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Northwest and Whitman College Archives

Penrose Memorial Library, Whitman College

Each year the Northwest and vfuitman College
Archives has been blessed with gifts from a
wide variety of contributors. Each
contribution, however large or small, has
added strength to our growing collection.
Financial aid, manuscripts, maps, pamphlets,
rare books, periodicals, and photographs are
examples of the support we receive. As our
friends help us develop the archives, the
research capabilities of the collection grow
stronger. This common interest joins us in
building a valuable archival collection, and
our efforts are establishing a research
facility of quality and importance.

The archives program is divided into two
areas:

First is the Whitman College Archives.

1984-1985 Donors

This is the depository for Whitman College
and student pUblications, business records,
photographs, Faculty and Alumni files, etc.
If it deals with Whitman College we are
interested in it.

The second area is the Northwest Archives.

We collect photographs, diaries, family
papers, business records, letters, maps,
and newspapers; all examples of material we
receive and preserve for research purposes.
Emphasis is placed on collecting local
materials.

The most rewarding aspect of this collection
is that it has been and is being strengthened
through the support of alumni and friends.
This is certainly an accomplishment in which
we all can take pride.

Lawrence L. Dodd
Curator/Archivist
Northwest & Whitman

College Archives

Allen, Mrs. R. H.
Armin, Dayton
Armin, Sadie

Bailie, Mrs. Ray
Baumeister, Kathleen K.
Beach, Harriett
Bennett, Robert A.
Berney, Mrs. Bill
Blomquist, Roberta B.
Bollinger, Gladys
Bown, Frank S.
Bowie, M. Taylor
Brome, Robert H.
Burk, Bill

Carey, Mrs. Shirley G.
Carlson, Frances
Casad, John
Casper, Lucile &

Kirk B.
Cavalli, Gayle
Chastain, Wayne
Childers, Imogene
Clegg, Bernita
Cole, Douglas
Copeland, Mary
Cramer, Fritz

DeBunce, Boyd
Double, Parcilla
Dougherty, Jean C.
Douglas, Dr. Leigh C.

Eagleson, James S.
Ed\yards, Bert R.
Edwards, Mr. & Mrs.

G. Thomas
Emigh, Mrs. Arthur
Evans, Mrs. Wallace

Fazzari, Robert
Ferguson, Baker
Filmer, Helen Heath
Forrest, Viola C.
Fosdick, Samuel J.
Frame, Stan
Fry, Hattie

Garner, Mr. & Mrs.
Kenneth

Gibson, Evelyn
Gilmore, Larry
Graham, Mary & Howard
Gregg, Ruth H.
Groseclose, Mabel L.
Gulick, Jeanne & Bill

Hagenstein, W. D.
Harper, William J.
Hawkins, Mrs. Jerry L.
Henry, Geraldine
Hodgson, Mr. & Mrs.

Lester
Holton, Margaret L.
Howard, Mrs. William

Ikeda, June

Jacky, Linda
Johnson, Carl L.
Jones, Jean

Keen, Mr. & Mrs.
Lester O.

Kelly, The Hon. A.M.
Kennedy, Henrietta B.
Kidwell, Ada
Kimball, Ruth
Krick, Howard
Krieg, Allan

Lackey, Mrs. Lena
Lange, Mrs. Derwin F.
Larson, Mary Ringer
Leitner, Elton R.
Lile, Minor C., III
Locati, Joe
Long, Valley W.
Lydecker, Helen B.

McBirney, Ruth
McCaffrey, Monica
McCaw, Robert H.
McDougall, Zola
McFarland, Betty Lou
McVay, Al

Marquis, Gerta V.
Maxey, Dr. Chester C.
Mealey, Mrs. Etta
Morton, Doug & Karen

Nelson, ~~rs. Vera Joyce

Orchard, Vance
O'Reilly, Mr. & Mrs.

Patrick
Owen, Mrs. Henry B.

Penrose, Magaret D.
Perier, Richard L.
Platz, Mr. & Mrs.

Harry

Reid, Hedda & Robert R.
Reinig, Marion B.
Reser, Helen
Reynolds, Mr. & Mrs.

Allen
Reynolds, Charlotte

Reynolds, Mr. & Mrs.
James H.

Reynolds, Ruth S.
Rice, Tom
Ringhoffer, Winnifred M.
Ritz, Richard
Roberts, Doris E.
Robinson, Harriette

Santler, Frederic F.
Schafer, Carlotta I.
Scheece, Beulah Kelly
Schilling, Ken
Schmidtgall, Bud
Schmidt, Mr. & Mrs. Ted
Sherwood, Mr. & Mrs. Don
Skiles, Roberta T.
Sparks, Marilyn
Stewart, Mildred M.
Stickles, Frances C.
Stocker, Beverly R.
Stocking, Sam B.
Stone, Mr. & Mrs. Frank
Storch, Robert D.

Thompson, Alan
Thompson, Thomas
Tompkins, Charles
Tugman, Bill

Vail, Martha Southworth
Van Arsdol, Ted
Virgin, Robert G.

Walla Walla Valley
Genealogical Society

IVelson, Mrs. K. C.
vfuitman College Community

Faculty & Staff members
Wilson, Marion
Woodhall, Eldon
~vright, Harold

Materials Received Include

Abstracts, Anderson Correspondence, Archival
support, Atlas, Awards, Baker material,
Baker Loan & Investment Company, Bibliographies,
Books & Pamphlets, Boyer Family materials,
Howard Burgess materials, Climatological
Records (Walla Walla), Hallie Day Collection,
Directories (Walla Walla), Dogwood Press
materials (Frank McCaffrey), Early Water
Rights documents (Walla Walla & Touchet
River), Eells Correspondence, Family Bibles,
Financial Support, Flyers, Genealogical
materials, Glass and film negatives,
Grand Coulee Dam materials, Historic Walla
Walla files, Journals, John G. Kelly materials,
(oral history tapes about), League of Women
Voters materials, Ledgers, manuscripts, George
Marquis materials, Welton Marquis materials,
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medals, Music programs, Narcissa (The Cost
of An Empire material, Newspapers, Pa~ntings,

Photograph Albums, Photographs (Walla Walla,
Whitman College, Pacific Northwest), Political
History materials (Walla Walla), Postcards,
Publications (Walla Walla City and County),
Regional & Local Maps, Research Assistance,
Sager material, Scrapbooks, Color Slides
(local and regional subjects), typescripts
of tapes, Walla Walla Business & Professional
Women's Club materials, Walla Walla Country
Club materials, Walla Walla Railroad Company
materials, Walla Walla Water Company materials,
Washington State Penitentiary materials,
Whitman College materials, Yearbooks ( Walla
Walla High School, Whitman College, Walla
Walla Reading Club)



Archives Program Defined _

1984 Saw the development of the first set of
written guidelines for the operation and
development of the archival program at Whitman.

Although the general direction of the archival
program, of which I have been in charge for the
past 16 years, has not changed, the time
commitment to the archives has increased for
myself and the student staff. With my
responsibilities for the Myron Eells Library
of Northwest History being shifted to other
members of the library staff, I now have more
time to work on the archival program.

We are starting to think about a self study,
and looking at future developments, with
specific concerns for growth, financial
stability, staff, conservation, physical
facilities, usage, and a host of other details
which affect the program.

1985 Was the first year that an endowment was
established for the continued support of the
archives. In the past private donations,
grants, and special college funding supported
the growth of the archives. We will still
use these avenues of support, but we also
will have income from the endowment which we

can depend upon each year. We have just
begun to strengthen the Ruth Reynolds Archives
Endowment, and in time it should be a major
support for the archives.

To assist the archives staff, an Archives
Advisory Committee, consisting of four faculty
members, has been established. Their
responsibility is to give professional support
to the archives program. This is the first
Archives Advisory Committee ever established
at Whitman College, and with this committee's
help I look forward to a very successful
partnership in building a strong archival
program at Whitman. The committee members are
Tom Edwards, History Department, Jim Shepherd,
Economics Department, Jean Carwile Masteller,
English Department, and Eloise Dunn Stuhr,
Financial Development office.

The concept of a staffed, endowed archival
program at Whitman is exciting and challenging.
It is professionally and personally rewarding
to be in on the ground floor of this new era
of development. With the help and support of
many friends, I can see a very bright and
progressive future for the archival program
at Whitman College.

Summer of 1985 _

1985 Was the first summer that I have spent
working full time in the archives. In
previous years more than half of the summer
was involved working in the Eells Northwest
Book and Periodical Collection. That
changed in 1984, when these responsibilities
were shifted to other library personnel.
This change, as specified in the 1984 Library
Guidelines, established a full time archives
program at Whitman College. The archives
program includes the Northwest, Walla Walla,
and Whitman College clipping files, North
west map files, Whitman College theses,
~Vhitman College publications, rare Northwest
books and special collections, and the
archives.

Our first summer in the archives was a real
revelation, for we really began to realize
what a formidable task was before us.
Previously our time in the archives was so
limited that we lacked the experience of
understanding long term planning and projects.
With two student assistants, Connie Fogarty

and Matt Hiefield, we began straightening out
some of the clipping files, worked with
several archives collections (sorting, cleaning,
and filing), and doing test programs to see
what time commitment we would need to plan
for. One test program used the Walla Walla .
Union-Bulletin photograph negative collection.
From the 20 year file of U-B negatives (late
1940's to 1969), we selected one year to sort,
place in acid free envelopes, transfer
information to the new folders, and determine
the time it would take to complete all 20
years of negatives. We learned that 1,000+
hours would be required to finish phase one
of this project. The second phase will be
to develop an inventory list, which we will
study later. We also began using the campus
computer for inventory purposes. We need to
do an internal study to find the most
efficient and beneficial way to computerize
the archives.

All in all it was an interesting summer, and
one that did alert us to the monumental
task ahead of us.

Oregon-California Trail Association _
Third Annual Conference, Scottsbluff, Nebraska,
August 14-18, 1985

I was invited by the Oregon-California Trail
Association to give the dedication presentation
at a State of Nebraska highway monument to
Narcissa Whitman.

On the morning of August 15th, approximately
180 people departed the convention center in
Scottsbluff, and proceeded to "Ancient Ruins",
four miles east of Broadwater, Nebraska. The
new monument had been installed on the north
side of Highway 92, just east of Cobble Hills.

My dedicatory talk was entitled, Narcissa
Whitman on the Oregon Trail. With the
except10n of loosing the last page of the
script, for what seemed like an hour, the
presentation went very well and was well
received.

The original manuscript was much longer than
the 25 minute presentation I delivered.

Through the kindness of Mr. Glen Adams of
the Ye Galleon Press, the longer manuscript
was put into pamphlet form and all those
attending the conference were given a copy.

After the presentation I was able to relax,
and enjoy the very successful conference. I
met a number of interesting people, some of
whom I have corresponded with since.

On the evening of November lOth I gave this
presentation to the Wasco County Historical
Society, in The Dalles, Oregon. I spoke
to a crowd of 50+ people at the Recreation
Cafe. I was pleased but surprised at the
large attendance, for it was a snowy, cold
night, just the type of evening that we all
enjoy in front of a warm fire. Again the
presentation was well received, and I was
given a number of very nice comments.

Microfilm Journals and Newspapers _

In October of 1985 I removed from the archives
the two Narcissa Prentiss Whitman 1836 journals,
her 1836 trail notes, and original letters
written by Narcissa and Marcus Whitman, and
hand-carried them to Spokane where they were
microfilmed. I stayed with the materials
until they were all transfered to film, making
sure that the documents were not lost or
damaged.

Today we have available, on microfilm, the
three known 1836 journals written by Narcissa
Whitman, and the known copies of her trail
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notes. To my knowledge this is the first
time all these documents have been available
in one depository.

At the same time I had 55 issues of the Walla
Walla Watchman (Nov. l882-Feb. 1884) filmed.
This paper, found by a Whitman alumnus in a
Seattle used book store, are the only known
issues in existence for this period of time.
The paper is quite fragile, and microfilming
it was a good way to make the paper available
for research.



Ruth S. Reynolds---------------------- _

The following was taken from a tribute
written by Marilyn Sparks, librarian at
Whitman College.

"Miss Ruth S. Reynolds, our friend, colleague,
and library mentor, died on the first of
March, 1985. She spent all of her 84 years in
close association with Whitman College, and 40
of those years in developing and caring for
vfuitman College Library. Ruth Reynolds was
born in Walla Walla, attended Walla Walla
schools, and was graduated from Whitman College
cum laude in 1922. She studied for two years
at the New York State Library School and
served an internship at the New York Public
Library to complete her library degree. Later
she did graduate study at the University of
Chiqago. When she returned to Walla Walla
she became Assistant Librarian at Whitman
College. In 1932 she was appointed Librarian,
holding that position until 1966.

"The College recognized her work in several
ways. In 1951 Whitman College observed the
anniversary of her 25th year of service to
the College with an award dinner, gifts, and
a book of letters from the Whitman Community.
In 1957 President Maxey presented a special
Citation of Merit for her outstanding work.
She received a Full Professorship on the
faculty in 1962. When she retired from the
faculty and as Librarian of ~fuitman College
in 1966, there was special celebration of

her unusual record of 40 years of distinguished
service, with gifts and including another book
of letters.

"At her retirement in 1966 she was awarded the
Librarian Emeritus status by the Board of
Trustees of Whitman College. A 1974
plaque in the library is a permanent reminder
of this extraordinary woman."

When I started working in the library, July
1969, Ruth Reynolds was working in the archives
as a volunteer. It was rare for the new kid
on the block to have the retired librarian
as an archives assistant.

Working with Ruth Reynolds was a truly rewarding
experience. I had at my disposal a person who
knew the Whitman Library inside and out. I
could always depend upon her to give me sound
and valuable advice, making it much easier for
me to become acquainted with the library.

Ruth Reynolds was the ideal volunteer, and I
cherish all those hours we worked together.
In my judgment, Ruth Reynolds did more to
elevate the excellence of the Whitman College
Library than any other person.

In 1981 I wrote and had published a brief
history of the Whitman College Library, which
I dedicated to Ruth Reynolds, my archival
companion, my resource person, my friend.

Sadie Collins Armin _

Sadie Collins Armin, granddaughter of Catherine
Sager Pringle, passed away Sunday, May 13, 1985
in Sioux Falls, South Dakota.

Early in my career at ~ihitman I had the pleasure
of meeting Mrs. Armin, and over subsequent years
we became fast friends. I cherish the memories
of her visits to Walla Walla, where we shared a
common interest in local and regional history,
and in tqhitman College. Mrs. Armin was one of
the major supporters of the Sager Archival Coll
ection, along with her sister, Mrs. Celista
Platz, of Seattle, Washington.

Sadie Collins was born April 18, 1891, in Spokane,
i·;ashington. She attended Whitman College, majoring
in Latin. Upon graduation in 1913, she decided to
go to business college, where she met her husband
to-be, Lot tq. Armin.

After their marriage they moved to South Dakota,
where Mr. Armin managed a lumber yard. Mrs. Armin

Frank McCaffrey

"MY STORY IS THE STORY OF AN AMERICAN BOY"

Frank McCaffrey, 1894-1985

Frank McCaffrey, friend of Whitman College
since 1975, passed away in Seattle, Thursday,
May 9th, 1985, at the age of 90.

My introduction to Mr. McCaffrey was on Sept.
16, 1975, in the staff room of Penrose
Memorial Library. He was visiting the college
to learn if ~qhitman was interested in starting
a fine printing shop on campus.

Less than a month later, along with several
members of the Whitman Community, I visited
his print shop at 404 Battery street, Seattle.
We were given a tour of his one room shop,
which was filled with books, paper, equipment,
type, type cases, etc., and we became involved
in the production of the Henry Broderick funeral
memorial folders. Copies of this McCaffrey
production were his first gift to the library,
and it inspired a continuing search for at
least one copy of all the things he printed
over the years.

As our friendship grew so did our mutual
commitment to record his professional career.
We realized the task was monumental, and Frank
decided to write his story. This project had
just been started at the time of his death,
and while sorting his papers I found less than
one page of notes.

Frank was born May 22, 1894 in Pittsburg, Pa.
In 1898 his parents moved the family to Keller,
Washington, where they lived in a log cabin.

Frank's formal education was in the Bancroft
Grade School and the North Central High School
in Spokane, Wa. As a boy he sold newspapers,
worked in a grocery store where he took orders
in the morning and delivered groceries in the
afternoon. By the time he was about ten he was
hired by Charles B. Nash, superintendent of the
print shop of Shaw & Borden Company, Spokane.

I asked Frank if Mr. Nash had any influence
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noted that she "- never dreamed of living anywhere
but Spokane, but I would have done anything my
husband wanted me to do. He was someone special."
Finally settling in Sioux Falls, S. D., the ~rmins

started Lumbermen's Supply Company, a wholesale
firm.

In 1976 Mrs. Armin, with her son Dayton, donated
$10,000 for the establishment of the Catherine,
Matilda, and Elizabeth Sager Memorial Scholarship
at Whitman College, which helps "an undergraduate
student achieving above average grades and who is
in need of financial assistance."

Mrs. Armin was a delightful lady, and all who met
her could not leave her presence without feeling
her kindness, warmth, and charm. My life has -~-__
been enriched by knowing Sadie Coll{ns Armin.

on his becoming a printer/craftsman, and Frank's
reply was " - I knew I was following close
behind a man who was to fashion the future
course of my entire life."

His first job for Shaw & Borden was to run
errands. Later he was moved into the print
shop and was given the task of cleaning
"spacebands". One day the machinist-operator,
using a Model 3 Linotype, cast a slug with
Frank's name on it. Although the slug
apparently has not survived, the incident
remained with Frank the rest of his life.

Frank told me that he was the youngest
apprentice to ever join the Spokane Typo
graphical Union, and before 1912 he had
served a five year apprenticeship at the plant
of Shaw & Borden.

One of Frank's boyhood dreams was to go to
Harvard, and one day while cashing his pay
check at the Durkin Liquor Company store in
Spokane, he asked Mr. Durkin if he could
make a contract with him, where he would pay
for Frank's college education, and then Frank
would pay him back after he graduated and got
a job. Mr. Durkin did not take the request
seriously, and it was a great disappointment
that Frank long remembered and talked about
the last time I saw him.

Leaving Spokane, Frank worked as a journeyman
printer in various shops in Oregon and Wash
ington.

By 1913 he was working for the Lumberman's
Printing Company, at 147 Henry Building,
Seattle. "I was with the Lumberman's some
six years" during which he became the shop
superintendent.

Frank had a printer friend, Roy Wilkins, who
was working at the Acme Press in Seattle. The
two talked of forming a partnership and
purchasing the Acme Press from William Bushell.
Before they could complete their plans Wilkins
decided to move to San Francisco. Still
wishing to purchase the Acme Press, Frank ~



approached Mr. Bushell. Bushell suggested
that his pressman, Jay F. Horst, might be
interested in forming a partnership with Frank.
McCaffrey and Horst formed a partnership, and
in October of 1919 they became the owners of
Amce Press. At the age of 25 Frank was part
owner of a well established and known Seattle
print shop, which confirmed a career in the
printing business that would cover the next
66 years.

In 1929 Frank bought our Jay Horst, and became
sole owner of Acme Press, which he operated
until September of 1952.

"After selling Acme Press, set up shop at 921
Aurora, two levels, well equiped with letter
press, lithography and bindery. Opening late
in 1952, my first job was for my long, long
time customer Henry Broderick, a 190 page book
illustrated in color, hard covers, titled
TIMEPIECE."

When Frank moved to 404 Battery Street his shop
was reduced in size, but he continued to do
fine printing.

He never gave up his love for printing, and
until the last he was planning projects.

Frank's reputation as a fine printer/craftsman
is recognized far and wide. His contribution
to the art of fine printing is a tribute to his
skill, dedication, and love for his profession..
For many people Frank will best be remembered
for the materials he published under the "Dogwood
Press" imprint. This imprint was a "trade-mark"
which Frank used on special publications.

The earliest appearance of the Dogwood imprint
in the Whitman College McCaffrey collection is
1931. Although the imprint was used mainly
for books and pamphlets, we do find programs,
invitations, and misc. publications being
identified as published at the Dogwood Press.
I have found 20 different logos used by
Frank, 11 which have the Dogwood tree and a
dog, and 9 with the tree only. I wonder if
we will find other designs.

Frank's favorite logo was the one drawn by
Rockwell Kent. In the 1930's Mr. Kent visited
Frank at his shop at 124 Terry Avenue N.
At some later date Frank received a Dogwood
logo drawn by Mr. Kent, and Frank noted that
"Rockwell Kent sent that to me unexpected."

As we pursue our collecting of McCaffrey
materials, we are finding a wide variety of
finely printed items, from menus to books,
business cards to elaborate certificates, and
letter head paper to promotional pamphlets.

We intend to continue collecting McCaffrey
materials. How far we will go is still in
question, but we are committed to building
and caring for the best McCaffrey collection
possible.

This sketch has been brief, but does give you
an idea of who Frank McCaffrey was.

If you find McCaffrey materials please let us
know. We are still actively involved in this
project, and we still need your assistance.

Reminiscences of Nancy Osborn Kees Jacobs __.......-------- _

1986 Is the 150 anniversary of the arrival
of Marcus and Narcissa Whitman in the Walla
Walla Valley, In recognition of this
historical event I have chosen the following
document from the Whitman collection:

"Reminiscences of Josiah Osborn and his Journey
to the Pacific Coast and Life at the ~~itman

Mission by Nancy Osborn Kees Jacobs, and presented
at a meeting of the Inland Empire Pioneer and
Historical Association, in Walla Walla, Wash
ington" .

When asked to write of the scenes and
memories of the early days of our beautiful
Eastern Oregon and Washington, I shrank from
the task, for I felt incompetent and I feared
the criticisms that one gets when writing of
the past, especially when telling of the days
of their childhood. Yet I realize that, at
best, but a few years more can elapse until
those who know at first hand of these stirring
events will have passed on to that undiscovered
country from whose bourne no traveler returns,
and then only hearsay evidence of those times
will be available, unless those who do know
shall leave a written record.

I am not ashamed of the name Pioneer,
neither am I ashamed of the part that fell to
me as one of their number. But who is able
to tell of the heroes and heroines who came
to this coast.

And now you will parden me if I use in my
story the names of Josiah Osborn, who was my
father, and Margaret Findley Osborn, my mother.
Father was born in Connecticut, May 1, 1809.
His mother was Annie Lyon, a cousin of the
General Lyon who was killed at the battle of
Springfield, Missouri, during the late Civil
War. Mother was born Jan. 30, 1817, in Clark
County, Indiana, and emigrated to Illinois
when fourteen years of age. They were married
June 6, 1834. Both now rest in the McHargue
Cemetery, near Brownsville, Oregon. It was
more than interesting to me, when a child, to
hear father tell of hearing the roar of the
cannons when Commodore Perry fought his famous
battle on Lake Erie, and also to hear my mother
relate the brave deeds and hardships
of the Revolutionary War, as told to her by
her grandsires, both of whom were soldiers
during the war.

It seems a part of God's great plan that
some people are born to go out ahead to blaze
the trails and fight the battles of life so
that the flag of freedom may be planted in
new places.

During the autumn of '44 and the spring
of 1845 some letters were published in the
newspapers telling of the Oregon Country, its
fine climate, plenty of fish and game, wild
berries in abundance and everything nice. No
place like the West, - - and you know the
sequel.

The doctor advised father to take the
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trip because of a tendency to tuberculosis,
so on the 12th day of April, 1845, we bade
adieu to our home and friends in Henderson
County, Illinois, and started Westward to
the setting sun. How vivid to me yet are
some of those scenes; the silent clasping of
hands, the falling tear. Once do I remember
the voice of father's brother as he said,
"God bless you on your journey". 'Twas thus
we started on our way, not with the puffing of
the stately engine or scream of the whistle,
as when an emigrant train starts west today,
but it was "Come Boys! Gee Dick! Haw Tom!, the
pop of the whip, and we were off for Oregon.
Oh how much it meant to each of us who were
in that wagon then.

At Oquawaka, over four miles from our
old home, we crossed the Mississippi River on
a small steamboat. We took dinner that day
with Grandmother Findley and stayed all night
with John B. Courtney, who, with his family,
joined our party the next day.

In our prairie Schooner we carried all of
our provisions for the six months trip, father's
chest of tools, a box of books, mostly histories
of Greece and Rome, etc., Bibles and a few
miscellaneous ones, and all of our clothes,
bedding and household equipment. The wagon box
was arranged so that the upperpart projected
over the wheels. We had a corded bedstead
arranged so that mother could lie down and rest
any time that she wished. This she frequently
did as the rough jolting of the dead ax wagon
was very tiresome. We had two yoke of oxen and
one cow. Together, with a small amount of
money realized from the sale of things which we
could not bring with us, this equipment
constituted our material wealth as we began our
long and tiresome journey on the great trail
to the West. But if we were lacking in equipment,
it was abundantly replaced by courage and faith
that God would care for us, no matter where we
wandered.

As I remember, the emigrants that year were
mostly from Illinois and Iowa. On May 24, 1845,
we crossed the Missouri River on a ferry. I
well remember how frightened I was when, as we
were about mid-stream, a yoke of grandfather's
cattle became unmanageable and jumped over
board and swam to the shore. We crossed the
river at St. Joe, then an Indian Agency and the
western limit of civilization. Here was the
rendezvous for forming trains for the long west
ward hike and we met a number of other emigrants
and formed a train. Mr. Abner Hackleman was
elected captain of the train, and we remained
under his charge until a few days after crossing
Snake River near the end of our journey. The
Indian Agent at St. Joe, a Mr. Rubydeau, told
the emigrants that the Indians were all ready
for their summer buffalo hunt except for the
corn which he was to grind. He promised to
put off the grinding as long as possible. His
plan was to detain the Indians as he feared
trouble for the emigrants if the Indians over
took them. The Indians did overtake us later,
while we were camped on the Big Blue River.
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They stampeded our stock during a severe hail
storm and killed one of Grandfather's cows.
She had 14 arrows in her. Some of the horses
were lost but most of the stock was recovered.

With neither roads, bridges nor ferries,
our train began its journey toward the land of
promise in the New Oregon, and we forded every
stream from the Mississippi to the Columbia.
As soon as we had crossed the Missouri River
we were in Indian Territory and had to stand
guard each night to prevent our stock from
being stampeded and stolen. To the right of
the trail just after crossing the Green River
was the open grave of Mr. Sager who had been
buried there the year before. The Indians
had opened it and I remember the small poles
with which the body had been covered, as they
were standing upright in the grave. The train
'stopped a few minutes while we looked at the
gruesome reminder that we knew not when we
would have to leave some of our loved ones to
this same fate. Another time I recall was
when a stampeded buffalo herd threatened our
train. The wagons were quickly halted and
every man grabbed his gun. The great fear was
of stampeding our oxen as well as danger of
being trampled by the hordes of buffalo. The
leader of the herd was shot just before reaching
the head wagons of the train and the herd was
thus divided and scattered. Guarding against
such attacks as these, as well as Indians,
selecting camping places, feed, water, etc.,
were some of the various duties of the captain.

There was no settlement until we reached
the Willamette Valley. There were some
Hudson Bay forts or trading posts at Laramie,
Hall, and Fort Boise, and those who occupied
them were not in favor of Americans coming
to this coast to spoil their trade with the
Indians. There were two mission stations, one
at Waiilatpu, the home of Dr. Marcus Whitman
and his noble wife, and one at the Dalles,
then occupied by Father Waller and Rev. Brewer
of the Methodist Episcopal church. There was
no place on that long journey over mountains
and plains and deserts to get provisions except
at Waiilatpu, and that near the end of our
journey, and in a limited amount.

There were a number of accidents and many
incidents during our trip. Some of the latter
I shall mention. On the morning of the 5th of
August, the water at our camp ran east. When
we camped at night the water ran west. We had
crossed the divide of the Rocky Mountains. A
young man by the name of Andrew Rogers, of whom
more will be said later, was helping drive
the loose cattle that day. He left the cattle
and assisted father, who had dropped out of
the train during the day because of mother, to
get our wagon into camp that evening. That
night a young chap came to our camp and he came
to stay. He weighed about twelve pounds, and
later persisted in calling me sister. I called
him Alexander Roger Osborn. There was one
wedding in our tain - - a Mr. Scott and
Rebecca Cornelius were married as we descended
the western slope of the Rockies. I remember
how, as they stood in front of their tent by a
small fire, my father came up with a armful of
sage brush and threw it on the fire. Instantly
the whole scene was lighted so that the entire
camp could witness the ceremony which was being
performed by Mr. Evans, a Baptist Minister.

Soon after reaching Snake River the emigrants
felt safe from the dangers of the plains and the
train split up into small divisions on account
of the greater ease of procuring feed and water
for the stock. With father was Grandfather
Courtney with two wagons, and Elisha Griffith.
While along the North bank of the Snake River we
met Dr. White who told us of Dr. Whitman at
Waiilatpu where we could get some provisions.
When we reached the Grande Ronde Valley, John
B. Courtney and his son John were sent ahead
with a little gray mare to secure provisions
from Dr. Whitman. On their return to our
party they told us of the need of a mill-
wright at Waiilatpu as the Indians had burned
the mill which Dr. Whitman had erected there.
They had told the Doctor of my father as a
man who would suit his need, and so we parted
from our friends at the foot of the Blue Mts.
near the old Cayuse station and wended our
way to Waiilatpu, our first camp being near
where Athena now is. That was about the
middle of October, 1845. Later, Isaac
Cornelius and Tom Summers came with their
families to the mission and stopped for the
winter. Summers was a blacksmith and worked
for the Doctor. Jacob Rynearson taught the
Indian School and Andrew Rogers, a young man
from Illinois taught the mission school for
the white children that winter. The latter
school was small, but a number of the pupils
are living yet. I am one of them. You will
find the name of Andrew Rogers on the marble
slab at Whitman's. They also had a Sunday-
school for the Mission children. This was
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my first Sunday School and Mrs. Whitman was
my teacher. The twenty-third psalm was my
first lesson. How I love to think of that
school.

March of '46 found us again on the road
to the Willamette Valley. We drove overland
to the Dalles where we stopped and whipsawed
lumber enough to make a flat boat and shipped
the wagons and outfit. The four wagons in
the party belonged to Messrs. Rynearson,
Cornelius, Summers and Osborn. It required
several days to saw the boards and build the
boat. My father had his tools along and was
chief builder of this raft. We drove the
stock along the trails and swam the four
cattle across the river just above the
Cascade falls. There we unloaded the boats
and made a five mile portage. So far,
father had steered the boat, Cornelius and
Summers had done the rowing but they did not
fancy the undertaking of shooting the Cascade
Falls in that unwieldy vessel so hired some
Indians to take it our and turn it loose in
mid stream above the falls. Other Indians
caught it when it came to the eddy below the
rapids. Here we reloaded and resumed our
journey to Oregon City, which was then head
quarters of the American settlers. There we
spent the summer and made the acquaintance
of Geo. Abernathy, the first Govenor of
Oregon, Dr. McLoughlin of historic fame, Wm.
McKinley, also of the Hudson Bay Company and
Dr. McKay. In the fall of '46 we moved to
Salem, now the capitol of Oregon, where stood
the old Institute, the pride of the Methodist
Missionaries. Judson and McLain were two of
the leading men there at that time.

Dr. Whitman came to Salem in the fall of
1847 and purchased the Dalles Mission for the
Presbyterian Board of Missions and put it in
charge of his nephew, Perrin B. Whitman and a
Mr. Hinman. Father met the Doctor while he
was at Salem and contracted with him to go
back to Waiilatpu and take charge of the work
at the mission for two years, this giving him
more time to devote to his work with the
Indians. Father was to receive three hundred
dollars per year, either in stock or money,
besides living for himself and family. We
children were to be in the Mission School.

We left our cattle and chickens and-most
of our belongings with grandmother Courtney
and taking only father's tools and a few
household necessities we made the trip up
the Columbia River in a batteau with an Indian
crew. At Vancouver, Mr. Ogden sold us tea,
coffee, sugar, tobacco and other supplies for
the trip, all of the order of Dr. Whitman.
We left our boat at the mouth of the Walla
Walla River and sent word to Doctor that we
were there. We waited three days and were
camped near some Indians who had the measles.
I well remember the death of a little papoose
and the mourning of its parents, particularly
the father.

Early on the morning of the third day,
Crockett Bewley, who was massacred with
Whitman, came to our camp with a large wagon
and provisions from Waiilatpu. As soon as we
could cook a meal we started on our way to the
Mission and arrived there the following day in
time for dinner. As we were crossing the
Touchet River the oxen, which were quite wild,
started up the stream and got into deep water.
Mr. Bewley stopped them by jumping out and wad
ing ahead of them. Father carried us children
from the back end of the wagon to land and
then assisted in getting the wagon and cattle
out of the river. We had been at Waiilatpu
just five weeks when the fatal 29th of Nov
ember came. A number of emigrant families
had stopped for the winter, expecting to go
on in the spring to the Willamette Valley.
They brought the measles with them. That
year the Indians had been more troublesome
than usual. Many of them had the measles
and their mode of treatment was nearly always
fatal to the patient. They would take a
sweat bath and then jump into the cold water.
Of course, death was the result. We also had
the measles. My mother came near dying and
we buried her babe on the 14th of November.
My sister, in her sixth year, died on the
24th. Her memory brings to my mind a scene
which I cannot forget. An Indian came into
the room where the form of my sister lay.
Mrs. Whitman asked leave to show him the
dead child. She wanted the Indians to know
that the measles were killing the white
people as well as the Indians and thus hoped
to allay the growing distrust of the red men.
The Indian looked long at my sister, then how
cruelly he laughed, to see the pale face
dead. The good Doctor and his noble wife were
kept busy night and day to care for the sick
and dying.

At last came the fatal 29th. The school,
which was taught by Mr. Saunders, a lawyer from



Wisconsin, and which had been closed on account
of sickness, was reopened that day. Three men,
Messrs. Kimball, Hoffman and Canfield, were
dressing a beef. Father, who had been out to
get a bucket of water, remarked that there
were more Indians about than usual but thought
it was because they had killed a beef. Mother
had gone in to Mrs. Whitman's room to see Hanna
Sager and Helen Meek who were sick with the
measles. Both girls died a few days later.
It was the first time that Mother had walked
across the room for three weeks. The Doctor
who was sitting by the stove reading, was
called into the kitchen to give a sick Indian
some medicine. The sudden and continuous
firing of guns was the first alarm. Mrs.
Whitman began to cry and the children to
scream. Mother said, "Mrs. Whitman, what is
the matter?" She replied, "The Indians are
going to kill us all". Mother came back into
our room and told us what was being done. Mrs.
Whitman called out to fasten the doors and
father took a flat iron from the fireplace and
drove a nail above the latch on the outside
door of our room. Then he seated himself on
a box by the foot of the bed on which lay my
brother, John, sick with the measles. Mother
sat near the head of the bed and I was between
them. Mrs. Whitman came in soon after for water.
Mr. Kimball had been wounded and had fainted.
She came back a second time, asked for my father
and said, "My husband is dead and I am left a
widow". She returned to her room wringing her
hands and saying, "That Joe! That Joe! He has
done it all". This Joe Lewis was a half breed
Indian of ill repute who had crossed the plains
that year from the Red River Country. It was
he, instead of Mr. Rogers, who told the
Indians that the Doctor was poisoning them.
Some late writers claim that Mr. Rogers made
this statement to save his life at the time of
the massacre. They base their claims, as also
in other instances, upon unreliable Indian
testimony and the statment of a priest who did
not even claim to be a witness of the events
narrated. None of the whites present at the
time the statement was claimed to have been made
have ever made such an assertion. Joe Lewis
and an Indian named Cup-ups came around the
house and broke our window with the butts of
their guns. Mrs. Whitman and those in her room
had gone up stairs. I had spoken twice to
father and said, "Let's go under the floor".
He did not answer me but when the Indians began
breaking in the doors of the adjoining room
he opened the floor, which was made of loose
boards, and we were concealed beneath. In a
few moments our room was full of Indians,
talking and laughing as if it were a holiday.
The only noise we made was by my brother
Alex, two years old. When the Indians came
into our room and were directly over our
heads he said, "Mother, the Indians are taking
all of our things". Hastily she clapped her
hand over his mouth and whispered that he must
be still. I have often been asked how I felt
when under the floor. I cannot tell but I do
remember how hard my heart beat, and how
large the ventilation holes in the adobe walls
looked to me. They were probably only three
or four inches and a foot long, but they
seemed very large to me when I could see the
Indians close on the other side. The Indians
tried to follow those who had gone up stairs but
were kept back by a broken gun being pointed at
them. They then persuaded them to come down,
saying that they were going to burn the house.
Mrs. Whitman fainted when she came down and saw
the Doctor dying. She was placed on a settee
and carried by Mr. Rogers and an Indian. At
the door Mr. Rogers saw the circle of Indians
with their guns ready to shoot and dropped his
end of the settee exclaimed, "My God we are
betrayed". A volley from the waiting savages
was his answer and both he and Mrs. Whitman
were mortally wounded. The Indians then told
Joe Lewis that if he was on their side he
must kill Francis Sager to prove it. Francis
was my school mate and about fourteen years
old. We heard him cry to Lewis, "0 Joe, don't
shoot me," then the crack of the gun as Lewis
proved his loyalty to the red men.

As soon as it became dark the Indians
left for their lodges of which a number were
near. Everything became still. It was the
stillness of death. All we could hear was
the dying groans of Mr. Rogers who lay with
in six feet of us. We heard him say, "Come
Lord Jesus, come quickly". Afterward he said
faintly, "Sweet Jesus". Then fainter and
fainter came the moans until they ceased all
together. Thus dies my first teacher.

We lay beneath the floor until about ten
o'clock that night, then came out and tried
to find some wraps and something to eat. We
could find but little and did not linger long.
Hanging by the window was a small bag with my
childish keep sakes in it. When we came from
under the floor I started to get this and

stumbled over a small tin cup. I asked
mother if I could take this and having her
consent placed it in my little reticule.
Later father split a stick and fastened to
this cup so that mother was able to get water
from the river while he was gone up to the
fort for aid. Francis Sager lay at our door.
I stooped and placed my hand on his forehead.
It was cold in death. There was only star
light to guide us and as we came out of the
house we turned west, went down through the
fields and crossed the Walla Walla River near
the mouth of Mill Creek. Father made three
trips to carry us across, first taking my two
brothers, then myself, and lastly mother. We
then secreted ourselves the best we could in
the bushes. When daylight came we found that
we were near a trail and we could hear the
Indians pass and repass, laughing and talking
as they carried the plunder from the Doctor's
house. Our thought was to go to Fort Walla
Walla on the Columbia River, near what is
now known as Wallula, which was about thirty
miles distant. Tuesday night we were able
to get but a short distance before mother
gave out. When she could no longer stand,
she tried to persuade father to leave us and
go to the fort to try to get help. At first
he would not. He said, "I cannot leave
you, but I can die with you". Mother waited
until he became more calm and then pleaded duty.

-How often that word has helped a faint and
faltering heart. When darkness came again and
each had lifted their hearts to God in prayer,
for they were praying people, he made ready to
go. They knew that he could take but one of
us with him. Which should it be? Finally he
took my little brother John, who was sick and
weak, hoping to leave him at the fort to be
sent to our friends in case the rest of us
should be lost. Such a parting as that was.
I hope I shall never witness the like again.
How we listened to his footsteps as he slipped
away in the darkness. Just think of that lone
man carrying a sick child nearly four years
old, and he had never been over the way but
once. He was nearly drowned while attempting
to cross the Walla Walla River, but managed
to get out on the same side he went in and
continuing on, finally crossed near Wallula
and arrived at the fort just at day break.
He was put into a room where there was
nothing but a fire and given a cup of tea and
a few scraps to eat. He asked for help to .•. __
get us in and was told that his wife would
surely be dead and that he had better not try
to get us children. He replied to McBain
that he would save us or die in the attempt.
Fortunately for us, an American artist by the
name of Stanley, who was out painting and
sketching for some company in New York and had
been out in the Colville country where Rev.
Eells and Walker had their mission station,
came to the fort the same day father got there.
He offered his horses and what little pro-
visions he had left and made the sick child
as comfortable as he could, for they would not
keep him at the fort. A Walla Walla Indian
was secured as a guide and they came back to
us. He had left us in the dark and was not
familiar with the locality so of course it
was difficult for him to locate us when he
returned. Finally he called my mother and
when she answered the Indian jumped from his
horse and came to us. He had his hand in his
blanket and we thought he would kill us but he
raised his hand and' said "Hia Klatawa," meaning
"Hurry and go." Then we knew that he was of
the Walla Walla tribe and not a Cayuse Indian
for they did not use the jargon. Father said,
"My God, Margaret, are you still alive?" and
fell across her. Such a meeting as that was.
But here is where I must draw the curtain.

It was now getting light and we were soon
on our way, McBain had ordered father to go to
Chief Five Crows on the umatilla River, as he
was still friendly to the whites. We started
and soon came to what is now known as Mud
Creek. The banks were steep and we had to
unsaddle the horses to get them across. The
Indian bent willows down to form a bridge
over the creek and carried all of the things
and us children across on it. While he was
saddling the horses we saw a Cayuse Indian
about half a mile away on a little knowl.

Soon he came to us with his hand on his gun and
told our guide, who was unarmed, to be still
while he killed that white man. The Walla Walla
Indian shamed him out of this by telling him
that it would not be a brave act to kill a sick
man who had his sick family with him. The
Cayuse replied that he had never killed a white
man and was not anxious to do so and would let
him go for the rest of the Cayuses would soon
get him anyway. Father had heard that if an
Indian accepts tobacco from anyone he would not
injure him, so he offered this warrior a piece
of his tobacco. With a laugh, the Savage



accepted it and placed it in his bosom, and
turning, rode off toward Waiilatpu. We kept
on to the Hudson Bay Farm where a Frenchman
with his Indian wife was in charge. There
we secured a change of horses as the ones we
had were worn out. I found out later that
these horses belonged to Rev. Eells and had
been loaned by him to Mr. Stanley. A
friendly Indian secured them and returned
them to Mr. Eells later. The Frenchman told
father that he would never live to get to'
the Umatilla as the Indians were hunting
him like bees to kill him, and advised us to
go to Fort Walla Walla and demand admittance
as American citizens, and if they refused
protection to go to the mercy of the friendly
Yakima Indians on the North side of the
Columbia River.

Father asked the Frenchman to conceal us
there but he refused and told us to hurry
away. We started again and reached the top
of what is now called the "Oregon Hills".
Here mother asked where we were going and
upon father's replying, "To Umatilla", she
slipped from her place behind him and said
that she would go no further, adding, "If
I have to see you murdered, it will be
here." Father told her that McBain had

told him not to come back and he did not
know what to do. She pleaded with him to
follow the Frenchman's advice so father
called to the Indian that we would turn and
go to the Fort. His only comment was "close",
meaning "Good". After a short rest we
changed and I rode with father and mother was
placed behind the Indian and tied to him as
she was too weak to stay on the horse. He
also fixed rope stirrups to hold her feet
and made it easier riding for her.

We journeyed on for several hours
and then turned into a little valley shut
in by hills, for the country all around
about is hilly and rolling, to rest our
selves and horses. We know now that the
delay probably saved our lives, for the
Indians had come in pursuit of us, and
passed on ahead while we rested. When we
went on our way later we passed not far
from their camp fires, where they had
camped for the night.

We arrived in safety at Fo~t Walla
Halla a little later, demanded admittance,
and were not refused. We remained at the
fort two months, and were then brought
safely down to the valley.

Archives Get Newspaper Coverage _

In 1985 Elaine M. Prentice, Assistant Director,
Whitman College News Service, wrote an article
about unique, unusual, and valued gifts to Whitman
College. Because she used the Northwest and
Whitman College Archives as an example, I thought
you might enjoy reading her article. The article
did receive AP coverage and we know it appeared
in The Bellingham Herald; Sioux City Journal;
Free Lance in Hollister, California; Everett
Herald; and the Statesman-Journal of Salem, Oregon.

Before you toss out the yellowed love letters
from that dusty trunk, before the moths destroy
your great-grandfather's cavalry uniform, think
about it-they might make dandy gifts for your
favorite college.

Consider the following donations which have
proved of value to at least one college: an 18
passenger limousine, a 300-piece set of hand
painted porcelain, the contents of a garbage
can and a stack of old maps.

These, as well as the goods of several estates 
from sofas to teakettles - are among the most
unconventional gifts that have been accepted by
Whitman College here, reports the school's
archivist, Larry Dodd.

The 1958 Chrysler limousine finished its years
as a college van; furniture, linens and kitchen
ware found new life in dormitories and other
buildings. Vintage clothing - elegant gowns
and lavish furs of another era - have enhanced
tr.e college theater's stock of costumes, and a
Victorian mansion used as a faculty center houses
a display of porcelain plates and candlesticks.

The garbage can, plundered by a loyal graduate,
was a gold mine of posters and playbills for an
early-day community theater. Buried among the

,old maps was another prize, an l890s - era
lighograph of this small southeastern Washington
town in which Whitman is located.

Such items are of interest to this liberal arts
college, one of the many colleges that play an
important role in preserving local and regional
history, Dodd explains.

"You never know what will turn up in a box of old
papers that will be of value," says Dodd, who
never declines an invitation to rummage through
someone's attic.

He says some materials that seem valueless may fit
into existing collections, but many colleges also
are willing to take the responsibility of gifts
with historical significance even though they may
not be critical to any college collection.

"I don't collect according to what people need
today," he says. "I try to preserve bits and
pieces for the possible use of someone down the
road. There are some things this college has held
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onto for years until the right person came along
to work with them.

"People think a gift has to be a large statue or
something, but the five letters your great-grand
father wrote during the Civil War could be very
important to someone who is studying the Civil
War."

Sometimes a gift's value may be a bit obscure,
he points out. A chunk of white rock and a piece
of bark sitting high on a archive shelf are proof
that Whitman College accepts almost anything. Both
are bits of memorabilia associated with the life
of Marcus Whitman, for whom the college is named.
Whitman and his wife, Narcissa, were early-day
medical missionaries who were instrumental in
opening the Northwest to settlers.

"We don't say we're not interested," Dodd says.
"Donors don't necessarily distinguish between what~~_

valuable and what isn't, and word would soon spread
if we refused items. We look at a much broader
picture."

That broad picture includes finding spots to display
or store a colonial-era portrait of an American ship
captain painted by a Chinese artist, a cashmere
shawl made in India in about 1850, a soup ladle
cast of melted-down silver dollars, an 1864
Springfield rifle, and a wall-size painting
representing the story of Marcus Whitman in
Cecil B. DeMille grandeur.

Sometimes people donate family heirlooms or
historical materials because they have close
ties with a college, but often they simply want
to give the items to an educational institution.

"Lots of people have a sense of history and know
someone at a college will be interested. They
feel a college will take care of their treasures
with reverence," Dodd says.

Located in Washington state's wheat country,
Whitman has a special reputation for taking care
of people's farms. The college has been accepting
gifts of farmland since the early 1900s and at
present owns and manages 10 farms ranging in size
from 140 acres to 8,000 acres. An all-volunteer
committee supervises farm operations, making
contractual arrangements with tenants and taking
care of other activities.

"As a rule, other Pacific Northwest colleges are
not comfortable with a gift of farmland, but its
something rfuitman seeks out. We consider it a
good investment," says R. R. Reid, college
treasurer.
Among the few gifts Whitman has declined over the
years was an extensive collection of antique
typewriters. College officials encouraged the
donor to give the collection to a business
college or to the Smithsonian.


