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Cougar and Fawn
(The Nation Imperiled)
ToA.F. C.

Poor folded fawn, like our land lost in sleep

And disbelieving dreams, you'll never spring
Awake to stealthy, soundless paws that creep
Along dark limbs. Oh, sweet imaginings

That wrap your world in faith! Cocooned in wings
Like bats asleep in caves, you do not hear.

Must you still drowse and dream of trivial things
When dangers, known—though cloaked by night, are near?
When warnings on the wary air are clear?

God favors feet that follow forest ways—

Quick! Let your swift legs leap to spurs of fear!

Alone, the eagle, with a sterner gaze
From charcoal boughs etched black against the sky,
Sees moonlight in the stalking cougar’s eye!

M. Kienholz
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FOREWORD

This introduction and commentary is based primarily on
information provided by former Representative Richard
M. “Dick” Bond, of Spokane, who has known Albert
Canwell for many years.

In 1946, Americans were thrilled that World War 1l was over. Most
were unaware that their wartime ally, the Soviet Union, would be-
come a bitter and hostile adversary. However, in the years follow-

ing the war, many Americans came to believe that the Soviet gov-
ernment had been conducting a massive espionage campaign against
America. In particular, they were concerned that the Soviet Union

had successfully infiltrated or compromised a number of the agen-
cies and departments of our federal government.

One of the first citizens of our state to raise these questions pub-
licly— and forcefully—was Albert Canwell. In 1946, Al Canwell

was elected as a Republican to the Washington State House of Rep-
resentatives from Spokane’s Fifth District. During that campaign,

he made two promises: To oppose new taxes and to do something
about Communism in America.

With the help of Fred and Hazel Neindorff, Canwell drafted the
concurrent resolution that established the Washington State Joint
Legislative Committee on Un-American Activities. This committee
was patterned after the federal House Un-American Activities
Committee and the similar California State Committee, both of
which had just been formed.

In spite of his status as a freshman, Albert Canwell was able to get
the concurrent resolution adopted by the Legislature. He had the
help of Speaker Herb Hamblen, also from Spokane. The committee
was to consist of three members of the House and three members of
the Senate, plus Representative Canwell as the chairman. It quickly
became known as the Canwell Committee. Because of the contro-
versy surrounding the committee, finding members was difficult.
Senator Tom Bienz of Spokane, who was also the chairman of the
Americanism Committee of the American Legion, was a big help in
recruiting members.

Canwell’s resolution contained controversial provisions that were
challenged and upheld in the State Supreme Court. For example,
the committee was authorized to obtain confidential files from state
agencies so long as the information was not publicly disclosed. In



addition, the State Patrol was allowed to remove unruly demonstra-
tors from the proceedings of the committee.

Mr. Fritz Jewitt, a wealthy conservative lumberman, contributed
$20,000 to cover expenses of the committee. This enabled Mr.
Canwell to travel to New York and Washington, D.C., and to bring
witnesses to this state from the East Coast. The Canwell committee
also held a joint meeting with the California State Committee to

hear testimony from California Senator William Knowland and
then-Representative Richard Nixon.

One of the major results of the hearings of the Washington state
committee was to draw attention to the activities of Alger Hiss. In
1947, Chairman Canwell invited two newspapermen from New
York —Howard Rushmore and J. B. Matthews—to testify before the
committee in Seattle about Hiss. At this time, no one knew that Al-
ger Hiss would later be accused of being paid by the Soviet gov-
ernment and tried as a traitor.

Another publicized event was the testimony of the ex-wife of Harry
Bridges, president of the west coast longshoreman’s union. She ac-
cused Bridges of being a Communist. Other witnesses accused sev-
eral University of Washington professors of being Communists.
Some of the professors were subsequently dismissed by the Univer-
sity.

In 1948, at the same time that much of the committee activity was
taking place, Al Canwell ran for the state Senate. He lost in the
general election. In 1950, he sought the U. S. Senate seat held by
Warren Magnuson, but lost in the primary election. Following the
1950 census, an additional U. S. House seat was apportioned to
Washington state. Canwell ran a statewide campaign for this new
at-large position in 1952. He won the Republican primary but was
defeated in the general election by Don Magnuson.

The purpose of this oral history is to present Albert Canwell’s im-
pressions, experiences, and memories, in his own words. He is an
indispensable historical source for anyone studying the post-war pe-
riod and the political debate that dominated it.



PREFACE

This volume is the sixth published by the Washington State Oral
History Program since 1994. It is quite different from the others.
The interviewing was not done by a member of our program staff,
so the conventions and style of the interviews are unlike those we
have previously published. The interview, which occupies sixty-
three hours of tape, is longer than others we have done. Also, the
transcription, copyediting, and substantive editing varied from our
standard practices. Furthermore, Mr. Canwell’s service as the
chairman of the 1947 Joint Fact-Finding Committee on Un-
American Activities was, and is, controversial. This is the first time
the oral history program has published such an account.

An explanation of our present practice is in order. After our Legis-
lative Advisory Committee selects an interviewee, program re-
searchers gather extensive background material. We record inter-
view series lasting approximately twenty hours. A verbatim tran-
script is prepared, and our copyeditor corrects grammar and punc-
tuation. In the normal course of events, the interviewer and inter-
viewee check accuracy and remove repetitions. Substantive editing
is very unusual. The interviewee then writes a dedication and pro-
vides material for the appendices. The Department of Printing
prints and binds the transcripts, and they are distributed to libraries
and archives statewide. The original tapes, transcripts, and research
documents are retained by the State Archives.

Preparing the Canwell tapes for printing was considerably more
complicated. Interviews with Albert Canwell began before the law
that established the present oral history program was enacted. In
late 1991, shortly after the interviews were completed, the project
was transferred to the new program. The tapes had been partially
transcribed. Two more transcribers, under contract to us, finished
that part of the task. The transcript was proofread by an independ-
ent historian, and copyedited by another two people, part-time
members of our staff. Timothy Frederick, the interviewer, did not
edit the final version of the transcript. Mr. Canwell, on the other
hand, thoroughly reviewed the transcript and edited the interview
more substantively than most interviewees. In particular, Mr. Can-
well helped to shorten the transcript by deleting repetitious passages
and some of the discussion of his early life that he judged to be of
little interest to readers. To further shorten the transcript and make
it more readable, several long documents that were read into the re-
cord have been moved to appendices. The appendices also contain
letters, newspaper articles, and other documents that Mr. Canwell
chose to accompany this volume. He selected the photographs, and
the poem included in the front matter, written by his secretary, Mary



Kienholz. Mrs. Kienholz also entered all Mr. Canwell’s correc-
tions, and composed the index.

We wish to emphasize that this description is a brief summary of the
efforts of many people, not all specified, who have been determined
to see Mr. Canwell’s narrative in print.

Mr. Canwell professes surprise that his legislative activities are a
continuing source of interest to historians and others interested in
politics. “I should not even be a blip on the radarscope of time at this
late date. But still they write books shooting at me” (p. 235). The
meaning of legislative investigations into un-American activities and
their ultimate effect on our democracy continue to be debated. To
some, Albert Canwell is a hero. To others, he was misguided.

This volume is not likely to settle such arguments. The Washington
State Oral History Program hopes to document the formation of public
policy in Washington State and to help citizens understand their politi-
cal legacy by presenting the recollections of politicians with diverse
points of view. It is for the reader to judge whether the present volume
achieves these goals.
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CHRONOLOGY: ALBERT F. CANWELL

January 11, 1907
July 3, 1941

1946

March 8, 1947

January 27, 1948

July 19, 1948

November, 1948
January, 1949

1949
1950

1952

1954

1955

August 23, 1962

November, 1962

January, 1964

1984

Albert Franklyn Canwell is born in Spokane, Washington.

Marries Marsinah Marshall. They will become parents of six
children.

Elected as State Representative for the 5th District, Spokane,
Washington.

House Concurrent Resolution No. 10 establishes the Joint
Legislative Fact-Finding Committee on Un-American Activi-
ties. Speaker of the House Herb Hamblen appoints Canwell
chairman. The committee becomes known as the Canwell
Committee

The Canwell Committee convenes its first hearing at the Seat-
tle Armory. The committee hears testimony about the subver-
sion of the Washington Pension Union.

The committee convenes its second hearing. Testimony fo-
cuses on subversive activities at the University of Washington.

Canwell loses election for the 5th District Senate seat.

The Canwell Committee issues its final report and recommen-
dations.

The committee records are moved to Olympia.

Canwell conducts an unsuccessful campaign for the Republi-
can nomination to the US Senate.

Conducts campaign as the Republican nominee for the Con-
gressman-at-large seat. Loses to Don Magnuson.

Conducts a second unsuccessful campaign as the Republican
nominee for the Congressman-at-large seat.

The House of Representatives establishes a special committee
to investigate the disposition of the Canwell Committee rec-
ords.

Canwell delivers a speech on the American Civil Liberties
Union to the Okanogan American Legion.

John Goldmark loses bid for re-election to the House of Repre-
sentatives. Goldmark subsequently alleges that he was libeled
by Canwell’'s American Legion speech.

The libel suit against Canwell is dismissed, and the judge sets
aside the jury’s verdict.

Canwell's Spokane office is the target of an arson fire, which
destroys many of his records.



FAMILY BACKGROUND

Mr. Frederick: Your full name?

Mr. Canwell: Albert Franklyn Canwell. The Franklyn is
spelled with a Y.

Mr. Frederick: And your birth date?

Mr. Canwell: My birth date is January 11, 1907. | was
born in Spokane, Washington.

Mr. Frederick: Today we're going to have the opportu-
nity to begin to explore with Albert his grandparents.
And what we would like to do is begin with your grand-
parents on your father’s side. And your grandfather's
name please?

Mr. Canwell: My grandfather was James Canwell. His
date of birth was September 19, 1840. He was born in
Franklyn Plantation, Oxford County, Maine, and died in
Buckfield, Maine, on April 12, 1876.

He had served in the Civil War and originally enlisted
in the 5th Maine Infantry, Company A, but for a very
short period—30 days or so. He then transferred to the 1st
Maine Cavalry, Company H. That was his first enlist-
ment there, | think on March 7, 1862. His second was
March 18, 1864.

He was wounded two or three times, then went back
into action. He was captured by the Southern forces and
imprisoned. | believe he was at Libby Prison. | think he
escaped from the prison, but that is just part of a history
that we have heard over the years.

He developed health problems in his military service
and died at an early age when his offspring were still mere
children. My father and his twin sister were then raised
by a member of the Fuller family, Ezekiel Fuller.

Mr. Frederick: And James’ occupation?
Mr. Canwell: He was a farmer.

Mr. Frederick: Do we know what type of crops he
raised, what type of farm he had?

Mr. Canwell: Well, the common crop there was pota-
toes. And that | think predominated, but they raised the

usual things, corn and the food that a family would con-
sume. Itwas not, as | am aware, any sort of a commercial
operation, it was as such small farms in Maine were.

Mr. Frederick: Potentially we're talking small cash
crop, bartering, subsistence farming.

Mr. Canwell: Yes, by the way, he did raise cattle, also.
Such a person was known as a “drover.” They'd buy and
sell cattle. But | don't think that was an extensive part of
his life.

Mr. Frederick: Do we know his educational back-
ground?

Mr. Canwell: No, | do not know that. It was common at
that time and place to acquire at least an 8th grade educa-
tion, which was probably a little more sophisticated than
what our 8th grade teaching is today. But | know very
little about his educational background.

Mr. Frederick: His religion?

Mr. Canwell: Was Presbyterian, so far as | know. |
think most of the family there—the Fullers and Canwells—
were Presbyterians.

Mr. Frederick: And as you have mentioned he died in
the decade of the 1860s?

Mr. Canwell: Yes, as a result of battle injuries and of the
lung condition he had developed while he was in captivity
down at one of the crowded Southern military prisons.

Mr. Frederick: Have you seen a photograph of your
grandfather?

Mr. Canwell: Yes, and | have one, a very dim one. It
was taken from a tintype. | think | could produce that.
It's not a very good reproduction, but it is a Civil War
photograph.

Mr. Frederick: From that tintype could you physically
describe your grandfather?

Mr. Canwell: Yes, | would say that he was a man of
average height, probably 5’9" or 5’10, of average
weight. He had dark hair and, like my father’s, slightly
on the curly side.

| have a photograph here of my father and his twin
sister, which annoyed him all his life because the twin that
looks like the boy is his sister, ahdhas the full crop of
curly black hair.

Mr. Frederick: Was he clean-shaven?



CHAPTER ONE

Mr. Canwell: Yes.
Mr. Frederick: And, through family history folklore,
was James a sober man?

Mr. Canwell: Yes, in fact that was a way of life in that
New England area. They didn't go in much for drunken-
ness or tolerate it. They were a pretty straitlaced people.

Mr. Frederick: And James’ ethnic background?

Mr. Canwell: It was English and Scottish as far as we
know. Further back, the first Canwell who came here was
either Italian or Spanish. | do not know at this point pre-
cisely what he was, but the story that we heard was that he
had been a priest in Rome. During political unrest there
he left Rome and went to England where he married a
woman by the name of Canwell and took the Canwell
name.

Now, that may be more myth than anything else. It's
just what was the scuttlebutt in the family. The woman he
married was English and Scottish. So if there’s some
Italian there or Spanish it may account for the curly hair, |
don’t know.

Mr. Frederick: And was James native-born?
Mr. Canwell: Yes, he was born in Maine.
Mr. Frederick: And your grandmother's name?

Mr. Canwell: My grandmother’'s name was Zipporah
Fuller. Z-1-P-P-O-R-A-H Fuller.

Mr. Frederick: And where was she born?

Mr. Canwell: She was born in Hartford, Oxford County,
Maine, on September 4, 1841.

Zipporah Fuller was ninth in direct lineal descent from
Dr. Samuel Fuller of the Mayflower. That's what this
Fuller enclave there in Maine was all about. They were
all Fullers and direct descendants of Samuel, and made
quite a thing of it. But the twins, including my father,
were raised to maturity by Ezekiel Fuller, after which my
father enlisted in the cavalry.

Mr. Frederick: And Zipporah’s education?
Mr. Canwell: That | don’t know.

Mr. Frederick: And you mentioned that her ethnic
background was Scottish/Irish?

Mr. Canwell: Yes, that's as far as we know. There was
some Irish, but predominantly Scottish and English.

Mr. Frederick: And do we have her death date?
Mr. Canwell: Yes, June 2, 1875.

Mr. Frederick: Did you ever have the opportunity to
personally meet your grandmother?

Mr. Canwell: No, | never met any of the Maine and
Massachusetts ancestors. My father left there when he
joined the cavalry and he never returned.

Mr. Frederick: Was she alive at your birth?

Mr. Canwell: No, | don’t believe so.

Mr. Frederick: And her religion?

Mr. Canwell: As far as | know they were Protestant and
as far as | know Presbyterian.

Mr. Frederick: And have you seen a photograph of your
grandmother?

Mr. Canwell: No, | haven't.

Mr. Frederick: Have you heard through family folklore
a physical description of your grandmother?

Mr. Canwell: No, I'm trying to recall whether my father
ever had much to say about that or not. | don’t think he
did. I do have a photograph of my grandmother here and
I could show that to you.

Mr. Frederick: You do have a photograph of your
grandmother?

Mr. Canwell: Of the grandmother, yes, and my father
and his twin sister and their mother. | do have that.

Mr. Frederick: Do you recall if your grandmother
passed away through natural causes?

Mr. Canwell: Yes, | know that she did. She had never
remarried.

Mr. Frederick: And from that marriage came the chil-
dren, one of whom was your father. And his full name?

Mr. Canwell: His full name was Adelbert Lee Canwell,
A-D-E-L-B-E-R-T.

Mr. Frederick: And his sister's name?
Mr. Canwell: His twin sister's name was Bertha Adele

Canwell. She always went by the name of Bertie. | think
her name was on her death certificate as Bertie, B-E-R-T-



FAMILY BACKGROUND

I-E.

There was a younger brother. He was not raised by
Ezekiel Fuller who raised the twins after the death of
James Canwell. A son-in-law of Ezekiel's named Cyrus
Metcalf took the youngest son and raised him. This son
was named James Mellen Canwell, born October 26,
1874.

Mr. Frederick: And your father’s birth date and death
date?

Mr. Canwell: My father’s birth date was March 10,
1869. He died on March 20, 1949, in Spokane, Wash-
ington. He was born in Buckfield, Maine, the same loca-
tion where his father lived at time of death.

Mr. Frederick: And was he the oldest of the three chil-
dren?

Mr. Canwell: Well, the twins were the oldest and there
was later some debate about which one was born first.
One was born on the 9th and the other one was born on
the 10th, but it happened in the middle of night, so the
date that we always accepted for my father’s birthday was
March 10.

Mr. Frederick: We can take the opportunity to begin to
explore your father at a later time. I'd like to spend some
time with you now with regard to your grandparents on
your mother’s side of the family.

Mr. Canwell: My mother was Ida or Ingeborg Christina
Espelund, and she was born in Randall, Jewell County,
northern Kansas. Her parents—I'll try to get it straight
here—you want my mother’s mother, that would be the
grandmother, do you not?

Mr. Frederick: Yes.

Mr. Canwell: Now her mother's name was Brynhild
Roen, B-R-Y-N-H-I-L-D R-O-E-N. My grandmother
Roen was born May 16, 1846, in Rindalen, More Og
Romsdal, Norway, and died in Long Beach, Los Angeles
County, California, on October 21, 1927. She married
John Christianson Espelund on May 11, 1874, in Concor-
dia, Cloud County, Kansas.

Mr. Frederick: Do we have your grandfather John
Espelund’s birth date?

Mr. Canwell: Yes, my grandfather John Christianson
Espelund was born on November 1, 1840.

Mr. Frederick: Do we have his death date?

Mr. Canwell: His death occurred October 31, 1917, in
Burns, Laramie County, Wyoming, a town near Chey-
enne.

Mr. Frederick: Do we know where John resided? You
have mentioned Randall, Kansas, as the birthplace of your
mother. Was he born in Kansas? Was he raised in Kan-
sas?

Mr. Canwell: No, he was born in Norway. There were
quite a number of Norwegian immigrants who came to
this country about that time. Most of them went to Min-
nesota and Wisconsin, my grandfather and his family
among them.

Then seeking free land and homestead opportunities,
they went to Kansas and settled in north central Kansas
around near the place known as Randall. They lived in
sod shanties and it was a very primitive existence.

| can understand why that didn’t appeal to grandfather
Espelund. After several years, they packed up in a cov-
ered wagon and headed West. Where they were really
heading for was Oregon, that was the “land of opportu-
nity.”. All the great stories that they heard were about the
free land, the big timber, the wonderful water, everything
in Oregon, and so that's where their wagon train headed.

They arrived by covered wagon at Fort Walla Walla in
1881. My mother was between four and five years of age
at that time and remembered well most of the adventure
from Randall, Kansas, to Fort Walla Walla.

Mr. Frederick: And you'd mentioned that when he
eventually left the Walla Walla area that he returned to
Kansas.

Mr. Canwell: Yes, he returned to Kansas; | think it was
for a brief period of time, and | would suppose it was for
the purpose of probably settling some real estate problem
or something like that because he did not settle there or
stay there. Then he went West again, went to Wyoming.
I think he might have occasionally visited back in Walla
Walla and College Place, because he did somewhere
along the line endow the college with real estate that he
owned in that area.

Mr. Frederick: You were mentioning that John Espe-
lund died in the Cheyenne, Wyoming, area.

Mr. Canwell: Yes. John Espelund died at Burns, Wyo-
ming, which is near Cheyenne. But he, with his family,
had wintered at Fort Walla Walla intending to go on to
the Oregon Coast. Then when they started their journey
again they got down to about Wallula where the going
was so rough; this tremendous Columbia River was in
front of them to cross. They went back and stayed in
Walla Walla and settled near there.
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My grandfather raised cattle and horses. He had one
of the first cattle brands in the Oregon Territory. There
were many of them at that time, but he had one of the
early ones. His farm was right on what became the
Washington-Oregon border, so a lot of his records and his
taxes were paid in, | think, Umatilla, Oregon. Then later
they became identified with Walla Walla County and
City. But their farm, if you go down to where the Whit-
man Monument is, if you were to look right straight
south, their farm was right there at the foothills of that
range of hills right on the Oregon-Washington border.

But, anyway, he raised cattle and horses, particularly

Anyway, that was his religion and he was to me a very
interesting character. My dad would describe him...they
had a lot of trouble with the people around the area there.
They were French Canadians, the early settlers were.
And they didn't look kindly on any newcomers, particu-
larly Norwegians. So they had quite a lot of feuding back
and forth.

My father said he'd ride out there to the farm some-
times and the old man would be plowing. He’'d be walk-
ing along reading his Bible and wearing a six-shooter.
Either one he'd give you, either one you wanted, and he
was very good with both. That was his attraction, I think,

horses. He raised both draft horses and saddle horses. He to my father at the fort. They both had an interest in

supplied horses to the remount service at Fort Walla
Walla. There was a cavalry unit there and that's where he
met my father. He then habitually brought his favorite
daughter with him when he’d come there to bring produce
to the fort, or horses and whatnot.

Mr. Frederick: Do we know when John Espelund came
into the country from Norway?

Mr. Canwell: It was prior to 1874. We have a cousin in
Norway who did a lot of research on the family and
branches of it, who would have that information. We do
have a book of his. However, the Roen family was part
of that early group that came from Norway to America. |
think they came from an area near Bergen.

There’s a great deal of confusion when you start
looking into the genealogy of Scandinavians; they didn’t
all take the family name. And some of them, when they
came here, didn’t speak the language, so they'd have a
tag on them telling where they were from. The Immigra-
tion Department would then give them the name of that
locale. It's a very difficult thing to trace your family if
they came from Norway or Sweden or Denmark. There
were a lot of them who came here. There are more Nor-
wegians over near Seattle than there are in Norway.

Mr. Frederick: Can we describe physically, John Espe-
lund?

Mr. Canwell: Yes. He was a typical Norwegian. He

had a slight beard, was not a large man, average size |
would say, not fleshy. | can produce a picture of John and
his family—the whole family.

Mr. Frederick: And his religion?

Mr. Canwell: He was a Seventh-day Adventist. | don't
know just where he connected with them, but it was a
matter of almost a family feud. Most of the family were,
of course, Lutherans. And this contingent was pretty
much Adventist. When they got to Walla Walla they set
up a colony there that still exists around College Place.

shooting. My father would get a feed bag full of car-
tridges and they'd go out in the sagebrush and practice.

Mr. Frederick: It sounds like your father respected his
father-in-law—or future father-in-law.

Mr. Canwell: Yes, he did. They were very, very fond of
each other and | think the old man was—he wasn’t so old
then—but he was very happy to have his favorite daughter
marry my father.

Mr. Frederick: And can we describe physically your
grandmother Brynhild Roen?

Mr. Canwell: Ah, well, almost all the people back at that
time and period looked and dressed alike. It was quite
common for women to wear these “Mother Hubbard”
hats and long dresses.

My grandmother came out from Kansas, of course,
with the covered wagon contingent. Both she and her
mother walked most of the way. Once in awhile they’'d
get on the covered wagon, but the wagons were pretty
heavily loaded. And so they were rugged people. They
were real pioneers. You didn’t have an opportunity to
become overweight in those days. There wasn't that
much food and there was too much work to do.

So | would say she was an average Norwegian immi-
grant, a very attractive blonde, as most of them were, and
| would say an attractive woman.

Mr. Frederick: And her height?

Mr. Canwell: Oh, | would say she was—I'm guessing—
that she probably was about the same as my mother,
which was about 5'6” or 5'7”. She was not a tall person.

[End of Tape 1, Side 1]

Mr. Frederick: From what you heard from your father,
what was John’'s emotional make-up?
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Mr. Canwell: He was a very stable man, but a very de-
termined one. One who knew what he wanted to do and
what he wanted to believe, and he didn’t particularly im-
pose it on anybody else, but he was not a man to crowd
too much. He was well able to handle any situation that
he encountered. He was very much a free spirit.

| think that is what motivated him. Many of those
people who left Norway and Europe in general were that
type. They were the cream of the crop. They were rest-
less but they were not, as was often the case in southern
Europe, the criminal types or ones who were trying to get
away from the law. They were stable, sound people who
saw no future in their homeland. There just wasn't that
much land. And so an opportunity to go to America si-
phoned off the most aggressive people. They just up and
left and, whenever they could, they found a way to this
country. They became, | think, among our very best citi-
zens.

And he was that type. He had a high regard for the
law but he didn’t want too much of it imposed on him
either. He was just a good American. He probably
worked at it a little too hard; he wouldn't let his children
speak Norwegian. He made them learn the English lan-
guage and wouldn’t even let them talk Norwegian at
home, with the result unfortunately that they grew up not
even knowing their native tongue very well. My mother
didn’t even have an accent, but she could understand a
little Norwegian and German. Anyhow, that was what he
was. He wanted them to become a part of this land and
this country and its way of life and its freedom. He taught
that sort of thing; taught it and demanded it of his chil-
dren.

And he tried to get the best for them. They had estab-
lished a hospital and a nurses’ training facility at Walla
Walla very early and my mother was a nurse. She left her
nurse’s training just before graduation to marry my father.
But she was a very competent nurse, almost a doctor; she
was imposed on by all of the neighbors of whatever race
whenever they had babies to deliver and all of that sort of
thing.

But that's the sort of performance that John Espelund
wanted of his children. He wanted them educated. He
wanted them to be good Americans. And at the same he
was still a restless person. When finally he felt there were
too many people in Walla Walla, he packed up and went
to Wyoming. | sort of lost track of him there.

Mr. Frederick: Did you have an opportunity to meet
John?

Mr. Canwell: | never did, no. As far as | know he never
came to Spokane. They were in correspondence with my
father’s family quite a good deal. In fact, when my father
acquired the land up there by Mount Spokane, John sent
up a great assortment of fruit trees from the Milton Nurs-

ery, which were planted up there. And he gave them a
team of draft horses that were really not practical for that
hill country farming, but they were beautiful animals. He
provided harnesses and things that would cost a fortune
today. That was the sort of thing he did.

Mr. Frederick: Do we know when John moved from
Walla Walla to Wyoming?

Mr. Canwell: | don't have that information right at hand
and I've been trying to calculate recently when it was, it
must have been, oh, | suppose 1910 to 1915 or along in
there. They went to Wyoming and then some of the other
members of the family or relatives moved there, too.
Some of them went into the sheep business. One of them
would make a fortune in sheep and then he’'d go to south-
ern California and lose it in real estate. Then he’'d go
back and raise more sheep. He knew sheep, but he didn’t
know real estate.

Mr. Frederick: And what region of Wyoming are we
speaking of?

Mr. Canwell: Around Burns, Wyoming, near Cheyenne.
Mr. Frederick: And so he did pass on in Wyoming?
Mr. Canwell: He died in Wyoming.

Mr. Frederick: And your grandmother’'s emotional
make-up?

Mr. Canwell: Well, from everything | ever heard she

was a very stable person, hardworking, who, like all of
those people, did their sewing and knitting and cooking,
and tended to family affairs. They didn’t know there was
anything else they were supposed to do. From everything
that | ever heard, she was a responsible person.

Mr. Frederick: And you have a photograph of your
grandmother?

Mr. Canwell: | think that her photograph is in the one
that | told you | have here of my grandmother and the
whole family.

Mr. Frederick: And your mother’s full name?

Mr. Canwell: It was Ida Christina Espelund. She always
used the Christina, rather than the Ida, but the name Ida
came from her Norwegian name. | think it was initially
Ingeborg, which was the name of her grandmother, Inge-
borg Larsdatter Hansen, but they translated it to Ida. She
used her middle name, Christina, all her life. My father
called her Chris. We have a daughter who is hamed
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Christina and she looks just like my mother. We must
have been psychic when we named her Christina.

Mr. Frederick: And your mother’s birth date and death
date?

Mr. Canwell: My mother’s birth date is April 18, 1876.
And she died April 26, 1967 in Spokane.

Mr. Frederick: Regarding that overland trek from Kan-
sas to Walla Walla or the Oregon Territory, did she talk
about daily routine?

Mr. Canwell: She had a lot of recollections of the jour-
ney. It was a matter of rolling their covered wagons 12 to
15 miles a day at best. And it was very rugged going.
They would see almost nobody other than those in the
wagon train. Oh, occasionally they'd see Indians. And
that was about the extent of their contact with people until
they got to Salt Lake in Utah. They reconditioned there
and stayed for awhile, | suppose a month or so. My
mother always was so fond of Salt Lake. The thing she
remembers was that suddenly there were children all over
the place; these Mormons had lots of kids. And they were
treated very well there, but the trip itself was a very, very
rugged thing. You could only carry a certain amount of
food or staples, flour and a few things like that. Game
was obtained along the route wherever it was possible.

| remember an interesting story she told. There was
one man in the group, the covered wagon family, who
was a very mean, abusive man. He didn’t get along with
anybody and he wasn'’t liked by anyone. One day his
horses got loose and one of them got into the back of their
covered wagon and was eating the flour. That was, of
course, one of their most valuable commodities, but this
man just took a singletree and hit this horse over the head
and knocked him down. Then he picked up a boulder and
he was going to beat the horse’s teeth out. My grandfa-
ther and others stopped him. They held a sort of barrel-
head court martial and banned him from the group. And
he had to leave the covered wagon group. | always
thought that was quite a dramatic thing. And that’s one of
the things she remembered well.

But she’d described the fact that they would see Indi-
ans off in the distance. They were never certain whether
it would be a hostile group or attack, but nothing like that
came about. The Oregon Trail was, of course, heavily
used by that time and certain cavalry troops would go
back and forth so that the Indians, other than some that
got too much booze or something, were no real problem.

There was a certain amount of game and deer. | don't
remember that they ever shot any bison but | think they
were around. Their food was largely what they started
out with. Once in awhile there was some outpost where
you could buy some flour or salt or things that you had to

have. But nobody was going to get overweight on the
diet they had. My mother was between four and five
years of age, so she was quite young, but remembered it
distinctly.

Mr. Frederick: So that trip was conducted in approxi-
mately 18807?

Mr. Canwell: Well, they arrived in Walla Walla in 1881.

| don’t know the date that they started out, but, as | would
say, they just rolled their wagons west at the most 15
miles a day, so a person could figure back about when
they left Kansas. | think there were four or five covered
wagons that were part of this family connection—a Nor-
wegian group. | don’'t know where the rest of them went.
I know that my family ended in Walla Walla.

Mr. Frederick: Your mother was in the area in 1881-the
Walla Walla area.

Let's take the opportunity now to list the children of
the union of John Espelund and Brynhild Roen, one of
them being your mother. If it's possible, list with the
senior and work our way to the junior.

Mr. Canwell: T'll try to identify them that way. The
children are in their chronological order: The oldest one
was Aaron Espelund. Aaron was born on February 28,
1875, and died in Spokane at our place on Mount Spo-
kane on April 25, 1913.

Christina, my mother, was born April 18, 1876, | be-
lieve at Randall, Kansas, and died in Spokane on April
26, 1967.

Elizabeth was born September 12, 1877, and died in
November of 1913. | do not have the precise date.

Mr. Frederick: Do you know the cause of death?

Mr. Canwell: No, | don’t know the cause of death of
any, other than my mother and her brother Aaron.

Martha is the next one, born December 7, 1878. She
died May 20, 1964.

Joe or Joseph was born December 28, 1882, and | do
not have the date of his death.

Hannah was born October 16, 1884, and she died
January 21, 1942. And John, Junior, was born September
17, 1886, and died on January 19, 1962.

| believe this includes all the children of John Espe-
lund, my grandfather, who was born in Norway.

Mr. Frederick: Let’s take this time right now to jump
back over and spend some time with your father who was
orphaned, potentially some time in the late 1860s or
1870s? Orphaned in the sense that his father passed on.
His mother was still here.
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Mr. Canwell: Yes, she had the problem of raising these
children and it was a very difficult situation. Her family,
the Fullers, were well-established there. Ezekiel took the
responsibility for raising the twins. And so-trying to

think of the precise dates involved there...my father was
born on March 10, 1869...1 was trying to determine just
when his father died, but they were still small children.

Mr. Frederick: What was Ezekiel Fuller's occupation?

Mr. Canwell: Oh, farmer. | think that nearly all of them
were farmers. The people who went into the shoe busi-
ness and that sort of thing were, well, they were a little
different people. They were commercially—there were
seafaring people and there were people who went into
shoemaking. That sort of thing became a big industry
there, but as far as | know none of my ancestors were in-
volved in that. Some of them were fishermen, but | just
have very sketchy information on that.

Mr. Frederick: During those early years did your
grandmother remarry?

Mr. Canwell: She didn't remarry, no. And | have no
information about what her social life was. All | remem-
ber is that my father felt that old Ezekiel came from a
family of eight or ten, mostly boys, and all their names
started with E, and he was Ezekiel. | don’t know what all
the others were: Ephraim and everything else that you
could think of that started with E or originated in the Bi-
ble.

But, anyhow, the life was very restricted. | can re-
member my father was not much of an ancestor-
worshipper because of this. He got such daily doses of
the fact that he was fortunate to be a Fuller. And he
thought a whole lot of his father, respected him and he
had a distinguished military experience, so he didn't ad-
just too well to old rigid Ezekiel's thinking and regimen.

When he could, he enlisted in the cavalry. His father
had been in, | believe, the 1st Maine Cavalry in the Civil
War. So anyway that was obviously his goal and his way
of getting away from there. He did distinguish himself in
the military, much more so than most enlisted men did.

Mr. Frederick: When he was living in the Fuller house-
hold, did he have an opportunity to attend school?

Mr. Canwell: Yes, and | don't know the particulars ex-
cept that his writing would indicate that he’d had a pretty
effective education. It seemed to me that someone said
that they had a school operated by the nuns. And they
were sticklers for good penmanship. He and his sister
attended.

Mr. Frederick: Did your father ever relate to you the

age that he joined the United States Army?

Mr. Canwell: Yes, | have the precise information. He
joined the 1st Cavalry on March 9, 1892. Troop H of the
4th Cavalry. And he joined at Boston. He then went
from there to their distribution base in, | think, Missouri—
and was assigned to Arizona,; | think that's where he had
requested to go in the first place. | grew up knowing all
about Arizona and all about Alaska and a little bit about
New England. As far as he was concerned there were no
other places.

But he did have service in Arizona. He served at the
various ancient forts there: Fort Apache, Fort Grant and
Fort Huachuca. And he never bragged. He was not a
person to boast much and as | say, he wasn’t much of an
ancestor-worshipper, although he knew he had some very
distinguished ones.

He had a natural talent for marksmanship. The only
thing | ever heard him brag about was that he had estab-
lished a record at, | believe, Fort San Carlos that nobody
ever beat. He'd racked up perfect scores in all classifica-
tions. | remember he had a cigar box full of medals and
things that he had won for shooting. That he could do
very well.

Mr. Frederick: My figures show that he joined the
military at approximately the age of 23.

Mr. Canwell: | was trying to figure that out. | thought
he might have joined as soon as he was legally eligible,
but I do have the date.

Mr. Frederick: 18927

Mr. Canwell: Yes, that's the date that my son gave me,
and it was researched. Then he transferred from the 1st
Cavalry to the 4th Cavalry and that is when he was as-
signed to Fort Walla Walla. At Fort Walla Walla they
were putting together the Glenn Expedition, the expedi-
tion to survey and map Alaska. So largely from the
United States Cavalry, they selected an elite group to go
up there and do this job and he was one of them. At
Walla Walla, when he was accepted for this assignment,
they then wanted him to have some medical training so he
transferred to the hospital corps or medical corps and was
sent to Fort Vancouver where he obtained cursory medi-
cal training.

Mr. Frederick: Do we have the date when he was trans-
ferred up into Walla Walla?

Mr. Canwell: Ah, yes, | should have that here some-
where. He enlisted in—let's see—he was transferred to the
hospital corps on November 3, 1896, and what year he
actually came to Fort Walla Walla | don’t know. I'd have
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to dig on that a little bit. I'd have to figure back; I think
he was at Fort Vancouver two years and he went to
Alaska in 1898.

The Glenn Expedition surveyed and mapped Alaska
largely in the Cook Inlet area, but they did map the entire
Alaskan Purchase.

It was quite unusual for an enlisted man to get any
recognition in the military in those days because most of
the records were written by what they called “shavetails”
or the young officers who were out to make a career.
They'd say, “captain so and so, or lieutenant so and so,
went some place with so many enlisted men.” They never
bothered to name them. But my father seemed to rack up
a pretty good record with Captain Glenn, enough so that
he named a glacier up there after him, the Canwell Gla-
cier.

There were pictures of it all over National Geographic
and several other magazines just this year, photographs
taken of the Aurora Borealis from the Canwell Glacier.
As | was growing up | knew that they had named some-
thing after him up there, but he didn’t talk much about it.
My son who is in the Special Forces parachuted with his
H team onto Canwell Glacier without even knowing the
history of it.

The precise year that he came to Fort Walla Walla, 1
don’t have at this time.

Mr. Frederick: Have you heard under what circum-
stances your father met your mother in Walla Walla?

[End of Tape 1, Side 2]

Mr. Canwell: Well, John Espelund, my grandfather,
provided produce and remounts to Fort Walla Walla from
his farm. So he was back and forth to the fort from his
farm quite a bit. After he became acquainted with my
father, they became very good friends. He, | think with
malice aforethought, began bringing his favorite daughter
with him to some of these visits. Well, anyway, it was
under such circumstances that my father and mother met.

My mother was, | believe, at the time taking nurse’s
training at the hospital. They had the Adventist Hospital
in College Place or Walla Walla. It was in that area.

And so they were married. They ran off to a little
town north of Walla Walla called Dixie, and it’s still
down there. Then they, as | recall, came to Spokane on
their honeymoon. They were married September 20,
1897, came to Spokane and established a residence here
for my mother while my father left for the Glenn Expedi-
tion in Alaska for which he had been selected.

Mr. Frederick: It sounds like potentially then that the
courtship was several years?

Mr. Canwell: | would say that it extended over a year or

two anyway. They had time to become well acquainted
and for John Espelund to become well acquainted with
my father and evaluate him and vice versa. The two hit it
off very well, John Espelund and my father, because of
the two having this overriding or overwhelming interest in
shooting. My father and John Espelund would go out in
the sagebrush and shoot jack rabbits and whatnot. So it
became sort of a friendship between the two. | think that
the old man decided that “this is the man to marry my
daughter.” | don’t know that anybody ever said that, but
that's the way this thing shaped up.

| always understood that my mother, Christina, was
his favorite daughter. | could, of course, understand why—
a most remarkable person. | suppose everybody says that
about his mother, but out of the two or three outstanding
women | ever knew | think that she is the greatest of the
lot. She was a beautiful, intelligent, industrious person
and devoutly religious, but practical and sensible.

I remember our—I don't know whether this is the time
to go into it-but when we moved to the place up in the
Mount Spokane foothills area it was a very primitive
place at that time and it took a woman of real substance to
do it-to put up with the rugged life there. | remember
certain things like my mother and her Singer sewing ma-
chine. It seemed to me it was going all the time. During
the same time there’s a steamer of hot water heating on
the stove. She was forever doing laundry and forever
sewing.

We had sheep and we saved the wool; | can remember
her washing the wool and carding with these hand card-
ers. Then she would make crazy quilts or comforters.
She would sew these things together with these wool
pads. For many years we had those comforters. They
were delightful and effective, but they were the product of
my mother’s genius and endeavors. She was working all
the time. And it was a rugged life.

| remember highlights of life in the foothills; | must
have been about five, and the logging companies were
coming in there and cutting the big timber. It was a beau-
tiful area and they cut down these trees. | would watch
them fell them and even at that time | had a very sorrow-
ful feeling about it. Typically, there were a lot of rough
characters who came in with the logging operations.

I recall one incident distinctly where this man, a very
mean-looking character, came up to our door and asked
for a cup of coffee. My mother was fearful of the situa-
tion and she said, “Well, you'll have to get your coffee
from the neighbor. You go over there and he’ll make
one.” And this lumberjack, if that's what he was, said,
“Well, I want you to make me some coffee,” and he was
becoming obviously somewhat quite oppressive.

My mother signaled to me or whispered to me to get
the rifle. We kept a .22 rifle and my dad’s 30-30 on the
racks above the door. | got a chair and got the .22. There
was a chipmunk running down a rock wall and my
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mother aimed at it and blew it to pieces.

This character said, “Oh, you shoot, don't you?”

My mother said, “Yes, and I'd just as soon shoot a
man.”

And so, he took off and she was shaking for an hour
afterwards. She was really frightened, but she did her
thing there and | think had he continued aggressively, she
would have stopped him. But she was normally a very
peace-loving person.

Mr. Frederick: Have you heard through family folklore
why your mother and father settled in Spokane?

Mr. Canwell: Ah, the only thing that we could ever put
together on this was that he had been up here and looked
around and the hills around Spokane were very similar to
the area he came from in Maine. While he never said so
that | know of, that's the conclusion that several of us
drew after seeing the Maine area where he came from.

Mr. Frederick: When he and your mother came into the
area, shortly thereafter he would be moving on in that
expedition to Alaska, did he settle her, your mother, in
town or did he purchase that, if | can call it-the home-
stead?

Mr. Canwell: No, the place in the hills came later. He
settled her here in Spokane. | think there was a little
house out on College Avenue and that's near where the
courthouse is. That was about the city limits in those
times. The city wasn't very large. She lived there, | sup-
pose, until he came back to Spokane. Then | believe that
he went to work for the Merchants’ Police. It was a pri-
vate police organization that provided a service to the
merchants and others.

Mr. Frederick: Now, we'll have an opportunity to go
into that at a little later time. He settled your mother here
in town. Was it a boardinghouse?

Mr. Canwell: No, it was a residence house, a small resi-
dence. | don’'t know whether they bought it or rented it. |
suspect it was rented.

Mr. Frederick: And then did he return to Fort Vancou-
ver?

Mr. Canwell: In 1898 and 1899 he made two trips to
Alaska with the Glenn Expedition. His enlistment ex-
pired at the end, I think, of 1898 and he was up there
during that time and during the gold rush period. He
came back and then signed on again with Captain Glenn
as a private citizen and then was up there in 1899. All
together he did two years of duty in Alaska.

Mr. Frederick: On that first trip to Alaska with Captain
Glenn, what was your father’s duty?

Mr. Canwell: Well, he was signed on for two reasons.
They selected these men somewhat like they select the
First Special Forces Group today. They picked men who
had particular attributes and characteristics and talents. In
his case they obtained most of the team from the cavalry.
They wanted men who had experience packing, that knew
how to throw a diamond hitch and so on. But they had
him go to Fort Vancouver for medical training because
that was to be part of his assignment.

While he was up there they had, | think, two doctors
with the expedition and the Spanish- American War broke
out. These doctors were called to service in the Philip-
pines and so that left my father as essentially the medic
with the expedition. About all he had to do, as | say, is set
bones, pull teeth and give the natives some physics, some
various remedies, but mostly it was a matter of giving
them a good dose of physic because of their type of diet.
But, anyway, he had medical training and he was very
competent.

Fortunately so, because when I first started school |
was playing ball and | got hit right on the bridge of the
nose with a baseball. It flattened my nose and by the time
I got home it was all swelled up. My father took a probe
and probed around and straightened the bones and the
passage out, as any competent doctor would have done
and it was very successful. If | still look kind of funny it's
because maybe it didn't get all the way straight.

Mr. Frederick: Did he ever relate to you stories regard-
ing the passage? Where was the passage from?

Mr. Canwell: In Alaska you mean?

Mr. Frederick: In terms of the lower states, where did
they depart from?

Mr. Canwell: They departed from Vancouver and they
stopped in Victoria—the ship stopped there for final load-
ing on of supplies and refurbishing. There was an inter-
esting story in connection with that. The group, of course,
were there to take advantage of the town and the bar and
SO on.

There was also a contingent of British soldiers there.
They met in this bar area and started out quite affably, but
there were toasts given to the Queen; then an American
soldier toasted George Washington and some drunk said,
“You know what we do with George Washington'’s pic-
ture in the Old Country. We put it in the toilet.”

And some American said, “Yeah, if there’s anything
that would do the job for an Englishman, it's George
Washington.” Only he was more explicit-and the fight
started. It was a knock-down-drag-out thing, a furniture-
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breaking thing, like you'd see in a movie scene. The gen-
darmes came in and put them all in jail. And the captain
of the ship, Captain Glenn, | guess, had to get them all
out. And so that was their send-off from Victoria.

Then they proceeded to disembark up there in Cook’s
Inlet. They had mistakenly taken a lot of horses thinking
that they could use pack horses up there. But there was so
much marshy land and stuff that horses were impractical
and then they replaced them with mules that were quite
practical. That was the beginning of the thing. The ship
loaded at Vancouver and then proceeded up to Victoria
and Alaska.

Mr. Frederick: And it would have been a steamship?

Mr. Canwell: Yes. I'm not sure that was the Valencia,

but | rather think it was. The Valencia later went down.

It was one of the ship casualties up there. There was quite
a lot of that sort of disaster.

There was so much traffic to the gold rush and these
ships were brought in to service that were not adequate.
They were into waters where they were unacquainted. |
think the highest tide in the world is in Cook’s Inlet.

Ships would become involved there with riptides and
such things and go down.

| know that's what happened from the correspondence
that he sent to my mother about where he had placed the
income in the bank that was lost. | think on the way out
one of the ships went down and they threw all of their
cargo overboard. One of the things that my father had
was a trunk full of photographs that were taken on the
expedition and he managed to save that.

| still have a box full of photographs that were from
the Glenn Expedition. If | live another hundred years, I'll
get a book that I've started to put together on the Glenn
Expedition and use those photographs. But he had some
mementos and things from the Indians and pieces of
Alaska coal which were unusual and things like that.

Mr. Frederick: And what was the purpose?

Mr. Canwell: The purpose of the Glenn Expedition was
to survey and map Alaska. | don’t remember the year of
the purchase of Alaska, but it was just a blind purchase,
nobody knew anything about it. So they decided on this
exploratory expedition to survey and map the area and
that's what the expedition was all about. They had expert
personnel in their packing and that sort of thing. They
had cartographers who do the map making.

And | have a memento that my father brought back
that was a deck of cards drawn by the cartographer. They
ran out of playing cards and he took a little notebook and
made this deck of cards. | thought I might give it to the
University of Alaska or somebody, if they have such ex-
hibits.

Mr. Frederick: Did your father talk about how extensive
those travels were on that first trip?

Mr. Canwell: They covered the Cook’s Inlet area very
thoroughly. They worked all the way up to what is Fair-
banks and to the Yukon River. They did not explore up in
the frigid area, they just didn’t get that far. Their surveys
and their work were largely in the Cook’s Inlet area, and
that was very thoroughly explored and mapped. | think
they did a very reliable job, and they identified things that
are still accurate and still used.

| don’t know how Captain Glenn happened to name
this glacier for my father, but | heard a couple of stories
that my father was either chasing a bear across there, or a
bear was chasing him or something that gave Captain
Glenn an idea that it ought to be named the Canwell Gla-
cier.  In any case my father did some fairly unusual
things for which there was a record made. Captain
Glenn’s lead mule with all of his notebooks and every-
thing on it slipped and went into a rushing torrent of a
stream. My father at grave risk of his life jumped in after
it trying to save the records. He was not successful, but it
was quite a valiant effort and that is mentioned in one of
the narrative accounts of the expedition. Things like that
I've gathered wherever I've found them.

It was noted that he and another member of the expe-
dition were isolated out in an area where rain had fallen
and they couldn’t traverse this glacial area. They spent 30
days in this isolated cove and the only thing that they had
to eat was a goose that my father shot with his revolver.
But some of those things are recorded in the narratives
that are left by officer members of the expedition.

He was that sort of person and he never talked much
about it. 1 did know that there was a lake somewhere up
there that Captain Glenn let him name for my mother, but
I never could locate it. Somewhere it has been lost in the
records. But the Canwell Glacier is still there.

Mr. Frederick: And did he return within about a year
from that first trip out?

Mr. Canwell: | believe that he did return briefly and then

I think he discussed this expedition with mother and
signed on. Glenn wanted him to go back for another year
and he did. I think he just briefly touched down in Spo-
kane, but I'm not even sure that he did get back here; it
may have been two years before he got back.

Mr. Frederick: Is the correspondence from your father
to your mother during that period still within the family?

Mr. Canwell: The correspondence and a great many
mementos were destroyed in a residence fire in a house
we had here in Spokane. Unfortunately a great many of
those things were lost—correspondence, photograph al-
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bums, family Bibles. | don’t remember how we saved this
box full of Alaska photographs, but there were a few
things like that salvaged. The house was totally de-
stroyed.

Mr. Frederick: Did your father make the arrangements
with the paymaster on the first trip or the second trip?

Mr. Canwell: On the first trip.
Mr. Frederick: And would you please recount that?

Mr. Canwell: Well, | believe that my parents came to
Spokane on their honeymoon and he was about ready to
leave for Alaska. It was a very hurried thing. My father
went to a local bank and made arrangements with the
paymaster to send his monthly pay here. And he com-
pleted that, | believe, with the paymaster with the infor-
mation where it was to go. The banker was to deposit this
directly to my mother’s account or she was to know it was
there.

But somehow the banker soon figured that she didn’t
know, because she never came in for it. So while the
checks were sent by the paymaster to the bank, they were
never credited to their account and never reached my
mother. As | say, had my father ever known that, there
would have been one less banker because he would not
have tolerated it. But he had no idea that had happened.
My mother was so hurt; she just thought he had neglected
her. It was a horrible thing.

And during that time her first child was born. This
one died, I did not enumerate this birth in telling you how
many children there were. There was an infant death and
| believe she died while my father was still in Alaska—a
very tragic thing. My mother said that she never was
completely happy afterwards, it was such a sad thing. She
was here alone, a first child, and a very unhappy occasion.

Mr. Frederick: Those first several years, did your
grandfather and grandmother come up here to visit with
her?

Mr. Canwell: As far as | know they never came to Spo-
kane. Transportation was an entirely different thing in
those days. To come to Spokane from Walla Walla you
would have to do it by coach. The railroads, I think, to
Pasco and down through that way came in later. | don't
know just what year. But for them to have come to Spo-
kane would have been quite a task. | can remember
things pretty well from the time | was about two and a
half years old. | do not recall at any time ever meeting
them or seeing them.

| place some of these dates by piecing things together.
I know that we moved to this farm property up near
Mount Spokane in 1909.

Mr. Frederick: She must have felt that she was forsaken
at that point in time with the birth of that first child?

Mr. Canwell: Well, she certainly felt that she was being
neglected. But communication between Spokane and
Alaska was a very primitive, uncertain thing. He was out
where you didn’t mail letters. And such information as he
had transmitted was lost.

Mr. Frederick: And above and beyond that, too, it
would have probably shaken her, with regard to her
standing with her God. She was probably very much
alone.

Mr. Canwell: Yes, she was. | think one of her sisters
stayed here at Spokane with her part of that time. And
which one it was...l think it was Martha, but I'm not cer-
tain.

Mr. Frederick: We haven't taken the opportunity to de-
scribe the brothers and sisters of your mother.

Mr. Canwell: Well, the only one | knew was her brother,
Aaron. He lived with us for a time in the place up in the
hills and was killed in an accident up there when | was
six. A limb blew out of a tree and hit him on the head. It
was what they called a “widow maker” in those days.
And that was a very tragic thing, too. There were no
doctors up there and my father was gone at the time it
occurred—a very unhappy thing.

It was a severe blow. If Aaron had not been a very,
very rugged, strong individual, he never could have
walked from the scene of the accident to the house. He
was almost unconscious. He never really recovered.
When my father returned, he was unable to find a doctor
who could assist. Uncle Aaron died a day or two later.

There was a little rock garden sort of place near the
house that had some trees and | would go out there to play
and build make-believe pastures or cow pens, or other
things. You'd go through a trash heap to find a dish that
had been broken that might have a colored pattern in it or
something, and you would improvise; they became toys.
With a little fantasy they became real; that's the sort of
thing children do. I'll never forget | was in my little par-
ticular play area when my uncle Aaron came walking by
there with his head and face all covered with blood. That
is one of the things | remember about the little play area
that | developed which was strictly mine.

But there were other sisters and brothers whom |
didn’t know: Her brother, John, and sisters, Hannah and
Martha, and there may have been another one. | do have
a picture of the whole family.

[End of Tape 2, Side 1]
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Mr. Frederick: Your father was back in the Spokane
area in approximately 1900.

Mr. Canwell: About 1900, I'd say.

Mr. Frederick: And he had fulfilled his contract with
Captain Glenn and made a decision in time not to re-enlist
and/or to contract with the United States Army at that
point in time?

Mr. Canwell: Yes, he, like, | suppose, every sol-
dier...professional soldiers all wanted to be farmers. So |
think that probably moved him a little in not re-enlisting.
At that time | think he’d explored around the Spokane
area a little and, oh, first he built a house out on the north
side. It's the place where | was born. Somewhere along
the line then, he found this place in the hills that was
available and he sold or traded this house in on it.

Mr. Frederick: During that period what did he do to
make a living?

Mr. Canwell: Most of the time he worked for the Mer-
chant Police. | don't recall anything other than that.

Mr. Frederick: Now, was that part time or was that shift
work?

Mr. Canwell: No, that was full time. Part of it, | re-
member, he worked a night shift, because | remember he
was a very, very light sleeper. My mother would have to
keep us all quiet so he could get a little sleep in the day-
time. He was such a light sleeper, if you moved a curtain
he’d awaken. So it was a real problem; | remember that
part of it. | remember he used to come home early in the
morning and he’d throw his cap on the bed where | was
playing. Then he’d unload his revolver and throw that
over there for me to play with. Some of those things are
just highlights.

Mr. Frederick: So it sounds like then that he was with
the Merchant Police for a considerable number of years?

Mr. Canwell: Quite a bit of time. | think after we went

up in the hills, we'd come back to live in town once in
awhile when it became too rugged up there, so there was
a little intermittent living in town and living up there.

Mr. Frederick: | was thinking that he would be back in
the Spokane area about 1900; you were born in 1907,

your first memories would be at two and a half or three,
so we're up into about 1911 or 1912.

Mr. Canwell: Well, | remember distinctly going up to
the place in the hills the first time. It was in the fall. | was

about two and half years old and we rode the conveyance
that was provided by the logging camp that went up the
road below our place. So we had to walk from there up,
oh, nearly a mile to get to where our house was. | re-
member walking along with my mother on that trip. And

| remember the beautiful tamarack trees. It was in the fall
and they'd turned yellow. We finally got up there to this
place and there had been a garden planted up there. There
were tomatoes just ripened along the fence. | remember
that distinctly and | know that was in 1909-in the fall of
19009.

Mr. Frederick: Do you remember the house in town on
the north side?

Mr. Canwell: Not from that period of time. | visited it
later and subsequently, after we’d moved back into town,
we rented a house on the street right across from this or
right back of it. So | became acquainted with the house
and whether it's still there or not | don’t know.

Mr. Frederick: Okay. So your first memories then are
from—if | may use the phrase—the homestead.

Mr. Canwell: Most of my first memories. Then there

were times that we’d live back in town for awhile. My
mother had a good friend, family friend, of the Gwydir
family. Major Gwydir was a “Buffalo Bill” type. He had

a goatee and wore a buckskin suit and had been an Indian
agent here. His wife was a delightful and long-time friend
of my mother’s.

We were visiting at their house, my mother and |, and
it was out here near the courthouse. This lady’s grandson
had been sent upstairs as punishment for some infraction,
so when my mother and | arrived there | was sent to en-
tertain him upstairs. We got to playing around, we found
a revolver there and the outcome of the situation was |
was shot through the arm. As | was telling someone the
other day, my first shooting scrape occurred when | was
four and a half years old.

But, anyhow, they took me down to the emergency
hospital and | remember that part of it. A doctor put a
probe through my arm, cleaned it out, put my arm in a
sling and told me not to use it. Well, | probably had a
better instinct about medicine because I'd go out in the
park and take the sling off and play and it healed quickly.
The bullet just went through the fleshy part of my arm.

Mr. Frederick: What caliber was the revolver?

Mr. Canwell: | believe it was a .41. The news story
probably mentioned it. | have it somewhere. My mother
always kept the story that the news reporter wrote up.

The remarkable phase of the report was that | never cried.
And that was characteristic of me as a youngster. Nobody
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could make me cry. In that particular instance they were
all surprised that this wound was bleeding and everything
and | didn’'t seem to mind. The facts of the case are, in an
injury like that, it's numb anyway. You don't feel any-
thing. Emotional reactions have nothing to do with the
injury. But, anyhow, Major Gwydir's son shot me. And

if it had been my turn to shoot, | think I'd have gotten

him.

But we were playing holdup and the boy told me to
put up my hands, so I did. 1told the reporter this. He told
me to “hands up” and when | “hands upped,” he shot me.
But it didn’t discourage my interest in firearms, which
became a habit of mine.

Mr. Frederick: | can just imagine the chagrin that cre-
ated downstairs for those two women.

Mr. Canwell: Oh, my mother, of course, was competent
to handle the situation. The other woman was hysterical,
the mother of the boy. And then she was scared to death
of the publicity involved. She gave the wrong name of
the boy that did the shooting. But fortunately my mother
was a nurse. | don’t know how many gunshot wounds
she had cared for, probably none, but she was able to
temporarily bandage this and get me down to the emer-
gency hospital.

Mr. Frederick: Let’s take the opportunity now to physi-
cally describe your father.

Mr. Canwell: My father? My father was, well, in the

first place he was a very attractive man. But a person
with a high regard for the law and that sort of thing. He
would not break the law and he was not aggressive. But |
always felt he kind of had a chip on his shoulder, hoping
somebody would knock it off. He was a very self-
possessed, very determined individual.

To describe him best, | suppose, I'd go back to our
time up in the hills. The place was peopled by refugees
from Tennessee and other places whose main talent was
moonshining. There’s only one thing those hillbillies re-
spected, that was somebody who could shoot better than
they did. So my father immediately had very good
standing up there in that regard.

| remember one or two incidents having to do with his
shooting. One time there was a hawk circling around
above our chickens. It was away high in the sky. He
went in and got the 30-30, aimed, and bingo, the feathers
flew and he walked away as though it was an everyday
occurrence. Pure accident, | think, that he hit the hawk.
But he was that much of a con man, he didn't want any-
body to think it was at all accidental.

Another time there was a neighbor who had a dog, a
hound, a Great Dane type, a vicious thing that ranged all
over the hills. One day my father came home and this

dog was on the back porch and wasn't going to let him in.
So he went around the house and got his rifle and by that
time the dog got the message and was heading down over
the hill, probably 200 yards away, making his last leap
before he'd be out of sight, and my dad picked him off.

The owners of the dog were a weird lot. They had a
preacher come out from town and hold a funeral over this
dog. Well, that was just one of the crazy things that hap-
pened.

Another time our milk cow strayed away and my fa-
ther trailed it over toward Newman Lake. Our place was
about four miles through the woods from Newman Lake,
but we never went that way because it was out of the way.
This rustler lived over there; he lived on rustling cattle,
among other things, and sold those to a packing house in
Spokane. That's probably another phase we’ll go into,
but in my father’s following the trail of this cow he met
this man and two or three of his thugs on the trail.

This man, Hungerford, said, “Where are you going,
Canwell?”

And my dad said, “I understand you have one of my
cows.”

And he didn’'t question it at all, he said, “How much is
it worth?”

And my dad said, “Well, I'd say a hundred dollars.”
Probably $20 would have been a fairer price at that time.
And so this man shelled out the gold coins and paid him.
They were confronted by this bunch of his thugs and my
father and the men with Hungerford said, “You don’t
have to pay him for that cow,” or words to that effect.

Anyway, Hungerford said, “Well, you can commit
suicide if you want, but my life’s worth a hundred dol-
lars.” That was a confrontation that taught Hungerford a
lesson.

Hungerford used to deal with the packing house in
Spokane and he supplied a great deal of the stolen beef to
it. The man who ran the packing house eventually be-
came a very respected banker in Spokane, but somewhere
along the line he also was caught up in his rustling deal
and went to the penitentiary. His family still runs their
bank; | debate whether to name them or not. They never
were very friendly to me.

But that's the type of man my father was. He was
completely competent, completely fearless, not a braggart
or that sort of thing at all. He was just a good citizen, but
very sure of himself and when he was hired in this Mer-
chant Police organization, it was partly because they were
having a problem of department stores being looted. It
developed later that one of the employees of the railroad
was in on the thefts.

The head of the organization assigned my father to
work with this man. The man would try to wear down
anybody who worked with him; of course it didn’t work
with my father, he was equal to the situation. Finally they
had a showdown on it; no shooting occurred, but my fa-
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ther solved the burglary arrangement. It was a machine
sort of thing. That railroad detective was in on it and two
or three of the local police, as well. They were looting the
major department stores.

You were asking me to describe my father. He was, |
would say, about 5'8” or thereabouts and probably
weighed around 160 or 170 pounds, and quite an attrac-
tive man as such things go. He was not bearded, but for a
time he did wear a mustache.

| was going to describe his relationship with the family
and so on. He was a very stern, rigid disciplinarian. My
mother would always say, “Well, I'll tell your father on
you.” He had a razor strop, as everybody did in those
days, and he'd make gestures with it, but | never remem-
ber him ever laying it on anybody. But everybody
thought he would and that was all that was necessary.

| remember one incident where he was building
something up at our place in the hills. Nails were very,
very precious—they were hard to come by. And | asked
him where nails came from. He told me they grew on
bushes. Then he went in to have lunch and | took his
nails and planted them. That was really infuriating to him
and he took after me and | retreated to my mother’s pro-
tection. She said, “Well, you shouldn't lie to him, that's
all your fault.” She was very much against misleading or
that sort of thing, although he was just being humorous.

Another time | infuriated him. | called him a “son-
bitch” because he had hit me. So again he took after me
and my mother wouldn't let him touch me because she
said, “There’s only one place he could have learned that.”

My mother was extremely sharp. She-like our
daughter, Christina—should have been a district attorney.
My mother was very, very sharp and my father was no
equal to her that way. The only way he could get any
relief at all was to start swearing. He had a vocabulary
that was learned in the cavalry and it was a dandy. Well,
that would shut my mother up. So, anyway, | remember
those things about him.

He was not a very scholarly person. He didn’t read
much, though he always read the newspapers. Beyond
that, he was not a bookish individual and we didn’t have
many books. | remember in the hills we had a dictionary,
a Bible and a few assorted books, but not many.

Mr. Frederick: How did he express affection or ap-
proval?

Mr. Canwell: Ah, he was not a very expressive person.
He was stern. You just knew that he meant what he said.
He wanted order and discipline. He wanted obedience,
but there was nothing mean about him. As far as affec-
tion, other than a pat on the back or shoulder, | can't ever
remember his expressing affection by hugging or kissing
children. He may have, | don’t remember it. | was in
such awe of him. | always was afraid | would fail him in

what | was doing.

| remember one time we were over on Green BIuff,
which was about three miles from our farm, picking
strawberries. He wanted to go back to take care of the
cattle. | walked with him back that three miles. Well, |
just couldn’t keep up with him, but | was unwilling to say
that | couldn’t and I'd trot along. It about killed me. But
he was thinking about other things, | suppose, as | was
trotting along. That gives you more of an idea of my at-
titude toward him.

He was the stern disciplinarian who was entitled to
respect and got it. And that's about the way it went. He
didn’'t overdo it. He was quite—| won'’t say affection-
ate...but attentive to Carl. My brother, Carl. He was al-
ways very fond of him and | don’t know why; | think
maybe because Carl looked like him. In addition to that
he had delivered Carl. Carl and John and Joe were born at
the place up in the hills. No doctors were available and
my father delivered these children. So Carl, being the
first one, | don’t know whether that accounted for it, but |
always felt that Carl was the apple of his eye.

Mr. Frederick: So there was a special bonding that po-
tentially came out of that delivery then?

Mr. Canwell: | suppose, but anyway we were a very
close-knit family. There was a mutual respect, | think, all
along the line. My father worked at things that he proba-
bly would not have, because he needed the money. He
was not a person who could have ever gone into business
and made money because he was not a businessman. My
mother was more capable in that area, but she was too
busy raising children. There was always a caring, mutual
respect in the family for each other. | wouldn't fault my
father in that direction at all. He was not a demonstrative
man.

Mr. Frederick: What form of humor did he use?

Mr. Canwell: Well, if you're familiar with State of
Mainers, people from the State of Maine have a dry sense
of humor. His was more or less that way. He could ap-
preciate humorous situations; I'll try to think back as to
just in what ways it was manifested. He was not a trick-
ster or joke player. That would not be his ken at all. He
could appreciate something humorous or funny; but my
mother could much more so than my father. Most of the
time he was working at something when we lived in the
hills. There was very little way to produce income there.
He worked as an assistant to the blacksmith at the logging
camp. And he had some training in that area in the cav-
alry. He could take a piece of iron and make a horseshoe,
things like that. So he did, during the logging operations
up there, for a time work with the blacksmith.

That also kept him away all day. He would leave



FAMILY BACKGROUND

15

early in the morning to go down to camp and be back late
at night, so other than the times that he was just working
around the farm | didn’t have a lot of exposure to him.

He was not a humorless man, to answer your question.

| believe he saw the humor of his purchase of that
farmland up there, because as was true of all the forest
land, the topsoil had accumulated through hundreds of
years of decaying leaves and debris and when that was
plowed up it was very productive at first. You raised po-
tatoes and strawberries and all the hill folks did that. And
then gradually that topsoil would wash off or be depleted
and there was nothing left. Well, | remember my father
saying that what it needed was three showers a month,
two of water and one of manure, and even then you
couldn’t raise very much.

But we raised what we had to eat—potatoes, rutabagas,
tomatoes, corn, turnips, a few things like that, and apples.
We had a root cellar where stuff that would keep would
be stored and things like potatoes, rutabagas, carrots
would last all winter. And cabbage, that's another thing
we raised and these provided almost our entire livelihood.
We would shoot a deer once in awhile. So what you had
to buy was salt and coffee, a few things like that. The
demands cash-wise were not so great.

Mr. Frederick: Did he have time for hobbies? Was he a
collector of anything?

Mr. Canwell: The only hobby that | can recall was
shooting. That was a way of life with him. And that went
on even up into our teens. We'd go up to the old place in
the hills. There’d be three or four of the boys and my fa-
ther and we’d shoot at a target. We’d each put in a nickel
and the winner got the pot. He always won.

| learned to do some pretty fancy revolver shooting.
I'd shoot objects in the air. He was very contemptuous
of that. He thought it was a frivolous thing, it served no
useful purpose. The fact was that | couldn’t hit the target
like he could, but I could shoot. I'd save my flashbulbs
from my camera and throw those up in the air and shoot
at them. | got so I could hit them quite consistently,
which is something of an achievement. And he had no
time for that. He thought that was a waste of time.

[End of Tape 2, Side 2]

Mr. Frederick: Albert, last session we left off with dis-
cussion regarding your father, which had to do with pas-
time or hobbies—these issues.

Mr. Canwell: Well, | would say that his hobbies were
very few. Trying to recall what he did in that area, | do
remember in addition to his spending a great deal of time
shooting, that he also played a terrific game of checkers. |
never could beat him. | don’t know if anybody in the

family ever could and | suspect that he probably had per-
fected that during the long winter nights in Alaska.

There was not to my recollection any card playing at
home. | think that probably was partly due to the fact that
my mother disapproved of it anyway. And there just
wasn't time for it. In those days, particularly when we
lived in the hills, your source of lighting was either the
natural sources or a kerosene lamp. They were very inef-
ficient, but they did give you some light. There was no
occasion for very much evening playing of games and it
was even difficult to read. Doing your schoolwork, it was
never easy to have the proper lighting, but we did survive
it.

As to other things my father did, he worked; he was a
very busy person. | never think of him as ever spending
an idle moment. He’'d be doing something and, of course,
there were always innumerable chores to do. At that time
and period in history, you didn’t have the conveniences
that you have now, so you had to carry water and store it.
You had to provide wood and it had to be split and
brought inside. Most of those chores were delegated to the
children as they got big enough to do it.

| can’t think of much time spent in organized recrea-
tion. We did play games outdoors. The games that chil-
dren played. And we always had dogs, some wonderful
ones. The time was occupied and there wasn't much mis-
chief to get into nor an inclination to do so. Nor was it
very safe to do anything that was forbidden as far as the
family discipline program went.

My father’s presence in the family, as | look back, was
more from the standpoint of what he worked at. He was
always working at something. When he was employed
for gainful employment the income was always very low.
It was never enough for a large family, but that was not
unigue to our case— that was the case of most people we
knew.

His skills were such skills as he had developed in the
military. Beyond that he—well, he was not a businessman.
He had no inclinations in that direction. Any books that
were kept, finances handled, all went through my
mother’'s hands. When he’d come home with a check, it
was given to her. And if he needed money for tobacco or
carfare or whatever, he got it from my mother. That's the
way the thing worked. It was just convenient for him and
a practical way of handling our limited finances.

When we were living in the hills, he worked-I men-
tioned this the other day—in the blacksmith’s shop of the
logging camp. He had skills that were useful there, skills
that he had developed in the cavalry.

Then when we moved into town, he worked at what-
ever employment he could find. Usually he’'d work for
the police, the Merchant Police. But there was a period of
time that he worked for the City Park Department. He
worked for and with the famous Duncan, John Duncan,
after whom the Duncan Gardens of Manito Park are
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named. | think he learned quite a bit about gardening and
that sort of thing there, and decorative gardening. He
could produce wonderful roses. That's something he
seemed to know all about.

Mr. Frederick: Did he grow roses on his property
eventually?

Mr. Canwell: Yes, on our city property, not in the hills.

| don’t remember that we had roses up there. At various
places we lived in Spokane we always had a garden. But
that was one of the things that he seemed to know some-
thing about—the culture of roses. | think he learned that
from Mr. Duncan, who had lots of them, and he would be
given plants, of course, that way.

Mr. Frederick: Well, that could be referred to as a
hobby then, later on?

Mr. Canwell: Well, yes, I'd say to that degree it was a
hobby. I'm trying to remember back to those days. As
children we’d watch for him to get off the streetcar. We
knew what time he’'d get there and the kids would all be
lined up to voice their complaints; the small ones who had
been abused by the older ones. My father would swear a
little and threaten to do something about it, but nothing
happened. It was always one of the pleasant occasions, to
see him come home.

Earlier than that, of course—I think | may have men-
tioned that—-when he was in police work, much of it was
on night shifts. And so we didn't see a lot of him. He
was there. He would get his sleep if he could. That
wasn't easy with a bunch of kids around and noisy neigh-
bors. As | say, he was present, but we didn’t have a lot of
give-and-take, family give-and- take, because there
wasn't the time for it.

Mr. Frederick: Albert, out there on the homestead, what
was your father’s costume?

Mr. Canwell: Well, when we first went up there, one of
the things he still had were numerous uniforms from his
military service. | don’t remember him wearing those
very much, but | remember my mother making them over
for the older boys to weatr.

Overalls, | think, were the standard wearing apparel
for people at that time and usually they were bib overalls.
Then, of course, woolen shirts. He seldom wore hats.

Mr. Frederick: And what type of shoes did he wear?

Mr. Canwell: Well, they were rugged boot type shoes,
not the cowboy boots—they seemed to come in later—but
these were laced boots. In the wintertime you had a
heavy rubber boot and that's about all | remember of it.

He didn’t go barefoot anyway.

Everyone had a last with which you could repair your
own shoes; cut out and buy the leather, pieces of it, and
cut out a sole to fit the shoe. Then on this last they would
nail the soles down, nail them on. That was not only for
the boots—the children’s shoes were repaired that way,
too. It had a variety of lasts, small ones and on up to the
larger foot sizes. | think | see that sort of thing once in
awhile in the antique shops now, but anyhow people did
not take shoes into a shoemaker to be repaired, they did it
themselves. And they had leather shoelaces—-thongs.

Mr. Frederick: Would you and your brothers dress
similarly?

Mr. Canwell: Oh, yes, everybody dressed about the
same. They had, well, I'd say not always well-fitting
things; we were not as put upon in that area as most chil-
dren in the hills were. My mother sewed well and so our
clothes were a little more acceptable than the average up
there. But we wore trousers made of fabric and most of
them were knee trousers—horrible things. When you
dressed up you had long stockings that your long under-
wear was stuffed into. And they really created a horrible
effect, but that's what everybody did and nobody thought
anything of it. | can remember that most of the boys and
youngsters—the males—wore knee trousers. We did have
overalls that were full length and they were pretty stan-
dard also.

On this matter of dress, a photographer came through
taking family pictures and, | think, probably took my
mother by surprise. She put two or three of us down on
the porch steps and arranged us for this photograph. And
with me, | was tow-headed. | had white hair. It was cut
like hair usually was in those days. And she took a cap
and put it down over my head. It's a fantastic thing as |
look at it. | didn't like it when | was a child, now it just
amuses me.

My sister would have a white starched blouse. My
mother always dressed her better than any of the rest of
us, because she felt that a girl is entitled to that sort of
thing. So she did always make her some fancy blouses
and sometimes they were made out of bleached flour
sacks, but that's what we had.

Mr. Frederick: And did you have an opportunity as a
child to wear shoes through the summertime?

Mr. Canwell: Oh, we had shoes and | can remember
going barefoot quite a lot. But we usually had shoes of
some sort.

Mr. Frederick: So it would have been your option, if
you could have gone barefoot you would have?



FAMILY BACKGROUND

17

Mr. Canwell: Well, yes, and you usually wanted to.

You couldn’t wait for the weather to completely adjust,
summer, before you were out hopping around barefooted.
And part of that, | think, had to do with the fact that the
shoes were darned uncomfortable. They weren’'t made
and fitted the way they are nowadays. People talk about
the good old days; they are talking through their hats.

But everything was that way. You lived and worked
and played with what was possible. Nobody went to the
store and bought toys or things, they were made at home
if you had any. And if a girl had a doll it was made and
stuffed and decorated at home. And usually they had
them.

But for boys you were lucky if in the winter you had a
sled that was of good quality. Almost nobody had a bicy-
cle. Sometimes some rich kid or two at the school would
have a bike, but never up in the hills-there he might have
a horse. But even though they were available, the hill
country kids walked to school. If they had horses they
were used at home for work or if they took them to school
they had to be fed and cared for and it just wasn't done.

I can remember some of the hillbillies up there would
walk to school eight or ten miles. We were about four
miles from the school, but we walked.

Mr. Frederick: Did you have access to rubber boots in
the wintertime?

Mr. Canwell: Yes, they were very cumbersome things
and they had a thick felt inner stocking you could wear. If
you were fortunate enough to have those, they kind of
helped fill up the space in the rubber boot. But it was not
too desirable to wear that sort in hiking to school. They
were too uncomfortable to. Too hard to wear.

| can remember sometimes when there would be real
deep snow that my mother would take gunnysacks and
fold them in the right shape and then with a sack needle
would sew these things so they’'d stay on. And they were
wonderful. They did the job and in dry snow they were
just perfect. That was not just done by our family, it was
quite often done.

Mr. Frederick: Now would they—that burlap—would that
be used as an overshoe to your leather shoes?

Mr. Canwell: No, it could be either. If you're leather
shoes were comfortable and served the purpose, you
might put them over. But you could do it with the bare
foot, too, but just thicker amount. They could be fitted
very comfortably and stay on, sewn on with these wheat
sacks, needle and thread that they used. And that was not
unusual. Then you'd get down to school and you'd take
them off.

One year | went to this school down there, there were
always things drying on this big stove. Some of these

hillbillies never bathed. They didn’t have such facilities
and weren't too concerned about it. Sometimes they
would hang their clothes by the stove in the school to dry
and the odor was just terrific.

But | think back to some of those things, they were
annoying and amusing. We came from a more civilized
background than a lot of those children up there. Many of
their parents were strictly moonshining hillbillies who
came from Tennessee or that area. | suppose most of
them were on the dodge one way or another. But, any-
way, they raised their brood of kids and most of them
would try to see that they got some education, so they’'d
get them to school. You were lucky if you didn’t have to
sit by one of them. They used to have those double seats
and a double desk, and so you were very fortunate if you
drew somebody to sit by who was compatible in various
ways.

Maybe I'm wandering here. But that was a problem.
Foot gear was also a terrific problem because you had to
negotiate these miles to school through snow and some-
times mud and slush. Usually whatever you were wear-
ing in the way of leather shoes would be thoroughly wet
and saturated.

When we first went up there the area had not been
logged off up that far and there was beautiful timber and a
lot of wildlife. By the time the older children would be
getting home from school, it would be dark. You'd hear
the coyotes and timber wolves howling and mother would
be just terribly distraught and watching for the kids to
finally get home. The last distance coming home was all
uphill, so they didn’t hurry. They’'d come slowly and
mother would hear these timber wolves particularly—they
ran in packs—would hear them howling and she would be
so very worried that the kids were in trouble. However,
they never seemed to bother them. | think they were
more curious than anything else. | never heard of them
attacking a human up there. Of course, if they did with
those hillbillies, 1 don’'t know whether they would have
missed a kid or two or not.

On one occasion, my mother heard a screaming sound.
And this was when | was home alone. The children were
at school. She heard this screaming. She was just deter-
mined that somebody was in trouble. So she took me and
walked out through the woods toward where the sound
was coming from. Eventually we came into a little clear-
ing and here was a cougar, switching its tail. 1 still re-
member that. That's what had been doing the screaming.
Well, my mother, holding my hand, headed back the way
that we'd come and we were really fast. That was the sort
of thing that happened up there.

I can remember my older brother going back through
the woods to go to one of the logging camps to deliver
some mail or something. He took our dog with him. It
was two or three miles through the woods. On the way
back one of these bands of timber wolves was ranging in
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there, so the dog led them away. This was a real smart
animal. My brother came on home with no dog. The dog
didn’t show up in a day or so, so finally my brother went
back to the logging camp. The dog had gone back there
and the sack or thing that my brother had carried was
there by their stove. The dog was lying on that and he
wouldn’t move and nobody could touch him. It was an
interesting thing.

There’s, of course, talk about games and entertain-
ment, this dog was part of our life up there. The sheep
band had gone through, and a sheepherder-they were
nearly all Basques and Spaniards. They had these trained
dogs. They were very proud of them and very careful of
their bloodlines. One of these dogs had crossed with a
coyote and had then whelped this bunch of pups. They
were going to kill them and dispose of them, but they
gave this one dog to us. It was alegend in itself. It was
just a wonderful dog and smart. | could see why the
sheepherders developed a strain or line like that. We had
him for years. He was just, well, he was just a part of the
family. You talk about playing. We would go outside
and we'd make a sound like a coyote and point down the
hill. He'd join in the fun. He’'d go rushing down the hill
and then we’d all laugh and try to get away. He’d rush
back to apprehend us before we could hide. | can re-
member I'd try to get up on a woodshed that had a low,
sloping roof and if I didn’t make it, then he’d hold me
down and if | would try to move he’d nip me. He was
just as much a part of that game as we were.

[End of Tape 3, Side 1]

Mr. Frederick: Let’'s spend some time this morning
talking with you about your mother. Once we get through
that we’ll have an opportunity to go back to the childhood
memories and play routines, games and whatnot. Physi-
cally describe your mother. How tall was she?

Mr. Canwell: Well, in describing my mother, | always
am somewhat amused when | think about it, because in
most of my childhood in my mind, she was 10 feet tall.
But she really wasn’t. She was actually a diminutive per-
son. | suppose she was 5'6” or thereabouts and a very
attractive person. Of her group of sisters | would say she
was the most attractive one. | remember she had very
long, golden blonde hair—not really very golden, kind of a
corn silk thing.

I remember it so well because the little time that she
would rest up in the place in the hills would usually be
after the children had gone off to school and the two of us
were left there alone or there might be a baby in a crib.
She had a rocking chair and she would sit and quite often
read her Bible or some of her church literature and |
would brush her hair. She just loved that; and | would
enjoy doing it. Well, I'll never forget that she did have

this beautiful hair. She enjoyed that and it provided her a
few moments of relaxation.

At the same time the kitchen stove would be going and
a boiler full of water would be heating. She might be
boiling some clothes up in it, but, anyhow, her “idleness”
was never completely idle. There was always something
else going on.

It took me a long time to realize that she wasn't a lot
taller than she was, | suppose, because of the many things
she did and the way she did them. She could break a
horse or she could shoot a gun or she could sew to per-
fection. She had this sewing machine that hardly ever
cooled off. And if you remember that type of sewing ma-
chine, it was operated with a foot treadle, went up and
down, up and down. One of the precious things, of
course, was sewing needles. She was forever running out
of those and they had to be replaced. So that was one of
the things that she seemed to be doing all the time.

Of course she did hand sewing. Like all such children
at that time, particularly children of the Europeans, |
think, she had learned to sew. She was forever making
these crazy quilt blankets and later | can remember her
weaving circular rugs. She’'d make the fabric into sort of
a rope and then she’d sew the ropes together into this little
rug. That's one of the things | remember her doing.

Mr. Frederick: And potentially that would be the only
floor covering because the rugs would be washable?

Mr. Canwell: Yes, and we had—getting to floor cover-
ings—we didn’t have such things. We weren't concerned
about them. These were little rugs that might be by a bed
or something. But my mother would do the laundry, and
incidentally, she often made our own laundry soap. And

it was pretty powerful stuff. In boiling up this laundry the
water wasn't just dumped outside, it was used to scrub the
floor.

That’s another thing she seemed to have a fetish
about—cleanliness. The floors were just rough pine floors,
but they were scrubbed white. And | can remember she’d
use the soap suds and a broom and go over this. So she
had a thing about cleanliness that was, oh, it was a part of
her philosophy.

I can remember her at times saying, when we com-
plained that we didn't have the fancy clothes that we
might want or we’'d see some other kid having, that was
not important. It was nice if you could have them; you
couldn't all have those things, but you could always be
clean. And she impressed that. It was partially a defense
on her part. She couldn't provide the things that we were
asking for, but she tried to give the logical substitute.

And it was a good one, as | look back.

Then she was forever baking bread. That was one of
the delights that | think is missed today. She was forever
making bread and then she had some Norwegian recipes;
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| suppose that's where she got them. She would make a
very thin bread. She’d roll this bread dough to a paper
thinness and then cook it on top of the stove, turn it once
and it was done. Well, you could take that and roll it up
and put some jelly in it, or butter if you had it, and it was
delightful.

Another thing she always did was to make some
dough cakes that were cooked in deep fat. | haven't seen
that sort of thing for years, but that was one of the things
that she’d be doing. She made cinnamon rolls and a lot of
delightful things that I think we could well use now, but
there’s no way to get them. When you get them, they’re
horrible things, made in the bakeries. Well, she
sewed; she was forever doing laundry. And to do that
laundry we all had to carry water about a block from a
well. We used to always have a rain barrel, where you
collected the rain that came down off the roof into a
trough, and into the rain barrel. The prime reason for the
rain barrel was to have some water ready in case you had
a fire. If a house caught on fire you had an immediate
source of water, but it was soft water and was also used
for some things like laundry, and dishwashing or even
cooking if it were fresh enough. But that was a standard
facility.

Mr. Frederick: I'd like to focus a bit on your mother as
an individual. And you have physically described her.
What was her emotional make-up?

Mr. Canwell: It was very stable. And stable because she
was able to control what ordinarily would not have been
that way. She was a restless person. She had to be busy
and people like that are often perfectionists. She desired
perfection, but realized that it wasn’t possible under the
circumstances. So she came as close to it as possible.

I would say she was a scholarly person. Had she been
exposed to a more extensive library, she would have
ranged further afield. She concentrated essentially on her
religious faith. And she was an adequate and competent
student of the Bible. She knew it, it seemed, from cover
to cover. She drew a lot of her entertainment, and her
comfort and her ability to meet the hardships that she was
undergoing, | think, through that source. She did have
some religious publications that her church put out and so
she would read those. But in reading the Bible she was
prone to gquote texts that were apropos of the situation.
Like most religious people, she was pretty well able to
support her position whatever the position was. You can
find it in the scriptures—a justification.

I remember in later years, that she lectured me about
the evils of drink. And | would quote some passage
where Paul said to take a little wine for your stomach’s
sake. She would be a little exasperated and she’d say,
“The devil can quote scripture.”

Well, anyway, my memory of my mother up there in

the hills is very clear and distinct. It fortifies the thinking
that | always had that she was a remarkable person; a
splendid human being. She was always concerned about
the poor neighbors. She wouldn’t for a minute tolerate
any derogatory thing being said about some foreigner or
black or whatever. It was just part of her nature.

Then because she was a trained nurse and was sym-
pathetic to these people, wherever they had a neighbor
who needed help they got it, although none of them as |
recall ever returned the favor. But that was her nature.
She was a good person who worked at it and didn’t ex-
pect any praise or blessing for it. It was just part of her
life.

| think of one thing maybe that might describe her
very well. It was a matter of the sort of discipline that she
imposed. She had sent me to the store. And | was just a
little boy. | suppose | was five or not over six. | went
down this long distance to the store and with a little
money to buy something that she needed. The lady who
ran the store gave me too much change; it was just a small
amount, it might have been fifteen cents. | was aware that
| had gotten more than | had coming and when | got home
| bragged about it. And she sent me back with this
change and an apology to the lady who ran the store.
Well, that had such a lasting effect on me that | couldn’t
keep a nickel that some clerk or cashier gave me that
didn’t belong to me, and can't even today.

That was the type of person she was. Honesty wasn't
just a formula. It had to be real and a part of your life.

My father pretty much shared that same kind of thinking.
But with her it was just a stern part of her essential disci-
pline that was just as real as her opposition to drinking or
gambling or any of the general hell-raising that went on in
those days. It was a genuine thing. It was just part of her.

And you didn't question it. | can’t think of a time that
| ever challenged her thinking. | might have departed
from it stealthily or quietly, but | never challenged her
thinking because it was always right. It was, of course,
based or founded not only in her religion, but in her fam-
ily life and background. They were that kind of people.
So that to some degree describes my picture of my
mother. She was always that way to the day she died.

Mr. Frederick: How did she express approval and af-
fection?

Mr. Canwell: Oh, she was usually quite generous in
praising your good works or good things that you did.
She was a very loving person and affectionate. While she
was, as | said, a stern disciplinarian, there was nothing
mean about it. | can remember she used to send me out
when I'd do something that displeased her; send me to cut
a switch and she’d switch me with this thing. In later
years | told her she logged the farm off up there that way.
But one time | thought I'd outfox her. | took the knife
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and I cut the switch almost in two and when she whacked
me with it, it broke. Well, even she had to laugh at that
and, anyway, that was one of her ways.

Another habit she had was if you said a dirty word she
washed your mouth out with soap. The soap, some of it
was homemade, was pretty potent, as | can personally
attest. | can remember my rascal of a younger brother,
Carl, who was always plotting mischief, one time asked if
| could say some four-letter word and | did. He ran and
told mother what I'd said. So she washes my mouth with
soap. | got him later.

But trying to keep focused on my mother, she tried to
enforce discipline as well as impart it logically. She
didn’t put up with much nonsense, but you never felt that
there was anything mean or vindictive involved in any
way. It was just that you got what you had coming. So,
like every kid, you did what you could get away with, and
with her it was a game. She didn't like to be outsmarted
and wasn't very often. Having been a child herself, she
knew about what to expect.

Mr. Frederick: With regard to your mother—yourself
and/or your siblings—what could you do to intentionally
please your mother?

Mr. Canwell: The things that we did to please her were
to do the chores that had to be done without being told or
forced to do them. Now, one of the things | can never
remember my mother having to do was the dishes. Some
of us always did those and they were assigned chores and
you just did them. My mother didn’'t have to do that.

Another thing my mother liked was any opportunity to
sleep in a little in the morning. My father was up at
probably five o’clock or before and he'd be rattling the
stove and cussing out children who spent too much time
in bed. He would start breakfast; ordinarily we had ce-
real or something. And my mother usually did not have
to do that chore.

We children did the dishes and kept the woodbox full
of wood. In the logging operation up there, there were
quite a number of fir trees and these fir trees have large
limbs that are quite brittle. We would drag those limbs in
from wherever the tree had been felled, up to our wood-
shed. It had a chopping block and you put a double-bitted
axe deep into the chopping block; then you hit that with
the fir limb and it would break off into pieces that would
fit the stove. It was very satisfactory and those fir limbs
burned almost like coal.

Well, we had this stove, usually had it hopping, and
she had, as | said, laundry going. There was a big water
tank on the back of the stove that heated water and a big
oven where she could cook a whole batch of eight or ten
loaves of bread at a time.

Carrying water was one heck of a chore. It was a long
ways to the well. You had to scoop the water up with the

bucket—it had a pole with a fastener on it and you dipped
the water out with that. Then to get up to the house with
that without sloshing and spilling it was quite a chore.
Usually when you were big enough you carried two
buckets. And that was a problem.

Mr. Frederick: Did you ever have a yoke for that task?

Mr. Canwell: Oh, yes, we did. My father, and our only
neighbor also, had developed that sort of a device. We
did have these yokes that you could fasten on to the bails
of these buckets to help carry them. We also made a water
conveyance out of a five-gallon oil can. Kerosene was
available in five-gallon square tins. You'd cut the top out
of those and put a handle across and that, well, the older
boys were more likely to use those than we smaller ones.
Having water and my mother being the type who
wanted a lot of it, it just seemed we were forever carrying
water and forever getting wood for the giant cookstove.

[End of Tape 3, Side 2]

Mr. Frederick: Considering the environment out there
and the economic base that your mother was working
from, what could she, outside of the family, claim as her
own? Did she collect anything? Could she collect any-
thing? Or what were her prized possessions out there?

Mr. Canwell: Well, at first we had some of the fine
things that were part of her wedding gifts and that sort of
thing. She had some very fine dishes and silverware and
quality things. They were not usual to the hill people,
who were primitive and everything about them was
primitive. But she did have these civilized things that
were close and valuable to her.

That's another tragic thing, in one of the interludes
while we moved back into town for a winter or for a short
period of time, mother, being the good person she was, let
a destitute couple up there in the hills stay in our house
while we were in the city. And this character held an
auction and sold all of those things. So everybody in the
hills had a dish or a kettle or a tray or some silverware
that belonged to us. A little of it was recovered, but not
much. That's another tragic thing.

I can remember her also mentioning how children
break things; you know, you have a few valuable or im-
portant possessions. She said that one by one they’d be
broken or disappear; pretty soon they just were no more.

They had good friends and good family who had pro-
vided some nice things in the way of wedding gifts.
Those were things that vanished and disappeared. And
that is a severe blow to that type of person who is sepa-
rated from the better things and from access to them. So
you prize very highly the littte mementos, things of value.
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But that's the tragedy, | think, of everybody in that situa-
tion and it certainly was true in her case.

When we acquired the property it was part of a home-
stead. We did not homestead the property. We had only
one close neighbor and he had homesteaded the area. He
sold off a couple of pieces of it.

Mr. Frederick: His name?

Mr. Canwell: His name was George Henricksen. He
was a Dane, an interesting character in some ways. He
had been a member of the Danish Royal Army. | think he
had some problem over a girl and he took off for the
States. He would come into Spokane and work to earn
money to pay his homestead fee, to get coffee and staples
that he had to have. So he would work in Spokane in the
winter. He was here, | believe, when the Spokane Fire
occurred, which was in 1889. So he must have acquired
the homestead along about that time. He was a bachelor
and remained one all of his life. Anyway, he was one of
the more desirable hill folks up there. He had sufficient
education, he was not an illiterate or that sort of thing. He
had come here—as so many of them did—for some free
land. There was homestead land available up in that area
at that time.

Spokane, of course, was the jumping-off place in the
West. It was quite a notorious town at that time. He
came here like so many others, who then filtered out into
these areas that could be homesteaded. The government
had, in their railroad grants, given alternate sections to the
railroads and the rest were up for homestead. That's how
most of these homesteads came about; that's how this one
came about.

And when we acquired it, it was a one-room house. It
was built with pine boards. It was not clapboard, but
rough pine boards that were approximately a foot wide
and an inch thick. They were pitchy and lasted forever.
Antique dealers have ripped most of them off from the
old dwellings to sell. But that’s the type the house was. It
had a pitched roof and chimney, no fireplace.

So when we came there my father built another room
of similar size on it to the west, overlooking the edge of
the hill and looking west toward Greenbluff. There's
about a three-mile valley in between. Well, he built that
first, but as need arose we did what they did in the logging
camps and other places; we built a base, a frame form,
and put a tent over it. So we had two of those. Each one
would accommodate a double bed and a stove.

The two of those were utilized most of the time we
were there by the children—that is, the boys. My sister
slept inside as my mother and father did and any infant
children. Particularly the three boys, myself, and my two
older brothers inhabited this space. My uncle who was
killed occupied one of them.

It was quite comfortable, but very primitive. These

tents were not difficult to keep warm, had a little tin stove,
little sheet metal stove, in them, and a very small amount
of fuel would warm them. That's about what | remember
about those. They served the purpose of keeping the
mosquitoes or bugs out and kept you warm and dry and
were satisfactory. But that was part of the setup there.

Then there was a fairly large woodshed, which would
have been maybe 30 feet to the north of the main house.
Back of that was a Chick Sales Outdoor Plumbing facil-
ity. It was quite a walk from the house to that facility.
Looking out that general direction there was a gate to the
fencing that protected our garden and orchard area.
Looking out that direction you look right at what is now
called Mount Spokane. It was officially Mount Carlton at
that time, and was generally called by the hill people
“Old Baldy.” But that was our view to the north and |
always enjoyed it.

We had a chicken house that was to the east and we
had a root cellar. It was customary there, you dug a root
cellar; you built the walls up with rocks and then put a
roof over it that was covered with dirt, which would last a
number of years before the ceiling logs would rot out and
have to be replaced. It was a very efficient thing. It
would keep potatoes, squash, cabbage, rutabagas and
things like that, and some apples, all winter. So we were
not too deprived ever. We had the things that made for
good stews and we were able to raise and preserve them.

That's another thing my mother was forever doing,
canning fruit. We always had whatever fruit was avail-
able canned, and in considerable quantity. | remember
another task that was part of this living there; that the
room that my father built on the house had not a flat roof,
but it was not a very steep pitch. My mother would dry
fruit on that: prunes, yellow transparent apples, and
something we always had was dried fruit. These dried
apples, we'd take a pocket full of them with us to munch
on the way to school and back.

Ah, | think | mentioned, maybe not in recorded ses-
sion, that one year we went up in the hills and got huckle-
berries. They were canned in great quantity. Strawberries
we raised, we had strawberry jam. And, oh, of course,
always had onions and some garlic. We didn’t use much
of that, but we had it. And all in all, we were able to
come up with a pretty tasty and satisfactory meal.

Another interesting thing | might say about my
mother, she was a lifelong vegetarian. | don’t ever re-
member her eating a bite of meat of any kind, but some-
how or another she knew how to cook it in the most tasty
and delightful ways. She could even make venison edi-
ble, and that takes a bit of doing.

Everybody in the hills raised some pigs except the
Canwells. My mother, being an Adventist, wouldn't
touch the stuff. She didn’t think it was fit to eat and
wouldn’t even use the bacon, or get the benefit of bacon
greases. She put together very delightful food, but that
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wasn't one of the staples.

For meat, we had more pheasants and game birds and
fish. We had fish from the little stream down there. It was
called Dead Man Creek. | don't know what it is now. |
think they changed the name. It runs up to the foot of
Mount Spokane, originates there.

It's another thing my mother did to perfection. She
loved to fish and she was a very patient person. She
would find that there was a good-sized trout in some pool
and it was a game with her. She’d stay at it until she got
him. With me, | was more like the Indians and others up
there, I'd fish up and down a stream. But she would zero
in on them and, as a manifestation of her inherent pa-
tience, she got the fish.

But we had fish. We had wild game. We had garden
produce. An important factor there was cabbage. The
cabbage kept well and it will season most everything in
the way of a stew or roast, or a boiled dinner. That and
rutabagas were very essential. We had them and she
knew how to use them. When we had venison, in the cold
weather it would be hanging outside. You didn't have
refrigeration, so usually it was consumed quite rapidly.
The bones and inedible part went to the dogs.

Another thing | remember about the venison, my
mother would make mince pie. The old pioneer way of
making it required venison. She would cook up this leg
of venison, pick it off in little pieces and that went into the
mince pie. She would put currants in it and various other
things. And hard cider if we had it. Then in cold weather
she’d put those out and let them freeze. It was a delight-
ful product and | don’t know whether anybody does it that
way now, but that became a mince pie.

Oh, yes, we never had pumpkin pie as such. She al-
ways made her pumpkin pie out of squash, which makes a
superior pie and the squashes would keep. These Hub-
bard squashes are almost indestructible and they’d last all
winter, but they’re delightful food. She would can up
some of that sort of thing and use it for pies.

We had one German neighbor who was probably half
a mile or so away, but whose house and dwelling was not
within our line of vision. He had been a butcher, | be-
lieve, in Germany. He used to sell beef products and
whatever in town. He’d drive into Hillyard, which is a
suburb of Spokane. He would go in about once a week
with something to sell.

Whatever money he got he'd take to the local pub and
the bartenders and people there knew him. When it was
time for him to go home, they’d unhitch his team from
where it was tied at the rack, tie the lines up, put him in
the front seat and point him toward Mount Spokane. He
didn’t need a designated driver; these horses would come
home with this drunk.

Well, that was a routine for this character—he was not a
very affable person—cultivated nobody’s company. My
dad couldn’t stand him and so they had no contact with

each other at all. But he did sell beef and, | think, would
buy some of this from other hill people and would butcher
it and take it in. He’d make sausage or different things
and it was a source of income for him.

Mr. Frederick: Did your mother ever can venison or
beef?

Mr. Canwell: Yes, she would can the venison tongues
and hearts. And | think, pickle them, some sort of pick-
ling process. We did dry some venison, made jerky out of
it. It's an inedible thing, but it's something that would
sustain life if you had to eat it. We didn’t go in much for
that. As | told you before, my father was a crack shot.
There were not many deer up there in those days because
the deer thrive on underbrush and that type of browsing.
When the timber was there, there wasn’t much brush and
not much forage for them, so there were many fewer deer
than there are now.

He would go out and get a deer every now and then,
so that was a source of meat. Believe me, venison is not a
very desirable source of meat. It's a little better nowadays
where they pasture in better forage. But that was one of
the things we had.

Mr. Frederick: Did you ever see any elk up there?

Mr. Canwell: In those days, no. | understand they do
now; that there are elk and even a moose wandered into
Spokane the other day. When we were up there, I'm cer-
tain there were no elk and no moose. There were bear
and the hill people ate bear. That's another thing that
neither my father nor mother would eat, so we never took
advantage of that. We did, as | say, get game birds or
blue grouse and fool hens or pheasants.

Mr. Frederick: Any ruffed grouse up there?

Mr. Canwell: Ruffed grouse? Yes, there were those
and, oh, that's another thing | remember. You hear of
these grouse pounding on a hollow log.

Mr. Frederick: That's a ruffed grouse?

Mr. Canwell: Yes. So you know they’re there, but the
places you'd see them is when you're going through the
woods on some of these trails, game trails. They were
there even in later years. | used to pick one off now and
then with my revolver. But in those days there were those
birds. There were bobwhite quail, too. They seem to
have disappeared and the California quail have taken
over. But we did not have those topknot quail, the Cali-
fornia quail, in those days.

Mr. Frederick: The Chinese pheasant?
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Mr. Canwell: No, they came in later.

Mr. Frederick: When do you first remember them
coming in?

Mr. Canwell: | would say long after we moved out of
the hills. | used to see them when | would go back up and
sometimes | would stay at our place. I'd have an inter-
lude where | had time off or felt | could take it from what-
ever | was doing and I'd take a box of books and a bunch
of ammunition and some food and | would go up there.
Sometimes that was in the winter.

One winter particularly there were quite a lot of these

Chinese pheasants there and they would feed on the seeds

of the weeds that grew there. They'd beat the snow down
around these weeds and pick these seeds off. So | re-
member them from that time on, but | don’t think there
were any of them there when we lived there. There were
no wild turkeys either. They've bred or imported those
recently here.

Mr. Frederick: Do they have any prairie chickens out
this far?

Mr. Canwell: Prairie chickens? Not that | know of. |
think most of that sort of thing, if we had them at all, was
south of Spokane down through the wheat and grass
country. They still hunt them, those and other similar
bird—chukars—in rocky areas down along the Snake. But
we didn’t have them to my knowledge. The pheasants
they called fool hens because they didn’t have sense
enough to get away and were always easy prey because
they'd fly up and land on a limb right near you and were
easy to pick off.

Some of the hill people there, one or two families,
were part Indian and they hunted like Indians. They
would build a stand up in a tree near a water hole and wait
until the deer came down for water and they’d pick them
off. One of these families particularly, the Parkers, al-
ways had five or six deer hanging up out in their shed.
They'd eat the edible parts and give the rest to their dogs.
Their dogs were of such a variety you would not have
wanted to come within a half-mile of the place anyway.
Talk about a junkyard dog, they really had them. The
family were not very sociable people, they didn’t mix
very well. Two families of them were early pioneer
homesteaders up in that area.

[End of Tape 4, Side 1]
Mr. Frederick: What was in the orchard?

Mr. Canwell: We had a great variety of fruit. The trees
included quite a number and variety of apples. One of the

very good keeper; a dry land Wagner will keep all year.
Then there were quite a number of yellow transparents.
They produced a good applesauce and dried apples.

There were cherries, apricots. | don’t remember that
there were any peach trees or if there were they didn’t
survive. There was a Grimes Golden, | think they are an
apple that they crossed to make the Golden Delicious, but
they were like a Golden Delicious only smaller. Then
there were some of the native, or almost native, apples.
The earliest apples up there were King apples, a very at-
tractive shapely, quite large apple, but not much for eat-
ing. When we got better trees developed, we abandoned
those or didn't use them.

We had enough apples to make some cider and that
was a handmade thing. You cut these up, crushed them
and had a turning apparatus with a handle on it that you
used to squeeze the apple juice, which ran down a little
chute into your bucket. That was one of the byproducts
of the orchard. We did have cherry trees. There were pie
cherry trees, | remember two or three trees were Bing
cherries.

We had a quince tree. Now when commercial pectins
are available, that no longer is significant, but that was
what you used for pectin to thicken your jellies and
things; so everybody who knew what he was doing had a
guince tree. Crab apples, we had two or three crab apple
trees. They also were more or less used for the same pur-
pose, to get the substance to jell because of the acid in
them.

Oh, there were pear trees, too. In general it was a very
well-balanced orchard that became a delight to the few
deer that were there. So then it became necessary for my
father to fence this orchard in with an 8 foot chicken wire
fence. It was only the most desperate deer who could
clear the 8 foot fence, but anything less than that they’'d
come in and prune your trees whenever the browsing was
short anywhere else. In fact, they do it out at my farm
Now.

Mr. Frederick: Did your father use pine for his fence
posts?

Mr. Canwell: We used fir and tamarack. The pine is—if
you have the choice-the pine is too soft; the fir is a little
better; tamarack is excellent and splits quite well. So it
seems to me that most of our fence posts, at least for the
chicken wire fencing and things, were tamarack. That
was available because the logging operation had no inter-
estin it. The tamaracks would die and dry. They were
standing there curing and maturing and they were always
available, very hard on your saw and axe, but almost in-
destructible. They did split quite well. So that, as | recall,
was the choice or favorite fence post.

Originally there wasn't much fencing up there. There

principal ones was Wagner. That was because they were a \yasn't any occasion to fence it. Later years there were
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more cattle running loose, so you had to fence them out.
But originally it was just more a matter of marking your
boundary lines, having a fence.

Oh, another thing we had was grapes. We didn't have
the grapevines, but old Henricksen, the Dane, had planted
a bunch of them very early. | don’'t know what they were
called. | imagine they’d make wonderful wine. They
were little red grapes that were quite sweet.

| remember the Dane had a wonderful apricot tree
down near the well. It was a very prolific thing and it was
very difficult to keep out of that, because the fruit was so
attractive and desirable but, if you touched it, it infuriated
the owner, so we didn’t bother it much.

Mr. Frederick: And you had no plum trees?

Mr. Canwell: Yes, there were some plums and Italian
prunes and | think there was what was called a “petite
plum,” a sweet plum or a prune. | don’t remember any
large plums and still | think we did have. | know the
neighbor had a tree with larger plums on it.

Most of the stuff he had they didn’t do anything with.
He always had a nice garden, but raised much more than
he could use. There was no place to sell it. He'd give it
away if anybody wanted it, but most of the hill folks were
too lazy to go get anything that was free, unless it was
something they wanted to steal; that was a different mat-
ter.

Mr. Frederick: How did you contain the milk cow?

Mr. Canwell: We had a certain amount of fencing.

More often we just let her run out. They come back;
normally they’ll come back for feeding and milking time.
Occasionally they would not, so you had to go find her,
but we didn’t particularly try to confine the cow because
there was no forage in the cleared area but considerable
out in the forest area.

Mr. Frederick: Did she wear a bell?

Mr. Canwell: Yes, everybody belled their cows. You
could tell your own bell. You could hear it a long dis-
tance away, so you'd know where old Bossy was. That
was another chore that as children we had, to go bring the
critter in. | never milked the cow, but | know at least one
of my brothers used to do that. Mother did, she kind of
liked to.

Anyway that was an important source of food. We
had our butter and cottage cheese. My mother was for-
ever making cottage cheese. She’d let the milk sour and
clabber. She'd warm it on the back of the stove until the
curd came together, and then she would put it in one of
these flour sacks; you twist it and work the whey out of it.
And then you had cottage cheese. She would make it up

sometimes in large curds, sometimes small curds. If you
ate the stuff, it was very good with some good thick
cream on it and | can remember doing that. My mother
was forever trying to make people drink milk. One of my
brothers, John, would not touch it.

It required a lot of endeavor to keep this cow corralled
and fed. We fed them grain additives, shorts and bran,
and that was one of the expensive commodities you had
to have. It had to be bought from the store.

When we had horses or a team, of course, it was no
big problem, you go down there and get your groceries
and shorts and bran. And it seemed to me we’d occasion-
ally buy some baled alfalfa, but more often we had
enough of that up there. The neighbor always had a cow
or two and he raised enough alfalfa that he had extra.

He also raised some wheat, which he’d thresh by
hand. That was harvested, | suppose, the way they did for
centuries. He had a scythe. He'd go out and cut this
stuff, had a cradle on it. Then he’d wrap up pieces of the
straw and tie it around the bundle. He'd put these bundles
in a shock and let them dry. Then he would haul them in
and pitch them into the barn. We did the same thing, ex-
cept we didn’t have much land for hay, but we did help
him put his up.

He would get his wheat or grain for his chickens from
what filtered down from these shocks of wheat that were
pitched in the barn and then some of it that he might flail,
letting the wind blow the chaff away. So he’'d have sacks
of wheat for feeding his chickens. Very primitive, but it
worked.

My father built a chicken house down there and sur-
rounded the chicken yard with chicken wire to keep the
coyotes out. But we didn’'t have a large flock of 12 or 15
chickens. We just had enough to produce some eggs. Of
course, we'd raise the roosters to eat. And we hatched
our own chicks. We had an incubator, which was a very
advanced thing up there in those days. That was kept
warm with a kerosene lamp. We’d hatch these chickens
and there were often more from the hens; when they got
to setting they want to set on and hatch eggs themselves.
And so there would be some of them that would produce
that way, but to make sure of a brood, we also used the
incubator. You usually kept one or two virile roosters for
breeding purposes.

| remember one particular incident having to do with
our Danish neighbor and his chickens. When he would
plow, he'd go out there plowing around this area and, of
course, turning up worms and things. He'd let his chick-
ens out there to go along and they'd feed on the worms. |
was sitting on a stump watching this operation one day.
A coyote came up from the other direction and sat there
awhile watching the operation. This Dane was a very
nervous character. He was so nervous that he made his
horses nervous. There was always a danger of their bolt-
ing and running away. And they did that quite often.
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They’d bust up all of his equipment.

Well, anyway, he’d go along, “Whoa, whoa, whoa,
whoa, whoa—"and a coyote was sitting up there watching
the operation. | was watching it from another position.
His chickens were out there in the plowed ground. And
this coyote just carefully wended his way up there, keep-
ing his eye on the plowman. Finally he grabbed one of
the roosters, just grabbed him and away he went looking
back at the farmer, but the farmer not daring to say any-
thing, in fear that he’d spook his horses. Well, that was a
way of life there.

Mr. Frederick: What was his first name?

Mr. Canwell: George. Once ayear he’'d go in and serve
on the jury. That was a way of getting a little money for
staples, and his tax money. | don’t know whether you
want that here or not. But it was one of the things that
influenced my thinking.

One time there was a train robbery out here at Hillyard
or north of Hillyard. A young fellow, a foolish guy, held
up the train. So George Henricksen was called for jury
duty when this young man was being tried. | remember
his saying when he came back, “I didn't listen to the tes-
timony. | knew he was guilty when | first saw him.”

Well, that's kind of what you get in a jury, and you
still get it. Henricksen was a study in himself, nervous, |
won't say a nervous wreck, because he was very healthy,
but he had this excitable side. My dad kept away from
him because he didn’t want to have to clobber him. He
couldn't tolerate his nervous disposition.

My mother sort of liked the guy, largely because when
coming into town to work in the winter he had become
acquainted with her church people and had joined the
church. So they had that much compatibility. Being a
Dane he didn’t read the English language and he got his
Adventist papers in the Danish language, so she couldn’t
read them. That was part of explaining him. But he was
in many ways a delightful person, too.

I can remember | was just at the right age to find it
interesting to go over to his place. Sometimes he was
making hotcakes and I'd get one of them. He had a pho-
nograph that nobody around there had in those days. He
had some records and would play that. It seemed to me it
was a disk thing, but it was very ancient.

Mr. Frederick: That must have been absolutely magical
for you as a young child.

Mr. Canwell: It was pretty far back. Then, | don't know
just what time, | remember his having this music ma-
chine. He had two or three catalog pictures on the wall
that just fascinated me. | know why now, because they
were Charlie Russell paintings that the hardware store put
out in their calendar. So there’s one of my first recollec-

tions of this artwork of Charlie Russell. | was just fasci-
nated with it. I'd have given anything to take those things
home.

Mr. Frederick: Do you remember which scenes he had
hanging up there?

Mr. Canwell: Yes, | remember one of them very well. It
was a man on a horse and it seemed to be a packhorse. A
bear was confronting them and the horse was bolting. It's
still one of the famous Russell paintings. There were
three Charlie Russell prints from the Hillyard Hardware.

[End of Tape 4, Side 2]

Mr. Frederick: Let’s take the opportunity to describe
your house and furnishings at the home on Mount Spo-
kane.

Mr. Canwell: The house that we acquired when we went
there in 1909 was a one room house, | would guess it
might have been 16’ by 25’ or 30". It had a stove and a
chimney up through the roof in the center of the room.
There was an attic in which things could be stored, it was
not large enough to stand up in but there were things
stored there.

The arrangement of the house at that time was very
inadequate. There were at least two beds in the south end
of the room. There was a kitchen table and chairs, I'd say
five or six chairs. There was one rocking chair. This is
the chair where, the few opportunities she had to rest, my
mother would sit and read whatever she had to read, usu-
ally her Bible.

The furniture was very inadequate. Besides the chairs,
there were homemade benches that served for seating at
the table along with the chairs. There also was a bench
outside that had a water bucket and hand-washing pan anc
a dish for soap and that was on the outside. There was a
china cabinet.

[End of Tape 5, Side 1]

Mr. Canwell: | remember how the wind would howl
around the corners of the house in the wintertime. | don’t
know if you've ever been in Switzerland, they have about
a month when the wind blows and it howls; they call it the
“bees.” Well, that's about what was happening there.
Our house was up on top of a hill and right at the edge of
it, and it seemed to get that breeze.

In the kitchen area there was a door to the outside and
there was a gun rack above the door. My father’s rifle
and a .22 caliber rifle were there.

Then we had a kitchen table where we ate and there
were several of these benches around for seating. There
was always a tea kettle on the stove steaming and some-
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times a coffee pot. While my mother didn’t believe in
drinking coffee, she was still a Norwegian. So that was
one of her occasional vices, she’d have a sip of coffee
now and then.

Some hooks were fastened in the wall and curtains
curtained off the sleeping area. Then things moved so
fast, my brother Carl was born up there; in fact three of
the boys were, Carl and John and Joe.

Then it became immediately necessary to expand the
space and then this room was actually put up and tents
acquired. | don’t remember exactly when Aaron came up
there, but it was very early.

| don’'t ever remember many candles, but we always
had kerosene lamps and lanterns. More often than not
they used the lanterns because if you had to go out to the
outhouse or you had to go feed cattle or something you
carried the lanterns along. They were a very convenient
thing.

Mr. Frederick: Were there any trunks in there? Did
you ever have trunks, storage trunks?

Mr. Canwell: Yes, | remember round-topped trunks and
there were several of those. There was at least one
dresser with a mirror and drawers.

Mr. Frederick: And that would have been your
mother’'s?

Mr. Canwell: That was my mother's. There was a chest
or two. | don't remember entirely what was there at first.
You see, a family had occupied this house. They had
bought the property from Henricksen and then | think
they sold to my father. At that time there was at least one
giant fir tree out here. I'll always remember it because
like most of the pioneers they weren't interested in scen-
ery, they saw the utility of things.

My father cut this tree down and, of course, we burned
it for fuel and then the stump was in the way. So at vari-
ous times he’d dig around this stump to get it out of there
and finally he decided to blast it. | will never forget that,
because a piece of the stump came through the window.
He wasn't as expert with dynamite as he was with his
gun, but anyhow we got rid of the stump. That was a dis-
aster, because you had to go a long ways to get glass.

Mr. Frederick: | cannot imagine that she would pleased
with that whole operation.

Mr. Canwell: No, my mother wasn't exactly a nag, but
sometimes she would chastise my father for doing some-
thing when she thought he obviously should have known
better. | remember that she would criticize the flatness of
the roof on the addition, but it had a very logical explana-
tion. He just couldn’t get the long 2-by-4s and he didn’t

have enough of them to splice and do it. He had to get the
roof on and he did it, so his only defense against my dis-
trict attorney mother was that he would start to swear. He
had some really choice language that he had learned in the
military and that would shut my mother up. She would

get away; she didn't like that. And so, anyway, she was a
little inclined to remind him of things like blasting the

stump or building a roof that was too flat.

Mr. Frederick: So every once in awhile she would stra-
tegically remind him about that roof and apparently he
had heard about that roof several times previously?

Mr. Canwell: Oh, yeah, quite a number of times. Any-
how, it wasn't a disaster. It served as a wonderful area for
drying fruit and was utilized for that, but it did require re-
covering more often than a shingle roof would or a shake.
The main room had a pitched roof with native cedar
shakes on it. This was covered with tar paper, which was
commonly used and was not indestructible when we
walked up there as much as we did and took fruit and
things up there. It had to be replaced or patched and re-
paired more often than the shake roof would.

Mr. Frederick: Were there any wall hangings or any
calendars in those two rooms?

Mr. Canwell: Wherever we could, we would acquire a
calendar, and usually they came from town or we brought
them out there. There were a few pictures, one of them
was a large photograph of my grandmother and father and
his twin sister. That, | think, was out there for awhile and
then taken back into town so it survived. There were
other pictures, but not a great many, mostly in the form of
calendars. They were highly prized because you needed
them and then they were ornamental.

I remember a gun rack and the rifles on the rack. Usu-
ally there would be a double-bitted axe or two because
they had to be sharpened all the time. On rainy days or
something, my father particularly might be sharpening the
axe or grinding it down. And he had good facilities for
cleaning, keeping his guns clean and oiled.

Another thing he had was a small mirror, a stand, and
a basin where he shaved. | can remember this razor strop.
It was two or three pieces of leather, one side was coarser
than the other for keeping his razor sharp.

[End of Tape 5, Side 2]

Mr. Canwell: The razor strop hung on a nail on the wall.
It was used as a constant threat as a behavioral instrument.
I never remember his laying it on anybody, but we always
understood that he would. A time or two | can remember
my mother getting it and taking after one of us, but any-
way that was an important instrument.

Another thing he had was a fine set of barber tools.
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We were probably the only kids in the hills who had a

Mr. Frederick: It's a wonder he didn't die of infection

decent haircut. He had these barber scissors and was very out there.

touchy about that. He wouldn't even let my mother use
them in her sewing operation.

Mr. Frederick: Do you think he picked that up from the
military or did he acquire that later?

Mr. Canwell: | believe it was part of the Alaska military
adventure. He probably acquired the tools there and |
suppose members of the team up there cut each other’s
hair. My mother had sewing scissors and buttonhole scis-
sors but she kept her hands off his barber tools.

Mr. Frederick: Were you proud of the haircuts you re-
ceived from your father?

Mr. Canwell: Oh, yes, it was so different than these kids
at school and that was a sight in itself. Some of them
looked like they’d just put a bowl or a kettle down over
their head and cut around the edges. Their haircuts were
horrible, mutilation jobs, and as | remember most of the
children, they weren't very clean or well washed.

The girls seemed to take a little more pride in their
braided hair and | suppose it was a little easier problem to
solve.

Mr. Frederick: You can remember some of your sib-
lings’ births?

Mr. Canwell: | remember Carl’s birth that occurred right
after we went up there. | was very small and | don't re-
member as much about that but | remember his infancy. |
remember because he had a painful problem and was do-
ing a lot of crying.

My father and mother decided he needed to be cir-
cumcised. And | can remember my mother holding him
while my father did this circumcision on him. He was
hollering like hell.

Mr. Frederick: Was this your mother’s idea?

Mr. Canwell: Probably so. She was a trained nurse and
my father had medical training. So it was something that
they felt obviously needed to be done. The medications
they had at that time were very limited, very primitive.
They didn’'t have the anesthetics and things that would
have been desirable, so they just had to do it the way it
could be done.

Mr. Frederick: Was Carl the only one that had to un-
dergo that procedure?

Mr. Canwell: Yes, he’s the only one that | recall.

Mr. Canwell: Well, they did have some disinfectants. |
think they had alcohol.

Mr. Frederick: Well, you were quite young at that age.
Did you think that maybe they were doing away with
your little brother?

Mr. Canwell: No, | was very aware that he didn't like
what was happening, that's about all | remember. Any-
way, he survived it. He had some irritation there that had
to be attended to and that seemed to be the obvious thing
to do. Both my mother and father were competent to
have performed the procedure. They had enough medical
training and a knowledge of proper procedures and clean-
liness and sterilizing things. But | recall her cradling him
and holding him. | was very small. It was right after we
first went up there.

| remember better the birth of my brother, John. My
father had built a big fire in a stump down over the hill
and we sat around there and kept warm by the fire while
the birth was taking place. But no doctor. It was Carl,
John, and Joe my father delivered, and helped my mother
make the deliveries. That was typical of that kind of life.
| don’t suppose that anybody up there in the hills ever had
a doctor for a birthing.

Mr. Frederick: Were there storage boxes under those
beds?

Mr. Canwell: Yes, | believe that there were. There was
always stuff stuffed under the bed. You didn't have ade-
guate storage facilities, but didn’t have a lot to store. We
did have tools and things. | rather think that's where my
mother stored any of my things that weren't in trunks.

There were facilities that were native to time, pots that
were kept under beds so that people who couldn’t or
didn’t wish to go out in the night to the outhouse could
use the facility indoors. But it wasn’'t a recommended
practice, usually you were expected to make it back to the
little outhouse. | remember vividly some such instances
and | didn't like it. It was a long ways in the cold
weather. People talk about the good old days—they don’t
appreciate indoor plumbing.

Mr. Frederick: And when you and your brothers were
little fellows, that could be somewhat frightening, too, in
the night and whatnot to be going out there.

Mr. Canwell: Well, | can remember one incident that

just about scared me to death. | was going out there and
there were clotheslines out along the area where we
walked to get past the woodshed and out to this outhouse.
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My mother had some blankets or something on this
clothesline and a vagrant breeze hit it and snapped right
by my face. | just about died. | thought a bear had me or
something. But it was not the sort of thing that was very
desirable. It was what you had and you didn't know
anything else.

Mr. Frederick: What was that little village called by the
store?

Mr. Canwell: It was just called the Peone Store. The
school was the Beaver Creek School. It was across the
road from the store. Down to the east about a quarter of a
mile was a sawmill. The people who had the sawmill
were sort of aristocrats because they had a little more
money than other people. They were still hillbillies; they
just had more shoes or something. But they did provide
lumber. It was available and anybody who could buy it or
trade logs for it could get lumber to frame up a house.

Mr. Frederick: What was the source of power for that
sawmill?

Mr. Canwell: | believe originally it was a water wheel
that wasn't very effective. And then they had steam, |
believe. They had a donkey engine or something that
operated this steam device that ran a pulley, and cut the
logs.

Mr. Frederick: And that would have been wood-fired?

Mr. Canwell: Yes.

Mr. Frederick: Describe that country store.

Mr. Canwell: The store was typical of grocery stores at
that time and particularly in a remote area like that. They
had flour and salt and cornmeal and such things. Then
they had barrels of crackers and other commodities sitting
out in the open. You'd go fish out what you wanted to
buy and take it up and they'd weigh it. Then there was a
counter in back of that shelving. There was tobacco back
there and canned milk—that was a staple in those days.
When we didn’t have a cow, we bought condensed milk.
There was quite a market for that there. It was not expen-
sive.

In front of the store across the road was a rack of
mailboxes. Everybody in the hills had a mailbox there;
no mail delivery beyond that point. The mail came out
from Hillyard or Mead by horse-and-buggy or wagon.

| remember the first automobile that came up there
came to the store to deliver mail. | was in my first year of
school there. They let the school out for the kids to go out
and see the car. It was one of those early-day Fords with
a brass radiator and straps down to the fenders from the

top. That impressed me greatly because that was the first
one as far as anybody knows to penetrate that far into the
backwoods area.

But at the store itself, you could buy kerosene in cans
and you could either bring your gallon can and have it
filled or you could buy case lots of it. They did sell two
five-gallon square cans that fitted into a wooden case and
you could buy them in that quantity. But most people
would come with their gallon can and have it filled be-
cause that's what they used for their lamps; they had no
other real use for it.

I'm trying to think what else was at the store. The
woman would sell you stamps. And there was a tele-
phone. The telephone connected with Mead, Hillyard,
and Spokane and it was a party-line affair. 1 remember
the woman who ran the store; if there was an emergency
call she’d crank this phone up for you and place the call.
She would then call the people all along the line and say,
“Get off the line, Mrs. So-and-so. It's an emergency
call.” All of these listeners would automatically tune in
whenever there was a call, but she’d have to get them all
off so you could be heard. The telephone line ended at
the Peone Store. In those days there were no telephones
beyond that point.

Mr. Frederick: And her name?

Mr. Canwell: The name was Roberts, | believe, a Mrs.
Roberts, it was a man and wife operation, but she was
usually the attendant.

Other things they had there, they had tobacco and
snuff. Quite a lot of the lumberjacks used this Copenha-
gen snuff—deadly stuff. And there was canned tobacco. |
always suspected at first that that's where my father got
my name because he smoked Prince Albert. | found out
later that it was a family name.

Mr. Frederick: Then did he roll cigarettes or smoke a
pipe?

Mr. Canwell: He smoked a pipe. | don’t ever remember
his rolling cigarettes. And one of his luxuries was a can
of tobacco once in awhile. | don’t remember what else
might have been available at the store.

Mr. Frederick: Cloth?

Mr. Canwell: Cloth? There was oilcloth. Maybe you're
familiar with that.

[End of Tape 6, Side 1]

Mr. Canwell: They had rows or a rack of tablecloths. It
seemed to me there was a choice of two different colors,
you could get a red one or a blue one-blue check or red



FAMILY BACKGROUND

29

check. That was one of the things we had that covered
the kitchen table. I'd forgotten about it.

Mr. Frederick: Could you get a newspaper in there?

Mr. Canwell: For years we took the Spokane Chronicle.
That's one of the things we did when we came from
school. I'd bring the mail or my brothers or sister would
bring the mail home and the paper would be in that. A
little later on, the First World War was shaping up and |
can remember those great big headlines on the front page
of the Chronicle. We were almost unique in taking a
newspaper up there. | suppose most of the local people
could read, but they weren'’t interested.

Mr. Frederick: Was there a catalog in that house?

Mr. Canwell: A catalog? That was a staple in every-
body’s house and outhouse. We had the Sears, Roebuck
and Co. catalog and there was another one from Mont-
gomery Ward and Co. Everybody got these catalogs,
they called them “wish books.” It was always a source of
interest to thumb through these catalogs to see what was
out there in the real world.

Mr. Frederick: That must have been the most magic
book in the house for you.

Mr. Canwell: Oh, it really was to everybody, | think.
They were large and very elaborate and illustrated. They
were just a source of wonder.

Occasionally my parents would order something that
they needed. Quite often it would be something like a
curry comb for the horses or some other article that you
needed and didn’t have. You could get blankets, saddles,
just about everything, most of which you couldn’t afford
anyway, but it was wonderful to know it was there.

We figured out some ways of making a few dollars
once in awhile, picking fruit. We once got an assignment
to gather sweet clover seed. It grew all along the logging
railroad. | suppose the seeds had fallen off the train and
took root along the railroad tracks. The seed to sweet
clover was quite valuable, so somebody made a deal with
us to gather a bag of it, a large bag. Nobody had realized
how long and how much effort it takes to fill one of those
big bags with sweet clover seed. But we gathered it and |
remember we got twelve dollars, which was a fortune for
this great big bag of sweet clover seed.

I’'m deviating from what you wanted at the country
store. You could get nails down there and that was an
important commodity. They had eight-and ten penny
nails and shingle nails. They had roofing tacks that you
tack the tar paper roofs down with. You could buy metal
files there and rasps. But there was a very limited supply
of that sort of thing.

Mr. Frederick: You mentioned that the logging com-
pany accessed the area out there via railroad. Was that
private?

Mr. Canwell: The railroad land was a railroad grant.
There were railroad grants given to the railroads to induce
them to build the railroads through the country and
through the West and that was part of the deal. | don't
know whether it was a good thing or a bad thing, but it
got the railroads built and the railroads—at least up in our
area—owned alternate sections. | think that was true clear
across the country, that they were given these land grants
to aid and abet them in developing the railroads.

Up there the railroad sold off trees to the early-day
lumbermen, who were in general an unscrupulous lot.
And they surveyed. They knew where their lines were,
but they forgot them when they got to cutting the timber.
So anybody who had a section adjoining one of those rail-
road sections usually had his best trees looted and hauled
away. If he made a fuss about it, he might get shot or
beaten up or whatever was necessary. They made a lot of
money; some of them became Spokane millionaires and
that was the story up there.

The hill folks didn’t understand laws or much of any-
thing else and were afraid of the law in most cases. If
they weren't so afraid of