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WILD ROSES
by Shinan Barclay

Unpretentious, surprising, and delightful
—wild roses remind me of the earthly hues
of love. On my morning walks here on the
Southern Oregon Coast, I savor rambling
rose vines blushed with blooms and twined
among the blackberry brambles.

Then, at home in my garden, the air is
filled with a sweet honey fragrance as
clusters of wild-rose blossoms astonished
me with their crimson beauty. Gently I
rubbed a velvet petal. These wild roses have
traveled with me from garden to garden—
cottage, bungalow, apartment. They began
as cuttings that took root, climbed skyward
on sturdy sticks, and offered their blooms
and petals for tea, soup, jelly, bath
fragrance and more.
Using a mortar and pestle, my friend

Beth, mashed her wild rose petals into a
clay-like substance. “You have to be
patient,” she told me. “Let the mash dry for
two weeks. It’s an ancient tradition. This is
how rosary beads originated.”

“Rosary beads from rose petals?” I
questioned while feeling the (page 2)

America's Liberty Bell

by George Genevro

Give your mind free rein! Imagine that you
are in the in the State House of the
Pennsylvania Provincial Assembly in 1751,
about twenty-five years before the Declaration
of Independence was signed. The Assembly is
in session and the leaders have decided that a
large bell should be hanging in the belfry of the
State House. The members believe it would
enhance and give an impressive voice to what
was then the most imposing building in
Colonial America. The Superintendents of the
Assembly, Isaac Norris, Thomas Leech and
Edward Warner, were authorized by the
members to acquire a bell at a cost of about
one hundred pounds. They asked an agent in
London to “…procure a good bell of about two
thousand pounds weight. . Let it be cast by the
best workmen” they said, “and examined
carefully before it is shipped”. The bell was
ordered from the Whitechapel Foundry in
London, one of the noted bell founders of the
era and a company that is still (page 14)
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Oregon Senior News is a family-owned, growing Oregon based company. We were designed and created to serve the
Senior Community. One of our goals is to reflect the individuality of all the different communities we serve.

Oregon Senior News is the second largest Senior Media outlet in the state of Oregon. Statistics show there are currently over
500,000 folks over the age of 50 living in our beautiful state. These our are folks, our readers. We are a very fast-growing publication.
Between our newspaper and website, we have over 30,000 faithful followers every single month and growing.

Our distribution covers the Oregon coast, from Florence to Brookings, in the valley we distribute from Portland to Medford and most
the cities in between. We are the only Senior Media covering all of Central Oregon and Klamath Falls.
The Oregon Senior News is a commercial, tabloid (11″ x 17″) newspaper that features articles, advertising, and information of

interest to people age 50+. Our website offers all the back issues from 2013 to present and is available in a PDF style flipbook and
can also be downloaded directly to your computer. We work hard at finding interesting articles, local events and our editor is a wonder
at finding stories from “yesteryear.” Follow Dick Tracy, Bat Masterson, and Davy Crockett to name a few. We are creating an
interesting paper to read, also filled with information to help you in your everyday living.

Oregon Senior News, Who We Are

We will meet, or beat, the
price of any comparable
news publication!

(Wild Roses - Cont. from page one)

65 lbs.

If you are giving any thought to using us as an advertising vehicle, ask
yourself one question... How does my business reach the Senior Market
now? The National Center for Policy Analysis in 2010 released the following
information: In the State of Oregon seniors out-spend every other group of
buyers. Seniors spend $133,486,000.00 every month with local businesses
throughout the state!

It may also interest you that The average net worth of Senior households is
almost twice that of the total population and the average net worth for married
seniors ($173,950) is almost three times that of the total population.

We are working hard to earn your business and your trust... We are a 100%
market hit for your business to the Senior Marketplace. Our advertising and
sales staff bring years of combined experience to the table to help you market
your business, gain new customer base, and increase your profits. Call one of
our sales staff today for a free quote.
Oregon Senior News: 455 S. 4th St. Suite #6, Coos Bay, OR 97420
PH: 541-982-2424, FX: 541-751-9522, E-mail at oregonseniornews@gmail.com
Find a copy of the paper! http://oregonseniornews.com/locations
Juli Upton: Co-Owner, Writer/Editor and Research PH: 541-982-2424
David Upton: Co-Owner, Editor/Graphic Design PH: 541-982-2424

unusual, sweet-smelling moist clay-bead. “The nuns never told me
that. Every night my family fingered plastic and wooden beads,
and knelt to say the rosary.”

Beth also gave me a jar of her homemade, wild rose petal jelly.
Like a brilliant piece of stained glass, the jelly was a luminous,
translucent red. I placed the jar of jelly on my windowsill, where it
reshaped sunlight. Then, one day when my sister visited, we drank
rose petal tea and savored the rose petal jelly on toast.
“Have you ever
heard of rosary
beads made of
wild rose petals?”
I asked. She
hadn’t. So I told
her about rose
petal mash
turning into clay-
like beads. Then,
she shared her
rose story.
“Tom gave me a birthday bouquet of red roses. When the flower

buds began to wilt, I pulled the petals from their stems and created
a giant red heart on the white cover of our king-size bed.”
“I can imagine the results,” I giggled. Roses are the quintessential
symbol for love. Who wouldn’t appreciate more love in their life?

One of my life goals is to fill my days with love, so every summer
I prepare an elixir of wild rose petal tea. Made just like sun tea, I
place a handful of rose petals into a gallon glass jar (cont. page 5)
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THE SUNDAY OREGONIAN

August 2, 1914
W. A. Pettit

PART II

The robber leader refrained from taking money from the
women, and even expressed consideration for their fright
and assured them they would not be harmed if they kept
quiet. Like consideration was shown for laboring men and
others whose worldly circumstances seemed to be less
than moderate.

The train, which was traveling at 25 miles an hour, was
brought to a stop by an explosion of dynamite under the
engine, which disabled it by the fracture of a flange. The
prime cause, however, ws that Engineer Waite feared a
more disastrous explosion ahead. All of the robbers
assisted in the looting of the mail and express cars, but
only one, the leader, a strapping fellow who looked like
Brady, the California outlaw, performed the most laborious
and dangerous task of holding up the passengers. After the
train was looted, it was allowed to go on. The whole

According to The Oregonian in 1914, no more desolate
spot existed in our country where, "under cover of
darkness, desperadoes may operate and escape."

country was
aroused,
railroad
officials
notified,
$2,000
reward
offered for
the capture
of each of
the robbers,
and posses
(next page)

Deep summer
is when
laziness finds
respectability.

BERRIES
By Walter De La Mare 1922

There was an old woman

Went blackberry picking

Along the hedges

From Weep to Wicking. -

Half a pottle-

No more she had got,

When out steps a Fairy

From her green grot;

And says, 'Well, Jill,

Would 'ee pick ee mo?'

And Jill, she curtseys,

And looks just so.

Be off,' says the Fairy,

'As quick as you can,

Over the meadows

To the little green lane

That dips to the hayfields

Of Farmer Grimes:

I've berried those hedges

A score of times;

Bushel on bushel

I'll promise'ee, Jill,

This side of supper

If'ee pick with a will.'

She glints very bright,

And speaks her fair;

Then lo, and behold!

She had faded in air.

Be sure Old Goodie

She trots betimes

Over the meadows

To Farmer Grimes.

And never was queen

With jewelry rich

As those same hedges

From twig to ditch;

Like Dutchmen's coffers,

Fruit, thorn, and flower -

They shone like William

And Mary's bower.

And be sure Old Goodie

Went back to Weep,

So tired with her basket

She scarce could creep.

When she comes in the dusk

To her cottage door,

There's Towser wagging

As never before,

To see his Missus

So glad to be

Come from her fruit-picking

Back to he.

As soon as next morning

Dawn was grey,

The pot on the hob

Was simmering away;

And all in a stew

And a hugger-mugger

Towser and Jill

A-boiling of sugar,

And the dark clear fruit

That from Faerie came,

For syrup and jelly

And blackberry jam.

Twelve jolly gallipots

Jill put by;

And one little teeny one,

One inch high;

And that she's hidden

A good thumb deep,

Half way over

From Wicking to Weep.
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Operation Coos County(Cow Creek - continued from page 3)
started in pursuit.

The train consisted of one mail car, an express car,
smoker, one coach, two tourist cars and two sleepers. There
were about 50 passengers. The holdup occurred 30 miles
south of this city at exactly 10:15 o'clock at night. The train
was coming down the Cow Creek Canyon, and was not far
from the canyon's mouth at the time it was halted. As before
mentioned, the road runs through a very wild, rugged region.
Though the moon was high on the night of the holdup, it was
shaded by the high timbered bluff, and the track lay in
darkness. The train was in charge of T. J. Kearney, while
Engineer J. B. Waite was at the throttle.

Explosion Alarms Engineer

Suddenly there was a loud report and a heavy jar was sent
through the locomotive. The noise came directly from under
the engine, and Engineer Waite, fearing that a torpedo might
be just ahead, stopped his train as quickly as possible. Just
as the train halted, Conductor Kearney, who heard the report,
sprang out of the smoker and ran ahead. At that moment
three masked men made their appearance at one side of the
track, and presenting their arms, commanded the engineer
and fireman to throw up their hands. This they lost no time in
doing.

Conductor Kearney, as he ran forward, met one of the
robbers, who fired, possibly at him. Fortunately his aim was
poor and the shot went wide of its mark. Just as the shot was
fired the robber remarked, "Get inside there and stay."
Kearney required no second bidding, for he hid himself in one
of the Pullman sleepers, from where he saw one man on the
bank patrolling over the train. One robber then made
Engineer Waite and Fireman Gray get down and go to the
express car and order it opened. They next entered the mail
car. Postal Clerk Herman gave up, and they cut the registered
mail and took everything of value.

Crew Pressed Into Service

The robber, with the trainmen, who was a very large man
and the only one of the tree masked, then compelled the
engineer, fireman and a tramp whom they had picked up to go
through the cars of the train and assist them in robbing
passengers, who by that time were aware of the nature of the
trouble.

Taking the engineer inside with him and leaving the two
other trainmen outside in charge of his companions, the big
robber deliberately began to loot every passenger aboard the
train. His two companions accompanied him on the outside,
and through the windows noted his progress within. At
intervals, and for the evident purpose of intimidating the
passengers, they exploded dynamite sticks, shattering the
windows of the car, and giving evidence that they could, if
they chose, blow the whole train to atoms. No one offered to
molest the inside robber, who jocularly declared to his
submissive victims that if they offered to harm him they
would accompany him to another world.

On entering the car Engineer Waite was compelled to call
out: "Throw up your hands."

Passengers Readily Acquiesce

There was instant obedience in every case. The
passengers in the smoker and day coach arose to their
feet and stood with their hands in the air until the bandit
reached them. He went slowly from one to another, a
very large pistol swung carelessly across his left arm,
while in his hand he carried an open sack. Each
passenger was obliged to go through the humiliating
process of delving down into his pockets and delivering
his money and valuables to the robber, who promptly
dumped them into the sack. If he was satisfied that
anybody was holding anything from him he coolly felt for
pocketbook or watch on the outside, and when he struck
anything suspicious, he directed the unfortunate
passenger to deliver it up.

The nonchalant robber went from one side of the train
to another, performing his dangerous mission with
apparent coolness and with many a jest and jibe at his
victims. It would have been an exceedingly easy matter
ro overcome him, he was so careless, holding his big
pistol most of the time in the angle of his left elbow. It is
said that the Sheriff of Klamath County, who was aboard
the train, became so enraged at his humiliating position
and at the jokes of his tormentor, that he drew a bead on
the big desperado, but was quick dissuaded from
shooting by those around him. I was evidence to them
that they would be annihilated by dynamite the moment
they injured the intruder. After finishing their work, the
robbers told the engineer not to proceed north for one
hour. Then they shot out the headlight of the locomotive
and started north, firing five shots, which appeared to be
a signal. The locomotive was so disabled that it took
three hours to reach Riddle, about four miles distance.
There the engine was turned and backed to Roseburg.

Express Messenger Ralph M. Donahew was probably
the most frightened man on the train. He had turned onto
his cot a few moments after the train left Roseburg and
was dozing off, when he was suddenly startled by a
terrific explosion. He took the money packages out of
the express box, hid them under some boxes in the front
end of the car, and awaited developments. In a few
seconds he heard a gruff order to open the door. Not
wishing to be shot, the express messenger opened the
door, as commanded, and a robber crawled into the car
and ordered him to open the express safe.

Safe's Contents Taken

He hesitated a minute when the robber leveled his
revolver and ordered the messenger to make haste. The
robber took the contents of this safe, and later ordered
the messenger to open the through box. The messenger
bluffed the desperado. (continued next issue of OSN)
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*CHUCK BURGERS*

Old Fashioned Burger
1 Patty - 2 Patties
Cheese Burger
1 Patty - 2 Patties
Garlicky Blue Cheese Burger
Roasted Garlic, Blue Cheese, Onion Ring
1 Patty - 2 patties
Bacon Cheese Burger
1 Patty - 2 Patties
Mushroom Swiss Burger
Mushrooms, Grilled Onion & Swiss Cheese
1 Patty - 2 Patties
Guacamole Bacon Burger
Guacamole, Pepper Jack Cheese, Bacon
1 patty - 2 Patties
North West BBQ Burger
BBQ Sauce, Onion Ring, Bacon Swiss Cheese
1 Patty - 2 Patties

*pizza*
Made with a 3 Cheese Blend of Mozzarella,
Provolone and Cheddar on a Hand-stretched
Crust
Small = 4 slices
Medium = 12 slices
Large = 16 slices
Sauces:
Marinara, Alfredo, BBQ
Toppings:
Olives, Onions, Jalapenos, Mushrooms,
Bell Pepper, Pineapple, Garlic, Tomato,
Real Bacon Bits, Sausage, Canadian Bacon,
Chicken, Pepperoni

Create an old favorite like Pepperoni or
Hawaiian or try one of our specialties!
Italian
Marinara, Pepperoni, Mushrooms, Roasted Garlic
Fajita Pizza
Alfredo Sauce, Chicken, Onion, Bell Pepper.

Marinara, Pepperoni, Canadian Bacon, & Sausage

Kids: Don't
forget your

socks!

(Wild Roses, Continued from p. 2)
filled with purified drinking
water, and set that container
outside in the sun for six to
eight hours. Then, I strain the
soft pink liquid, drink, and
enjoy. . Yum. Hot or iced, rose
petal tea reminds me of my
intention to offer loving-
kindness.

Besides an emotional perk,
wild rose petal tea is a tonic for
the physical heart. My herbal
teacher, Mary Carse, in Herbs
of the Earth, notes that dried
wild rose petals are both an astringent and a stimulant, and as
most know, the spent pod/wild rose hip, is full of vitamin C and
other phytochemicals and nutrients. Rose hips can be dried and
pulverized, and added to soups and salads.

Culpeper, a 17th century herbalist, wrote about medicinal uses
for a specific wild rose, the Damask rose. Dried, powdered petals
were used as conserves, cordials, juleps, syrups, tinctures, and/or
teas for numerous disorders—constipation to sleeplessness. Wild
roses, blackberries, raspberries, strawberries, and apples each
have flowers with five round petals, and all are members of the
large Rosaceae, Rose family.

One summer day, touring the cultivated rose garden at nearby
Shore Acres State Park, I placed my nose into blossom after
blossom—white, cream, yellow, tangerine, peach, and orange.
Aromas of anise, lemon, citrus, and lilac floated up. Connoisseurs
have identified more than twenty-five distinct fragrances of
cultivated roses. Phew! The pompous red rose overwhelmed my
senses and suddenly, my mouth turned sour. Feeling an odd
sadness, I left the rose garden and walked to the heron pond. Plop!
I sat on a bench as my imagination went TWANG, and took me
back to Mom’s rose garden, positioned at the front of our
Southern California track house, where neighbors, visitors,
salesmen, and passers-by could ooh and ahh.

In a long rectangular area
between the driveway and front
lawn, Mom cultivated roses in a
zigzag formation, which
allowed the bushes room to
grow. In addition, during my
teen years she strived but failed
to cultivate me into a rosy
young lady.

Keeping tabs on my whereabouts, Mom would inquire and I’d
respond. “Where’ve you been?” “School.” “What have you been
doing?” “Girls’ volley ball practice.” “Who were you with?” “The
team.” “What else?” “Nothing.”

When my answer fell short, Mom barked. “You exasperate
me!” Mom used big words when she was angry. “Go weed the rose
garden. You’re a thorn in my side.”

(continued on page 12)

Shinan

Family
From
Phoenix,
Oregon
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SECRET AGENT X-9 and
the MAD ASSASSIN

Robert Storm

King Features Syndicate, Inc.
New York NY

1937

Part III

Big Little books were first published by Western
Publishing in the 1930's and were 10 cents. They
were popular during the age of the Great Depression
and cheap to print. The original books had
hardboard covers and were illustrated on every
other page. Most had about 300 pages. In this issue
of OSN, we feature the third installment of Secret
Agent X-9 and the Mad Assassin.

It was a small apartment. From the articles of clothing
lying about he could see that it was occupied by a man and
a woman. He prowled about cautiously, touching nothing,
but examining everything.

Then suddenly a cackling chuckle sounded behind him.
He wheeled. An automatic stared him in the face. Behind
the automatic was the man who had driven the grey
roadster.

The woman stood in the
doorway.

"Keep your hands up,
snooper!" cackled the man, his
lean face twitching with
excitement.

He advanced slowly toward
X-9, his revolver steady in his
right hand. Now the secret
agent saw that in his left hand
the man held some small
glittering object.

"So you came here to find
out my secret!" he muttered in a
low voice. "Well -- here it is!"

His voice rose to a shrill
maniacal shriek as he jabbed
with his left hand. X-9 felt a
sharp prick in his arm. Then he

saw what the
other had
stabbed him
with. It was a
hypodermic
needle! X-9
reeled backward
as the other
snarled:

"You want to
know about
malaria killings,
eh? Well, now
you can find out
first hand!"

TRAILING THE
ASSASSIN

There was a
frantic pounding
on the front door of Dr. Wharton's house. The doctor
jumped up, opened the door, and Secret Agent X-9 lurched
over the threshold.

"What's happened?" cried Wharton excitedly. "What--?"
"Jabbed with a malaria needle!" muttered X-9 thickly.

"Antitoxin! Quick!"
Hastily the doctor treated the G-Man's arm with antitoxin.

As he worked he listened to X-9's story of what had
happened.

"After he stuck me with the needed he kept laughing like
a maniac" said X-9. "Then he and the girl cleared out. I was
too shaky to try to stop them."

"What you need now is a good rest," Wharton told him, as
he finished dressing the arm.

"Rest?" smiled X-9 wearily. "How can I rest with a
madman like that fellow at large? I'm going back to that
apartment now and search it."

"You can't do that!" protested Wharton.
But the secret agent insisted and finally the doctor

agreed to accompany him. They went back to the killer's
apartment, and X-9 made a careful search.

"Well, he certainly didn't leave any clues behind him,"
said X-9 finally. "But wait -- what's this?"

He had just opened the door of the clothes closet.
Hanging on the rack was an old pair of trousers. X-9 eagerly
seized the pants and turned with a smile to Wharton.

"What good are those?" demanded the doctor. "Do you
expect to find his forwarding address in them?"

"That's exactly what I hope to find!" exclaimed the secret
agent. "A forwarding address written in dust! Doctor, we've
got to fly to Washington at once. They have the equipment
there to analyze the dust in the cuffs of these trousers. We
may be able to find out where this malaria killer (page 8)

Last month, X-9 was assigned to the task of tracking down an evil
genius. Mysterious deaths spread, and the dangerous scientist's
weapon was malaria - a disease which had never before been
prevalent in this country. Now, the mysterious man in the grey
roadster was within his reach -or was it X-9 who had been tracked?
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LOVED AGAIN PETS
(541) 999-2242
Florence, OR 97439
lovedagainpets@yahoo.com

Senior and special needs pet rescue.

Settling On The Rogue River Kay Atwood
Kay Atwood was a uniquely talented Oregon historical

writer. She wrote several books about Oregon history,
including ILLAHE, pronounced Ill-Uh-Hee, is a local
Chinook word meaning “earth". Illahe, Oregon, is an
unincorporated community located in the Klamath
Mountains. It has several very fine vineyards, one of which
is simply named "Illahe" and is a horse-powered vineyard
utilizing a team of Percheron draft horses to mow and
deliver grapes to the winery at harvest. Buy this out-of-
print 1978 book at Powells.com for about $20.00.

Recommended Reading

Illahe Winery - By appt only - email:kathy@illahevineyards.com or call
503-831-1248.

The sounds along the Rogue River in the spring of
1868 were the sounds of earth awakening. The water
tumbled in a bright dance over gentle riffles and boiled
up out of rock-filled rapids as gulches and streams
swelled daily with the melting snow coursing down from
the hills. Wild iris poked through the damp ground,
daisies and blue-eyed grass dotted shelves above the river
where the wind had scattered them. Black-tailed deer
ventured from sheltered places; an occasional black bear
wandered close to the bank watching for a salmon
working its way up the river to spawn. River otter and
raccoons shared the bear's interest in a spring feast and
eyed the water for steelhead. Sugar pine, incense cedar
and Douglas fir spiced hillsides as warming sun dried
winter moistness. Along the river's edge, maples, red
alder and willows began to leaf. By May purple and
yellow iris carpented careas in the river canyon, and
buttercups brightened shaded places that the sun
couldn't touch.

Human sounds that spring were few. Accents of metal
on rock signalled the
presence of a few lone
miners continuing
their search for gold.
Some remained in
crude shake cabins
through the cold
months; most had
climbed out in autumn
to coastal supply
centers and to interior
valleys. On the upper
Rogue River, near
Grave Creek, winter
cabin tenants took the
opportunity to hike

out and replenish dwindling supplies, returning loaded
with bulging heavy bundles tied to their pack boards.
Chinese and Caucasian miners, stooping from the weight
of their packs, made their way back into the river country,
over land too rugged to allow an animal access and too
sparsely vegetated to feed domestic stock.

Indian sounds had been silenced ten years earlier.
People whose trails took them swiftly through the rugged
land, whose canoes had maneuvered treacherous rapids,
who moved gracefully as the deer, were gone. The
straggling few who had survived their courageous struggle
were living far to the north on a reservation. Unused
paths, worn smooth by their feet, were grown over. Hazel,
willow and alder, new each spring, were no longer
harvested for woven baskets. Stone mortars (page 9)

Bubba Poncho

Cody

Lulu
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Polly -
Wiggly Tails Rescue - Eugene
wigglytailsdogrescue@yahoo.com

Adoption fee is $300.00.
www.wigglytails.org

Mila & Hyde (must live within 30 miles of Eugene)
Wiggly Tails Rescue - Eugene
wigglytailsdogrescue@yahoo.com

Adoption fee is $350.00.
www.wigglytails.org

(Secret Agent X-9 - continued from page 6)

Still available! I am still waiting!

www.OregonSeniorNews.com

comes from!
An hour later they were in a plane heading northward

through the night.
The next morning they visited the F.B.I. headquarters.

Before X-9 could visit the laboratory he was called to the office
of the Director.

"Another case of malaria has just been reported in Winston,
Georgia," announced the Director. "It looks as if your man had
headed that way, X-9."

vintage
spectrometer

"That gives me an
idea," said the secret
agent. "We'll compare
that dust in these
trousers with typical
Winston dust. It may be
that his headquarters
are down there!"

He hurried to the
laboratory. Here a
spectroscope test was
made. By a complicated process the dust found in the trouser
cuffs was reduced to light bands appearing on a chart. Typical
dust from the Winston region was treated in the same way, and
then the bands were compared

They were identical!
"Winston's the place for us to go!" said X-9.
He and Doctor Wharton hopped a plane. Arriving at Winston

they headed straight for the home of the malaria killer's latest
victim. They arrived too late. The man was dead.

"Well, we can't get any information from him!" said X-9.

As they were
getting into
their taxi at the
curb, a police
car pulled up
alongside
them.

"Sorry to
bother you,"
said a
policeman,
saluting X-9,
"but a new

malaria case has
just been reported,
and headquarters
thought you'd like to
know about it. We
got word from
Washington to
expect you here."

"Lead the way,"
said X-9 briefly.

They got out of
the cab and into the
police car. Five
minutes later they
stopped in front of a
white house with
green shutters.

"This is the place," announced the policeman.
X-9 and the doctor entered the house. A young woman met them

at the door and led them to the sick man.
While Doctor Wharton administered antitoxin the secret agent

stood looking thoughtfully at the man on the bed. Finally X-9 took a
small leather case out of his pocket.

"Would you get me a drink of water?" he asked the girl.
As soon as she ws out of the room, the secret agent whipped

several strange-looking wires and plates out of the leather case.
"This fellow looks familiar to me," he told Wharton. "And that girl

looks familiar too! I can't swear they're the ones I met in that
apartment in New Orleans - I was too shaky that night to
clearly."

"You mean this
may be the mad
assassin?" cried
Wharton excitedly.

"Yes! I'm going to
take an X-ray of the
nerve network of his
eye. Keep that girl
out of here until I'm
finished!"

But there was no
need to keep the girl
out. X-9 had finished
his task before she returned with the glass of water. (page 13)
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Andrew Borden

(Rogue River, continued from page 7)

and pestles, left along the river one day for later use, lay
unclaimed, scattered and tumbled by heavy flooding during
winter storms.

By June the banks of the river from Grave Creek to the
mouth of the Illinois River held many miners hopefully
exploring Whiskey Creek, Montgomery Creek, and
snipping on Winkle Bar, Blossom Bar and Foster Bar.
From Big Bend on down to the mouth of the Rogue River at
Ellensburgh were scattered a few cabins; shelters of stock
raisers, miners and farming families. Ellensburgh was a
tiny community on the coast trail, site of the black sand
mining. It served as a supply center for people on the lower
river. Crescent City to the south was the shipping point
from which goods were sent to interior valleys and the
miners and farmers who always needed tools, furniture,
clothing, flour and salt.

Indian trails, miners' paths and game trails were the sole
routes into the Rogue River canyon. Soldiers and
volunteers, a decade before, had searched for convenient
military routes and familiarized themselves with the
country, but had taken their knowledge out with them.

In late summer, 1868, the canyons on the south side of
the Rogue River and the ridges above the mouth of the
Illinois reverberated with new sounds. Pine boughs were
brushed aside and low hanging oak branches snapped. A
pack train carrying supplies, children and pregnant
women, moved along the ridge-tops, silhouetted against the
sky. Men, women and older children walked. Two small
children nestled at the sides of one pack horse, their bodies
curled inside padded wooden kerosene boxes carefully tied
to the animals' backs. About twenty people travelled in the
long drawn out line, occasionally stopping to rest or confer

Fishing on the Rogue -Courtesy of Oregon Historical Society

Old Cabin on Rogue River - Oregon Historical Society

about the
route. A few
cattle were
herded along
with the
train,
brought for
their milk,
hides and
flesh. The

women ranged in age from eighteen to twenty-five years,
most of the men were forty. The destination of the pack
train was the area near the confluence of the Illinois and
Rogue Rivers. Its arrival ended the silent winters and

Oregon Pack Train - Oregon Historical Society

springs of the canyon, and added the sounds of
settlement. The travellers and their children would
scatter throughout the river canyon, finding places to
plant fruit trees, break trails, build cabins and mine the
ground. For the people in the pack train this journey
was a new beginning. The men were roughened by
fifteen years' mining and packing on the Klamath
River. The women, members of the Karok Indian tribe
between Happy Camp and Redcap Creek on the
Klamath, had been children when the first miners
arrived. They had seen their brothers and fathers
killed for land, water rights, and revenge. Their village
sand streams had been invaded by the miners and
brutally destroyed.

The men, tired of mining with poor results, had
found that the general decline of activity on the
Klamath River had reduced the need for packing
services which provided a major part of their income.
The Indian women discovered union with these men
was an alternative to exposure and starvation. Leaving
villages and relatives behind was hard: scrounging for
food and trying to clear disease-encrusted eyes was
worse.

For the men,
women and
children, their
journey to the
new place was an
opportunity.
Taking it, they
wound their way
out of the
mountains at
Oak Flat near
the spot where
the Illinois River
flows into the
Rogue.

John Wesley
Billings, his wife

Adeline and their three children, Susan, George and
Angeline, were members of the train. Adeline, given an
English name by her husband, was born in 1842 on the
Scott River near the site of Scotts Bar, probably in the
Shasta village At-tik'-kah-ap'-se-rook. Her father, Par-
kov-rhom-nic had received his name in childhood,
identifying him as a member of the village. (page 10)
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Over the roofs of the houses I hear the barking of Leo—
Leo the shaggy, the lustrous, the giant, the gentle
Newfoundland.
Dark are his eyes as the night, and black is his hair as the
midnight;
Large and slow is his tread till he sees his master
returning,
Then how he leaps in the air, with motion ponderous,
frightening!
Now, as I pass to my work, I hear o'er the roar of the city
—
Far over the roofs of the houses, I hear the barking of
Leo;
For me he is moaning and crying, for me in measure
sonorous
He raises his marvelous voice, for me he is wailing and
calling.
None can assuage his grief, tho' but for a day is the
parting,
Tho' morn after morn 'tis the same, tho' home every night
comes his master,
Still will he grieve when we sever, and wild will be his
rejoicing
When at night his master returns and lays but a hand on
his forehead.
No lack will there be in the world of faith, of love, and
devotion,
No lack for me and for mine, while Leo alone is living—
While over the roofs of the houses

I hear the barking of Leo.

LEO

From The Poems of
Richard Watson Gilder

TO YOUR DOG AND
TO MY DOG

"MAY THEY LIVE LONG AND
PROSPER"

By LINCOLN NEWTON
KINNICUTT

BOSTON and NEW YORK
Houghton Mifflin Company
The Riverside Press
Cambridge
COPYRIGHT, 1915

Karok
Indian
"1923

(Rogue River, Continued from page 9)
Kov-rhom-nic-ef-sho-pete was Adeline's Indian name.
Her mother was called Sinnah by the children who
remembered her. Kov-rhom-nic-ef-sho-pete was also
called Krum-ket-tika, which meant "a flower growing in
any place", a less formal name given to her by her
mother.

In the early 1840's the
rivers of northern California
were dotted with Indian
villages. The Salmon, Scott,
Klamath and Trinity Rivers
had small groups of people
living at creek mouths all
along their routes. The first
contact the village At-tik'-
kah-ap'-se-rook had with
white miners occurred early
in 1850 when a large group
of prospectors burst in on them. Par-kov-rhom-nic was
killed and Sinnah and her small daugher were driven
from their home. The woman and child wandered along
the Klamath River, eventually settling at the large Karok
village. Asisu'f-unup located at Happy Camp. Here
Krum-ket-tika grew up. Her chin was tattooed by an
older woman of the Karok tribe, who skillfully used a
flake of obsidian to etch wide parallel lines in to the young
girl's skin. Constant struggling between Indians and
miners made settlement difficult and the mother and child
located again, further downriver.

In about 1861, at Cottage Grove, John Billings made a
payment to Sinnah and took Krum-ket-tika-ef-sho-pete
with him to Ti' Bar, and their first three children were

Karok Indian House

born there.
John Wesley

Billings, born
in 1826 in
Missouri, came
west with
thousands of
other young
men seeking
wealth and an
end to farming.

He mined and packed and by the late 1850's was located
near the mouth of Clear Creek, below Happy Camp on the
Klamath River. He was thirty-four when he claimed
Adeline. Beginning a family increased his responsibilities.
During the next eight years the easy gold dwindled along
the river. Larger mines were producing, but results for
the lone placer miner were meager. As discouraged men
left the area, the need for packing declined, reducing John
Billings' supplementary source of income. October 5, 1867
John Billings sold his house, garden and tools at Ti' Bar
for two hundred dollars. Early the next spring he talked
with two brothers, Abraham and James Fry, packers and
storekeepers at Cottage Grove. They, too, were
discouraged with prospects. The three men decided to
form a pack train and move their families to the Rogue
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(Rogue River, cont. from previous page)
River, where mining possibilities and unclaimed land
offered better opportunities.

John Billings was forty-two, and Adeline about
twenty-five as they prepared their children and
accumulated necessary tools and supplies for a summer
pack-train journey over ridges and along streams to
settle the Rogue River Canyon. Their route took them
up Indian Creek from Happy Camp and along a Ridge
to Bolan Lake. After a short rest, the group made its

Bolan Lake, Oregon

way through
the Illinois to
O'Brien.
Leaving, their
route lay south
and west
around Oregon
Mountain, and
along a trail
heading west

to Packsaddle Mountain. Here they turned north and
crossed the headwaters of the East Fork of the Winchuck
River and climbed toward the Long Ridge. After
travelling the Long Ridge crest, they crossed High Prairie
to Mineral Hill and Cedar Camp. Snow Camp lay ahead,
and from Snow Camp the pack train headed for
Wildhorse Prairie. From Wildhorse the pack train
headed down the western drainage of Lawson Creek
toward Pebble Hill and Oak Flat.

A month was planned for the trip, allowing frequent
short stops along the way. The families were leaner and
harder after their journey and, when they reached the
confluence of the Illinois and the Rogue, immediately
turned their attention to the selection of a homesite.

John Billings, Adeline and their three children found
land and squatted on it, sheltering themselves that first

winter in an old abandoned cabin. John Billings rebuilt
the old stone fireplace and took time to repair the
exterior. When the light began to change, and the
morning air turned cool, their winter's wood was cut and
stacked, a shelter was built for their cattle and mules,
and their fish caught, smoked and stored. Adeline and
John Billings constructed a fishing scaffold out over an
eddy in the Rogue. With a net Adeline made, the family
caught enough fish to last the winter. Adeline smoked
and dried the salmon, preserving it for six months of
meals. By the end of October, their first corn crop was
harvested and bear meat had been added to the store, its
flesh cut in strips, boiled and dried.

Adeline Billings

Snow fell on the hills and
ridges around the Billings
family and the pack train.
They settled in their winter-
silenced cabins waiting until
children's voices, the clatter
of mining tools, and shouts
at reluctant mules would
join the sounds of spring.

Abraham Elihu Fry and
James M. Fry and their
women and children were
part of the pack train that
wound its way over
mountain game trails from Happy Camp to Agness. Abe
and Jim were born in Ohio; Abe in 1830 and Jim in
1832. Like other young men who found farming netted
hard work and little return, the brothers headed west
toward the promise of wealth. By 1853 Abe and Jim Fry
had established a mining camp on the middle Klamath
river.

It didn't take long for them to discover that selling
supplies to miners was a profitable and dependable
source of income. Orleans Bar, just below them, was a
center for distributing goods to the Klamath River
mines. About three miles above Halverson Creek on the
Klamath River, the brothers located a ranch and a store.
The Frys packed supplies from Union, later called
Arcata. As a food source for their stock they packed
down tons of hay from a grassy expanse above them
called Haypress Meadows. The animals they raised
supplied beef, lamb and dairy products for miners. The
Frys based their business on a low priced purchase of
goods in Union and their sale at a much higher rate to the
miners. Union had good trails to the Klamath River area
and week after week, hundreds of pack mules left Union
loaded with tools and supplies for the miners. -end-

Note: There is extensive
information about Jim and Abe Fry
and their children recorded in
Oregon's history. This excerpt
details some of that history
preceeding the 1855 and 1866
tensions and killings between
miners and Indians up and down
the Klamath River.

Klamath River

THIS AND THAT

Bawl of a Brute Bachelor
Here’s to the woman of days gone by;

(May we meet her kind above!)

The woman for whom a man would die,

The woman who ruled by love;

Who didn’t harangue and who didn’t parade,

In whose home it was sweet to dwell;

Who believed in raising children,

And not in raising hell!

A Ladies’ Man
Tho I’m growing old and feeble,

And my hair is turning grey;

And my youth has died within me,

And my teeth have passed away—

Tho my strength is fastly failing,

And a hump is on my back;

And my bones are getting stiffer,

And my heart is out of whack—

Every time I go out walking,

Some fair dame is bound to fall,

Nothing in the world can stop them—

I’m a Ladies’ Man—That’s all.
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Wiggly
Tails Dog
Rescue is
a
nonprofit,
501(c)(3)
dog rescue
in Eugene,
Oregon.
We are
volunteer-
driven and
foster-
based. We
rescue
dogs from
high-kill
shelters.
654-4259

(Wild Roses - cont. from page 5)
Clunk! Here we go again, I groaned. Either I’m sent out to
the woodpile or to the rose garden. But I like being
outdoors. I study the patterns in nature; I stare at the big
fat thick triangular-shaped thorns and their sharp OUCH
points. And when Mom’s nagging voice in my head softens,
a kind of quiet takes over. I feel good with quiet. Then
curiosity starts. Were these giant thorns the ones circling
Jesus’ head? Probably not. He had wrap-around thorns.
Why do I keep thinking about Jesus? He knew what
splinters and thorns feel like. Maybe I sass just to get
thrown outside where there’s sunshine, a cool breeze, and
just me and the plants. Yes. I like being with plants, quiet,
and myself. I don’t mind weeding the rose garden. I like
looking at the crabgrass and how its little parts join
together and how the tips are like pincer claws. And I like
hearing the odd RR-rip sound when roots leave the dirt.

In Mom’s garden, I’d grab a handful of crabgrass, only to have
a dry, fallen thorn matted among the weeds, pricking my hand. No
gloves were offered. Weeding between the thick, thorny rose stems
always brought blood. I’d move an inch and puncture my finger
or skull on a sharp thorn—probably the very reason Mom sent me
out to weed the roses.
“One thorn of

experience is worth a
whole wilderness of
warning,” wrote
James Russell
Lowell. Weeding
Mom’s rose garden
gave me my first
experience of
serenity, a feeling of being returned to myself.

As an adult, I only cultivate wild roses. Hybridized species of
roses, constrained by human will into agreed upon patterns and
categories to garner a blue ribbon at the county fair, rarely appeal
to me. In both my garden and life the choice of cultivated or wild
plants
—roses,
fennel,
mustard—
has become
a search for
and an
embrace of
authenticity
—what feels
true to me at
the time.

Yes. There is an intrinsic integrity in a wild rose vine’s freedom
to grow, expand and explore.
In Blue Pastures, poet Mary Oliver writes, “The roses become an
immutable force, as though the work of the wild roses was to make
sure that all of us, who come wandering over the sand, may be, for a
while struck to the heart and saturated with a simple joy.”

True life story and
photos © Shinan
Barclay, M.A.
(shaNON barrKLAY)

Join Shinan’s
summer class, “The
ABCs of Nature
Writing,”
at Southwestern
Oregon Community
College.
www.socc.edu

Before I built a wall I'd ask to know
What I was walling in or walling
out,
And to whom I was like to give
offence. Robert Frost

Little Girl from
Portland, Oregon

Abell, photographer
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(X-9 continued from page 8)
"I think this antitoxin will save his life," Wharton told her.

"But I'll call back later on to see how he's coming along."
The girl seemed very grateful. She became very talkative.

Her name was Susan Lamarr, and the sick man was her brother,
Joe Lamarr, she told them.

and check on him. I think we're on the right track."
"All right, " agreed Wharton. "But, say, what was the idea of

that X-ray photo?"
"No two people have the same nerve network in their eyes,"

answered X-9. "That photo I took is better than a set of
fingerprints if we ever want to identify that man."

Soon their cab pulled up at the flying field. X-9 took the next
plane for Washington.

"Be sure to let me know of any unusual developments," he
told Wharton as they shook hands on separating.

Twenty-four hours later the doctor telephoned Washington.
"Hello, X-9!" he cried excitedly. "That Lamarr girl and her

brother have disappeared!"

"Lamarr, eh?"
mused X-9 as they
drove away in the
taxi they had
called. "Doctor, I
think you'd better
stay here and
watch our patient.
I'm going to fly
back to Washington

THE MYSTERIOUS
MR. MOLLER

Shortly after X-
9 and Doctor
Wharton had left
the house of Joe
Lamarr the sick
man had begun to

feel the effects of the antitoxin.
In a few hours he was able to sit up.
"Now listen, Susan!" he said harshly. "I want to know what

happened. How did I get spiked with that death-juice?"

"It was an
accident!"
explained the girl.

Joe Lamarr
grabbed his sister
by the throat.

"Maybe it was
an accident!" he
growled. "But it
better not happen
again! I'm
watching you from
now on, do you

understand?"
Susan's eyes widened in terror as he glared at her.
"You said there two men who came here and gave me antitoxin,"

went on Lamarr. "Who were they?"
"One was a doctor," gasped the girl. "The other - the other was

that secret agent you found in our apartment in New Orleans."
"X-9!" cried Lamarr. "She he's still on my trail! He probably

recognized us both. Susan, phone Moller to meet me at the
Washington office right away. I'm flying there at once. You follow
by car."

The terrified girl nodded.
It was thus it happened that when Doctor Wharton returned the

next day he found the Lamarrs gone and the house empty.
In Washington Joe Lamarr headed straight for an office in the

business district. The office door was marked "Talcott Weymour -
Stocks and Bonds." In this office Lamarr was joined shortly by a
tough-looking man who answered to the name of Fats Moller.

"I want you to get X-9, Fats," instructed Lamarr. "I don't care
how you get him - but get him!"

Moller grinned wisely and nodded. After a little more talk he left
the office.

Later that day he was joined by two other hoodlums as hard-
looking as himself. All three of them set out to look for Secret
Agent X-9.

When he got word from Doctor Wharton that the Lamarrs had
fled, X-9 went to the Director and requested that F-21 be detailed to
assist him in the malaria assassin case.

Permission was granted, and X-9 and F-21 set out in a roadster
at once, heading for the airport.

A black sedan carrying Fats Moller and his two companions
shot off in swift pursuit of the roadster. The sedan (next page)
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(X-9 - Continued from page 13)
pulled up alongside the speeding small car. The sedan swerved
suddenly. The roadster was forced into the ditch. There was a
crash as its radiator crumpled up against a tree. Brakes
screeched as the sedan skidded to a stop.

"Awright, get 'em, you guys!" ordered Moller.
The three hoodlums leaped from their car. They sprang on the

G-Men. Blackjacks swung viciously. Just then several car came
into sight down the road.

"Get goin'!" cried Fats Moller. "We can't get caught here!"
The three jumped back into their sedan and sped away.
By the time the first of

the passing cars stopped,
X-9 was stumbling weakly
out of the roadster and F-21
was groaning as he came
slowly to his senses.

Neither of the federal
men was seriously hurt,
however, and before
leaving the scene of the
attach they searched the
car for fingerprints of their
unknown assailants. A few
prints were found. The G-
Men hurried back to
headquarters to check
these with the millions of
prints on record.

After doctoring up their scratches and bruises they checked
over the fingerprints very carefully.

"Here's one we've got in our files!" exclaimed F-21, with a
broad grin.

"Let's see!" cried X-9. "Whose is it?"
"It seems to belong to Secret Agent X-9," laughed the other.

"Apparently you left a few prints on the roadster yourself."
"O-w-w!" groaned X-9. "Well, let's check the others."
They kept working at the prints. Finally they found one which

matched a print they had on record.
"Hmmm! Fats Moller, eh?" mused X-9, as he stared at the

notations on the print from the federal files. "Six convictions in
fifteen years. Paroled three months ago. Quite a record!"

A study of various files revealed a lot of information about
Moller. After conferring with the Director, X-9 started off alone to
visit one of the places which the gangster was known to frequent.

This place was a small restaurant. X-9 hung about the street
outside the place for hours. Finally he went inside to get a bite to
eat. While he was ordering his meal Fats Moller walked into the
place.

X-9 pulled his hat over his eyes and bent his head. He ate
hurriedly. Then, standing outside, he waited for Moller.

In half an hour the chunky hoodlum emerged from the
restaurant. X-9 shadowed him through the streets. After a fifteen
minute walk Moller turned into the sidewalk of a small frame
house. "Wait minute, Fats! barked X-9.

Moller spun about, his eyes gaping in surprise.
"Why - why, you're the fed we-- Hey! What's the idea?" he

sputtered. A big black automatic stared at him from the secret
agent's hand. "Open the door, Fats," directed X-9. "I'm coming
right in with you! And don't open your mouth when we get inside
- my trigger finger's nervous!"

With a surly growl the gangster unlocked the front door of the
house.

"Now just make believe I'm a tourist who wants to see
everything," said X-9. "Come on! Lead the way! We're going to
search the place, Fats!"

"There ain't nothin' to see in this house!" objected Moller.
"Well, we'll just walk through for the exercise," retorted Secret

Agent X-9. "Get going!"
He poked his gun between the shoulder blades of the gangster,

and together they set out on a tour of inspection. Room after room
they went through. X-9 found nothing suspicious. Finally the
search led them to the attic. Here Moller balked.

"I can't open this door," he told X-9 gruffly.
(join us next time for more thrilling action from Agent X-9)

(Bell - continued from page one)
busily casting bells today. The Statehouse Bell arrived in 1752
amid great fanfare and was hung in the belfry. Unfortunately, Mr.
Norris wrote, “It was cracked by the first stroke of the clapper
without any other violence as it was rung to try the sound”.
Negotiations with John Lester of Whitechapel regarding return of
the cracked bell to England and casting of a replacement came to
naught.
A new bell was
ordered from a
foundry in
Philadelphia
operated by two
“…ingenious
craftsmen”, John
Stow and John
Pass, using the
metal from the
Whitechapel bell.

The local foundrymen apparently did not know that the
experienced bell founders at Whitechapel had used a bronze alloy
of copper and tin that was brittle but produced the clear, resonant
tone highly desired in bells. They attempted to eliminate the
cracking tendency, according to one account, by adding one-and-
one-half ounces of copper as well as small amounts of silver, zinc,
lead, gold and arsenic to each pound of the molten bronze alloy of
the scrapped Whitechapel bell. The new bell did not crack when it
was rung but Mr. Norris, apparently blessed with a discriminating
ear, was not pleased with what he called its “…dull and
uninspiring sound”. Another bell was then cast by the same
craftsmen using a bronze alloy like the material used in the
Whitechapel bell. According to Mr. Norris, it produced a better
but not completely satisfactory tone.
After more than two years
of effort and expense all
that the Pennsylvania
Assembly now had was a
pair of bells of uninspiring
tone, according to Mr.
Norris. The second locally
cast bell with its “Proclaim
Liberty Throughout all The
Land Unto all The
Inhabitants Thereof”
inscription from Leviticus
remained in the State
House steeple. From that
vantage point it very likely
called the Assembly to
meetings at which laws
such as the Sugar Act, the
Stamp Act and the
Townshend Act were
discussed along with events
that helped to initiate the
American Revolution. While the somewhat less than perfect bell
served admirably in our nation’s very early history there were
some who did not appreciate its apparently extensive use by the
Assembly.

After the bell was first hung, people living near the State House
were “…much incommoded and distressed by the too frequent
ringing of the great bell in the steeple” and they vigorously
petitioned the Assembly to “…do something about it”. Relief was
soon at hand when the structure of the steeple was deemed to be
in poor condition and the bell was removed. This prevented it
from helping to announce historic events in 1774 and 1775 such as
the convening of the first and second Continental Congresses, the
battles at Concord and Lexington and George (cont. page 19)
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Wiggly Tails Dog Rescue
Address: 1580 North Park
Ave, Eugene, OR 97404
Phone: (541) 654-4259

SUMMER FUN
AND SAFETY
FOR SENIORS

Kathleen
Forrester

The summertime is a time of fun and relaxation for most people.
But for seniors, the heat and sun can be dangerous if the proper
precautions aren't taken. Here are some great tips that aging
adults can use to make sure they have a fun, safe summer.

STAY HYDRATED
Seniors are more susceptible to dehydration than younger people
because they lose their ability to conserve water as they age.
They can also become less aware of their thirst and have
difficulty adjusting to temperature changes. Remember to drink
water often, and be sure to pack some for those long summer
drives. Caregivers should make sure seniors are drinking sweat
replacement products (that contain salt and potassium) to
replace water they lose during the summer.

TALK TO YOUR DOCTOR
Check with your doctor or pharmacist and ask if any
medications you are on could be affected by higher temperatures
— especially if you don't have air conditioning in your home.
Some medications
are less effective if
stored at
temperatures higher
than room
temperature (about
78 degrees
Fahrenheit), and the
last thing anyone
wants is for a prior
medical condition
to become aggravated due to high temperatures.

KEEP COOL
Even slight increases in temperature can shorten the life
expectancy for seniors especially those who have chronic medical
conditions. Shopping malls, movie theaters and libraries provide
welcome, cool spaces if a senior’s own home isn’t air-conditioned.
They also afford a great opportunity to get out of the house and
get some exercise. . You can also contact your local Senior
Center or Area Agency on Aging to see if there are any programs

to assist seniors on a lower income
to get weatherization help or even
an air conditioner. Seniors are
much more vulnerable to the
dangerous effects of heat, as their
bodies do not adjust as well to
sudden changes in temperature.
Some chronic medical conditions
and prescription medications can
impair the body’s ability to react
efficiently to rising temperature.

STAY IN TOUCH
High temperatures can be life-
threatening, so communication
plays an important role in
ensuring the safety of aging
adults. Seniors should let friends
and family know if they'll be

be spending an extended period of time outdoors, even if they're only
gardening. Caregivers should check on the health and welfare of their
loved ones at least twice a day.

MEET YOUR NEIGHBORS
Get in touch with those who live in your neighborhood and learn a bit
about them and their schedules. If you're a senior, see if a younger
neighbor — perhaps even one of their kids — can come by and check
on you occasionally to make sure everything is all right. The extra
company and friendship that can result is a bonus!

KNOWWHO TO CALL
Prepare a list of emergency phone numbers and place them in an
easy-to-access area. This way, the right people can be called to help
quickly preventing any further issues or preventing medical
problems from getting worse.

DRESS ACCORDINGLY
Everyone, including seniors, should dress for the weather. Wearing
light-colored and loose-fitting clothes will help you feel cooler and be

more comfortable.

PROTECT YOUR
EYES
Vision loss can be
common among seniors,
and too much exposure
to the sun can irritate
eyes and cause further
damage. Wearing
sunglasses can protect
your eyes from harmful
UV rays and preserve
your vision.

(Turn to Page 18)
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Gilligan’s Corner, Pet Prizes, and More!

Hello, from Gilligan
Valentine! Gilligan was one of
the many wonderful animals
up for adoption at the Coos
County Animal Shelter here in
Coos County Oregon. He has
now lived many loving years
with our family.

Call (541-479-5154/429 NW Scenic Drive/Grants Pass

If you cannot
adopt,
consider
sponsoring
a pet or
donating to
the shelter
at Rogue
Valley Humane
Society - 429
NW Scenic
Drive

Gage Dodger

Grants Pass, Oregon
541-479-5154

In honor of the many shelter pets in need of their
forever homes, Oregon Senior News sponsors these
wonderful animals.

Email Us At:
info@columbiaHumane.org
Location:
animalwelfare@columbiahumane.org
2084 Oregon Street, Saint Helens,
Oregon 97051

Gina

ZENA

Denim
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Sassy

Pesto

Dogs &
Puppies: $85
Cats & Kittens: $65
Senior Animals $40

I'm A Baby!

Jack

ONYX

KONA

If all your life is missing
is an easygoing, sweet
older gal, then I'm just
the lady you've been
looking for. My name is
Kona, and I'm a staff
favorite here at the
shelter because I'm
always happy to see
people and I love to play
with toys - especially with
a ball!

Don't let my seniority fool you; I'm still just as active and
energetic as a young dog half my age. I can keep up easily on a
hiking trail with you, but I wouldn't mind a nap in between play
sessions, either. Plus, I've just had a dental and a few fatty
masses removed (just old lady lumps, no big deal!), so I'm in very
good shape for my age and ready to go! Although I get along with
every person I've ever met, I am not a fan of other dogs or cats
and would prefer to be your one and only. So if you're missing
your soulmate, come on down to the shelter and meet me - I bet
you'll fall in love right away! DOB: 03/27/2009, Weight: 63 pounds

Miranda - Senior

Herb

Bandit

Still
Waiting

Dingo

Peaches

Small Size Working Dog
Breed

Junior - young dog

Flossy

Snickers - I'm a
baby!

Oliver

I'm a baby!
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Pet Adoption

Matters and You

can make a

Difference! Help

Our Four Legged

Friends Find Homes!

You can also check

with

www.Petfinder.com

PH: 541-689-1503 Eugene, Oregon

Coos County Animal Shelter

92960 Southport Rd

Coos Bay, OR 97420 ph: 541-751-2480

"You think those dogs will not be in

heaven! I tell you they will be there long

before any of us." --

Robert Louis Stevenson
Big
Boy

JILLIAN

ABE

Buddy

Tiny
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Shelter: 503.585.5900 - In Salem

Willamette
Humane
Society allows
opportunity for
sponsorship of
pets while they
await their
forever home.
Thanks Nancy!

Isaac is a very
handsome
gentleman with
orange tabby
markings who has
endeared himself
to staff and
volunteers with his
sweet and friendly
personality. He was
found out on a
country road near
Junction City and a

police report indicated that he had been abandoned there.
Fortunately now he's safe here at Greenhill and is looking
forward to finding his forever home. His medical exam indicated
that he's FIV+. This means that he needs to be kept indoors to
protect his immune system and enable him to live a long and
happy life. This affectionate guy deserves a stable home with
loving people, so please come out and visit Isaac and see if he
might be the one you've been looking for.

Do you like other cats? I am FIV+ so I cannot go to a home with
another cat unless they are also FIV+ ( feline immunodeficiency
virus - FIV cannot be transmitted from cat to human or cat to dog)
What do you think about living with a dog? Unknown, I would
probably do okay with a slow introduction.

Sophie

Oh hello there you. Do you think you could do me a
favor? Do you see that treat in the bucket on my kennel
there? Just to the left a little... there! Now, take a treat
out and pass it to me through the bars (make sure I am
on all four paws and not barking, the shelter staff like it
the best that way).... Perfect! That was great! That was a
very easy training process. I love treats, as you might
have noticed, and I think they will be a great way for us
to bond. Since you already gave me a treat you may as
well know my name: Sophie and I weigh about 80
pounds. I am a pretty easy going dog and am treat
motivated so I will be a breeze to work with. Hope you
visit with me! Especially if you bring the cookies.

Donations to help the 50 plus animals that were
rescued from a property in Coos County can go through
Animal Shelter Partners Pay Pal at
https://www.animalshelterpartners.com/over-50-animals-rescu…
or Mailed to 92960 South Port Road in Coos Bay (Please make
checks to Animal Shelter Partners w/ Memo 50 + Animal Rescue).

The Coos County Sheriff’s Office recently responded to a local
residence after hearing of a group of animals that had been
neglected. Subsequently, the animals were collected for
safekeeping and rehabilitative purposes.

The animals, consisting of 11 horses, 3 donkeys, 7 goats, 7 cats, 4
dogs, 18 pigs and 3 turkeys are currently being cared for and
housed by a volunteer member of the Coos County Sheriff’s
Office Posse.

Resources are limited and dwindling fast due to the large number
of animals being cared for. The Sheriff’s Posse and Coos County
Animal Shelter are asking for assistance with the care of the
animals, and would appreciate any help that could be provided.

Monetary donations can be through PayPal. A link can be found
on the Facebook page for the Coos County Animal Shelter, the
Animal Shelters Partners and the Coos County Sheriff’s Office.

Alternatively, material donations and volunteer hours can be
dropped off or coordinated through the Coos County Animal
Control Office, located at 92690 South Port Road in Coos Bay, or
at telephone number 541-751-2480.

BUSTER
- I am
available
for
adoption!
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(Summer Fun - Continued from page 15)
LEARN ABOUT HYPERTHERMIA
During the summer, be particularly cautious about abnormally high
body temperatures — a condition known as hyperthermia. Heat
stroke is an advanced form of hyperthermia that can be life-
threatening. Make sure to know the warning signs and get medical
attention immediately if you or anyone you know is experiencing
these symptoms:
• Body temperature greater than 104 degrees
• A change in behavior, such as acting confused, agitated or
grouchy
• Dry, flushed skin
• Nausea and vomiting
• Headache
• Heavy breathing or a rapid pulse
• Not sweating, even if it's hot out
• Fainting
Elderly individuals have a harder time knowing when they are
dehydrated and their bodies have more difficulty regulating their
temperatures, as a result, they are more prone to heat stroke. If you
(or an elderly loved one) start to feel any of these symptoms, ask for
medical help and get out of the heat, lie down and place ice packs on
your body.

APPLY SUNSCREEN ANDWEAR A HAT
Seniors especially need the extra sun protection to help keep them
healthy. Caregivers, family and friends can help by gently
reminding loved ones about applying sunscreen and helping to put it
on when necessary. Hats are also a great idea, especially for those
with light-colored hair and those with thinning hair.

IF NEEDED, APPLY
BUG SPRAY
Seniors are particularly
prone to West Nile Virus
and encephalitis. If you
live in areas where there
are a lot of mosquitoes
and where West Nile
Virus is present, and if
you spend a lot of time
outdoors (particularly at
night), use mosquito
repellent to help reduce
the risk of getting bit by a
mosquito carrying this
virus.

BE SMART WHEN
EXERCISING
If you enjoy outdoor
activities, such as walking
or gardening, make sure to wear the proper clothing and protective
gear. It's also important to keep track of time. Don't stay out for
long periods and make sure to drink even more water than usual
when exercising. Also, consider getting outdoor exercise earlier in
the morning or later in the evening, when the sun is not at its
peak. If you follow these tips, there's no reason you can't have
an enjoyable and fun-filled summer — no matter how old you are !!

We at Harmony Homecare hope these tips will help you and your
senior loved ones be prepared for anything that comes their way
throughout the coming summer season.
Harmony Homecare is an In-Home Care Agency in Coos Bay and
has been in business there for 15 years serving Coos County. We
offer skilled caregivers that work in the client’s home. Personal
care, housekeeping, meal preparation, rides to appointments etc.
Call Lonni for a free intake evaluation at (541) 297-8179.
Harmony Homecare accepts Medicaid, VA and Long Term Care
insurance.

Watching them fly off up into the sky, there seems no
limit to how high a helium balloon can go. In reality, there
are two major constraints: the strength of the balloon
material, and Archimedes’s principle. As a balloon
ascends, the pressure of the surrounding air drops while
the helium inside expands. Toy balloons burst at around
10km (6.2 miles), while professional meteorological
balloons reach heights of 30km (18.6 miles).

The ultimate limit is set by Archimedes’s Principle,
which says balloons will stop rising once their density
matches the surrounding air. So there’s no chance of
balloons entering the vacuum of space. However, in 2002, a
helium balloon built by Dr Takamasa Yamagami and
colleagues at the Institute of Space and Astronautical
Science climbed to 53km (about 33 miles) – half way to the
official edge of space.

Archimedes's Principle

Archimedes’ principle is that an object totally or partially
immersed in a fluid is lifted up by a force equal to the
weight of the fluid that is displaced. Archimedes was an
unparalleled
mathematician, inventor,
astronomer, engineer, and
designer of weaponry. He
was born in Greece in
about 287 BC. He played
an important role in the
defense of Syracuse
against the siege laid by
the Romans in 213 BC by
constructing war
machines so effective that
they long delayed the
capture of the city. When

More Is Less
Research shows that for a rubber balloon, as the helium
expands, the rubber stretches. If the balloon is fairly full to
start with, then the increase in volume can cause it to pop.
However, if the balloon is not very full, but still with enough
helium to cause it to rise slowly, then it is possible for the
balloon to last much longer.

A long time ago, balloons were made out of animal
bladders. Now small balloons are made from a thin and
stretchy material like rubber or plastic. Big balloons are
made from fabric.

The rubber balloon was invented by Michael Faraday in
1824, during experiments with various gases. A rooster, a
duck, and a sheep were the first hot air balloon
passengers. - END -

Syracuse eventually fell to the Roman general Marcus
Claudius Marcellus in the autumn of 212 or spring of 211
BC, Archimedes was killed in the sack of the city.

BALLOONS

Where do they go?
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(Liberty Bell - continued from page 15)

Washington’s departure to take command of the Continental
Army. It is surprising that the Statehouse Bell---along with
other bells in the city---did not ring on July 4, 1776. Because
the Congress had met in a closed session the public did not
know of Richard Henry Lee’s resolution calling for
independence or of Thomas Jefferson’s draft declaration.
Only on July 8 did Philadelphia’s bells ring out all day and well
into the night.

Because of the possibility that the British might occupy
Philadelphia in 1777, the State House Bell and other bells were
removed from their mounts, loaded onto wagons and
transported to Allentown, Pennsylvania where they were
hidden in the Zion Reformed Church. This action was taken to
prevent the bells’ capture by the British who very likely would
have broken them up and used the metal for casting cannon
barrels. They were returned to Philadelphia in 1778 when the
British withdrew from the city.
Stories about how our

Liberty Bell, a national icon,
was cracked are many and
varied. By one account it
cracked when it was rung
during the visit of
Revolutionary War hero
Marquis de Lafayette in 1824.
Yet another story tells us that
it cracked when tolled for the
funeral of Chief Justice John
Marshall in 1835 and a third
legend would have us believe
that it cracked in late 1824
while being rung as a fire
alarm. Over the years, efforts
repair it were not successful and the crack progressed beyond
the site of the attempted repair. For the bicentennial of the
Declaration of Independence in 1976 it was moved to a pavilion
near Independence Hall. Its next move---and very likely its last-
--was to the Liberty Bell Center in Independence National
Historic Park where millions view it each year.

The history of bells is long and varied. In one form or another,
bells have been part of any ancient civilization that had
developed the capability to melt and cast metals. The sound of a
bell is used for diverse purposes and can evoke very different
human responses. Writer Friedrich von Schiller, upon hearing
the rich, resonating sound of a four and one half ton bell cast in
Basel, Switzerland in 1486, wrote his Ode to the Bell—“Vivos
voco, mortuous plango, fulgura frango.” (I call the living, I
mourn the dead, I tame the lightning). The third segment of the
ode may be surprising, but in many civilizations bells were rung
in times of stress--and distress--
as a plea to a greater power. The
sound of the bell has helped to
celebrate human life through its
heights and depths, with joyous
ringing in announcing a military
victory or possibly the birth of a
royal heir and the slow tolling
that carries the unmistakable
message of defeat, death, or
disaster.

George Genevro

(Wolf Creek Inn - cont. from page 20)

white comforters and colored blankets and pillows. The furniture is
antique, sturdy, real wood, many of the table tops are marble. It’s
simple, plain and yet elegant. There’s a feeling of peace and
tranquility. No TV but they do have internet and your cellphones
work.

The Inn hosts dinner theaters with “Much Ado About Nothing”
currently running and they feature a “murder mystery dinner
theater” in August. Check their website for details: wolfcreekinn.com.
The rooms rent for $85-125 depending on the season. The large
double room that Clark Gable favored is for rent, slightly higher
cost. Jack London’s room is not rented but can be viewed; a tiny
plain room where he wrote some of his famous stories. Two cute little
bunk rooms, barely big enough to turn around in rent for $40 a night,
a real bargain.

Now, some of the rooms are considered “haunted”. I’ve stayed
twice and to my dismay: no ghosts. Andrew, the Concessionaire said,
“Maybe it’s because you didn’t offer them any whiskey.” I think it’s
because I loudly proclaimed “I don’t believe in ghosts.” Maybe they
don’t like unbelievers.
Early on the ghosts

were more malevolent
but things changed.
Andrew tells of a lady
stopping while he was
working to renovate
and clean up the inn.
She toured up and
downstairs and then
came back in tears. “They’re really happy you’re here”, she said.
“They’re happy with what you’re doing.” She then told Andrew she
was a medium and the ghosts had communicated those thoughts with
her! Since then the ghosts sightings have consisted of mainly singing,
running feet, happy sounds. Who knows?
The nearby cemetery is worth seeing and photographing. There are
all sorts of “toys”, figurines, animals and dolls and even an engine
adorning the graves. One I’ll never forget: a tiny green plaque and a
bright yellow Tonka toy dump truck. The grave of a four month old
little boy who probably never got to play with his truck.

There are some really
delightful things to visit in the
area. We’ll cover them more
in the next issue: there’s the
fabulous Applegate Trail
Museum. (Exit 71). It’s open
on Thursday, Friday, and
Saturday and it is definitely

worth the trip by itself. Just beyond it is Grave Creek covered bridge
and the grave of the first woman to die on the pioneer trail. Modern
day sensitivities have renamed Grave Creek: Sunny Valley. Then
there’s the old gold mining town of Golden with an intriguing church
where a wedding was filmed for “Gunsmoke”. The Pottsville Historic
Museum is a collection of buildings and antique machinery and
vehicles. (Exit 66). The Wolf Creek area could be an easy day trip,
maybe overnight, or spend several days. Learn more about it next
issue and step back into history without the hardships.

Convienently located at;
1834 McPherson Ave
Suite B
North Bend, OR 97459
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Why Not Visit Wolf Creek
Tavern and Inn?

By
Jackie
Deal

Wherever you live in Oregon, if you drive north or south on
Interstate 5 in mid-state you go by Wolf Creek. Now I’ll bet
you’ve never noticed it, don’t know where it is and probably don’t
care. I hope to change all that. But first, use your imagination.
Let’s pretend there’s no Interstate 5, no plushy air-conditioned
cars, no GPS. You’re a pioneer traveling on the Applegate Trail
from Sacramento to Portland, Oregon in the 1800s. The
Applegate Trail, one early pioneer women said, “It’s not a road,
not even a trail, hardly a path.” But it’s the best there is.

Here in Oregon you see
mountains. Those mountains,
just look around: tier after tier
of green forested mountains
fading to pale gray on the
horizon and still they go on.
Forever. You’re exhausted,
disillusioned, defeated. You
struggle up one more
mountain, the poor horses
gasping for breath, the men
pushing on the wagons from
behind. And from the top,
what do you see? More
mountains. Steeper mountains.

-in fact so steep that your wagons are unloaded and ropes are
wrapped around the coach and it’s lifted up the mountain to the
top and then dropped down the other side! And the horses? Oh,
yes, they’re snugged into ropes and air lifted up over the
mountains and down the other side. And you? The poor people?
You walk, climb, scramble to reach the top and slip and slide down
the other side.

Drive to Sexton Pass. Just north of Grants Pass. That’s where
this is reputed to have happened. It’s some of the most rugged
country around and you can hardly believe that wooden wagons
and horses or oxen could make it over.
Have you a small idea now of how happy you would be to get to

Wolf Creek Tavern? (In those days tavern meant inn.) Wolf
Creek Inn was not on the Wells Fargo Stage line but it hosted
emigrants and pioneers anyway.

Later on the stage coach company will advertise: “From Sacramento
to Portland, Oregon, Six day trip, only $50.00, overnight stops at
Yreka and Jacksonville.”
Most people say “Wolf Creek Inn where is that? Or else they
say,“Yah, I’ve seen the sign but I’ve never been in there.” (It’s Exit
76). So let’s stop and try to find the town of Wolf Creek. Drive off
the freeway, stop and ask, “Where is the town of Wolf Creek?” Very
likely, folks will smirk and say, “You’re in it.” According to Google,
Wolf Creek has a population of 1,629. (I’m not sure where they all
hide and that probably includes the entire zip code area.) In 1853
when Jessie Applegate and Major Alvord surveyed the area, Wolf
Creek had only one inhabitant. Driving out the main street now the
road narrows and the trees arch together. It looks like some giant
plucked a tree and planted a house. Here and there. The total effect
is rustic and charming.

The Wolf Creek
Inn seems to be
the major
attraction.
Claimed to be the
oldest continually
operating Inn in
the Northwest, it
has a long and
confusing past.
The present
concessionaires,
Andrew and Gesi

Shroyer are researching the history trying to prove that the Inn was
actually built before 1883, the generally accepted date. Andrew has
been told of a letter from Pres. Rutherford B.Haye’s doctor saying
“I was at the Wolf Creek Tavern and Inn.” This could possibly
date from 1860-1870s and was probably during his campaign for
president. (Hayes was president 1877-1881.)

Henry Smith is credited with building the Inn and being the first
operator. We do know that in September 1863 he bought 40 acres of
land at $1.25 an acre at the junction of Coyote Creek and the stage
road. In September of 1864 he bought 40 more acres at the site of
the Wolf Creek Post Office. A store ledger in Canyonville 1868-
1869 shows him purchasing merchandise. The Wolf Creek
Tavern? Who knows?
One of the most

interesting characters
who later owned the
Inn was another
Smith, though
probably not related:
W. G. Smith. The
story goes he platted
out some property,
sashayed out East and
sold it. Problem was: he didn’t own the property! ! He was run
out of town several times and the last time, so we’re told, the ladies
of the town actually tarred and feathered him!

Stories abound about the Inn, past visitors and their GHOSTS.
Mary Pickford stopped here on her way home to Canada. Clark
Gable stayed several times to escape Hollywood and to fish. He was
so popular at the Inn that two rooms were put together to make a
larger bedroom for him where it’s reputed he entertained “lady
friends”. Jack London finished his book “Valleys of the Moon”
while staying there.

This is a fantastic place to visit for overnight or for a
scrumptious, huge meal. They think they’re feeding loggers or
miners. A favorite dish is the original recipe for smoked chicken.
Be sure to ask for Marion berry bar-b-que sauce with it; it’s like no
other sauce I’ve ever had.

There are nine rental rooms. They’re fairly small because
originally there was no heat except for fire places. The ceilings are
high, the walls cream and white colored, beds with (page 19)

Wolf Creek
Tavern and Inn
100 Front Street
Wolf Creek, OR

97497

Telephone:
541-866-2474


