School’s Over for the Summer!
But there’s still so much to learn.
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Join the

Clayton / Deer Park Historical Society.

(Homework optional.)

Free — Take One
CHANGE OF LOCATION FOR THE HISTORICAL SOCIETY’S MEETINGS.

NOTICE

Second Saturday of each month, beginning at 9:00 a.m.,
basement of the Clayton Grange Hall, 4478 Railroad Avenue, Clayton, Washington.
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The C/DPHS is an association of individuals
dedicated to the preservation of the history of our
community. To the preservation of the region’s oral
history, literary history, social history, graphic and
pictorial history, and our history as represented by
the region’s artifacts and structures. To the
preservation of this history for future generations.
To the art of making this common heritage
accessible to the public. And to the act of
collaborating with other individuals and
organizations sharing similar goals.

THE

CLAYTON/DEER PARK

HISTORICAL SOCIETY
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© C/DPHS

An Open Letter Concerning
the History of the Herman Johnson
Family in the Clayton Area

y

Herman Johnson

a C/DPHS reprint

This story is reprinted from the Reports to the Clayton/Deer Park Historical Society, Volume II1, 2007.
It is a family history drawn from an open letter, dated July 1986, intended primarily for the relatives
and descendants of Herman Johnson. A copy of said letter was donated to the historical society
for inclusion in its published archives.

It appears here in a form extensively edited and restructured by Wally Lee Parker.

I am writing this family history, hop-
ing that you will enjoy reading these memo-
ries, beginning in the 1800’s, of the P. C.
Johnson family, and their migration from Swe-
den and Denmark to start pioneering in the
United States of America.

These writings will be what 1 have
been told, and remember, of our family.

My father’s father was a large man
— a cavalry sergeant in the Danish Army.
When he finished the Army, he bought a large
Dane dog, and got a two-wheel cart for the
dog to pull. They would go down to the piers
when the fishing boats came in, buy fish, and
re-sell the fish, by weight, to customers in the

city.

He was a married man with two chil-
dren — one boy and one girl. The girl died
very young. The boy was named Peter.

The family was in need, so when
Peter was 11 years old he was hired out to the
big farmers to herd sheep. As he got older he
became a herdsman on a large dairy farm. He
was a good butcher, and also became an expe-
rienced veterinarian, helping farmers with
their animal problems. He also worked in a
cabinet shop — though he had difficulty con-
trolling his temper, and that caused many disa-
greements with his fellow workers.

Mother was from a higher class. Her
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folks owned a large farm with lots of heavy
timber. They had a large span of oxen, using
them for farming and timber hauling. They
also had a nice team of black horses, with a
hearse for funerals. And her father bought and
sold cattle.

In order, my mother, Selma, had one
step-sister, one step-brother, and one brother
named Herman. Then came my mother and
her sister Helga, then Leontina.

At age 18, Herman went to America
and became a section foreman on the railroad
out of Duluth. He never married.

Mother, as a young girl of about 18,
went to Denmark and hired on as a milkmaid
at a large dairy farm. There were four other
milkmaids, each having twenty-two cows to
milk twice a day. Sometimes they had to husk
corn for cattle feed, or go into the fields to pull
sugar beets.

Later she was promoted to the cream-
ery, where she had charge over several other
girls in the making of butter, cheese, and other
milk products for export. She also kept the
creamery spic and span.

It was there, at the dairy farm, that
she met and married my father, Peter. Then
along came a little girl named Edith. In 1899,
when Edith was about one and a half years
old, Father took the family back to Selma's
family’s home in Sweden.

Father left the family there and
caught a freighter to America. He arrived in
Quebec, Canada, and then traveled to Bis-
marck, North Dakota.

In Bismarck he teamed up with an-
other Danish man, Jens Johnson, and Jens’
wife. They rented a farm, team of horses,
farm equipment, and cattle. Neither Jens nor
my father had any farming experience.

Since neither of the men had any
money, they decided they’d have Father send
for his family — that way the wives could care
for the farm, while the men looked for work.

A month later my mother, having
taken another freighter, arrived. When she got
settled, the men took off, first stopping at a
logging camp.

They arrived in time for supper, then
were given a place to sleep. After breakfast
they were told what to do. They looked
around at all the big timber and said, “This is
not for us. We know nothing about timber
work.”

On their way again, they came on a
railroad section gang and got a job they could
handle.

As summer came to North Dakota,
the pond where the family had been getting
drinking and cooking water went dry. The
women had to haul clean water.

After working with the section gang
for a month, the men hopped a freight train
going west. They found another section gang
to work with. Sometime in January, they
hopped another train, this time to Spokane.

They bummed around Spokane for a
while, until Father met a man who delivered
milk to Spokane. This man, Solberg, was
looking for someone to take over his milk-
house duties. He had 48 cows to feed and
milk by hand twice a day. Then he had to
pour the milk into cans and get it ready for
delivery.

Father told Jens about the job. Jens
said it sounded “Okay.”

The two women were having a tough
winter. Lots of snow to shovel, water for the
cattle to pump, and ice in the water troughs to
break — often during blizzard weather. And
they discovered several dead cattle in the
pond, apparently having broken through the
ice and drowned. Mother was very ready to
get away from North Dakota.

Jens said he would go back to the
farm and sell the group’s belongings. Then
he’d bring the wives, and Selma’s baby Edith,
to Spokane.

Father bought a little shanty close to
Solberg’s farm.

In the spring of 1900, after Mother
settled in, they started working for Solberg.
Sometimes Mother milked half the cows her-
self, prepared the milk for its delivery the next
morning, then cleaned up afterwards.

Having driven to get a load of hay,
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Father stopped at a little store beside the river
on Monroe Trail. As he climbed up on the
hayrack, he stepped on the doubletree, slipped,
and fell. The team moved, and the front wheel
ran over and broke his leg.

He was taken to the hospital in Spo-
kane.

Even though his injury made much
more work for Mother, she went to see Father
most every day. Another Dane also came to
see him. Peter Hanson, a real-estate man, had
located a farm near Clayton — just the right
farm for Father, he said. Father told Hanson
he had no money, a broken leg, and couldn’t
farm land covered with trees. Hanson said the
land was clear, and ready to be cultivated.

Father said, “How can I tell if you're
telling the truth? I haven't seen the place, nor
have I a way to get out to Clayton to see it.”

Hanson replied, “I'm from Denmark,
and one of your countrymen. That, and my
long white beard, should be proof enough.”

When Mother heard the offer, she
said, “We have nothing to buy with.” But their
employer, Mister Solberg, said he thought it
was a good idea for the Johnsons to buy a
farm.

Solberg said he would drive part of
his cattle to the property near Clayton. The
folks could milk the cows, put the milk on the
train, and then Solberg and the folks would
split the profits. The Johnson’s shanty near
Solberg’s farm could be used as down pay-
ment.

Early one April morning, in 1901,
Solberg had his hired men load a buggy with
all the folk’s belongings. Over rough, winding
logging roads, still covered with patches of
snow, they managed to reach a farm near Deer
Park by eight or nine that night.

It was pitch dark, and raining hard,
when they stopped at the farmhouse to get
directions. The farmer said he knew the place
they were going, and that they were within
five miles of it. The farm couple offered to let
the family stay the night, since the folks would
have a better chance of locating the property in
the light, and since all, including Solberg’s

man and the horses, were tired.

In the attic of the farmhouse, the
folks put out the lamp and fell asleep. Mother
woke, hearing what sounded like rain dripping
from the ceiling. She lit the lamp, looked at
Edith, and saw that her face was covered with
what Mother took to be bed bugs. So, she
stayed up the rest of the night, with the lamp
lit, keeping the bugs away.

After an early breakfast, the family
left for Clayton. When they arrived at the
farm, what they found was a surprise — and
not a good one.

All the big timber had been logged
off the property. But just a small spot had
actually been cleared — to provide fire protec-
tion for the log cabin.

Downstairs, the cabin had a living
room, bedroom, and a shanty for a kitchen.
Upstairs was space for a bedroom. For the
horses, there was a lean-to on the north side of
the cabin — just some upright poles with
branches for a roof.

There was no well. For dipping wa-
ter, there was a small spring with a hand-dug
pond about a quarter mile from the cabin.

Father, leaning on his cane, looked
around. He told Mother not to unload. They
had obviously been cheated, so would return
to Spokane with the buggy driver.

But Mother said “No.” She said they
had lost their small home and had nothing left,
but she would not go back and be a slave. She
said there must be a better way.

Woodcutter cabins were scattered all
around. One woodcutter saw the folks’ situa-
tion and said, “You poor people.” Then he
went into the woods, shot a deer, and brought
the folks half the meat. Another neighbor
brought some potatoes left over from last
year's garden. And another brought a quarter
of a bear and laid it on the table.

Mother said “No” to the bear. The
paw looked too human.

Even though there was still snow in
the woods, Mother began digging up the gar-
den. The soil was good, and there was plenty
of moisture.
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Clayton was just a mile down the
road. There was a store, post office, two-room
school, hotel, church, bunk house, boarding
house, sawmill, and brick plant.

Father got work in the plant, mixing
clay for the brick machine. He worked twelve
-hour days, six days a week — at a starting
wage of one dollar a day.

We lived in a Norwegian settlement
called Sweet Haven — all large families.
They built a new church out in the woods and
started a congregation. Donations, for the
most part, paid for the land, building, and
cemetery. Services were held once a month.
The pastor would come up on the train in the
morning and go back at night. Neighbors
within five miles would come by horse and
buggy. And everything was in Norwegian.

That church was a landmark for many
years.

The settlement’s school was a one-
room log cabin.

In October 1901, a little sister named
Lilly was added to our family. She was the
first baby to be baptized in the new church.
And, coincidently, Mother’s was the last fu-
neral held in the church before the congrega-
tion was moved to Deer Park in 1949.

For twenty-five cents a week, Mother
washed clothes for the brick plant workers.
She carried water from the little pond, putting
enough into the copper boiler to cover the
clothes. She boiled the clothes, then trans-
ferred them to a large tub to work them over
on a scrub board.

She hung them out on a line to dry —
in the winter they would freeze dry. Then
she’d press them with flat irons heated on the
kitchen stove.

Lastly, she would fold the clothes,
wrap them in old newspaper, and tie the bun-
dles with a string.

Father would bring the dirty linen
home from the brick plant and take it back
when clean. In those days, every penny count-
ed.

Indians from the reservation, headed
for Spokane, would come down our road.

Sometimes they would camp in the woods
next to us. They would use our water and beg
for food. Mother would give them some food,
saying they might do harm otherwise.

The Indians always brought wild
horses along for sale. Father bought one.
Then we bought a new buggy and single har-
ness. He drove the horse around with just the
line for a while. The horse seemed quite gen-
tle.

One Sunday afternoon Father hooked
the horse to the new buggy, intending to take
the family for a ride. They started down the
road. All went fine until they started up a hill.
Coming up the other side — walking toward
them — was a man. As soon as the horse saw
the figure coming toward him, he bolted to-
wards the woods. The buggy couldn't follow,
and the shaft was broken in several places.

As Mother led the horse, Father
pulled the buggy back home. Apparently, the
horse was afraid of strangers.

In 1904, another little girl came to
live with the family. She was named Marie
and she was healthy and well.

About this time Auntie Helga came
from Sweden to live with the folks. After
about a year, she went to live with some cous-
ins in California. While there, she met and
married a man named Burgh. He was a jack-
of-all-trades. Later there was a great earth-
quake, so Auntie Helga brought Uncle Burgh
back with her to Clayton — to stay with the
folks.

Uncle Burgh got work at the Clayton
brick plant as a carpenter, making containers
and crates for shipping, and scaffolds for the
plant.

Father wanted to build a two story,
eight-room house. When finished, Uncle
Burgh told Father it looked like a schoolhouse.
Uncle said it needed two dormers upstairs —
that the dormers would add two more large
rooms to the house.

Uncle took a leave from the brick
plant, tore a big hole in the east side of the
roof, and, when finished, moved himself and
Auntie Helga into the space. That’s where my
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cousin Irwin was born.

Then Uncle Burgh tore a big hole in
the west side of the roof. When finished, Un-
cle used that room for his oil painting, blue
prints, and figures office.

Not only did this make the house look
much nicer, it also made it the biggest house in
the neighborhood.

In 1907, the Washington Brick and
Lime Company opened a new, four-story brick
factory to produce decorative terra cotta mate-
rials for buildings. At one time this was big
business and two-hundred men were employed
in the new factory.

Father was transferred to the terra
cotta building. His new, much more important
job was to gather the right clays, then mix the
ingredients to the proper softness for hand
pressing into molds.

After the clay was pressed, the molds
were left overnight. When the molds were
taken apart, the still damp clay needed to be
touched up, surface smoothed, taken to the
dryer, and when dry, taken to the kilns for
firing. After that, the finished pieces were
taken to the fitting shed, where they were
boxed for shipping.

On July 21, 1907 — at 4 o'clock in
the morning of what would be a bright, sun-
shiny day — a six-pound boy arrived, and
everyone except Edith was happy. She would
rather have had another sister.

Father immediately ordered a big new
baby carriage to be shipped from Chicago. He
was thinking he’d soon have someone who
could take on the farm work. And that came
true as soon as I could carry a load of firewood
and milk the cows.

I was overloaded with work from
early to late — with lots of interesting promis-
es that never matured. But I was a willing,
strong, and hardworking young man — and
lucky enough to have a living mother.

In the spring of 1908, when the Indi-
ans came through and camped at their usual
place, Father bought another pony from them.
Now we had two horses. We used them to do
a little plowing in the cleared patches. The

patches were rather small for plowing, but
things grew a little better when the ground was
stirred.

On the 4™ of July the family decided
to celebrate at Loon Lake. Uncle, Auntie, and
Lilly traveled the five miles on the train. The
rest were to take the horses and buggy. Father
and Edith were in the front seat. With Mother,
Marie and me — one year old at the time — in
Mother’s lap in the back seat.

The horses were trotting along at a
nice pace when an empty whisky bottle
dropped in the road broke under one of the
wagon’s wheels with a loud pop. The new
pony jumped. The force broke the back seat
off the box, and dropped it on the road. Lucki-
ly, it landed right side up.

Edith, from the front seat, looked
back and saw Mother, with me in her lap, and
Marie beside her, still sitting on the seat.
Scratched, bruised, and with dirt on our faces.

After putting the seat back in its
place, we continued on to Loon Lake.

In September of 1909, another little
sister came to live with us. Her name was
Esther. She was a jolly type girl.

By now Father had accumulated a
number of cows. He bought a milk separator.
Then Mother would churn a week’s accumula-
tion of cream into butter and divide it into
pound blocks. On Saturdays we would ride to
Clayton to peddle the butter and cream to cus-
tomers. The rest we would trade for groceries
at the store.

We would butcher cows and pigs for
the meat market. We did a little customer
butchering at times, too.

One day Uncle Burgh brought a large
canvas and hung it up in the west dormer room
he’d added to Father’s house. In that room
he'd have plenty of light for his oil paintings.

Putting all his spare time into the
work, he painted a picture of Jesus and his
disciples in the garden of Gethsemane. Look-
ing from across the room, walking from side
to side, he took his time studying the picture.

{

text continued on page 1677 —— }
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Above & Right: “Jesus & His Disciples in the Garden of Gethsemane.”
As seen in the Zion Lutheran Church, Deer Park, Washington.
(Painting by Gustavus E. Burgh — circa 1909 — oil on canvas.)

Mpr. Burgh was born in Sweden about 1873. He immigrated to the United States in 1897.
He was living in California when he met and married Herman Johnson’s aunt, Helga
— also an immigrant from Sweden — apparently arriving at Clayton around 1904.

It appears Helga returned to Clayton with her husband just after the
San Francisco earthquake of 1906.

Nineteen-ten’s census places Gustavus, age 37, Helga, age 34, son Irvin E., age 1, and
son Harry G., age less than 1, in the Clayton district. At least one other child, Mildred,
was added to the family while still at Clayton. The 1910 census lists Mr. Burgh’s
occupation as “carpenter.” Mr. Burg and family appear to have left the community
about 1912 — Gustavus transferring to a Washington Brick & Lime operation in Idaho.
Evidence then indicates the family was living in Seattle as of 1934.

Gustavus Burgh passed away in Seattle on February 217, 1945.

Mpr. Burgh not only painted the church’s Garden of Gethsemane image, he also created
the wooden altar in which the painting is enshrined.
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The Trysil Lutheran (aka Zion Lutheran) Church, Clayton, Washington.

The date of the above photo is unknown. However, at the time of the photo the church —

constructed in 1901 — was located approximately three-and-a-quarter miles east by
northeast of downtown Clayton. In the spring of 1949 the structure was moved to its

current location at East Crawford Street in Deer Park. Various alterations and enlarging

o

additions, including a new steeple, were made after the move. The church has been an
important part of Deer Park’s central district ever since.

%
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/ TAYSIL LUTHERAN TO \

ESTABLISH CHURCH HERE

Rov. S, Fv Veldy, paster of few months, Rev, Voldy said and
Trysil Lutheran church, an- a final vote was takeén Sunday.
nounced this week that the Rev. and Mrs, C. G, Tjomsland
church congregatlon had voted have offered $3000 toward the
to establish their church In Deer project In memory of thelr son,
Park in the Immediate future. Erncst who was kllled in o
This is a matter that has been plane crash last year.

wdcr discussion for the past /

[ Deer Park’s Settlers Day Parade & Picnic — July 28", 2018. 1

Clayton’s Trysil Lutheran Congregation Votes to Move the Church to Deer Park.
Deer Park Union — February 26", 1948.

painting in it. Everyone who saw it compli-

mented Uncle on it. And the painting is still

With brush and colors, it took him a whole as nice as ever — fulfilling its purpose.

year to finish that painting, Mother said. Father and Uncle thought it would be
When finished, Uncle went to the nice to order a baptismal font from the terra

church and built a large altar. He placed his  cotta plant. Grayish in color, it came in two

[ — text continued from page 1673 —— ]

Construction of Basement Begins in Deer Park.
Deer Park Union — October 21, 1948.

/ WORK. STARTS ON \
CHURCH BASEMENT

At a meeting of two commit- pouring.of the ,concrete will be-
lees of the Lutheran church at. gin next week. As soon ns the
the parsonage, Mopday Thight, walls of the hucmcnl are ready
plans were completed for the the church bullding, which st
¢onstruction of o basement and present, Is 4'% milea northwest
the . moving of the church bulld- of town, will be moved to Dear
ing. Park and placed on Lhe base-

Excavation for the basemeont ment. The bullding will be en-
was begun this week, Tho con- larged and remodeled,

\lgxcl'lon' of the forms for the ' /
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/ LUTHERAN CHURCH TO \

The building committee of the
Trystl Lutheran church met. this
Thursday evening at the home
of Russoll H. Meyer, chalrman.
Plana were completed for - the
Qovlng of the churclt within the

BE MOVED SOON

next week or ten days. Tho
project has been held up the
past scveral months op actount
of the heavy winter snow drid the
spring “sofiening of the roads.

Due to Heavy Snow & Spring Thaw.
Deer Park Union — April 7", 1949

pieces and was very heavy. The members of
the church were pleased.

While Uncle was doing his painting,
Father wanted a large dairy barn built. Uncle
drew a blueprint for the barn. But Father had
never seen a blueprint before and couldn’t
understand what Uncle Burgh was talking
about.

Uncle began building the barn. Fa-
ther would come home from work and find

what had been done not to his liking. So Un-
cle Burgh would tear it up and try again. And
again, Father was dissatisfied.

Uncle said to Auntie and Mother, “/
will never get this barn built. What I build one
day, I have to tear up the next day.”

Father accepted the third try.

When Uncle had finished the barn, it
was the biggest and nicest in the community,
although I don’t think Father was ever quite

Congregation’s Services Return to Relocated Church.
Deer Park Union — April 21%, 1949

/ LUTHERANS

Tentative .plans for services «in
the Lutheran church, which has
just been moved-into-town, have
been.set for Mother's Day, May
8, at 11 a. m. A great deal of
avork remains to be ‘done of the
dullding, but in the meantime
fne congregation -will. use tha

{uildlng for services as -soon as

TO RETURN \

TO OWN CHURCH SOON

possible,

Changes in the bullding in-
clude lengthening it by 23 feet,
adding a wing for an office,
applying - new - slding, ‘a new
steople and belfry and renovat-
ing the interior. The basement
will be completely finished and a

heating plant Installed. /

page 1678

Clayton’s Brickyard Day Celebration — August 4", 2018.
https://www.facebook.com/brickyardday/

/

CHURCH NAME CHANGED

The Lutherans gave a new
name to thelr church last Sun-
day, It will now be called Zion
Lultheran church. The old name

-

was Trysl, a word that had
spealal meaning to the ecarly
founders of the church,

Trysil Lutheran Church becomes Zion Lutheran Church.
Deer Park Union — October 20", 1949

satisfied — since it was rebuilt again later on.

We put a lean-to on the barn for our
horses — eight stalls. At one time, when all
three of us were working together, we had
fourteen horses, plus thirty-five milk cows.

Uncle Burgh and Auntie Helga be-
came the proud parents of a little boy named
Irwin. Uncle built a bungalow, not far from
our house, for his own family. Later on, Harry
and Mildred were born there.

He also built a large, two-story chick-
en house with feed bins on the first floor.
There was a stairway to his office in the room
above. In the back room was a large feeding
room with egg nest. He bought two incubators
— one large, one medium size. He fenced in
the yard, so the coyotes wouldn’t take the
chickens. Then he went into business selling
eggs and small chicks.

One day Harry was crawling up the
stairway to Uncle Burgh’s office when he fell
between the steps and landed in one of the
open feed bins. On his way down, he caught
his chin on the edge of the bin and bit his
tongue almost in half. Uncle had to go out
into the pasture, catch the horses, harness
them, and hook up the buggy. Then Auntie
Helga and Mother drove to Deer Park, to the
doctor’s, to have poor Harry’s tongue sewn
back together while Harry was suffering.

Another day we were playing with
hammers, throwing them into the air. One
came down, hitting me on the top of the head.
It was bleeding badly. Auntie Helga patched
up the hole the hammer had broken in my

skull.

And another day Irwin and I went
looking after the squirrel traps. Irwin was
trying to figure out how the traps worked, so
he stuck his finger in one of them. I was too
small to pry the trap open, so I ran and got
Auntie to open the trap. Irwin had a very sore
finger after that.

Uncle Burgh and his family lived at
Clayton for about six years. Then he received
a promotion. Washington Brick and Lime was
sending him to Moscow, Idaho, to take over as
supervisor of a new brick plant.

I did not like to see them leave. They
were the only children close by to play with.
We had a playhouse in the woods. 1 played
the horse. The girls put a bell around my
neck, so they could find me when they turned
me loose. When I grew up, my little brother
Alvin would take my place as the horse.

In December of 1912, another little
sister, Ella, was welcomed. She and Esther
grew very close — since they were so close in
age.

The family was getting more cattle,
and too much cream. Instead of churning all
the butter, we would take the cream to the
Deer Park creamery on Saturdays. That was
much less work.

In 1914, World War I started in Eu-
rope.

A little brother named Alvin arrived
in the spring of 1915. The midwife, with Al-
vin in her arms, called me to her. She said, “/
know you like your little colt, but I want to
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take either your little brother or the colt. So
which one do you want to keep?”

I hesitated a little. “You will have to
take the colt. I want to keep my brother.”

When Alvin was two years old, I was
told to do some harrowing. Out in the field,
the harrow got clogged. I stopped and put the
lines to the team on one side — one section —
of the harrow, while I lifted the other section
and started cleaning. All of a sudden, the
horses took off. I fell, hanging on to the har-
row while trying to reach the lines on the other
side. I had to let go.

When the team went through the first
gate, the harrow hit the gate post, and broke
the hitch holding the harrow to the team. The
team ran through the barnyard, through an
open gate, and off toward town.

I followed, finding that a man in
Clayton had stopped them.

Alvin had seen the horses, then me,
running through the barnyard, so he took after
us. But he took the wrong road and ended up
down by the railroad.

Mother, missing Alvin, started down
the same road. When she got to the tracks, she
saw a neighbor loading wood onto a railroad
car. When she got close, she saw Alvin sitting
on the wood wagon. The neighbor told Moth-
er that he saw the little boy coming down the
middle of the road. He picked him up but
couldn’t understand what Alvin was trying to
say. Alvin only spoke Norwegian.

When Alvin started school, the kids
called him the “little runaway boy.”

Ella picked up a scar when she was
about seven years old. I’d been told to go to
the neighbors for a load of straw. Marie, Es-
ther, and Ella came with me. The neighbor
had a little colt that followed us through the
gate to the straw stack. When loaded, Marie,
Esther, and I got on the load. Ella stayed to
close the gate behind us.

After 1 had driven through, the colt
stayed at the straw stack. Ella, intent on driv-
ing the colt through the gate, picked up a stick
and gave him a good wham. The colt returned
with both hind legs. One hoof caught Ella on

the cheek, cutting the muscle. The neighbor
brought her home in his buggy. She was un-
conscious for several hours.

This left her with a scar, like a big
dimple, for the rest of her life.

During this time, we had more cattle
than hay, so we had to buy several carloads of
hay from Yakima each winter. There went all
our profits.

We had to clear more land to grow
hay. If I had any free time, the job of clearing
land — slow, hard work, done by hand — was
staring me in the face.

World War I stopped in 1918. And a
lot of people died from the Spanish flu that
year.

In 1920, T bought 80 acres of brush
land for pasture. In the wintertime, between
chores, I would haul cordwood and skid logs
to the Deer Park sawmill.

Then Father bought another 160 acres
of brush and timber for pasture — so lots of
fencing had to be done.

When I was 14 years old, I had an-
other runaway accident. The Saturday before
my Confirmation, I was told to go a mile
down the road to the blacksmith’s and pick up
two water troughs. I hooked the team up to
the big wagon — one with a double box. As I
drove through the barnyard, I had to open the
gate, walk the team through, then shut the gate
behind — to keep the other horses in the yard
from getting out. After the team pulled the
wagon through the gate, I yelled “Whoa,” but
they never stopped. I closed the gate, and the
team was already on the run. I caught the
back end of the wagon, climbed in, and found
that the lines had fallen to the ground.

Now I was standing helpless, with the
team at a dead gallop.

A neighbor was watching through his
gate as we rolled past. He told his wife that it
looked to him like there would be one less
Confirmation at church tomorrow.

A little further on there was a culvert
under the road, with a dead-man pole sticking
up on each side. The horses were a little off to
one side. When they got to the culvert they
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moved toward the center of the road, and away
from the closest pole. The front wheel of the
wagon just missed the dead-man, but not the
back.

The impact broke the ‘reach’ and tore
the box off the front of the wagon. I saw I
could step onto the wagon tongue, walk up
between the horses — still at a full gallop —
and stop them. This I call a miracle.

When I was 16, I was sent into Spo-
kane to get a horse that we had bought. I rode
into town with the milkman. I got the horse
and led him out of town. After about ten miles
I decided I'd try to ride him — although he’d
never been ridden before. I came to a farm
and asked the two men there if they had a rope
long enough to tie around the horse’s neck,
just in case the horse tried to get away.

They did.

I climbed up, and the horse started
bucking. With the horse twisting around and
around, I was being tangled in the rope. I de-
cided to jump off. But the rope had already
tangled around my leg by then.

I fell behind the horse. He kicked me
on my knee. Then the horse took off, drag-
ging me up into a field, around, then back
down into the barnyard. By then the rope had
slid down around the horse's legs, tripping it.
The men held the horse down while I got my
leg untangled from the rope.

Now, through six inches of new
snow, I had to lead the horse the other twenty
miles home, while walking on my sore knee. I
was completely worn out.

I always took too many chances. If
that horse would have gotten out on the road, I
think that would have been it for me.

Edith and Lilly had been teaching for
a few years when Lilly had to go back to
Cheney for her diploma. Lilly liked to come
home often. Edith and Lilly decided to give
me five hundred dollars each for a car, if I
would pay the balance. So I bought a nice,
big, 1923 Studebaker Deluxe.

I thought it would be mine. But I
soon found out that it was the family car, with
the restriction that it only be used for long
distance drives. The rest of the time we used
the horses.

About that time, I also thought I had
a girlfriend. But I had so little free time to
visit her that she found her another boy and
married him.

Lilly married George Renner in Au-
gust of 1927. She had two children, Roy and
Ruth. Edith married in 1928. She had three
girls, Marilyn, Rose Marie, and Evelyn. Marie
never married. She became a very good typist.

I bought another 160 acres, next to
what | already had. And then the Depression
era started.

/ Further Reading Regarding the Trysil / Zion Lutheran Church: \

“Pioneer Families in the Deer Park / Clayton Area: the Westbys,” by Kenneth Westby.
Mortarboard #3, July 2008 — page 21 — Collected Newsletters, Volume 1.
http://www.cdphs.org/uploads/3/4/2/0/34204235/newsletter_03_downsizesinglepageweb.pdf

“Letter to the Society.”
Mortarboard #3, July 2008 — page 26 — Collected Newsletters, Volume 1.
http://www.cdphs.org/uploads/3/4/2/0/34204235/newsletter_03_downsizesinglepageweb.pdf

“Old Settlers: The Tarbert Family,” by Sharon (Boyd) Clark.
Mortarboard #5, September 2008 — page 57 — Collected Newsletters, Volume 2.
http://www.cdphs.org/uploads/3/4/2/0/34204235/newsletter_05_downsizesinglepageweb.pdf

“Letters, Email, and Chatter”
Mortarboard #10, February 2009 — page 123 — Collected Newsletters, Volume 3.
K http://www.cdphs.org/uploads/3/4/2/0/34204235/newsletter_10_downsizesinglepageweb.pdf /
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It was hard on everyone. We got
good crops, but we couldn’t sell them. There
was no money to be earned. Hay was five
dollars a ton, and wheat ten. Ten gallons of
milk brought in sixty cents. Butter thirteen
cents a pound. Eggs, twelve cents a dozen.
Fat beef cattle sold for thirty dollars. A two-
hundred-pound pig sold for twelve dollars.

About 1932, Father retired from the
brick plant. After thirty-one years of walking

back and forth to work every day, there was no
pension, no Social Security check, just the fact
that he had already been paid for his work.
From the beginning of the Depres-
sion, and for the next five years, we couldn’t
make enough to pay our taxes. But with us all
working together, we were able to live.

end

Letters, Email, Bouquets & Brickbats

Bits of Chatter, Trivia, & Notices — all strung together.

... whodunit in Williams Valley ...

Under the lead “Big Owl Was Bur-
glar,” this from the September 15", 1931 is-
sue of the Clayton Moose Bulletin.

“Walter Sargent captured a big
horned owl last week at his farm in Williams
Valley, which had found its way into the hen
house. Hearing a commotion about midnight,
he went to the place with his shotgun, and
when he opened the door, a hen rushed out
with the owl close upon it. He fired in the
darkness and wounded the bird, later captur-
ing it. From now on it will do service as a
mantelpiece ornament. The wing spread of
the bird was 54 inches.”

... Deer Park’s own sleuths at work ...

A few years earlier Deer Park had its
own case of non-primate intrusion, as this

clipping from the March 31, 1927 edition of
the Deer Park Union explains in some investi-
gative detail.

“As Mrs. Earl Mix opened the Family
Confectionary for business Monday morning
she discovered that the electric current was
shut off, and on examination found that the
switch had been opened at the point where the
wires entered the room. She could not find
anything missing when she searched the build-
ing, and finally called Marshal Keith. They
soon found tracks on the top of the booth par-
titions and a tuft of cat’s hair hanging from
the switch. Further examination showed faint
outlines of tracks in one of the front windows.
The mysterious burglar was a cat that had
wandered in with the crowd to see the (motion
picture theater) show on Sunday evening, and
had been locked in when the place was closed
for the night. In trying to get out it had
climbed to the partition and jumped for an

Comments Policy

We encourage anyone with observations, concerns, corrections, divergent opinions or additional
materials relating to the contents of these newsletters to write the society or contact one or more of the
individuals listed in the “Society Contacts” box found in each issue. Resultant conversations can

remain confidential if so desired.

All Past Issue of the Mortarboard Can Be Viewed on Our Website:
http://www.cdphs.org/mortarboard-newsletters.html

Deer Park Locations Currently Carrying Print Copies of the Mortarboard:

City Library, City Hall, Gardenspot Market, Standen Insurance, & Odynski’s Accounting.

upper window, falling back and pulling the
switch open with its claws as it fell.”

... enthusiastic Ford owner ...

The following was clipped from the
June 10" 1930 edition of the Clayton Moose
Bulletin.

“E. C. Casberg, age 78, of Clayton,
has owned six successive Ford Cars. He has
owned 1912, 1914, 1916 and 1918 touring
cars of which he has the 1912 and 1916,

which are still in use. He had a 1923 truck
and now has a 1929 Town Sedan. Last Sun-
day Mr. Casberg enjoyed a ride in a Ford
Trimotor plane in Spokane and is determined
to pilot one and says he will buy one if he lives
long enough. Mr. Casberg has never owned
any make of car except a Ford and after 18
years of ownership of these cars is a most en-
thusiastic booster for Henry Ford and his
products.”

——— Wally Lee Parker

Minutes of the

Clayton/Deer Park Historical Society
—— May 12,2018 ——

In attendance: Marilyn Reilly, Bill
Sebright, Pat Parker, Wally Parker, Mark
Wagner, Pete Coffin, Judy Coffin, Christina
Burris, Mary Jo Reiter, Mike Reiter, Betty
Burdette, Ella Jenkins, Sue Rehms, and Don
Ball.

Society President Bill Sebright called
the meeting to order at 9:00 AM. He reported
that: 1) He and Anni have new phones. He
finally figured out how to get rid of their land-
line and still have 276-2693 as the Society’s
contact number. Bill’s cell number is now 276
-2693. Anni has his old cell number 936-
0907.

Society Treasurer Mark Wagner re-
ported the main checking account ended the
month at $6,738.24. There were deposits of
$90.00. One check was written for $20.00 for
Bill Sebright for postage. The web hosting
account ended the month at $569.37, with a
withdrawal of $10.95 for web hosting. The
Brickyard Day account is at $989.68.

Society Vice President: No one has
stepped forward to become Vice President.

Print editor Wally Parker reported: 1)
One hundred and twenty copies of the May
Mortarboard have been printed for distribu-

tion, and the online PDF version has been sub-
mitted for uploading. This 12-page issue in-
cludes three feature articles: “An Interview
with Harold Klawunder,” “Deer Park’s Open
Door Congregational Church Building,” and
“In Search of Deer Park’s Early Mayor,
Lyman F. Miller.” 2) Ten issues of Collected
Newsletters, Volume 34, have been printed.
This collection combines Mortarboards #118,
#119, #120, and #121, and is available from
the society for a small donation. Four were
sold at the meeting. 3) As time permits, your
editor has been working on a multipart article
about the involvement of late Deer Park resi-
dent Robert Willis Grove in the European air
war, circa 1942-43. The Mortarboard would
be most appreciative of any anecdotes regard-
ing any portion of Willis’s life for inclusion in
the article. Please forward such to the editor
via email or phone — contact data provided on
the last page of this issue.

Webmaster Marie Morrill reported by
email that she has uploaded the May Mortar-
board. She is at a meeting in Chewelah.

Pete Coffin reported: 1) I have com-
pleted a relatively long essay on Williams Val-
ley settler Herbert Mason whose diary
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(“Memoranda’) has provided material for sev-
eral Mortarboard articles. The essay contains
over 2100 words and 8 photographs. His
Memoranda documents the hard life of an
early farmer from 1906 to 1937. A paper and
digital copy will be given to Editor Parker. 2)
There was mention of salmon in the Spokane-
Deer Park area streams prior to the construc-
tion of the Little Falls dam south of Ford. In
her article about “The Strong Family” Jean
Strong Siers writes that in the middle 1880s,
“Salmon came up the rivers and into the
creeks. The men would throw them out onto
the banks with pitchforks. They were taken
home in tubs and smoked for winter use.
Sometimes they would pile brush into the
creeks. The salmon would jump onto the
brush and were helpless.” This article is in
the “History of the Settlers of Wild Rose Prai-
rie,” by Loretta E. Grieff.

Mike Reiter reported that the new fire
station will be fully operational by July, and
an open house is planned for Settlers Day.

Mike also mentioned that the new Highway
395 roundabouts will start construction in June
and construction is expected to be finished in
60 days. Lively discussion then ensued.

Betty announced that Settlers Days
meetings are every third Monday at the City
Hall, 7:00 PM. Many new volunteers are
helping this year. The ambulance will have
new booths at the city park for Settlers Day.

May 9 was the fourth planning meet-
ing for the 35" Brickyard Day. The flyer is
shaping up. Ads are going well. We are hav-
ing trouble coming up with a band. Any ide-
as? The buttons are for sale. The shirt will be
for sale later this month.

Next meeting: Saturday, June 9™,
2018, at 9:55 AM at the Clayton Grange Hall.

Meeting adjourned at 9:55 AM.

The Society meeting minutes submit-
ted by Mark Wagner, acting Secretary.

end

Society Contacts

C/DPHS, Box 293, Clayton, WA 99110
Bill Sebright, President — sebrightba@gmail.com — (509) 276-2693
Wally Lee Parker, Editor of Print Publications — bogwen100@msn.com — (509) 467-9433
Visit our Website — http://www.cdphs.org

Editorial and Copyright Policy

Those contributing “original” materials to the Clayton/Deer Park Historical Society retain copyright to
said materials while granting the Mortarboard and the Clayton/Deer Park Historical Society durable
permission to use said materials in electronic and print media — including permission to reprint said
materials in future Clayton/Deer Park Historical Society publications. Under certain conditions proof of
ownership of submitted materials and/or a signed release allowing use may be requested. No
compensation for materials submitted is offered or implied. All materials submitted are subject to
editorial revision for content, language, legal exposures and so forth. Any material published as an
exception to these general understandings will be clearly marked as to the nature of the exception.

Permission to Reprint Policy

When requests to reprint C/DPHS materials are received, such will be granted in almost all instances —
assuming of course that we have the right to extend such permission. In instances where we don’t have
that right, we will attempt to place the requester in contact with the owner of the intellectual property in
question. But, as a matter of both prudence and common courtesy, in all instances a request to reprint
must be made, and must be made in writing (letter or email), before any C/DPHS materials are reprinted.
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From “The Coast” magazine,

April, 1907

See Yourself in Print.

The Clayton/Deer Park Historical Society’s department of Print Publications
is always looking for original writings, classic photos, properly aged documents and
the like that may be of interest to our readers. These materials should be rooted
within, though not limited to, northern Spokane County, southeastern Stevens
County, and southern Pend Oreille County. As for types of materials, family or
personal remembrances are always considered. Articles of general historical interest
— including pieces on natural history, archeology, geology and such — are likely to
prove useful. In other words, we are always searching for things that will increase
our readers’ understanding and appreciation of this region’s past. As for historical
perspective; to us history begins whenever the past is dusty enough to have become
noteworthy — which is always open to interpretation. From there it extends back as
deep as we can see, can research, or even speculate upon.

Copyright considerations for any materials submitted are stated in the
“Editorial and Copyright Policy” dialog box found in this issue. For any
clarifications regarding said policy, or any discussions of possible story ideas or the
appropriateness of certain types of material and so on, please contact the editor via
the email address supplied on the same page.

—— the editor ——

New Venue for Society Meetings:

On the Second Saturday of each month, at 9 a.m.,
the Clayton / Deer Park Historical Society
will be meeting in the basement of the Clayton Grange Hall, the south side of
Railroad Avenue, Clayton, Washington.
Our meetings are open to any who wish to attend.




