and, if so, you must begin by
dressing sensibly. A tratling dress 1s an emblem of degradation.”

Abigail looked forward to the day when 2 woman could
“ go to a fashionable clothier’s, get a suit of clothes as a man
now can and have done with this eteinal nonsense about some-
thing suitable to wear.”

Women responded to the new newspaper. They wrote
asking desperately what they could do to earn a living, naming
theur pitiful qualifications Abigail would fire back suggestions
To one eager woman she wrote suggesting that the correspond-
ent open a shirt factory “'We could assist you to buy linen,
muslin, buttons and thread at wholesale prices and can give you
exact patterns of the most celebrated styles”

Once, astonsshingly enough, she suggested- * Why couldn’t
you open an 1ntelligence office” It would be interesting to
know what qualifications this particular woman had sent in

Occastonally Abigail’s public-correspondence gives a psycho-
logical 1nsight into one, of the darker convolutions of her
nature. “ No, we don't believe in bridal tours Spend your
honeymoon with your bereaved mother whose present heart-
ache you will never realize until your daughter stands in your
present situation ” A honeymoon with a mother-in-law! What
kind of woman was this? Abigail’s autobiography, Path Break-
ing, and the columns of her paper reveal that where her daugh-
ter was concerned, she was a woman with a most possessive
nature Clara was the great love of her life. Abigail confessed
in a chapter of her book called Mortwiry Reminiscences that
when Clara died she too wished to die, but her daughter mus-
mured, “ You must stay to finish your work, Ma” Abigail had
hoped that Clara would continue where she left off, but this
was not to be. Seemingly quite out of character, yet very reveal-
ing, 1s her further comment on Clara’s death. “ She passed
away 1n January 1886, but I heard from her through private
psychic sources within a month, and I have never since been
able to think of her as dead ”

The continued stories that Abigail wrote for her newspaper,
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Ellen Dowd, the Farmer's Wife, Judith Reid, the Plain Story
of @ Plain Woman, ase clearly chronicles of her own experi-
ences as a struggling young housewife and mother Though
they are hastily written, rambling, opinionated chronicles of
the lives of women of the period, they undoubtedly attracted
readers, for they told of the daily experiences common to the
whole proneer countryside

Abigail’s gift for homely narrative, her natural sense of the
weight and use of words, were helpful to her when she begari
her public life as a speaker on the antagonizing subject of
women’s rights Such a thing as a woman speaker was almost
unheard of at that time Abigail herself, not many years before,
had been hissed for daring to enter a hall with her husband
just to listen to a male lecturer Though people might come
to hear her for all the wrong reasons, Abigail did not mind As
long as she could raise her voice and be heard she would en-
dure the physical hardships and the 1nsults And so she junketed
through the Western states for years, enduring all the travel
discomforts of the pioneer period and risking the loss of her
good name by being forced to spend so much time in steamers
and stagecoaches 1n the company of men only With her strong
handsome face alert under 1ts conservative but expensive hat,
with her “ sensible ” shoes, her neat gloves, her inevitable um-
brella, she became a famuliar figure to the captains of river
steamboats and the drivers of stagecoaches in the expanding
Western land.

In the red plush salons of the comfortable steamers that

made the journey up the Columbia River to the inland coun-
try, Abigail planted her little seeds of rebellion in the minds
of any women met by chance If allowed to, she would make
speeches on deck 1n those sections of the river between rapids
when travellers were bored or restless Under the rocky green
cliffs of the western stretch of the river, or the stripped yellow
hills of the easternpart, she would quietly take up collections
for the cause When the steamer tied up at some riverside
village for the night, she would go ashore, try to find a room
large enough to hold a meeting, and proceed to deliver a
speech .
She endured uncomplainingly the hard journeys over roads
that were virtually impassable in the long rainy season She
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hoped only for the luck of a seat beside the driver, on the
“ boot ” above the billows of dust She was never too tired to
enjoy local colour and to store it away for a fund of homely
incident on which she counld draw in her speeches She was
one of the first women to brave the hazardous journey on
Dorsey Baker’s rawhide railroad from Wallula to Walla Walla
The trip was dangerous because cattlemen, fearing the end of
the Western stage industry, blocked the doctor’s enterprise
1n every way they could Dead cattle across the tracks were a
favourite device, but the pioneer capitalist foiled his enemies
by training a little dog to run ahead on the tracks and give
warning 1n time to avord wrecks After a day of stopping and
starting, of jolting and swaying on the natrow-gauge track,
Abigail would get off at Walla Walla, find a room, make her-
self tidy, and repair to the parlouts of the Stein House to spread
the word of equal suffrage. '

She became used in time to being turned out of parlours by
irate husbands when she was found deep in dangerous convet-
sation with thetr timidly questioning wives Yet many women
as well as nien hated and feared her In Jacksonwille, Oregon,
she had the terrifying experience of being rotten-egged by
some of the rough element 1n this mining town * Missouri
bush-whackers,” Abigail called them, and referred to their
weapons as “ Jacksonville arguments™

No matter how much of a freak she was considered, the
Pixley Sisters with their daring song-and-ddnce act could still
get the hall of any town sooner than Abigail could Clergymen,
inclined to be lenient to a respectable woman with a message
abopt “ freedom,” sometimes opened their churches to her, but
few would attend who did not belong to the denomination the
buslding served. Even in churches she ‘was not free of the
threat of heckling Once a choir of women was organized to
sing her down, and they would rise and burst into 2 hymn every
time she got to her feet to speak Finally they had to resort to
the Doxology to clear the chutch, for Abigail just kept on rising
and getting out a sentence at a time.

Sometimes in the fast-growing crude West her audience
gathered 1n the skeleton frame of a future school, store, or
hotel. Sometimes it was a blacksmith shop or a stable Abigail
even learned to accept the back room of a saloon on those occa-
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stons when the key of the hall she bad engaged would be
mystertously missing At least in the back room of a saloon she
was sure of an audience—and an audience was all she wanted
By the yellow light of the kerosene lamps she would stand n
quiet dignity, making her vivid pictures of women's daily
humiliations, of the 1njustice implicit 1n the fact that those who
bore the children had no legal right to decide anything about
their lives, that an irrésponsible drunkard could still, in the
eyes of the law, take his wife’s property for his own and impov-
erish his family without legal rebuke )

She knew how to make people laugh with her sharp retorts
and the sting of her provincial wit. And often reluctantly they
had to admiure her for her spunk Once the floor of a primitive
half-constructed hotel collapsed with her audience, but Abi-
gal’s clear voice kept down panic: “Don’t hurry; friends
Remaitn perfectly quiet and there will be no danger.” Fortun-
ately the lamps had not fallen from their brackets. The crowd
obeyed Abigail's orders Within half an hour they had gathered
around her 1n another room

Often after a lecture she had to sleep with children in a cot-
ner bed in some strange house Frequently she sat up all night
because there was no place for her to go, or because she had to
travel after dark to make her next engagement.

Only “ sporting ” women lived life with such licence as this,
and Abigail paid a price for her courage She heard many a
libellous tale about herself—that she smoked, drank, met
strange men in hotel bedrooms, that her husband was a broken
man, that her children ran wild Once a particularly scurrilous
item was published about her 1n a Portland weekly. It came
under the eyes of her loyal sons, at the breakfast table Rising
and leaving their meal untouched, they went quickly from the
house Later 1n the day Abigail learned that they were out of jail
on ten thousand dollars’ bail, charged ‘with assault and battery
When the next morntng, in distress and trying to hold back her
tears, she appeared on the main street of Portland to go about
her business, a prominent young attorney, J N Dolph, who
was later to be a Senator, came up to her and warmly extended
his hand A group of men, gathered in an excited knot to discuss
the affair, promptly took their cue from Mr Dolph They
ceremoniously removed their hats and remained uncovered as
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Abigail went weeping by The community took the stand that
the boys had done right to fight for their mother’s good name.
Even the prosecuting attorney, Judge J. F. Caples, risked his
official standing to say to Abigad’s boys- “ Stay with it! You
did exactly right!” Portland knew that Harvey Scott’s sister
might be a fire-eater but she was eminently respectable and the
mother of five * good " sons

Frequently when Abigail grew despondent over attacks her
sense of humour saved her. Sometimes, however, her * dander ”
got the better of her. Once on arriving at a meeting she heard
that a temperance speaker, annoyed at her refusal to link equal
suffrage and prohibition, had accused her in public of indulg-
ing 1 “ Bacchanalian revelries ” with men 1n hotels As soon as
she heard this she sent a note to the platform asking the man to
repeat what he had said before her arrival. After a whispered
colloquy the assistant chairman rose to make a resolution that
no one should be aliowed to speak who was not already on the
platform ~They knew Abigail, but not quite well enough’ She
managed to get to her feet well up front and repeat what she
had heard and to ask the man how he would like 1t if she took
the opportunity of repeating “the often circulated scandal,”
falsely accusing him of killing four of his deceased wives.” The
meeting broke up

Abigail’'s difference of opinion with the temperance forces
led her 1nto many difficulties Actually it was one proof of her
good common sense. She realized that women must not confuse
their inalienable rights as human beings with a plea for pro-
tection from drunkards by compulsory prolibition She saw
that an idea about freedom, like the idea 1nvolved in equal
suffrage, and an idea about prohibition by force, as involved in
the campaign to depriye everyone—temperate as well as intem-
perate—of alcohol, were not ideas that could make a working
team if linked together Force and freedom were polar oppo-
sites no matter how you looked at the problem

She believed that when the national officers of equal suffrage
allied themselves with the group working for enforced temper-
ance, hoping thereby to bring more women into their battle
for votes, they disastrously retarded the progress of the suffrage
movement Those Western states that granted equal suffrage
relatively early in the fight were states in which fanatic mem-

.. X
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bers of the W CTU were well outnumbered by ladies of more
doubtful character but sounder knowledge of men Idaho, Colo-
rado, Wyoming, and Utah granted women the franchise with
comparatively slight struggle—though Abigail made a hasty
trip to Boise 1n 1896 to prevent the Women'’s Christian Tem-
perance Union from “ spoiling everything ” with anti-saloon
propaganda 1n a state composed largely of miners and cattle-
men In the four states that granted the franchise, Abigail re-
marked acidly that men had not been aroused to stubboraness
by any *tambourine campaign” Washington, which had
granted women the right to vote when it was still a territory,
took away the privilege when 1t became a state, simply because,
said Abigail, too many earnest and 1ill-advised females thought
to get their way with a whip.

About the problem of liquor-drinking Abigail was hard-
headed and dignified She had talked too long about individual
human liberty to allow herself the inconsistency of making an
exception of those who enjoyed alcoholic spirits The spectacle
of pious women of certain Oregon communtties taking their
knitting and going to sit all day in local saloons as a way of
shaming men out of drink made no appeal to her She might
even have sympathized—on the grounds of 1ndependent action
for all—with the scene made by one harassed drinker 1n an
Oregon saloon After females had pushed their way tnto his
favourite hang-out and annoyed him with their shrill hymn-
singing and exhortations to seek Jesus, he turned around glass
in hand to remark * T'hss 1s my Christ!” While the women
stood gasping, he downed his whisky in a single gulp

When an emotional and muddle-headed woman whom Ab:-
gail met on a train told her that 1t would not be long until that
* curse of curses ” alcohol would be driven from the land, Abi-
gail tartly commented that in her opinion there was only one
Power capable of prohibiting * snow-storms and alcohol ” and
He didn't seem ready to act This piece of blasphemy led
directly to the shocked question: “Do you mean to say that
God is the author of alcohol?” * Certainly,” fesponded Abigail
* The Bible tells us that God makes everything "

Although Abigail did riot believe 1n drink, never touched it,
_and had five sons who also were teetotallers, she had no patience
with people who thought they could determine conduct for all
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their fellow men. Unctuous self-righteousness aroused her most
bitter scorn. At a temperance meeting 1o Salem—in the early
days before she saw clearly that the prohibition forces were
going to wreak havoc with the equal-suffrage campaign—she
had a run-in with a certain clergyman who said in a public
speech “I charge the sins of the world upon the mothers of
men There are twenty-two thousand fallen women in New
York—two millions of them in America—we cannot afford to
let this element vote ”

Abigail jumped to her feet to retort Shaking her finger men-
acingly at 2 minster who could utter such un-Christian words,
she cried *“How dare you make such charges against the
mothers of men? You tell us of two millions of fallen women,
who, you say, would vote for drunkenness, but what say you,
sir, to the twenty mullions of fallen men—and all voters—
whose patronage alone enables fallen women to live? Would
you disfranchise therm, sir? 1 pronounce your charge a libel on
womanhood and I know that if we were voters you would not
dare to utter 1t.”

Abigail never lacked for a hot retort to pierce the balloons of
prejudice and ignorance One of the most common questions
put to timid women who thought they might like to vote was.
How would you like to serve on a jury and be locked in a room
with eleven men? The idea was indecent Indecent! cried Abi-
gail; was it more indecent than the idea that, though women
might not sit on juries, juries might try them for their lives?
Another standard argument was that if women voted they
should also fight. When it came to bravery, replied Abigail,
what-man 1n battle had ever faced more danger and pain than
a woman during the delivery of a child When a “ concerted
stripling,” as she characterized him, remarked that he was will-
ing to give women all their rights except the privilege of
voting, she inquired smartly* * How did our rights and privil-
eges, political or otherwise, happen to come into your posses-
sion, my boy?”

Abigail despised the use of such blinds as the words * sup-
ported ” and * protected ” which men so often applied to their
wives " Supported and protected at hard labour 1n an econo-
mucal fashion,” said she Once riding on a stagecoach 1n eastern
Washington—the only woman among men, as she so often was
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—a fellow traveller who had been warming himself with a
bottle spoke up jocosely “ Madame! You ought to be at
home enjoying yourself like my wife is doing I want to bear
all the hardships of life myself, and let her sit by the fire. toast-
ing her footsies ”

Abigail sard nothing. Having no ammunition, she allowed
the passengers to poke their elbows into one another’s ribs at
her expense But, unhappily for the poor man, when the stage-
coach dropped him in front of his 1solated home, his wife stood
in the yard in the falling snow chopping away at the wood-
pile “Good-bye,” cried Abigail, leaning out, * I sce that your
wife is toasting her footstes” She could sull chuckle at that
one in her seventies.

“ The wonder was,” satd Abigail as an old woman, * that any-
one should have been endowed with suffictent courage to
endure and persevere in her demand for woman’s enfranchise-
ment.”

But it didn’t matter who it was, a stubborn butcher 1n
Yakima or the great Horace Greeley, Abigail would not stand
for any pompous nonsense She met Horace Greeley on one of
her many trips to the East to attend suffrage conventions
Greeley was running for president at the time and he received
her cordially because he had been informed that she had made a
speech warmly 1n his favour But when Abigail spoke of her
miussion—which was to seek his endorsement of the suffrage
movement—rhe 1rritably stroked his much caricatured whishers
and said 1n a voice “ as hard as hailstones™: “1I don't want
women to be men”

“ Neither do I,” responded Abigail, getting at once to her
feet to leave “1I wouldn’t be a man 1f I could! And now, Mr
Greeley, martk my words, you'll never be President You will
find that women can tear down, if they are not permitted to
build up.”

On the whole Abigail did not believe in threatening men.
She never lost sight of the main point in dealing with them,
which was that they alone enjoyed the privilege of votng, and
that they alone had the power to grant women the same right
When Washington withdrew the franchise for women, she ap-
proved of the subtle plan of Abbie H H Stuart of Olympia,
who decided to draw women into the suffrage fold without
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their knowledge by interesting them 1n " culture ” She founded
the Olympia Women’s Club, the progenitor of all Northwest
women’s clubs In these clubs women, without alarming their
husbands or even fully realizing themselves what was happen-
ing to them, prepared themselves for public life by learning
how to conduct 2 meeting, how to address a chair, how to offer
a motion, how to abide by rules of order.

This was just a little more subtle—and a somewhat more
dignified—means of getting what they wanted than the tactics
employed by other Washington suffragists. Mary Olney Brown
described in the History of Women Suffrage in America the
coups and compromises of the women of the territory of Wash-
1ngton, 1n the days when they had the right to vote but were
laughed at for trying to exercise thetr franchise. On election
day ladies who wanted to go to the polls organized elaborate
picnic lunches. They played the old trick of lulling men’s sus-
picions and lowering their resistance with fried chicken, hot
biscutts, three-layer cakes, and then going on with them to the
voting place—jovially indulged by their well-fed masters in
their comic wish to play at being men When less guileful
women came along, however, and tried to threaten men with
beerless pienics and whiskyless banquets, the hushands decided
not to indulge their womenfolk any longer. They took back the

, franchise 1n 1887 and Washington women had to wait until
1910 to enjoy the vote again

Oregon waited even longer It was 1912 before Abigail
Dumway, by now an old woman, signed the Equal Suffrage
Proclamation of the state of Oregon She had written the pro-
clamation herself—an event as significant in the long un-
recorded history of women as the writing of the Constitution of
the United States was to humanity 1n general. For no woman
had ever been entrusted with the framing of so important a
paper. But the proclamation was-inexcusably tardy in a state
that over fifty years before had granted a woman’s right to
ownership of land 1n her own name, and as far back as 1874 a
Married Woman’s Property Bill to allow a married woman the
rights to her own business 1f she had one Abigail always
blamed the delay on prohibitionists and meddling female out-
stders from the national suffrage organization

By the time Abigail died, 1n 1915, she had seen many

e
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changes Women had come a long way from th¢ status they
enjoyed 1n 1876 when she-—a keen-eyed young woman from
the Far West—visited the Women’s Pavilion at the Phila-
delphia Centenntal and found there no objects more significant
than “ a few dresses sacred to royalty .. the baby cap worn by
John Quincy Adams, Jr,” and similar dull and ill-assorted odd-
ments Why not a faded calico dress and sunbonnet, a pair of
homely shoes worn thin by tramping through the dust and
stones of the American continent—so Abigail, the pioneer,
mught well have wondered.

In 1896, influenced by Mrs Stuart’s success with club meet-
ings in Washington, Abigail organized a great congress of
women 1n Oregon Delegates were 1nvited to consider the
problems specifically related to women'’s world Raised to the
dignity of tmportant matters were the care of children and the
duties of motherhood Medicine, education, art, sctence, litera- -
ture, were sertously discussed, though all controversial subjects
dealing with * sectartan gospels, partisan politics and political
revolutions ” were avorded Susan B Anthony lent the charm
and force of her remarkable presence and Abigail could well
look back on the conference with pride

Right up to her last days Abigail was reminding women of
the gratitude they should feel for the hard fight that certain
indomitable females had made in their behalf But when a
reporter interviewed her, two days after tt was certain that the
suffrage amendment had passed in Oregon, she wanted to talk
about the future, not about the past It was only three years
before her death, and she was an old lady i1n a cap and fichy,
but she said she wanted to form right away a men’s and
women's Good Government Union “I nearly said League,”
she told the reporter, “ but so many people have asked me to
“keep out all such words as club, league or soctety, as 1t would
seem to bar someone or other This 1s what we want to avoid.
We desire a Federated Union, non-partisan 1n every way. Our
aim will be to work for what 1s best 1n government, sanitation,
roads, child labour, and above all for rational recreation”

One of Abigail’s last injunctions to women to remember the
price that was paid for their freedom contains some of her
noblest words :
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“ The young women of to-day, free to study, to speak, to
write, to choose their occupation, should remember that
every inch of this freedom was bought for them at a great
price It is for them to show their gratitude by helping on-
ward the reforms of their own times, by spreading the light
of freedom and of truth still wider.”

And we know that Abigail is to be judged finally, not merely
as a sharp-tongued femunist, but as a wise prophet when she can
address to women this great and stmple truth: “ The debt that
each generation owes to the past it must pay to the furure”

NINE
THE REBEL

INTHE 1870's the town of Roseburg, Oregon, had been afflicted
for some time with a public charge, an old pauper with a com-
plication of diseases This derelict had visited 1n turn every
medical man of the community, and upon his death the doctors
decided to get together and hold an autopsy to determine the
sources of his singular ailments

Although 1n the past, 1n small Western communities, an
autopsy was often a semi-public event, a sort of ghoulish strip-
tease—for men only—this particular autopsy would, in all
likelthood, have passed unmarked 1n Jocal history had 1t not
been for the unseemly and scandalous role played i1n 1t by
Bethenia Owens Bethensa was a former milliner who not long
before had shocked everyone she knew, alienated her friends,
and embarrassed her famuly by traipsing off across country to
the Philadelphia Eclectic College to get a medical degree at
the only institution that would admit women to such un-
womanly pursuits

Her return from the East coincided with the performing of
the autopsy on Roseburg’s leading pauper. As the six doctors
gathered 1n the shed on the outskirts of town to perform the
operation before an audience of some fifty men and boys, one

4
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of them was seized suddenly with the brilliant 1dea of sending
a mock invitation to the * Philadelphia doctor.”

When Bethenia received the note, there 1s little doubt that
she understood the intention behind 1t, and all the conse-
quences that acceptance on her part would entail. But she did
not hesttate for a moment * Give the doctors my compli-
ments,” she said formally to the boy who delivered the invita-
tion, * and say that I will be there in a few moments.”

She reached the shed on the heels of the derstve laughter
with which her answer was recetved. Opening the door with
perfect dramatic tuming, she walked straight up to the nearest
physician and extended her hand Out of the abrupt and
shocked silence that greeted her appearance the doctor to
whom she first addressed berself managed to mumble some-
thing 1n a low voice Was Bethenia aware that this particular
operation involved the genitalia? She was not, replied Beth-
enia, standing her ground, five feet four and every inch imper-
jous But, said she, looking in turn into their shifting eyes, to a
doctor one part of the human body is as impersonal and as
sacred as another.

In the fresh silence one of the outraged men—a doctor whom
Bethenia had once put 1 his place because of his clumsy
handling of a sick child—announced flatly that he objected to
the presence of a woman at a male autopsy. If she were allowed
to remain he would certainly leave

Bethenia replied promptly. ‘I came here,” she said as coolly
as she could manage, * by formal invitation, and I will leave 1t
to a vote whether I go or stay. But first I would like to ask Dr
Palmer what 1s the difference between the attendance of a

. woman at a male autopsy, and the attendance of a man at a
*emale autopsy ” »

No one, including Dr Palmer, had a ready reply, and the
doctor with whom she had first shaken hands on entering the
shed finally remarked that since he had suggested that she be
invited he would vote for her to remain Four other doctors
reluctantly agreed. In the end Dr Palmer alone angrily retired

The assembled company then turned their attention to the
corpse ‘The pauper was lying on boards supported by saw-
bucks, covered with an an old worn grey blanket As one of the
doctors opened a medicine case containing the instruments for

%
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the operation, the interest of the fifty men and boys 1n the auds-
ence picked up ‘To Bethenia’s shocked dismay, the doctor with
the medicine case handed 1t across to her without a word She
had hardly bargained for this, and for a2 moment she was too
stunned to speak. When she did, 1t was only to ask faintly.
“You don’t want me to do the work, do you?”

“Oh yes, yes,” he said with feigned indifference “ Go
ahead!”

There was absolute silence in the close-packed shed while
the men waited, watching her. Bethenia did not hesitate Jong
She resolutely took the instruments from him and began the
operation.

As she operated, the word flew up and down the streets of
the little town about what was happening 1n the old shed on
the outskirts If Bethenia believed that the men who were
present secretly applauded her pluck and skill, she could hardly
have been prepared for the reception she was to get when she
emerged. She left the shed pale, shaken, but inwardly trium-
phant She found the streets outside full of women and chil-
dren who had come to laugh and catcall, to point their fingers,
and titter behind their hands Blinds were drawn, doors were
slammed as there walked past them an ex-milliner who had
dared to officiate at so disgusting a spectacle

The whole town rocked with the incident Had it not been
for the well-known and respected trigger eye of Dr. Bethenia’s
brothers, Flem and Josiah—who, though shamed to the quick
by their sister’s act, would allow no indignities to be wvisited
upon her—she might have had a very bad time of it Perhaps
Flem remembered the day 1n childhood when he had knocked
off a piece of her front tooth while wrestling with her over
who should go to the barn for a bundle of oats Perhaps he
remembered how he had run off crying bitterly. Whatever the
reason for the loyalty, Bethenia, writing her memoirs many
yeats later, was willing to concede that her family name and
pioneer connections in the Umpqua River countryside un-
doubtedly saved her from being tarred and feathered and run
out of town. She knew that only a short time before, women
medical students leaving a hospital 1 more advanced Phila-
delghta had been publicly rotten-egged by their male fellow
students
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daughter, Bethenia She was so adept at all boyish sports that
her father often patted her on‘the head and called her his boy
—not for lack of sons, certainly, since the Owens famuly, 10 true
proneer style, welcomed a new baby every two years But
Bethenia hiked to do what her brothers did and always remem-
bered the year of the Whitman massacre because 1t was the
year she won a bet with one of them that she could carry two
hundred pounds of flour.

Little, tough, yet delicate, Bethenia, with her high spirits
and her sensitive nature, was destined like many girls of her
time—and, for that matter, of all times—to make an unfor-
tunate first marrtage She was just fourteen and sull very much
a tomboy when she married Legrand Hill and went to keep
house for him 1n a log hut she chinked herself with grass and
mud against the snakes and lizards

She had three years of marriage with an 1dler who proved
more interested 1n * going to camp meetings  and hunting ”
than 1n getting any work done or providing for their future
Drvorces 1n those days were not easily come by Flagrant adul-
tery was the only Biblical justification and it had to be pretty
flagrant When Bethenia came home to say that she didn’t
know whether she could stick the course or not, her tough-
fibred pioneer fathcr broke down and cried, but her mother
was only indignant at a young husband who could not make
a go of things 1n spite of all his “ good starts and help” She
told Bethensa to just up and leave him. For her father’s sake
Bethenia returned to her husband. But after he had lost his
temper one night and whipped their sickly child for crying too
much after feeding him six hard-boiled eggs at supper, Bethenia
wrapped her baby 1n a blanket and fled for good.

So there she was, before she was eighteen, back in her father’s
house, in her own opinion, broken 1n spirit and health, bear-
1ng the dark stigma of divorce and the responsibility of a frail
two-year-old child, and convinced that she would “ never be
happy or strong again ”

But Bethenia could not be inactive long She decided that
she must have an education at all costs, and firmly pushing
down her pride, she went back to school, though it meant at-
tending classes with her younger brothers and sisters In two
months she was through the third reader, studying more ad-
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dows 1n southérn Oregon, and sent out 1nvitations to a Grand
Opening which launched her success and made possible the
savings for her subsequent career.

. For with money 1n her pocket and the millinery trade in all
its ramifications no longer a mystery, Bethema Owens could
hardly stay interested in cutting over last year's milans None
of her customers guessed that she had taken to studying Gray’s
Anatomy in, between bleaching straws, cutting over big leg-
horns to the currently chic pancake size, attaching bugle fringe
to crowns The only people who knew she had the book on
anatomy were the doctor from whom she borrowed 1t and 2
kindly judge who saw it in her hand

If she had expected any encouragement from friends and
acquaintances when she announced at the age of thirty-two that
she 1ntended to go east to study medicine, she was due to be
disappointed. Probably she did not expect encouragement. She
had often burned in articulate rage, and was to burn oftener
1n the future, at such current commonplaces about women’s
place and powers as- “ God shield us from the evil days that
will come upon this nation when women are given the ballot,
for no chain 1s stronger than the weakest link. So no nation can
be stronger than 1ts weakest people, who are Indians, China-
men, idiots and women.” Susan B Anthony, on 2 Western
tour, had come to Roseburg to lecture and had spent the night
with the little milliner. All her life Bethenia was to remember
Walk.mg to the hall where Miss Anthony was to speak, and
hearing as they walked the raucous strains of music from the
free dance hastily organized to keep the public away from such
dangerous females.

One of the few women who gave Bethenia support in her
ambitions was the Oregon feminist Abigail Scott Duniway,
who, as we have seen, was already running her women’s news-
paper and knew something about the lot of independent fe-
males in the late nineteenth century. Unlike most of the other
mothers among Bethenia’s acquaintance, Abigail with her six
chx{dren saw nothing shocking in the fact that Mrs Owens was
setting off to become a doctor the same year her grown son
went to California to start his medical career

Old Jesse Applegate, who had dandled Bethenia on his knee
as a child crossing the plains to Oregon, sat down “ while tend-
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ing another man’s sheep ” to express in writing a point of view
rare for men of the period. Jesse Applegate encouraged her to
go east and further her career rather than settle down with
some small-town suitor.

“ Marriage and motherhood were not ntended for you by
the Creator He designed for you a higher destiny and you will
attain 1t”’

Yet the sage of Yoncalla was no feminist. Indeed, he was
always advising Bethenia against too much fervent talk about
politics and woman suffrage. His formal written words on the
subject come down the years with all the dignity of simple
truth:

“In your own person and pursuits you give the highest
proof of the equality of the human intellect, and an examplar
as to the branches of human knowledge to which that of the
female should be directed. In the broad and as yet unex-
plored fields of science there is plenty of room for all minds
to act without jostling each other, and to labour in the fields
of knowledge in which the dress of flesh which Nature has
placed upon them is not an incumbrance.”

Bethenia, however, was well along in life before she found
her dress of flesh anything but an encumbrance She once ad-
mutted that up to the age of thirty-five her great consuming
regret was the fact that she had not been born a boy. “ For,”
said she, “I realized eatly in life that a girl was hampered and
hemmed in on all sides simply by the accident of sex”

Though Jesse Applegate might tell her that she was designed
for a higher destiny than marriage and motherhood, she was
by no means unattractive to men And she so obviously en-
joyed the memortes of her conquests as a young * grass widow ”
that her book of L:fe Experiences contains no fewer than eight
pages of valentines 1n verse sent to her in the sixties by burning
swains

The very name each pulse alarms;

And oft, though vain, the wish would start,
That vine-like I'd a thousand arms

To press thee, to clasp thee, to my heart
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She is modest, but not bashful,

Free and easy, but not bold,

Like an apple, ripe and mellow,

Not too young and not too old.

Half inviting, half repulsing,

Now advancing, and now shy,

There 1s mischief 1n her dimple,
There is danger 1n her eye )

Judging from her memours, none of these ardent gentlemen
encouraged her in her vaulting ambition to become a doctor
Indeed her only other notable champion among men was the
Honourable Stephen Chadwick, the judge who had seen her
with Gray’s Anatomy 1n her hand and guessed her secret inter-
est long before 1t became public property Judge Chadwick
spoke simple heartening words that she never forgot. “ Go
ahead! You have it in you”

Local women gave her no more backing when-she first an-
nounced her plans, than they were to gitve her months later
when she walked out of the shed on the fringes of town having
performed an autopsy on the corpse of a pauper Indeed,
before she took the stage to California en route east, they made
a point of coming to tell her without mincing words that she
was crazy, that they might buy thetr hats from her, but they
would certainly never consult her as a physician. No, nor any
other woman who presumed to take up a calling so obviously
designed for males

Bethenia knew the answer to that: * The delicate and sym-
pathetic office of a physician belongs more to my sex than to
the other, and I will enter it, and make 1t an honour to women ”

But no one would listen She was quite alone.

“My famuly felt that they were disgraced and even my own
child was influenced and encouraged to think that I was doing
him an srreparable 1njury by my course People sneered and
laughed derisively. Most of my friends seemed to consider 1t
their Christian duty to advise against, and endeavour to prevent
me .fror.n taking this * fatal * step That crucial fortnight was a
f}fm)d in my life riever to be forgotten I was literally kept on

e rack” °

But off she went, with her head held high, 1n the stagecoach
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bound for the South and then for the East She came back with
her head sull high, and she held it up after the autopsy and
after she got to Portland and opened her offices as a “ bath
doctor "—the only rating to which at this time a woman might
aspire.

She built up a flourishing practice within the set limitations
of the period, and by 1878 she was ready to take a new step
Years of going to school and working to make more money 1n
order to go to school some more had established a habit 1n
Bethenia She had 1t 1n mind to win a degree that would make
her a bona fide physician, and she determined to force her way
into the Jefferson Medical College 1n Philadelphia  She would,
of course, be the first and only woman to be allowed to enter,
but that thought did not stop her

Away she went agamn to Philadelphia and straight to the
head of the college to make her plea But though this gentle-
man Jooked at her “ with moist and sympathetic eyes” and
spoke " 1n the gentlest and softest tones ” and called her his
“dear little woman,” he could not grant the privilege. The

regents would never allow it. * They would be simply shocked,

scandalized and enraged at the mere mention.” Why not, he
suggested, go instead to the University of Michigan, where
women were accepted on equal terms without having to beg
and plead for an education?

Bethenia followed his advice For nine months she worked
sixteen hours a day, and 1n holiday time ten hours a day. In
two years she had her degree—two hard years without a day
of illness, thanks, she was sure, to her strict regimen of rising
at four, taking a cold shower and vigorous exercise, allowing
one half hour for each meal, retiring every night at ten From
the University of Michigan she went to Chicago for clinical
work and then back to the university for post-graduate work, in
which her son now joined her. "After this she felt she needed
a reward, and with a bag full of letters bearing the impresstve,
if unrecognizable, seal of the state of Oregon she satled for
Europe to visit hospitals, watch famous surgeons operate, and
" see the sights” .

When Bethenia returned to Pogtland the days of being a bath
doctor, charging one dollar and a half for electric and medi-
cated baths, were definitely behind her She began then to

z‘
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enjoy real local fame .Former enemies and decriers became
friends and well-wishers Even the one-time rival milliner of
Roseburg presented herself as a pale and trembling patient
and gave Bethenia the opportunity to clasp her hand and thank
her for putting obstacles 1n her path and forcing her out of the
easy complacency of a second-rate success in hat-making

“You see,” Bethenia explained to the bewildered woman, " a
friend once said to me, * If I wished to increase your height two
and a half inches I would attempt to press you down, and you
would grow upward from sheer resentment’” ,

Bethenta’s later life gave her many chances to savour the
bitter-sweet experience of seeing one-time detractors become
admirers “attempting to curry favour. And she was human
enough to notice and record these instances. One event in
particular occupies some pages of her memoirs:

Back 1n the days when she took whatever work she could find
to support herself and her chuld she had done three weeks of
hard labour for a prosperous farmer’s family, labour which con-
sisted 1n taking care of a sick mother and a newborn 1nfant,
her own four-year-old boy and two other children, cooking for

- eleven people—including four hired men—caring for the
milk from ten cows, doing all the washing and ironing, feeding
. the chickens, carrying all the wood she needed up a flight of
stairs When it came time to collect her fee she timidly asked
five dollars a week. The surly farmer, who had expected to pay
three, sard she would have to take it out 1n an order on a store.
Here she was obliged to accept inferior goods at a high price.
Bethenia knew that the farmer paid his hired men two dollars
. @ day bestdes giving them room and board and Sundays off.
+ She told herself 1n bitterness that some day she would “ show ”
. this man  And fate allowed her to At the height of her career
+ a5 a public figure 1n Oregon she was on a railroad train bound
for the state capitol, surrounded by prominent men all seeking
t aword with her The farmer who had treated her so badly came
Pufhlng through the crowd anxious to show that he knew her
She recerved him politely ”—Dr Owens wrote of herself mn
the third person—" but . .. she could not find it 1n her heart to
be cordual, and he soon retired, discomfited "
With the passing of the years Bethenia spoke out 1n public

¢ more rather than less, in spite of the warmings of ofd Mr.
W.W, F L
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Applegate The subjects on which she felt qualified to hold a
postttve opinion had a wide range She publicly decried the
church’s hypocritical attitude toward illegitimate children.
She fervently encouraged the well-born young ladies of Port-
land to defy the ban on skating as a rough sport. She wrote
letters to the press taking issue with President Eliot of Harvard,
who, she asserted, thought that “ post-graduate studies were
conductve to celtbacy.” Eliot criticized women for their grow-
ing wish to develop their muscular system and increase their
physical strength Dr Owens was pleased to remind him that
the physical burdens of women were more arduous than those
of men and that anything which stimulated circulation and
muscle tone was all to the good.

She took lengthy issue with a certain Mr Tallack who had
injudiciously expressed 1n public his growing alarm at the dis-
use of the side-saddle Tallack claimed that women because
of thetr anatomical structure rode more comfortably at a sixty-
or seventy-degree angle .

* Oh, no, Mr. Tallack,” replied Bethenia 1n the newspapers
“God gave women legs for their use, and for the same use to
which he gave them to men .. He [Tallack] says men’s legs
are long and flat and women’s are short and round. Well, 1n
my time I have seen a good many women with long legs and a
good many men with short ones It was often said of Senator
Douglas that he was taller sitting down than he was standing
up .” and so on, until the unfortunate Mr. Tallack must
have regretted the fact that a woman with an understanding of
anatomy had seen fit to contradict him

Side-saddles, 1n Bethenia’s opinion, would soon belong only
in museums Furthermore, she prophesied that in the not far-
distant future people would look back and laugh at the tempest
that was stirred up over the appearance of “ladies” in the
streets without their hats On the grounds of health, Bethenia
supported the novel custom of occasionally emerging without
a hat Hair was not harmed by sun and fresh air, she declared.
She recalled the day when, driving wildly through the streets
of Portland with a frantic husband to the home where his wife,
as he supposed lay “ dying,” she had been summoned in her

carriage to the kerb by the agitated signalling of two women
friends
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When she dréw up, they came around to her side of the
buggy and whispered 1n shocked dismay. * Bethenta, do you
know you are hatless?”

As a matter of fact, Bethenia didn’t She had left in too great
a hurry. “ Why didn’t you tell me I didn’t have my hat?” she
cried 1n horror to the desperate husband, and then, seeing the
expression on his face and realizing the absurdity of the situa-
tion, she burst nto laughter and laughed all the way to the
house where her patient lay The next day with equanimaty she
looked 1n the newspapers for the caricature of herself that she
fully expected to find None appeared Presumably the dis-
graceful story had not been circulated

In 1884 Bethenia fell in love and took time out to make a
romanttc marriage. She was forty-four when she married
Colonel John Adair and hyphenated her name as Owens-Adatr
At the age of forty-seven she gave birth to her second child, a
daughter Bethenia felt her life to be completely fulfilled Her
career had flowered beyond her dreams, she had made a happy
marriage, she had gtven birth to a daughter, for whom she
planned a professional life like her own For three days she lay
1n her bed and made pictures of the opportunities she would
place 1n her daughter’s lap In her formative years;she would
interest her 1n medicine by taking her on calls She would make
avatlable to her all the libraries and special schools 1nto which
women were slowly beginning to push their dogged way. In
her daughter she would see realized every hope of her own life

And then the child died

For the first time 1n forty-seven years Bethenta’s spirit broke
Il and despondent, she was finally unable to carry on her
practice She moved with her husband to a remote farm near
Astor1a, and here she returned to the pioneer hardships of her
early youth Here also tn time she returned to the practice of
medicine  For she could not refuse to help the 1solated hard-
driven people who were her “ neighbours ” within a radius of
twenty miles, .

Night after might a lantern would flash across her window
in the farmhouse and she would rise in the darkness, dress
hastily, and go out to listen to the hushed and tense story of
some frightened farmer She would put on her high boots and
her heavy coat and set out with him Sometimes she went on
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horseback, sometimes on foot, pressing her way through sharp
wire grass, wading in swamps, cutting fallen trees to make 2
path Sometimes she went by boat, sitting huddled in the bow
as the man rowed against a howling wind.

Before many years this hard life made inroads on Bethenia's
robust constitution. She was forced to change climates, and she
went north to the high dry inland country of Yakima in the
state of Washington, where her career had another blooming

During the Yakima period Bethenia thought nothing of
driving twenty or thirty miles by day or night in making visits.
As a typical story of this period she has left an account of her
activities during sixty hours of a diphtheria epidemic.

‘The disease first struck the widely removed branches of a
country famuily and kept her driving for days without rest, from
house .to house 1n bitter snowy weather. This family’s ordeal
culminated finally in a scene 1n one of the farmhouses where
the shock of the death of the beloved and beautiful young
daughter brought on in the son’s wife the pangs of premature
labour and sent the mother temporarily out of her mind with
grief Bethenia, beset and exhausted, managed finally to get the
nearest health officer on the telephone She told him that he
must come at once to remove the contamination of the corpse
from a house in which a baby was about to be born The health
officer replied that he was engaged in a special Elks celebration,
but would try to make it in the morning with the undertaker
Bethenia did not report her further conversation, but she did
report that both men arrived that same night.

Afterwards she could not help boasting a little—again in
the third person.

' Thus, during sixty consecutive houss, Dr Adair, then in
her sixty-fifth year, accomplished an almost incredible
amount of labour, under great mental strain (as the parties
were her warm personal friends as well as patients) having
travelled 1n that time over one hundred miules, with but two
hours’ sleep out of the whole sixty hours, and without ex-
treme exhaustion—a record very few male physicians, if any
could equal, and surely none could excel.”
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When she finally left Yakima and active practice, she drove
alone with her favourite horse down the Columbia River It
was late autumn and all her friends and acquaintances advised
against 1t, fearing she might be caught 1n early snow. But
Bethemia defied them as usual and liked later ‘to recall this
peaceful, leisurely journey back to Portland, during which she
vistted former acquatntances and even collected an old bill or
two

Although she went to California to write her memours, she
did not sit down in the sun to wait for death Bethenia lived
to be well past eighty, and the last twenty years of her life were
the most significant of all. By the force of her knowledge, her
energy, and her determination she managed to bring to passage
in the state of Oregon bulls to sterilize the 1nsane and to require
medical examinauons for all people secking a marriage
licence .

She led up to her great campaign by using the columns of
newspapers and by making public speeches on the subject of
mental health and the necessity for eugenic improvement.
Over and over again she would tell the story of how the detet-
mination to fight the perpetuation of insanity came to her

She was being conducted through the Oregon State Insane
Asylum and, sickened by the spectacle of mental degeneracy,
she satd to the officiating doctor. -

“*This 1s a horrible phase of life When 1s it to end?’

“*1 don’t know,” he replied

“*If I had the power,” I continued, * I would curtail it, for

- I'would see to 1t that not one of this class should ever be per-

mitted to curse the world with offspring.’ ’

" He said, * Would you advocate that method?’

“*I would certainly, 1f I were not 2 woman, and a woman
M.D, to whom I know too well at this day and age, it would
stmply mean ostracism’”

When, twenty years after this episode, Dr. Owens-Adair no
longer feared ostracism, she began her long, grim-fight She
was determined to have all the mentally unfit rendered in-
capable of producing their kind To this end she wanted a law
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passed to sterilize those found insane, and to requiré any men-
tally unsound human being to be rendered sterile before being
permitted to marry.

When in 1907 she first presented her bill 1n Oregon, it was
dismissed as “ unfit for public discussion” She then tried it in
the state of Washington, where a brave Senator introduced it
It was greeted with “ coarse laughter and coarser jest”

By 1909 she was back with the bill agamn in Oregon This
time the Senate received it kindly and passed it over to the
House with a two-thirds vote “The House greeted it with
smiles and passed it on to the Governor with his little axe.”

Undaunted by the veto, Bethenia had the bill ready again
in 1911. Again it falled “ Two more years of waiting, worry,
and expense”

In 1913 the bill was reintroduced and passed, but was handed
over to the people of Oregon who, after a vigorous campaign
by powesful church forces, voted it down.

In 1917 she had the bill revised to create a State Board of
Eugenics, composed of the State Board of Health and the heads
of various state institutions having insane, criminal, or feeble-
minded persons in their charge. Men and women were to be
sterilized only on deciston of this board, and subjects were to
have the right to appeal to a circust court.

This last bill passed, the expected referendum against it
failed to materialize, and 1t became law, only to be declared
unconstitutional in the famous case of Cline vs. The State Board
of Eugenics This was a case 1nvolving a sixty-six-year-old man
who had criminally attacked a small gir]l and who was ordered
to be sterilized by the State Board of Eugenics A Portland
lawyer saw his chance of notoriety and took up Cline’s case
Through a technicality the case was turned down in circuit
court, and since there was no means provided for carrying 1t to
the Supreme Court the whole question was again stalemated

Dr Bethenia’s only comment was * So after fifteen years of
fighting we must begtn all over again!”

This new fight was not a long one In February 1922 Gover-
nor West signed H B 69, the Lewelling Sterilization Bill, and
the Portland Joxrnal could write: “ The successful outcome of
the bill is considered a personal triumph for Dr Owens-Adair ”
In the same year she brought out a book so bold that it had to
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be published privately. Hwuman Sterdization—Its Social and
Legislative Aspects.

Bethenia never tapered off. She finally just quit Had she
exercised her own chotce in the matter, it seems likely that she
might have asked to have carved on her tombstone the caustic
words of a former neighbour from the Clatsop Plains Contrast-
ing the harum-scarum Bethemia with her sister, who was a
“ perfect lady,” he remarked that Bethenia * thought she could
do anything a boy could, and was just as good and maybe a
lietle better ”

TEN
DEAR DIARY
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PIONEER WOMEN of the Far West, by the records they left for
posterity, rendered a service to some possible future anthro-
- pologist who will be able to study American females of the
nineteenth and early twentieth centuries with the cool detach-
ment with which to-day the natives of Peru or the Navajos of
New Mexico are observed Not only did the wilderness diarists,
letter-writers, and autobiographers of the years between 1830
and 1900 leave matersal by which the reaction of women to a
primittve environment might be learned, they also made pos-
sible the tracing of less obvious aspects of feminine nature
Within fixed boundaries of space and time, set forth boldly
against an uncluttered background, we can see emerging the
hidden drives of the American woman. Beginning with the
soul-searchings of Narcissa Whitman and Mary Walker, fol-
lowing with the first women’s club, the Columbia Maternal
Association, and ending with Abigail Scott Duniway signing
the Suffrage Proclamation, or Dr Bethenia Owens-Adair win-
ning her fight for the sterilization of the nsane, it is possible
to trace the evolution from personal to social awareness in the
American female )

The strongest feeling that comes over the researcher who
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intent on the main theme of conquest of a strange land by
force

2

First of all, life 1n the wilderness challenged every woman
to become her essentially ingentous and resourceful self, that
inventive and persistent creature who made civilization in the
domestic sense possible Of necessity each pioneer performed
woman’s immemorial sole of provider and civilizer. But not
only did she learn to search the now neglected book of Nature
for foods, medications, and clues to the weather, she set about
the taming of the wild countryside as soon as she put foot in it.
Around the edges of the flower garden she had 1nsisted on tear-
ing by main force from the coastal wilderness, she placed
borders of clamshells or bleached sea biscuits, with their deli-
cately incised pattern. Inland she confined her precious wall-
flowers and peonies within rows of empty whisky bortles or
lumps of the weird and whimsical minerals that abound 1n dry
Western country Where old missions of the French Fathers
had ruined 1nto decay she found and rescued a * mussion rose ”
She cultivated a puny pink unul 1t was carnation size and could
win prizes for her daughter at a later county fatr. * This too 1s
important,” stlently satd the slips from the sweetbrier—brought
all the way from Illinois—that she passed out seasonally to
other women lacking vines for their cabin porches

Since the proneer woman lived close to the seasons, whose
changes were of such vital moment in her domestic economy,
she was keenly aware of time Awareness of time made her 2
keeper of records The first vital statistics 1n old Oregon are to
be found 1n the minute-book of the Columbia Maternal Asso-
ciation the lists of the members, the dates on which they
joined, the dates of their children’s births and deaths Wash-
ington State College has a faded letter to Elkanah Walker from
the Hudson’s Bay factor at Fort Colville begging the birth
dates of the factor’s half-Indian sons who were being sent off
to Europe for their educatton The factor remembered, he
wrote, that Mrs Walker jotted down these dates 1n her * pocket
Book ” when she visited them Like many another early woman
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Mary was playing, quite unconsciously, the role of a genealo-
gist

Hardly were the feet of the pioneer woman off a dirt floor
and on a wooden one, hardly had her men cut the first trail
through the forest or sunk the first well by the niver, before
she was trying to find a common ground on which to meet with
other women As far back as 1840 the missionary wives were
turning in their minds and on their tongues such pressing
problems as how to enlist the “ aid and co-operation ” of their
husbands in training their children, how to prevent the shame-
less Indians from exerting on " minds and morals ” a deleterious
non-Purstan influence

Into thetr diaries and their letters went subjective question-
ings. The heaviest household tasks did not keep these women
from a concern with their own motivations, their actions, and
their personal destiny. Far oftener than one mught think, they
recognized the split between what life demanded of them and
what potentially they might have been. The seeds of discontent
were fermenting 1n secret many years before they came into the
open.

3

x

If, however, we look at this generic woman of a hundred
years ago less with the eye of an anthropologist, we should
properly begin with her administering creature comforts

In the early days women were the only doctors Under neces-
sity they evolved out of their meagre store of supplies, and
from nature, certain simple remedies in which they had confi-
dence They checked bleeding with cobwebs, or with wheat
flour—when they had it—and salt 1n a poultice Wet earth
was applied to bites and stings, as were also scrapings from
fresh vegetables, and bread and milk poultices Sunflower seeds
soaked in a pint of spirits, allowed to stand for twelve hours
and taken internally, were considered a sure cure for rheuma-
tism. Whisky played a vital role in home medicine and was
freely prescribed for everything from inflammatory rheumatism -
to snakebite. Salt potk chopped up with onions served for
attacks of what we would call tonsillitis to-day. Onion syrup
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was a remedy beloved of children for the inevitable winter cold

When a neighbour became sick the nearest woman went to
her atd, often walking many mules, sometimes knitting stock-
ings as she walked—though these must surely have been the
women who were without fear of Indian or animal, or without
curiostty or interest (n the life of the forest.

“ People say to me,” wrote an old lady at the turn of the
century, “* What did you do for a doctor?’” We worked hard,
ate hearty and slept sound When we felt indisposed we took a
tea made of wild cherry and dogwood bark and rested a while
The first doctor that came to the country was Dr Casto Then
the people began to get sick and they have wanted a doctor
ever since”

Not all aslments yielded so readily to wild cherry and dog-
wood bark and a short rest Women with serious internal dis-
orders, often incident to ignorant care at the time of child-
birth, had to die with no relief for their patn Diaries like that
of Mrs Ebey of Whidby Island create a picture of 2 woman
mn the grip of an intolerable physical agony, which, indeed,
carrted her off at the age of thirty.

* Iam getting well again perhaps only for a short period—
health and life uncertain. Although this 1s a healthy climate
my constitution appears to be very much injured. . .. I
grieved a great deal in the night when all was sound asleep

. I am alone and no person who can take interest 1n my
welfare to converse with and thus I have a great deal of tume
to think I pray the Lord to uphold me and enable me to bear
it with more patience lest I wear my body down and become
unable to raise my famly ”

4

Next to medical aid in a still undeveloped country, food was
the most vital of all the problems Knowledge of calories was
not yet available, but any woman knew-her children could not
thrive on a straight diet of squash and berrsies, or salmon and
boiled potatoes, or bread made of a ** wheat ” that consisted of
cooked and mashed potatoes mixed with a little grain, parched
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in a skillet and ground in a coffee mill. Some pioneer women
availed themselves of Indian knowledge, took lessons in making
bread from the camas root, in getting flour from the seeds of
the great white water lilies that floated on the Klamath marshes
in Oregon, from the brake fern, or from the wappato roots that
naked squaws deftly gathered with their toes i1n the sloughs of
the Columbia River.

A few whites learned to cook and eat the bulb of the sea-
shore flag, which resembled the Jerusalem artichoke, and to
dig for the edible sunflower roots Many mote dried the sea-
sonal berry crops, the wild plums and grapes Sweets were
rare There was no sugar, not even honey, for domestic bees
had to be brought all the way overland from the East. Milk was
a luxury. A woman who could not nurse her newborn child was
1n a desperate plight On the coast there were clams, and clam
jutce often helped children through the weaning period and
invalids ‘to regain strength But clams can become 1n time a
very monotonous diet, as the wit from the state of Washington
implied in Congress when he remarked that during hard times
the settlers of the Pacific Northwest had subsisted so exclu-
stvely on clams that “ their stomachs rose and fell with the
tides ”

A valuable record was made of early life on Fourth Plain, not
far from Vancouver, Washington, in which we can see in detail
women playing their part 1n the simple rural existence of
pioneer days

Farmung, said Elizabeth Gedney, who wrote it, was done
mainly by proverb: ~

Clay on sand, makes zc—;ood land
But sand on clay, 1s thrown away.

Sow 1n the sop,
"Twill be heavy atop.
Both men and women could read the coming weather by
signs in the world of nature A certain mountain was watched
every spring for melting snow. When the peak of Silver Star
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showed naked, they knew the frosts would not reappear Lack-
ing a mountain, these amateur prophets advised waiting until
the hazelnuts were the size of a squurrel’s ear Then it was safe
to put 1n seeds In the spring if the ash tree leafed out before
the oak, there would be a dry summer. If the oak showed green
first, they prepared for a wet season

‘They knew there would not be rain on a day when the morn-
ing grass held canopies of spider’s webs—for these sensible
creatures would hardly spend a night on such extensive and
intricate handiwork just for the clements to destroy. The gentle
fuzzy black and orange caterpillars that abounded in late

-summer acted as a living code to be deciphered by sharp eyes
“If the head end-was longer than the tail, one might be confi-
dent that rain was due If the tail was longer, 1t would be safe
to delay harvesting.”

The moon, too, gave signs When it appeared 1n such a posi-
tion that if it were full of water 1t would certainly be spilling
over, then they got 1n the crops at once If, however, it rode
the sky like a boat, the hay was safe These were the “ wet and
dry ” moons, known also to Indians

The moon guided them also 1n planting When it was wax-
ing they put into the earth those vegetables that grew above
ground peas, beans, squash When 1t was on the wane they
planted root vegetables carrots, potatoes, turnps, all tubers.
“ The theory was that as the moon ascended the plants ascended,
and as the moon went down anything newly planted would
go down too” Good Friday was the day of days for planting

I

5

Women were for ever experimenting with the limitations of

* their diet, to keep children and menfolk from complaining
or from developing a driving hunger for sweets that nothing
could satisfy. They made salads of the green shoots of wild
gooseberry, pies of sorrel and salal, jams of Oregon grape, wild
currant and plum They preserved blackberries by thrusting
them one at a time 1nto small-necked bottles They fried dough-
nuts in bear’s grease when there was no shortening, used deer’s
tennet for cheese-making when there was no calf's rennet,
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stuffed bear cub for Thanksgiving dinner when there was no
pig They stripped the leafy stalks of dry-land sunflower to cat
like celery, made “sugar,” in the corn and mclon country
of the interior, from water-melon centres strained and added o
the juice of boiled corncobs.

Sale pork was their most essential staple. For butter for
" Sunday cake ” they melted it down and strained it through a
bic of mustin They could steetch a stewing hen by cooking the
pork with 1t, as the pork took on the chicken flavour Crack-
lings from the pork were also cooked with dog or " calico”
salmon (inferior to the Chinook) in a big pot with boiled
potatoes  Pork went into the baled-bean pot too, layer after
layer of 1t, along with molasses, over the beans that had been
soaked Friday and boiled on Saturday ™ untul when you took
some in a spoon and blew on them the shells would splie ™ The
rest of Saturday and up to noon Sunday they baked in a slow
oven for the immemorial Sunday stand-by.

Wild birds with too gamy a taste were tamed for the table
by cxperimental cookings A cut onion 1n the pan with wood
duck, for instance, supposedly took up its too wild flavour
Tomatoes, which were not eaten raw as they were said to be
poisonous in that state, were used in a variety of ways  when
ripe, their boiled-down juice sweetened with honey was served
on hotcakes, green they were stewed, sieved, stew ed again with
sale, pepper, and cloves to make a flavouring for stews and
gravies, or they appeared in mincemeat in place of meat or
apples  Wrote Mary Walker of her first Thanksgiving 1n old
Oregon " Succeeded very tolerably in making mince pres with-
out apples”

Descriptions survive of meals with a last-century amplitude
and succulence The women of the colony of Christian Com-
murusts at Aurora, Oregon, were famed for their cookery.
Travellers 1n late proneer days came from far and wide to feast
on their chicken cooked 1n garlic, their venison and smoked
hams, their extra-deep deep-dish apple pic

The matter of food has remained of utmost importance
on the frontier down to the present, for men who live exclu-
stvely on bacon, bread, beans, and coffee readily develop scurvy.
In the inland country and in'mining camps, right up to modern
times, green vegetables had to be carted in from distant Utah
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and California, and were never as important cargo for the
heavily loaded freight wagons as whisky. But even without
womenfolk to advise them, miners and backwoodsmen in the
Far West finally learned to carry sacks of potatoes twenty muiles
through deep snow to keep themselves from this dreaded
disease. Uncooked potatoes, sliced up and soaked 1n vinegar,
were constdered the “ sovereign ” remedy.

On the whole their boring diet was certainly one of the
factors that intensified men’s.wish for 2a woman to struggle with
cooking at the open fire or on the ramshackle wood-burning
stove 1n cabin or shanty. There are still plenty of men in the
Far West who couldn’t read a menu in a restaurant with any
ease; men like old Mose from Idaho's Banner Mine who threw
the bill of fare angrily on the floor and roared. * Don’t try to
cram any book larnin’ down me Grub’s what Iwant! Grub—
and damn quick too!”

One must put 1n for the record, however, that it was men, not
women, who developed the famous sour-dough biscutt of the
range and cattle country, unstintedly praised by those who made
and ate it. From a cattleman who could whip up in no time a
respectable meal of beans, and potatoes, with apples and onions
fried together, and fresh-caught fish cooked with bacon comes
an exact description of the sour-dough process.

“The modern baker hasn’t gained much when he don't
know the secret of sourdough When you get the fresh milk
in the morning you fill your sourdough pot, add flour, and
thoroughly work 1t t1ll you get a good thick batter Then you
set 1t behind the stove where 1t will keep warm for five or six
hours . let 1t raise and sour When you are ready to make
your biscuit, you add salt and soda and some fresh flour, pinch
off your big fat biscuuts, roll them 1n melted lard, and let
them set fifteen or twenty minutes to make their chemical
change, then put them 1n a hot oven to bake There’s no
other biscuit worth bothering about when you've been used
to sourdough.”
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Not every woman who got west was a domestic paragon
Some shiftless, lowborn, and disreputable females—by no
means smart enough for patlour houses—rseached the Far West,
though descendants of pioneers would like you to believe that
all such riffraff dropped beside the way in some nameless state
on the wrong side of the Rockies

Consider the woman of Texas Jack Texas Jack was a * cattle
killer and a horse thief ” who lived up one of the many Rattle-
snake Canyons 1n desert country. Who this woman was or
“ how she got that way we neither learned nor cared,” recalls her
terse chronucler It was in the winter The woman’s hands
were covered with stockings instead of mittens” Though it
was 1n late proneer days, “ Texas Jack’s woman had never seen
a carpet on the floor She thought carpets were made to be
rolled up and stood 1n a corner A distant aunt of hers had a
carpet once, she said, but 1t stood in a corner.”

One single authority only need be cited to indicate that
women who could not keep 2 house clean or make respectable
pie crust were to be found. Thomas Donaldson, in Idabo of
Yesterday, devotes some pages to a spirited criticism of the
stage stations that lay along the rough highways 1n the period
immediately following the prairie schooner. These stations—
about fifty or sixty mules apart, a day’s run—provided shelter
for horses and travellers and were, in truth, miniature forts
from which frequent attacks of the Indians were withstood

These one-story log-houses, complained Mr Donaldson bit-
terly, were " rich 1n little-but dirt™ Food consisted of bacon
and “ white-lead ” bread There was never chicken to be had,
although Mr Donaldson remembered being compelled to drive
away scores of them in order to pass through the door. The
pies consisted of a * Sole-leather lard-soaked lower crust, half-
baked, with a thin veneer of fried apples daubed with brown

- sugar” A large pot of mustard invariably graced the centre
of the table In it rested an 1ron spoon which had succumbed
in part to the attack of the vinegar. This mustard travelled
freely around the table to lend the jaded victuals a false air of
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piquancy. ~Although there were plenty of cows at that time,
the calves, not the travellers, got the milk, because, 1t is sug-
gested, their owners found 1t too much trouble to milk

N
7.

On the whole, however, shiftless females were the exception.
Western existence did not permit many women the luxury of
being lazy. The life demanded of them a standard of conduct
that fell little short of heroism, Yet though it was difficult in
the Far West to avoid acting the part of a heroine, women did
not think of themselves in such a role They quietly accepted as
a part of the proneer experience the necessity for courage and
endurance 1n the face of any emergency -

Far too many 1ndividual proneer women have been forgotten
Self-effacing wives and mothers remain nameless where post-
humous fame is the reward of those who by virtue of their
eccentricity or their degradation early made a place for them-
selves 1n pioneer memortes and in the index of many a Western
book It 1s far easter to remember names like Mother Damnable
gr tltlﬁLitrle Gold Dollar than it s prosaic Mary Jones or Lucy

mt

The stories of many hard-working, cheerful, indomitable
females were too ordinary (by the standards of the times) to
make a lasting impression But from ltbrary files, museum
shelves, and yarns of old-timers come tantalizing fragments,
scraps of plot, hints of personalities that tease and haunt the
inquirtng mund. -

One would like to know more of Mrs Dawid Blaine, the
spicy-tongued wife of Seattle’s first minister During the Indian
uprising she was rowed out to the gunboat Decatnr and carried
aboard in an armchair with her newborn infant Calmly and
with humour she wrote home of her life in the first weeks after
childbirth—going back and forth on a stormy sea 1n a small
boat to tend to her domestic duties n an abandoned log-cabin,
?lthough hostile Indians might be lurking behind any shrub or

ree '

“ The babe,” she wrote, ** 1s 2 month old to-day and I guess
has been tossed about as much as a child of his age ever was

W.W. M
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The ship is some distance from shore so that we have to go
back and forth in a small boat. He has been taken ashore some
half dozen times or more I'have been off to wash and 1ron and
do some other work. He stands it pretty well though he cries
constderably from wind on his stomach, 1s as fat as a pig and
dreadfully homely.”

Then there was a Cathertne Maynard, also of Seattle, whose
midnight ride to * save Seattle ” during this same period 1s 2
subject for debate among old-timers, some of whom gravely
questton that it ever took place But 1t is too good a story to
be omttted from Western lore, with Mrs. Maynard setting out
in the dead of a stormy night to paddle fourtcen miles actoss
the bay to warn the cast-side settlers that the Indians were
arming and to let the Decatur know of the danger The canoe
was guided by Sally, a daughter of Chief Kitsap—equal in
importance, though not so well known to history as the other
friendly chief, Seattle Five Indian women and a man, so legend
has it, went along to keep the frail craft riding the wild waves
When they were blown up on the shore at one point where
hostile Indians were waiting, the quick-witted red women told
them that the bulky form in the bottom of the boat was only
a sack of clams. It was really Catherine Maynard They made
the trip to the Decatur and back before daylight, so that their
journey would not be known to other suspicious Indians

Whether Mrs Maynard “ saved " Seattle or not may be a sub-
ject of debate It 1s not debatable, however, that she did plant
the first wild dandelions for use 1n medications Her husband,
“Doc” Maynard, was a Seattle character of the rough-and-
ready type, who practised medicine and established the first
crude hospstal. The dark forests spreading to the very edge
of the tidewaters provided no natural home for the golden-
faced bloom Mrs Maynard was a practical nurse, and owing
to her wish for the medicinal aid of the dandelion this stub-
born and hardy plant now gives Northwest gardeners as much
trouble as it does lawn-tenders in any other part of America

Those fearless women who chastised miscreant Indians
regardless of possible consequences have already been spoken
of. There was Lydia Low, of Washington Territory, who caught
a half-naked Indian in the act of stealing 2 ham from the rafters
of her kitchen She was stirring a large kettle of cornmeal mush
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when she saw him, and without a moment’s hesitation she
snatched the large wooden spoon from the hot yellow meal
and applied 1t with direction and vigour to the Indian’s bare
behind. He did not linger and he left the ham

Another woman dispersed single-handed a band of thieving
Indians unable to resist the gleam of bright cooking utensils
and the colour of quilts hung out to air at an 1mmigrant camp
This woman came of fighting stock, and she proceeded to
wrench a tent pole out of the earth and lay abour her without
delay or discrimination. The next day a chief turned up to
apologize for the misconduct of his men Pointing at the hero-
ine of the affray, he signified his unbounded admiration by
offering five hundred dollars spot cash for her

From the compressed pages of psoneer reminiscences, hero-
ines of less dramatic but equally stern mould emerge There

, Were many women left as widows, or with invalided husbands,

o bring up a family and somehow earn a living in untamed
country. Famuly tragedies are often set forth in these pages with
a stark stmplicity far mote moving than embroidered phrasing
could ever make them

“ We worked eight years on the ranch and in clearing the
land we found later that we had burned away timber valued
at $2,000—and all we got out of the farm was $1,100.”

Names without faces and faces without names flash on and
off the crowded screen of pioneer recollections; memories
briefly Iit by the sparse phrasing of some old-timer whose mind
has held a fading picture down the long years

“One day early 1n July a widow drove up 1n a covered
wagon with a wore-out team and two little boys and a gisl
They had travelled to the end of their finances and now they
wanted to sell their canary burd to raise some money. Bully
bought the bird, and I took the family home with me for

-~ haying, as I needed a cook and could use the little boy
They proved to be good people but they wete city trained
an?i lthfe country was too hard for them They got discouraged
and left”
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No fiction could possibly excel in dramatic values the
romance that presents itself, sheared of all overlay, in the
recollection of simple Western people -

“ My father was Frederick William Perkins He was born
in the city of New York 1n 1826 His father had seven
trading ships as merchantmen on the ocean and owned a
quarter of a mile of wharfage along New York’s waterfront
His nephew became the partner of one of New York's
greatest financiers My father’s mother was a Griswold

“I mention these things because when my father married
my mother, an Indian gisl, descendant of chiefs, his mother
cut him off with one dollar and never clatmed him again as
her son.

“ My mother was banished from her tribe as punishment
for marrying a white man

“ . My grandfather Ske-owt-kin was a trapper for the
Hudson’s Bay Company and brought his furs to Angus
McDonald = Ske-owt-kin means ‘ Shadow top " or tall man
My grandfather was tall and very strong He could kill a
deer by taking it 1n his hands and breaking its neck

“ My grandmother lived with us, clinging always to Indian
customs She preferred food cooked 1n baskets by placing
hot stones among the food I can see her vet, lifting the hot
stones with two sticks and dropping them into the baskets
. . . My grandmother was my best teacher It was she who .
taught me the mysteries of creation . bestdes the religion
handed down from one generation to another by word of
mouth The stars, the mountains, the trees and rocks all had
a meaning . . We might prevail upon her to sleep in the
house during winter, but as soon as spring came we would
muss her We always knew then that she had set up her tee-
pee not far away and would remain there until winter snows
drove her 1n

[Father] Was the dentist and doctor for the valley He
was elected justice of the peace They called him * judge’
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“ My earliest recollections are of teepees all around our
house In these were my father’s patients It would be called
a sanatorium to-day, He treated these sick people and fed
them right. We were poor with the rest of them but I know
my father got a lot out of life that people never dreamed of.”

9 -
There was in pioneer life not only many a hardship but also
an intimacy and a robustness well remembered by those who
lived on the last fringes of it.

“I taught the first school until a regular teacher could be

- found. I rode‘horseback and carried my baby on the saddle

in front of me I remember this period as the happiest time
of my life.”

“ Mother brought the first kerosene lamp to Whidby
Island She lived the coziest and happiest years, she said, in
the old three-roomed cabin with the big willows n front and
the fine view from the little windows”

A pioneer of Stevens County, Washington, recalls holiday
tumes when they * had parties and danced from Christmas until
one week after the New Year.” Food around the factor’s house
«at Fort Coville was abundant game, fish, chicken, roast pigs,
puddings, and cakes * Mother didn’t do much work at that
time She would get an Indian woman to stay with the children
in‘our cabin and she would go with the others to the factor’s
house for the parties They would feast and dance all night and
£o home to sleep and be back the next night.”

When there was a dance anywhere 1n the Western country,
people walked or rode miles to attend 1t If they had children
they brought the children Makeshift beds were put up 1n an

- attic or a loft and the children bedded down together. At
midnight, when there was a supper of beans, meat, pickles, and
cake, the children got up and-tumbled downstairs to share it.
They went back to bed then until morning, when they tum-
bled out again for hotcakes and whatever else the larder
afforded. All night long their parents were dancing to some-
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one’s fiddling and such old swinging phrases as * Bird hop out
and the Baboon 1n, three hands round and you go agin”
There was astounding vigour in these people—a vigour
which we cannot understand to-day and which seems almost to
have come out of the new land 1tself, with its untapped sources
of vital energy )

10

When we move along from woman the creature of simple
domestic habits, of uncomplicated pleasures and automatic
responses, to woman the secker and agutator, certain larger
implications begin to show themselves

The connecting threads between the Pacific Northwest and
New England exerted an influence on pioneer Western life that
cannot be denied The majority of early Oregon pioneers who
came to settle down, farm, and raise a family were of the old
American stock They left communities which were direct in-
heritors of New England traditions, with the difference, how-
ever, that, no longer being New England, Puritan rigidity had
been somewhat slackened

History seems to bear out the theory. that there are certain
geographical hot spots where life mysteriously flares up in
greater 1ntensity than in other sections of the country This
theory comes to mind when you see how alike 1n many respects
were communities of the early Northwest and New England
villages The traditional American government by contract-
“We the people . ”, the plans for churches, librartes, and
schools before there were roads, the debating societies * This
winter we organized a debating soctety Decided to meet at out
house because we are the only ones with a lumber floor ", all
these ways of life are typically Old Oregon They are also
typically New England,

Both New England and the Far West put emphasts on educa-
tion Certain favoured young women of pioneer families who
had prospered early were, indeed, given the benefits of a private
education before their home communities had attained the
dignity of sidewalks or street lights Young ladies 1n Walla
Walla enjoyed a selective curricalum at St Paul’s School for

A
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Gurls when their parents were still paying tuition in gold dust,
six mule teams of flour, or cattle selected by the headmaster
himself on the open range Before the stumps were out of the
matn steeets, Portland had 1ts sedate St. Helen's Hall to educate
its young ladies, and the pupils of Annie Wright's Seminary in
Tacoma, though they had to walk to chapel on two rough
planks laid on a sea of mud, and light their way at night with
kerosene lanterns, were enjoying the benefits of higher learn-
ing along with such Extras—Optional—as instruction 1n
panung on china, plush, and velvet

The first women in the West, as we have seen, carried with
them the seeds of discontent, the faint stirrings of a new life
for females, that were beginning to be apparent 1n parts of New
England and 1n particular in western New York State in the
late thirttes and forties The missionary wives of old Oregon
reflected this new and still almost unconscious feminism in
such small but significant matters as praying aloud in public—
the verdict against which so agitated Narcissa Whitman, And
there is a direct line of association between Lucy Larcom and
the Labour Reform Assoctation founded in Lowell in 1845
(which managed to get a ten-hour day for women passed in
three states before the Civil War) and Absgail Scott Duniway's
agitations 1n Oregon, much later 1n the century, for decent
wages for women workers ‘The great national feminists were
of New England extraction They started the battle for equal
suffrage, but the states of the Far West were the first to win 1t

The budding feminism that was brought to the Pacific
Northwest by certain outstanding pioneers had a chance to
flourish in rude Western settlements where daily life offered
s0 many novelties that women out of their accustomed * place ”
were not apt to occasion much comment By the time these
communities had crystallized 1ato approximations of the old
patterns, women had tested their strength and had some notion
of how far 1t mighr carry them They had proved themselves
able to conquer a primitive land with a resourcefulness and
a courage equal to any man's ‘What was there, then, that could
ever stop woman? asked the more thoughtful daughters and
granddaughters of sunbonnet heroines As women they believed
that the world—a new and better world—was theirs for the
making It lay, they felt certain, just around the corner



ELEVEN
OVER THE TOP OF THE WORLD

BuUT WHAT was around the corner?

In closing a chronicle of such average yet remarkable women
as the Western pioneers one comes inevitably to the question-
What has happened to the American woman that makes it
posstble for angry writers to attack her to-day as a creature who
1s lazy, parasttic, dissatisfied, and neurotic?

What has become of the symbolic little woman * no bigger
'n a pint of cider ” who could carry a child over the Blue Moun-
tains to save the failing oxen and gtve birth on the other side to
a new baby?

Where 1s the woman who could labour sixteen hours a day
and then upbrard herself in her detailed and intelligent
journal “My mund 1s so cumbered with a deluge of little
corroding cares that all I can think about 1s * What shall we eat
and what shall we drink and wherewithal shall we be clothed !’
My leanness! Oh, my leanness!”

Where 1s the woman who could mend a roof in a high wind,
find substitutes for Thanksgiving mincemeat, make a suit of
deer hude with clumsy needles, bear a baby every other year,
and still find the interest and the energy to read philosophy,
press plants, collect stones, stuff animals, learn an Indian lan-
guage, write interesting discusstve letters, keep a detailed diary?
What accounts for the differences 1n feminine conduct between
yesterday and to-day? Is 1t simply that pioneer life offered a
chance for women to exhibit their fundamental qualities? Was
it that, faced with absolute and imminent necessities which
there was no way to dodge, dissemble, or escape, a woman grew
to her full stature and thus became a heroine for posterity,
though 1n her own eyes her conduct might appear so common-
place as to be unworthy of comment?

In the front of an old book about pioneers there 1s a crude
drawing of a woman in a sunbonnet standing on the top of a
mountain Behind her and ahead are the plodding oxen draw-

184
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ing the prairie schooners Says the caption: * Woman, yes,
woman, has come over the top of the world ”

It is interesting to speculate what the effect would have been
on the women marching westward 1nto the unknown America
of the forties, the fifties, and the sixties had there been photo-
graphers, gossip colummsts, and staff members of women’s
magazines to observe them at given points along the route. at
Independence, Missouri, for instance, where they began the
journey toward the limitless horizon, on the other side of the
Platte, where many a new widow would have turned back had
there been anyone to accompany her, or finally on the crest
of the Continental Divide with the fabled hardships supposedly
now behind them. .

When woman set out on her great adventure, there were no
pard observers to cheapen her glory by making her self-
consctous in the moment of her greatness When she came to
the crest of the last mountain she stmply walked on down the
sunset side of its slope and took up her hife and its new
problems in the unknown valley below

Perhaps, symbolically, the real test of women’s inherent
qualities has come 1n the valley on the other side of the moun-
tains she crossed during the last century. Life in this valley has
become, 1n certain ways, too easy to challenge her. The mod-
ern woman has been accused of surfeiting herself on the sweets
of hiberty until she has no taste for the simple bread-and-butter
fare of hard work and equal responstbility ‘The pioneer woman
won her fight for freedom and equality by enduring with men
the same deprivations and hardships Her sacrifice and her
trial became her opportunity for advancement This was the
mountain she crossed All the privileges that women accept as
their rights to-day were won for them by the Narcissa Whit-
mans, the Mary Walkers, Abigall Duniways, and Bethensa
Owenses of the world. These women all fought to grow to their
full powers aganst heavy odds. hard, inescapable, physical
work and frequently chronic disease.

The first women west paid a price to get to the farthest shore-
line of this country and to dominate the wilderness after they
got there The price they paid was high The pioneer woman'’s
experience is often made to appear glamorous by those who
know the least.about 1t ‘The facts are that Mary Walker lost
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her mind, and Narcissa Whitman was miserably unhappy, mal-
adjusted to her life of constant sacrifice Mrs Eells was always
“ ailing,” Eliza Spalding for ever * poorly.” For one Samantha
Trout, facing 1t all with bovine equanimuity, there were a dozen
briefly articulate America Rollins Butlers, confiding to a diary
their frahtic need of human companionship Yet, taken as a
type, the pioneer woman did what she did without fanfare or
self-pity. She commands our most sincere respect for her forti-
tude and gallantry But a great part of this fortitude and gal-
lantry grew out of the collective experience in which she was
sharing She was sustained and strengthened by the very fact
that she was a pioneer, that she was playing a significant part
in a major American experience—the conquering of the last
frontier

We tend to look back enviously on pioneer days because we
see in historical retrospect how full of meaning was the life
then lived These people were making a wild land habitable,
pushing back inch by inch the wilderness, with their wagon
roads, schoolhouses, and churches They were helping to expand
the world. They were moving constantly toward a fuller
and easier life They were making their own future.

What operated among the best of the pioneers was true
democracy, with men and women sharing life equally. This
pertod was of short duration in the history of America For
even before World War II—which brought the fact glaringly
into the open—men and women had long since ceased to share
life equally. They were, indeed, moving farther and farther
apart with every passing year. Each, 1n the main, was doing his _
job separated from the other—the man outside the home
entirely, the woman in 1t entirely. They had no common
meeting-ground—not even 1n their children, which were the
sole concern of the woman World War II brought new
developments to that economic and psychological unit the
American home These changes were disturbing ones to con-
servative people worried about the preservation of familiar
ways of life. Women began going out of the home into the
world 1n ever increasing numbers And when they faced the
difficulties of the double demands of-home-maker and job-
bolder, the intelligent ones began to cry .out for a modern
reorganization of an essentially outmoded institution They
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began to ask where were the créches, the kindergartens, the
factory nursertes that women working 1n industry in a time of
crists could expect, for 1nstance, 1n a country like Russia,

America, under the stress of war, urged women to entet
factorses and lend a hand 1n vital productton Women, on the
whole, responded with an alacrity that showed as much as any
single thing their wish to escape from the isolated monotony
of housework To be sure, they knew they would work just as
hard 1n a factory as they had at home, but they would get a
defimite wage for their labour, and they would not be cut off
from their fellows Not to be “ cut off "—that was perhaps the
most 1mportant point For the first tme married women in
large numbers were forced to think, on thetr own, about wages,
hours, unions, working conditions—all the problems of the
modern 1ndustrial world, which up to then they had known~
only indirectly and hazily through their men At the same time
a certain percentage of men who took over, from necessity,
some household tasks of their absent wives got a glimpse into
the 1nner workings of this alien sphete

When women fresh from years of housework got a first-hand
view of industry’s effictency and standardization, they could
not but realize that the central unit of national life—the
American home—was. still geared to an old way of life, to a
past tempo How stupid, for nstance, for twenty tired women
to go home from their jobs to struggle with twenty separate
meals instead of turning for food to a community kitchen'!

- How inconsistent the demand made by a country for more
women 1n factortes and offices when no attempt was made on a
large scale to solve the problem of what to do with the children
of these women!

Long ago Abigail Scott Duniway made a wise and cynical
remark about women 1n the Pacific Northwest She said that
more of them would have a chance to lead lives of general
service and fulfil their inner drives because they had inexpen-
stve Chinese servants who were willing—happy, even—to do
housework This condition was unfortunately of brief duration
The expulsion of the Chinese from the West coast 1s an old and
famuliar story Mrs Duniway’s remark 1s only included here
because 1t makes a point She was in a position to make her
remark, to write her book, and to deliver her speeches as she
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travelled the length and breadth of the country because she had
freed herself of domestic drudgery by a long hard climb. She
could afford, on her own, to pay for domestic help.

Domestic help 1s the old solution to the problem of women’s
dissatisfaction. It is not the new solution. The reason for the
alleged discontent, laziness, parasitism, and neuroticism of the
American woman-in-the-home is that—unlike the pioneer
woman—she feels that the way she lives her life 1s no longer
necessary, therefore no longer meaningful In spite of all the
highly lauded modern gadgets (which only a small percentage
of American homes actually have) the American woman 1s still
living 1n the nineteenth century. And subconsciously she
knows 1t.

The characteristic quality of the pioneer was his willingness
to leave the known and go out bravely toward the unknown
The 1dea of change held no terrors for him Profound changes
are now taking place 1n our way of life These changes are
overdue if we are to continue as a proneering people If we are
truly to demonstrate democracy, men and women will have to
do 1t together A " return to the home ” 1s not necessarily the
inevitable answer Perhaps we must re-examine the home
before we can take refuge tn a slogan that can have, 1n fact, an
ominously fascist ring Back to the home! c¢ry Germany and
Japan Your womb must be your life, woman, if we are to
conquer the world! The pioneer women who conquered their
world by the living force of “ feminine ” 1deas disprove the
argument that physical violence and the flesh-and-blood
sacrifice are the only way to demonstrate the truth of a given
pount of view

Answers to problems as great as the relationship between
men and women and their joint endeavours to establish a truly
democratic way of life are not easily come by, nor easily
followed when found Life is not a riddle to be solved in
abstract terms, but an experience known only in the day-by-day
living of it This much is certain® Women must now, as
Abigail Duniway reminded them, pay to the future the debt
they owe the past They must join together to make posstble
the next step 1n their emergence as whole creatures They must
put their mind to the solving of the release of woman’s energies
from a stale round of nineteenth-century chores so that she may
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function more intelligently as a wife and mother, or as a worker
in the world if that is her choice. There should be, as a matter
of face, no need for any choice There should no longer be the
neeessity of baving one experience only at the expense of
another. .

Mary Walker, alone in a primitive environment, had to
accept her household drudgery and fit in her mental activities as
best she could around this drudgery.™ This was so inescapably
true that she never questioned it The twentieth-century Mary
Walker knows, however, that soctety could organize the home
very diffecently if it wished to; could take a lesson from
industry in large-scale bandling of the ever recurrent, boring,
mind-dulling round of solitary household tasks which accounts
in large measure for the American woman’s addiction to the
dope of radio’s soap operas .

It is up to woman to take hold of her own problem and solve
it No one is going to do it for her

There 15 more to women’s contemporary problem than this,
however  Freedom of action 1n the democratic sense carries
responsibility. American women, who won their freedom so
short a tume before the great universal light of freedom seemed
about to flicker and go out over the surface of the earth, must
now work to keep that light alive. If women are to continue to
act as free agents in a chaotic and changing world, they must
set about f}:lﬁllmg their grave responsibility to all life with the
queet dignity of a major imperative Only thus can they attain
t the stature of those pioneer females who faced the great task

of their generation with a simple courage which makes us look
back upon them as heroines,

THE END
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