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History 
Commentary

By Chery Kinnick

History researchers are famil-
iar with following “bread 
crumbs” to see where they 

lead, hoping to discover a path that 
no other researcher has yet explored. 
It often turns out, though, that the 
path has already been trodden upon 
or even worn smooth; other times it 
simply leads to a dead end. Whatever the outcome, it is always 
exciting when some of those telltale crumbs fall into one’s lap 
and demand further investigation.

For some years now I have been delving into the personal 
history and career of Pacific Northwest nature photographer 
Lawrence Denny Lindsley (1878–1975). During my research 
I became fairly knowledgeable about Lindsley’s life and activi-
ties, so I thought I might be able to assist identification efforts 
involving his photograph collection at the University of 
Washington Libraries. Due to its complex nature and a lack 
of necessary funds, Lindsley’s extensive collection is not yet 
completely processed.

While working with a box of unnumbered portraits, I came 
across an image that captured my attention. It depicts Lind-
sley standing atop the collapsed remnants of a mining cabin 
above Gold Creek Valley at Snoqualmie Pass, Washington. 
Lindsley fell into the habit of writing background information 
on the back of many of his prints. By virtue of his pioneering 
family background and artistic sensibility, he learned to value 
the history behind an image as much as the image itself. He 
wrote that in September 1921, years after the family mines at 
Snoqualmie Pass had ceased operation, this particular pho-
tograph was taken on a backpacking trip during which he 
retrieved his grandfather David T. Denny’s broadax from the 
cabin rubble. He noted that it was the same broadax Denny 
had used to hew the timbers that built Fort Decatur before 
the Indian uprising of 1856. 

I remembered hearing at some point that Seattle’s Museum 
of History and Industry (MOHAI) had David T. Denny’s 
broadax on display, so I contacted the museum library staff 

for confirmation. They did indeed have the broadax, which 
was donated by Lindsley many years ago and has been part 
of MOHAI’s permanent exhibit on local history, but they 
had no further information about how Lindsley acquired it. 
At that point I realized the path I was on had not yet been 
traveled. So, I began putting the crumbs in order to reveal 
not just a piece of Lindsley’s own family history, but that of 
Seattle’s heritage dating back to its raw beginnings during the 
mid-19th century. 

Fort Decatur, an icon of early Seattle history, was a shingle-
roofed, two-story blockhouse that overlooked Elliott Bay. In 
January 1856 the fort was garrisoned by Marines from the 
USS Decatur, a sloop-of-war anchored in the harbor nearby, 
having been called to Puget Sound as a deterrent to pos-
sible local Indian uprisings and raids by groups of northern 
Indians. The blockhouse provided crucial temporary shelter 
for settlers in the immediate vicinity—including David T. 
Denny and his family—during the Battle of Seattle, which 
took place on January 26. 

The Dennys were among Seattle’s founding families, 
and 19-year-old David was one of the first to arrive at Alki 
Point on September 25, 1851. The timbers used to build Fort 
Decatur were acquired from the front of Denny’s claim near 
present-day Seattle Center. The trees were felled and hand-
hewn by Denny and a couple of other men, then hauled to the 
beach by oxen. The original intent was to load them onto a 
ship bound for San Francisco. However, concerns over grow-
ing discontent among the local Indian inhabitants hastened a 
decision to build a fort, and the readily available timbers were 
towed to the foot of Mercer Street, dumped into Elliott Bay, 
then floated to the foot of Cherry Street and used to build 
the blockhouse.

The fort, built in part by the wielding of David T. Denny’s 
broadax, was named after the USS Decatur. According to 
Denny’s daughter, Emily Inez, who was a young child at the 
time, there were some settlers who discounted the need for 
a fort and seemed assured that peace would continue. Inez’s 
mother, Louisa Boren Denny, retorted to one of the doubters 
that “people laughed at Noah when he built the ark.” David 
Denny took the threat seriously and moved his wife and 

daughter progressively closer to the blockhouse in the days 
preceding the uprising. The need for a fort was proven when 
violence erupted on January 26.

The rough-hewn and chinked walls of Fort Decatur pro-
vided a life-saving refuge for the local settlers. But without 
the help of the warship, the story might have been differ-
ent. When the Decatur commenced battle at the news of a 
contemplated attack, the settlers were given a few precious 
minutes to stampede to the blockhouse as soon as the guns 
of the Indians had been emptied at first volley. A bit later, 
during a lull in the fighting, many of the women and children 
were escorted by troops from the fort to the Decatur and the 
bark Brontes in the harbor. Thus the Denny family managed 
to survive the Battle of Seattle, but whatever became of the 
indispensable broadax?

The broadax is a tool that has been in common use 
since before the 12th century. David Denny wielded 
his broadax nearly every day as an early Puget Sound 

pioneer. It was probably the tool Denny depended upon most 
for survival, second only to his rifle. Without a solid ax, he 
would not have been able to prepare wood for trade, building, 
or heating, or carry out any of a dozen necessary tasks on a 
regular basis.

In the years following the Indian Wars, Denny amassed 
a fortune from his business ventures. He was known as “the 
pioneer to turn to, if one had a plan that would be ‘good 
for Seattle’ and one needed a respectable tone and a will-
ing investor.” The broadax was then probably tucked away 
inside a shed or barn, quietly awaiting occasional bouts of 
usefulness. All too soon the time came when the Panic of 
1893 forced Denny into bankruptcy, leaving him a broken 
man both economically and spiritually. His characteristic 
qualities of hope and optimism were never defeated for 
long, however. Though getting on in years, Denny sought 

other ventures in an effort to reestablish a measure of secu-
rity for his family.

Around 1895 Denny began operating the Esther and Louisa 
Mines above Gold Creek at Snoqualmie Pass, in the central Cas-
cade Mountains. In 1899 he received a grant from King County 
to carry out some much-needed repair of the old Snoqualmie 
Pass wagon road, a 20-mile stretch from North Bend to Lake 
Keechelus. In the course of both ventures, it is highly likely that 
Denny or a family member put the trusty old broadax to use. 
After Denny died in 1903, the broadax was in the possession of 
Denny’s second eldest son, D. Thomas “Tom” Denny.

The Denny broadax made another public appearance 
nearly 100 years after the Indian Wars of 1856 when a special 
centennial exhibit was arranged in Seattle for Founders Week, 
November 7–14, 1952. One of the pioneer artifacts on loan 
for the event was a “well-used” broadax that had belonged to 
David T. Denny. It was displayed along with one of Denny’s 
early arithmetic books and the certificate of marriage for his 
wedding to Louisa Catherine Boren in 1853.

The pitted and rusted head of the old broadax became 
a permanent part of the Museum of 
History & Industry’s collection in 
1969, donated by Lawrence Lindsley. 
Although there is nothing surprising 
about a pioneer artifact ending up 
in the hands of a close relative, the 
road to the museum’s acquisition of 
the broadax was not as simple as it 
first seems.

After David Denny’s death, the 
family mining operations at Sno-
qualmie Pass ground to a halt. Family 
members turned their attention to 
other pursuits; Tom Denny pursued a 
career in engineering, and Lawrence 

Lindsley moved to his parents’ 
ranch along Lake Chelan. 
The broadax, along with other 
tools, was left inside the cabin 
after the Esther Mine’s last 
summer of operation. Regular 
maintenance on the cabin 
ceased at that point, and the 
pressure and weight of heavy 
Cascade Mountain snowfalls 
caused it to collapse after 
only a few seasons. During 
the active years at the Esther 
Mines, many were the early 
summer seasons that min-
ers would ride into the hills 
above Gold Creek Valley to 
find only the cabin stove pipe 

The Broadax That Helped Save Seattle

BELOW LEFT: David 
Thomas Denny, 
Seattle pioneer 
and businessman, 
c. 1889. 

BELOW RIGHT: 
The head of David 
Denny’s broadax: 
12-inch-long blade, 
eye crushed and 
deformed from use 
as a wedge; blade 
badly chipped; 
3½-by-1¼-inch 
hammer head.
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poking up through the top of a huge 
snow bank. They would first need to 
dig out the cabin and carry out any 
needed repairs before reclaiming 
their base camp.

Lindsley traveled frequently 
through Snoqualmie Pass in the years 
following the Esther Mines closure, 
mostly because of his photography 
work for the Asahel Curtis Studio in 
Seattle. While on a backpacking trip 
with Ron Donaldson in September 
1921, something inspired Lindsley 
to revisit the old cabin location 
at Ptarmigan Park. The two men 
climbed from Lake Kachess to the 
cabin site, where Lindsley retrieved 
his grandfather’s historic tool from 
beneath the cabin rubble, probably 
not without some difficulty. He also 
made a photograph to commemorate 
the event. On the back of the photo-
graph, Lindsley wrote:

I am standing on the north side of the cabin. This was a 
dandy warm cabin and I worked here in the Esther Mines 
for seven summers from 1895 to 1901, when I went to work 

for  Romans Photo Co. My bunk was on the southeast cor-
ner. . . . Few [years] after I quit the mine shut down and this 
was all that was left of the cabin. . . . After picking up Uncle 
Tom’s broadax that belonged to Grandpa Denny we beat it 
down to the first crossing where we [camped] for the night. 
The broadax was the one used to hew the timbers for the fort 
at foot of Cherry St. during Indian War of 1856.

Lindsley often mentioned his grandfather’s broadax 
during the many lantern slide shows he gave on the 
topic of pioneer days in early Seattle: “Grandpa had 

[the broadax] up at the mine where we used it to cut tim-
bers. It was in the cabin for a good many years. . . . You can 
take and hold [it] up and tap it, and it will ring. If you tap 
a broadax of today there isn’t much ring to it.” A broadax 
without a ring to it is not tempered correctly, according to 
Denny’s pioneer-trained grandson.

The reverberation of David T. Denny’s broadax striking 
against old growth firs and cedars along the shores of Elliott 
Bay had far-reaching effects. A single, worn ax head repre-
sents so much of early Puget Sound history, from the hewing 
of rough timbers for construction and commerce to camping 
and mining in the Cascade Mountains. Denny’s old ax, car-
ried home by a respectful grandson from the heights of the 
mountain wilderness, came to rest in Seattle’s Museum of 
History & Industry, where its contributions can be noted and 
appreciated time and again.H

Chery Kinnick is a public services coordinator in the Special Collections 
Division at the University of Washington Libraries. Her article, “Lawrence 
Denny Lindsley: Curator of Nature’s Great Art Gallery,” appeared in the 
Summer 2013 issue of COLUMBIA. 

Scoop & Slade

O
ne of the greatest duos in the history of the United States 
Senate was “Scoop and Maggie”—Democrats Henry M. Jack-
son and Warren Magnuson. Together they represented the 
state of Washington from Jackson’s election to the Senate in 
1954 until Magnuson’s defeat in 1980. Oddly enough, in the 

two and a half years after Magnuson lost to Republican Slade Gorton, a close 
and important friendship developed between Gorton and “Scoop” Jackson. 

Gorton and Jackson first became 
acquainted in the early 1960s when 
Gorton was a young Republican state 
representative and an attorney at the 
Seattle firm of Little, Gandy, Stephan, 
Palmer, and Slemmons. Gorton rep-
resented Greenacres, Inc., a forestry 
investment firm owned by Seattle 
native Michael Lazara. Lazara had 

purchased antique Valentine land 
scrip, a 19th-century government-
issued certificate for western land that 
often had gone to war veterans as com-
pensation for their service. The trouble 
with Lazara’s effort to acquire scrip 
lands was that the Taylor Grazing Act 
of 1934 had reclassified extensive scrip 
lands as grazing areas, and those lands 

could only be redeemed with scrip by 
permission of the Interior Department. 
An additional law in 1955 diminished 
the pool of usable scrip by requiring 
scrip holders to register their land 
within a designated time period. Due to 
further pending legislation throughout 
the early 1960s, Lazara’s 1961 applica-
tion for scrip lands was held up in an 
Interior Department stalemate. 

Gorton became Lazara’s lobbyist as 
Congress considered new scrip laws. 
At least twice, Gorton testified before 

ABOVE LEFT: Rifle in 
hand, Lawrence Denny 

Lindsley stands on 
what remained of the 

Esther Mines cabin 
near Snoqualmie Pass 

in September 1921. 
The Four Brothers 

peaks rise in the 
background. When 

Lindsley was elderly, 
he recalled how the 

wind would play “deep 
organ music” as it 

rushed through the 
gaps of the four peaks. 

ABOVE RIGHT: On 
the back of this photo 

Lawrence Lindsley 
penned some notes 

about the history 
of the cabin and his 

grandfather’s  
broadax.

By Hans Zeiger

Partners in the Senate

Senators Henry M. Jackson and Slade 
Gorton host a troop of Boy Scouts at the 

US Capitol on July 23, 1981.
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Jackson’s Committee on Interior and 
Insular Affairs. This became Gorton’s 
first real acquaintance with Jackson, 
and he was impressed:

What I really remember about it is that on 
the two or three occasions when I testified, 
most of the time Scoop was the only one 
there. It wasn’t a big deal, and nobody 
else showed up. I remembered that when 
I was on the other side of the dais and 
sometimes I’d go into these hearings just so 
these poor people who’d spent all the time 
preparing for this would know that more 
than one senator was paying any kind of 
attention to what they did! But Scoop was 
out-of-his-way gracious in those things, 
and extremely impressive.

Jackson ultimately introduced Sen-
ate Bill 231 to amend the 1964 act. The 
amendment captured the attention of 
Secretary of the Interior Stewart Udall. 
Udall wrote to Jackson on September 9 
that even if Congress didn’t amend the 
1964 Scrip Act, the Interior Depart-
ment would offer scrip lands somewhere 
between fair market value and 10 per-
cent above fair market value. Green-
acres was satisfied with Udall’s resolu-
tion. Udall approved the Greenacres 
scrip claim in February 1966.

Gorton wrote to Jackson at that 
time, thanking him for his advocacy 
and expressing his regard both for Jack-
son and for the US Senate. “One of the 
great pleasures of this long campaign 
has been the chance to meet you and 
to get firsthand experience into your 
operations and that of your committee. 
I can only say that I have been most 
favorably impressed and hope that we 
will be able to meet again soon.” In 
another letter that week to Jerry Verk-
ler, the staff director for the Committee 
on Interior and Insular Affairs, Gorton 
wrote that his experience working with 
the committee “has made me appreciate 
the entire system and the way it works 
far more than I could have without hav-
ing experienced both the frustrations 
and triumphs of the last five years.”

G
orton rose to become 
majority leader of the 
Washington State House 
of Representatives in 1967, 
which positioned him well 

for statewide elected office. When Demo-
crat Attorney General John J. O’Connell 
challenged Republican Governor Dan 
Evans in the 1968 election, Gorton 
sought the attorney general’s office. He 
won and served for the next 12 years, 

arguing 14 cases before the United States 
Supreme Court, representing Washing-
ton in the famous Native American fish-
ing rights case known as the “Boldt Deci-
sion,” and suing Major League Baseball 
for breach of contract after the Seattle 
Pilots left town in 1969.

Jackson’s Republican rival in the 
1970 election was State Representative 
Charlie Ellicker of Bainbridge Island. 
Sometime just before the election, KCTS 
television invited Senate candidates to 
present their message in 30 seconds of 
free airtime, including an introduction. 
Ellicker asked Attorney General Gor-
ton to introduce him. “I didn’t want to,” 
recalled Gorton, “but I did. All I said was, 
‘This is a great guy, and he’d make a great 
United States senator.’”

Ellicker received 16 percent of 
the vote on election day. Despite the 
insignificance of Gorton’s introduc-
tion for Ellicker, Jackson apparently 
took note of that gesture and shunned 
Gorton: “Scoop was angry that I had 
done that. And we went most of the 
next [10] years without having any 
relationship at all, which was a real 
disappointment to me.”

For the next decade, when Gorton 
was visiting Washington, DC, he spent 
far more time paying courtesy calls to 
Magnuson than to Jackson. “Magnu-
son was always gracious when I went to 
Washington, DC, . . . he’d always make 
time to have a chat.” 

In the years after his first experience 
with the Senate in Jackson’s subcommit-
tee hearing room, Gorton thought more 
and more about the prospect of becoming 
a senator himself. He thought of running 
for the Senate in 1976 should Jackson 
decline reelection or win the Democratic 
presidential nomination. Jackson stayed 
in the race and won 75 percent of the 
vote. When it came to Gorton’s choice 
about which giant of the Senate to slay, 

there was little question that Magnuson 
was the more vulnerable. 

When Gorton challenged Magnu-
son in 1980, his campaign message was 
carefully calculated to honor the state’s 
senior senator for his past service while 
making the case for fresh blood. Mag-
nuson had had his day, but now he was 
too old—and increasingly ineffective. 

The results came early on election 
night, and it was good news for Wash-
ington state Republicans all around. 
Ronald Reagan included Washington 
in his column, John Spellman won the 
governor’s mansion, and Slade Gorton 
defeated Warren Magnuson. Minutes 
after Gorton learned of his victory, he 
took a congratulatory call from Jackson. 
“And not only did he congratulate me, 
he said, ‘Can we get together for lunch 
next week?’” So ended the decade of 
distance between Jackson and Gorton. 

After Gorton was sworn in, Jackson 
hosted a reception for his new fellow 
senator. In his thank you note to Jack-
son, Gorton wrote about his family’s 
newfound appreciation for Jackson. 
“You made great fans out of all of them,” 
he wrote, adding, “I’m delighted to have 
you as my senior colleague and look 
forward to working together construc-
tively for a long time in the future.” 

T
wo things made the per-
sonal relationship between 
Gorton and Jackson stron-
ger than the more famous 
partnership between Mag-

nuson and Jackson. The first factor 
that strengthened the friendship was, 
ironically, their party difference. “My ob-
servation of the Senate in general is that 
very frequently the two senators from the 
same state get along better when they’re 
from opposite parties,” Gorton said, “sim-
ply because they don’t share constituen-
cies, to a great deal. They aren’t both sort 
of maneuvering to be the number one guy 
in the party when they’re home.”

Much as Scoop and Maggie were 
a political team, their competition for 

distinction in the state, their styles, and 
even their political orientations some-
times created a subtle conflict. “And there 
was certainly a rivalry there,” in Gorton’s 
assessment. “I probably got along with 
Jackson better than he got along with 

Maggie. Now, it wouldn’t have been as 
close, because they were together all the 
time and . . . always the honorary cam-
paign chairman for one another, but their 
views on things and their personalities 
were radically different.”

The second thing that made Jack-
son and Gorton good friends was their 
similar styles. Both were interested in 
the nuances of policy, both had been 
trained and began their careers in the 
law, and both were deeply read. “And 
I was much closer to Jackson in that, 
more academic I guess one could say, 
more interested in ideas. So it was a 
great relationship.” 

In the Senate, Jackson regularly 
passed along books, articles, and lists of 
readings to Gorton. Sometimes Jackson 
would emphasize the importance of read-
ing selections by giving them directly to 
Gorton’s wife Sally. On occasion, Jack-
son took Sally Gorton to lunch in the 
Senate dining room. Sally Gorton and 
Jackson’s wife Helen quickly struck up a 
friendship of their own.

The legislative partnership of the 
two Senators was most notable on Jack-
son’s Boeing 747 amendment to the 
1982 defense bill and Gorton’s Shipping 
Act of 1983, both of which concerned 
Washington state interests. The 1982 
defense bill included a $17.3 billion pro-
curement allowance for the Air Force, 
including a multi-billion-dollar alloca-
tion for new Lockheed C-5 Transports. 
Jackson, with Gorton’s close collabora-
tion, proposed an amendment to strike 
the C-5 section entirely and instead 
allocate $350 million for the “procure-
ment of the most cost-effective com-
mercial wide-body cargo aircraft.” In 
other words, commercially pre-owned 
Boeing 747s could save the country 
money—up to $6 billion—in a time of 
economic hardship.

The proposal was controversial. 
“The whole establishment was against 
us,” Gorton recalled. Democratic sena-
tor Sam Nunn of Georgia, a member 
of the Armed Services Committee, led 
the fight for the C-5 program. Accord-
ing to an April 16, 1982, article in the 
Washington Post, the program would 
create 8,500 jobs at Lockheed’s Mari-
etta plant. In January, Secretary of 
Defense Caspar Weinberger decided 
against the 747 concept. 

Jackson stated his request for an 
explanation of Weinberger’s decision at 
an Armed Services Committee hearing 
on February 22. Weinberger wrote to 
Jackson the following week that the C-5 
had superior military capability, easier 
loading capacity, more troop space, and 
superior air refueling capability. Jackson 
was not persuaded. “I am disturbed by the 
methodology by which the department 
arrived at its decision,” Jackson replied 
on March 19. That same day, at a hearing 
of the Armed Services Subcommittee on 
Sea Power and Force Projection, Jackson 
raised a lengthy list of questions about 
the C-5 proposal. 

Jackson, Gorton, and the power-
ful Boeing lobby lined up a coalition 
behind the 747 program. Bankers, 

LEFT: Henry M. Jackson and Warren 
Magnuson—known to many as “Scoop 
and Maggie”—served Washington 
together in the US Senate for 27 years. 

FACING PAGE: Slade Gorton, 1969,  
during his tenure as Washington’s 
attorney general. 

When Gorton challenged Magnuson in 1980, his campaign message was carefully calculated 
to honor the senior senator for his past service while making the case for fresh blood.
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airplane manufacturing subcontractors, 
and airlines joined. For Boeing, the 
legislation meant a major boost after a 
significant decline in domestic orders. 
For the military and for the taxpayers, 
it was a win-win situation. “For haul-
ing oversize and bulk cargo, commer-
cial wide-body cargo aircraft are less 
costly to buy, less costly to operate, less 
costly to maintain, more reliable, more 
capable, and immediately available,” 
Jackson argued on the floor of the Sen-
ate on May 13. 

Thanks to Jackson’s political talent 
and Gorton’s assistance, the amend-
ment passed on May 13, 60–39. A 
few weeks later, Lockheed advo-
cates renewed their campaign for 
a more modest allocation of $97.7 
million for the C-5. The Senate 

Defense Appropriation Subcommit-
tee rejected the reprogramming pro-
posal. Constituents wrote letters of 
thanks to their senators for the suc-
cessful passage of the 747 amendment. 
One letter to Jackson attesting to 
the superiority of the 747 came from 
a Boeing manufacturing supervisor, 
Air Force veteran, and “a somewhat 
conservative taxpayer” who “must 
demand from every dollar of our 
Defense Budget, a dollar’s worth of 
return on my expenditure.” Said Gor-
ton, “That was [the] first, almost equal 
partnership we had on a major issue 
in the time I was there, and it was all 
kinds of fun, between his reputation 
and authority in the field of defense 
and my being one of the new major-
ity—and pretty outspoken.”

Still, the Pentagon was stubborn. 
Secretary Weinberger was slow in get-
ting started with the 747 program. 
Finally, on May 2, 1983, Weinberger 
gave in. As a preliminary step, he agreed 
to buy and test three used 747s. Gorton 
said in a press statement that the agree-
ment was “less than we had hoped for. 
But, now the military will be able to see 
firsthand how useful the 747 can be in 
transporting cargo.”

Apparently hoping to exploit Jack-
son’s advancing age—as Gorton had 
beaten the elderly Magnuson two 
years earlier—36-year-old Seattle City 
Attorney Doug Jewett challenged 
Jackson in 1982. Backed by a quarter 
million dollars from the Republican 

Senatorial Campaign Commit-
tee, Jewett ran attack ads align-

ing Jackson with unemploy-
ment and the global nuclear 
problem. The ads backfired, 
making Jewett look des-
perate and ungrateful to 
an elder statesman. Mean-
while, Jackson had more 

resources than he needed; 
his campaign raised $2 mil-

lion by election day and cruised 
to an easy victory. 

Gorton was hardly mentioned in 
press coverage of the 1982 campaign. 
And it was a good thing too. Gorton 
was a close friend of Jewett’s, but his 
friendship with Jackson was not a thing 
to be played with. Gorton made several 
obligatory appearances at Jewett rallies, 
but “selfishly, I was very fortunate that 
it wasn’t a real campaign.” Even so, the 
campaigning that year was “uncomfort-
able” for Gorton. However, Jackson 
didn’t seem bothered by his colleague’s 
partisanship this time.

A
s a freshman  mem-
ber of the Senate Com-
merce Committee, Gor-
ton was last in line when 
it came to subcommit-

tee picks. Only one remained: the 
Merchant Marine Subcommittee. “So 
I took it—without any background 
in merchant marine at all, or any 
great interest in the subject.” Gorton 

spent the next two years learning 
everything he could about it, and by 
1982 he was ready to push for passage 
of major revisions to the US Code on 
Merchant Marine Law. 

Gorton’s Shipping Act of 1982, 
Senate Bill 1593, would allow ocean 
common carriers to fix shipping rates 
in order to allow US flag carriers to bet-
ter compete with foreign competitors. 
Price fixing was the norm of global ship-
ping. In exchange for allowing carriers 
to fix their rates, Congress would cut 
subsidies to shipping lines. Opponents 
claimed that price fixing would raise 
prices for consumers. The bill died after 

Ohio Democrat Howard Metzenbaum 
threatened a filibuster.

Gorton reintroduced the bill as 
Senate Bill 47 in the Commerce Com-
mittee in 1983, where it passed unani-
mously. Gorton’s coalition included 
various shipping-related groups, the 
Port of Seattle, the freight forwarders, 
and the Northwest Horticulture Asso-
ciation. With help from Jackson, the 
bill passed through Congress in March 
1983. It was the first major legislation 
Gordon shepherded into law.

Though Jackson and Gorton voted 
quite differently on domestic issues, they 
agreed most of the time on foreign policy. 

Jackson was so focused on foreign policy 
that he rarely spoke up about domestic 
matters. So it was in July, two and a half 
years into their partnership, that Gorton 
and Jackson spoke on opposite sides of 
an issue for the first time. Afterwards, 
Gorton went to Jackson’s desk and said, 
“‘Scoop, do you realize that that last 
little amendment was the first time you 
and I ever spoke on opposite sides of the 
same issue?’ And he just leaned back and 
laughed.” Shortly after that, the Senate 
adjourned for its August recess. 

Jackson never returned to the 
Senate. On the morning of Septem-
ber 1, Gorton took a call from Jack-
son, freshly returned from a visit  

 to Asia. “We had a nice, substan-
tive conversation,” Gorton recalled. 
That night, Jackson died suddenly of a 
heart attack. 

“It’s hard for me to say that I ever had 
a better relationship with any other sena-
tor than with Scoop,” said Gorton. Yet 
Gorton is careful to distinguish between 
friendship and mentorship. It was Repub-
licans Howard Baker (Tennessee) and 
Mark Hatfield (Oregon) who became 
Gorton’s “absolute role models of what a 
senator ought to look like and act like.” 
Jackson “became a very close friend. But 
I can’t say that he was a mentor. There 
would be too many differences between 
us to fall into that category.”

While Gorton and Jackson were very 
much their own men with their own 
policy views, on opposite sides of the 
partisan aisle, they were able to form a 
deep friendship and working partner-
ship during their two and a half years 
together as Washington’s senators. This 
partnership may not have been as long 
or fruitful as that of Scoop and Maggie, 
but it demonstrates the possibilities of 
genuine friendship and real bipartisan-
ship in American politics.❧

Hans Zeiger is an author and local historian 
from Puyallup. He currently serves as state 
representative for the 25th Legislative District. 

Campaign 
materials for 

Washington State 
Attorney General 

Slade Gorton’s 
1980 US Senate 

campaign. Gorton 
prevailed over 36-

year incumbent 
Warren Magnuson 

and went on to 
serve three terms.

FACING PAGE: 
Sally and Slade 

Gorton with 
“Scoop” and 

Helen Jackson, 
April 21, 1982.

It was in July 1983, two and a half years into their partnership in the Senate, that Gorton and 
Jackson spoke on opposite sides of an issue for the first time.
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Zoe  
Kincaid

T
he life of a young Pacific Northwest journalist took 
an unexpected turn early in the 20th century when 
she accepted a position on the faculty of the Tokyo 
Foreign School. At first a teacher in Japan, she soon 
resumed her earlier profession as a journalist and 
eventually became a highly regarded author and 

authority on Japanese theater. At the height of her career 
Zoe Kincaid brought to Western audiences an understanding 
and appreciation of Kabuki theater, Noh musical drama, and 
Bunraku puppetry through performance reviews, lectures, 
news and magazine articles, and books—all to much acclaim. 
Writing in the New York Times in 1926, esteemed art and lit-
erary critic Charles DeKay called Kincaid’s first book, Kabuki: 
The Popular Stage of Japan, “a much needed and very impor-
tant history of the popular Japanese stage. . . . As a journalist 
in [Tokyo] and theatrical critic of long standing, acquainted 
with actors of note, Miss Kincaid introduces us to the theater 
of Nippon. . . .”

So how did Kincaid—who once claimed, “The gospel of the 
home is the truest religion for women”—come to embrace the 
path of a career-minded professional, winning international 
admiration while living abroad and engaging a foreign culture 
with understanding, insight, and appreciation? To fully under-
stand that remarkable transformation from Western provincial 
life to full immersion in the world of Japanese art and drama, 
we must first look to her life in the young town of Seattle at 
the turn of the 20th century.

Chronicles of the West

Born in Peterborough, Ontario, in 1878, Zoe Kincaid came to 
Washington with her family in 1894 and entered the Univer-
sity of Washington in 1897. There she served as founding edi-
tor of the campus yearbook, the Tyee, as well as literary editor 
of the student newspaper, the Pacific Wave. After graduation 
Kincaid began to write for local papers, including Seattle’s Post-

Intelligencer and Mail and Herald. Like other women reporters 
of the day, whose opportunities were limited to presenting 
society news or cultural affairs, Kincaid started out describing 
weddings and other social events, eventually becoming the first 
female society editor in Seattle. She also worked as a drama 
editor, a post that presaged her future work in Japan.

By 1905 Kincaid had become a regular contributor to The 
Westerner, a new monthly magazine founded by former Seattle 
Mail and Herald editor Edgar Hampton. Published under her 
own name, these pieces extended her reporting to a range of 
human interest topics focusing on life in the Pacific Northwest. 
Often these essays took the reader on adventures that high-
lighted the natural wonders of the Evergreen State, with occa-
sional vignettes of quaint white settlers and Native Americans 
that emphasized local color. Though Kincaid was no “stunt girl 
reporter” producing sensational accounts of daring exploits 
designed to elicit wonder and admiration, she was adventurous 
and observant. She took to heart the counsel she gave her read-
ers, that to appreciate the beauty and variety of Washington 
scenery it was necessary to be a person of the out-of-doors. Kin-
caid called women as well as men to exploration, for “a western 
woman’s love of adventure takes her into the hills.” Capable, 
assured, and game, Kincaid exemplified a particularly western 
version of the early 20th-century “New Woman.”

The titles of her articles in The Westerner beckoned the reader 
on to adventure: “Wilds of the West,” “To Tatoosh in a Canoe,” 
“Out in the Open,” “In the High Places,” “Over the Long Okan-
ogan Trail.” Especially in the early months of her writing for The 
Westerner, Kincaid waxed rhapsodic about the region’s scenic 
grandeur. In the December 1905 issue she wrote: 

Puget Sound, with its shores of green enchantment, is a never-
failing source of inspiration to those who live by it. Scarcely 
ruffled by the wind are its bays and harbors. Towards sunset its 
peaceful surface reflects the iris tints of the West. On a day of 
sunshine, the waves break on the beach as clear as green glasses, 
and again, the wide expanse of the sound mirrors with exactness 
the blue sky with its piles of soft, white clouds. Above the cliffs 
rise the foot hills [sic] and mountains which encircle the emerald 
valleys, and land locked [sic] sea.

One may perhaps see in this purple prose the influence of 
Ella Higginson, the future poet laureate of Washington, who 
was literary editor of The Westerner until 1906. There is no 
evidence that Higginson served as Kincaid’s ongoing mentor, 
and Kincaid’s Westerner prose gradually became less flowery as 
she increasingly focused on narrative. 

K
incaid was, like her editor Edgar Hampton, an early 
member of The Mountaineers and no stranger to trail 
and campground. She took many trips to the Olympic 
Mountains that supplied interesting vignettes for 
Westerner readers, some clothed in the guise of fiction. 
An August 1905 piece, “The Schoolteacher on the 

Frontier: Through Washington Forests from Hood’s Canal to 
Lake Cushman in a Stage Coach,” describes life in the back-
country through the fictional experience of a tenderfoot eastern 
schoolmarm journeying to her new post on the Olympic Penin-
sula. “Beyond the Boundary” (October 1905) tells the tale of two 
woodsmen, a hunter and his guide, as they make their way deep 
into the forest. Kincaid writes of the men’s obliviousness to the 
panoply of life all around them with considerable detail, as befits 
the sister of Trevor Kincaid, the founder of the Department of 
Zoology at the University of Washington:

With careless feet the travelers crushed the pink fungi, growing 
among the stretches of moss. Unheeded were the tapestries of rich-
est coloring in the lichens. Their eyes did not seek out the shades 
of brown and yellow in the fungus on the crumbling log, nor the 
prostrate length of a big tree which nature had clothed in moss and 
vines and clumps of orchids until it was a garden in itself.

Peopling many of her accounts are pioneers of various 
kinds, and the frontier is a constantly recurring theme in 
these writings. Northwestern Washington, for example, is 
described as “the last frontier of the country.” But as Frederick 
Jackson Turner had noted a decade before, the day of the fron-
tier was essentially past. By 1906, when Kincaid wrote of a 
steamer trip to Seward, Alaska, the Northern Pacific Railroad 
was advertising the voyage as a tourist trip so popular that sev-
eral competing steamship lines were “filled largely with sight-
seers from all over the world.” The readers of The Westerner 
were not the self-reliant homesteader, the picturesque whaler, 

A Western Journalist  
Discovers Japan

By LINDA TERESA DI BIASE
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This photograph of Zoe Kincaid in later life was taken by a 
Japanese newspaper, the Osaka Sun. “It’s not very flattering ,” 
wrote Kincaid to her niece, “but it is a glimpse of the real ‘me’ 
and my upstairs sitting-room.”

Kincaid was a frequent contributor to The Westerner. Like the 
woman pictured on the cover, Kincaid enjoyed the outdoors. She 
was an active member of The Mountaineers.
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or the fur trapper-cum-river boatman, all of whom make their 
appearance in Kincaid’s pieces. Rather, they were more likely 
to be the Seattle city dweller whom, in a July 1905 Westerner 
article, Kincaid tried to entice into summer sojourns, perhaps 
to live in a bungalow “half hidden 
by firs, and but a short distance from 
the salt water,” where one’s children 
“grow straight as pines, learned in 
water craft, and wood lore.”

If Kincaid chronicled the pass-
ing of pioneer days in Washington, 
there was another disappearing way of life that also claimed 
her attention. In 1904, only a year before The Westerner began 
publication, Seattle photographer Edward S. Curtis had made 
his iconic image, “The Vanishing Race,” the title of which 
reflected the accepted wisdom of the Anglo supplanters, that 
the American Indians’ days were numbered as white diseases 
wreaked their devastation on tribe after tribe. While Ella Hig-
ginson wrote of Native Americans with a mournful roman-
ticism in The Vanishing Race and Other Poems—“So mutely, 
uncomplainingly, they go!/ How shall it be with us when they 
are gone/ When they are but a mem’ry and a name?”—Kin-
caid only hinted of their expected fate as she described their 
prowess on land and sea in various articles. 

W
hether it be the vanishing ways of the original In-
dian inhabitant or the supplanting homesteader, 
one cannot fail to see the irony of chronicling 
the disappearing frontier in a publication like The 
Westerner, riddled as it was with advertisements 
for real estate, mining, and other investments. 

Kincaid is generally mute on this score, but in the final col-
umn she penned for The Westerner in April 1908, she decried 
the devastation of the forests she loved:

The murdering of the forest goes on each day, and the people 
who dwell in the shadow of the great timber take it as a matter of 
course. Great trees that were once the landmarks in the country 
for many miles are left with mutilated stumps. Through the dense 
growth of firs and hemlocks, the columns rising lofty and smooth 
as cathedral pillars, the traveler often comes upon a blasted, 
blackened area, which means the activity of the lumberman.

As much as she mourned a “wholesale and unnecessary 
slaughter,” Kincaid stopped short of advocating absolute 
preservation, a position that would hardly be consonant 
with the tone of the magazine that employed her. “This 

invasion of the donkey engine into the primeval forest, and 
the devastation that follows, we recognize as necessary that 
houses may be built, and new cities stretch out for more 
territory,” she conceded. Rather than the wilderness ethic 

of John Muir, Kincaid supported 
the conservation ethic of Gifford 
Pinchot, at the time chief of the 
United States Forest Service. In 
the same article she editorialized 
on the value of native plants in 
beautifying the landscape of the 

settlements for which the forests had been cut:

Some day a great cry will go up to preserve the Western forests, 
as there has been raised in the Eastern states at the present. 
Then people will be more mindful to keep untouched the forest 
reserves; to aid the second plantation of trees to grow, when 
they spring up after the big patriarchs have been laid prostrate; 
[and] to save for decoration the rhododendrons, the spiraea 
and flowering currant shrubs, the young maples and alders and 
dogwoods that grow so abundantly on wild land. . . .

Zoe Kincaid, who had long been an accomplished journal-
ist chronicling life in the Pacific Northwest, clearly became 
a champion for the preservation of the unique environment 
and culture of the West. While there is little evidence in her 
life or writings that might foreshadow the transformation to 
come, or reveal her motives, we can certainly speculate that 
Kincaid’s adventurous streak and her keen intellect fueled 
what eventually became her all-encompassing vision to bring 
the culture of East Asia to the West.

An Unexpected Journey 

In all the time that Kincaid was pursuing her journalism 
career, she had not lost touch with her alma mater. In March 
1908 she was elected president of the newly formed University 
of Washington Alumnae Association. Its first project was to 
assist Dean of Women Annie Howard in fund-raising for the 
Woman’s Building that was proposed for the 1909 Alaska-
Yukon-Pacific Exposition (AYPE). After the world’s fair, which 
was to be held on the University of Washington campus, the 
building was to be turned over to the women students. How-
ever, Kincaid’s tenure as alumnae association president did not 
last even to the opening of the exposition. In April 1908 she 
was invited by Martha S. Hansee, who had preceded Howard 
as dean of women and was now teaching English in Japan, to 
join her at the Tokyo Foreign School. 

Ever the adventurer, Kincaid said “yes” without hesitation. 
Her brother, Trevor, was already in Japan, investigating a way 
to halt the devastation of gypsy moths, which were damaging 
the forests of New England and might spread to other parts 
of North America, including the Pacific Northwest. The sci-
entist was impressed with Japanese culture, particularly the 
decorative arts, and it is not difficult to imagine that he shared 
his enthusiasm in letters home to his family. But while Trevor 
Kincaid left Japan before the year was out, never to return, 
his sister’s decision had more lasting consequences. She went 
on to spend more than three decades in Asia, and even after 
war forced her return to the United States, her orientation 
remained toward the East.

While there is little evidence of Kincaid’s interest in Japan 
prior to her acceptance of Hansee’s offer, one of her human 
interest stories in The Westerner (November 1907) was 
entitled “A Japanese Girl’s Wedding,” which endeavored to 
depict the feelings and experience of a “picture bride” enter-
ing the country to marry a man she had wed in proxy in her 
homeland but had never actually met. In describing the wed-
ding of two brides on arrival in Seattle, Kincaid avoids any 
mention of the Gentlemen’s Agreement negotiated earlier 
that year between Japan and the United States which effec-
tively ended Japanese immigration except in cases such as the 
reuniting of families. Kincaid writes in a manner sympathetic 
to the “brave little women” who journey far across the sea to 
an unknown husband and land, while her only direct com-
ment on the practice is limited to a single sentence: “These 
proxy and Japanese marriages are certainly a romantic and 
picturesque side of the immigration question, and they have 
a pathos as well.”

T
hough Kincaid may have been silent on the politics 
of Asian immigration, other writers in The West-
erner vigorously espoused the position of Pacific 
Coast industrialists who looked to Asia as a source 
of labor and, especially in the case of Japan, as a 
market for American products. In the same issue 

in which Kincaid’s picture bride article appeared, Daniel 
Lincoln Pratt, managing editor of The Ranch, a Wenatchee 
periodical that occasionally published Kincaid’s work, ar-
gued for “The Need of Oriental Labor in the Northwest,” 
asserting, “The truth that Oriental labor has become a 
necessary thread in the Northwestern industrial fabric is 
too manifest to be avoided.” Elsewhere Fitzherbert Leather, 
editor of the American-Asiatic Journal of Commerce, wrote on 
“The Significance of Oriental Commerce.” 

Seattle aspired to be the hub of this commerce, touting 
itself as “the gateway to the Orient.” By the time Martha 
Hansee asked Kincaid to come to Japan, Asian countries 
had become the Port of Seattle’s most important customers, 
thanks in part to transportation links that had been forged 
between the Northern Pacific Railway and one of Japan’s 
leading steamship companies. While Kincaid had written 
about the disappearing frontier in a nostalgic way in The 

Westerner, the frontier had in fact expanded beyond the 
ocean to encompass the Pacific—as historian Gail Nomura 
states, “The Far East became the Far West.”

In Seattle, as elsewhere in America, Japan in particular was 
held up as a progressive, enterprising nation; one popular book 
of the day even called its people “the Yankees of the East.” Nev-
ertheless there was a profound contradiction represented by 
the admiration of Japan as a rising power on the one hand, and 
the widespread prejudice against “the yellow races,” especially 

on the West Coast. Only a few months before the opening of 
the AYPE, a bill intended to assert the new stature of Seattle 
and the Northwest in “the Pacific era” had been proposed in 
the Washington State Legislature to require Japanese visitors 
attending the exposition to post a bond for their return to 
Japan. Though it was ultimately tabled owing to pressure from 
the business community, the bill—juxtaposed with the honor 
that Japan actually was accorded at the event, even to its 

Kincaid exemplified a particularly 
western version of the early  

20th-century “New Woman.”
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Kincaid (left) shown touring Japan in 1908 with Caroline 
Ober, a University of Washington language professor who had 
recommended her for a teaching position in Tokyo.
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representation on the AYPE seal—demonstrates the paradox 
of Asian American relations in the early 20th century.

For Kincaid such contradictions were of little import com-
pared to the opportunity of living and working overseas. She 
confided her excitement to Caroline Ober, one of her former 
University of Washington instructors and a friend of Martha 
Hansee’s. In June 1908 Kincaid set sail on the SS Minnesota to 
Yokohama accompanied by Ober, who had already made one 
trip to Japan. Hansee welcomed them in Tokyo, and Kincaid 
remained with her while Ober continued her travels. During 
the months that followed, Kincaid taught at the Tokyo For-
eign School, which educated children of Western diplomats 
and professors, and at some point began to teach English to 
Japanese students. 

Through Hansee, Kincaid began to make contacts that 
enabled her to take up her journalistic career once again in 
service of the small but growing expatriate community as well 
as commercial interests back home. In a December 1908 let-
ter to longtime friend Edmond Meany, Hansee gave a picture 
of how these influential networks likely developed:

My hours not employed in teaching are filled with visiting 
interesting places and meeting interesting people. We have 
important social events at the rate of two a week. For in-
stance, Reception to the officers of the American Fleet, at the 
American Embassy; Military Review before the Emperor on 
his birthday; British Embassy Garden Party; Imperial Gar-
den Party; Garden Party at Count Okuma’s. You may know 
that the Count is the W[illiam] J[ennings] Bryan of Japan. 
He and Prince Ito are the two leading statesmen. I mention 
these social events as examples. We enjoy them very much. It 
is such a new pleasure to witness the ceremonies of a foreign 
land, and to be identified with them.

Kincaid’s alma mater also figured in the occasional social 
event. Contemporary photographs show her with the Uni-
versity of Washington baseball team, which played against 
Japanese collegiate teams in 1908, the first American uni-
versity to do so. 

I
n keeping with her reputation among family and friends 
as someone intent on “making things happen,” Kincaid 
succeeded in parlaying her experience as a journalist to 
become coeditor of a new English language monthly, The 
Japan Magazine. A February 10, 1910, article in the Seattle 
Daily Times announcing the debut of the publication epito-

mized the “local girl makes good” theme. The headline, “Seattle 
Woman Gains Fame in Distant Nippon,” is directly followed 
by the boast, “Miss Zoe Kincaid Founds ‘The Japan Magazine’, 
Which Outranks the Most Pretentious Ever Issued in Orient,” 
an ironic claim indeed for a fledgling periodical. The writer goes 
on to paint the picture of a woman who, as a successful educa-
tor in Japan, had “never considered” resuming her journalistic 
career, but once persuaded of the need for a publication to pres-
ent Japan’s progress to the English-speaking world, overcame all 
obstacles to bring the periodical to light. 

The true story was probably less dramatic. Like as not, Kin-
caid knew she lacked her mentor Martha Hansee’s passion for 
teaching and was eager for a new challenge that better utilized 
her skills. By October 1909 she was reporting in a letter to a 
friend that she had attended an affair hosted by Ito Hirobumi 
(the same “Prince Ito” mentioned earlier by Hansee) for the 
recently organized International Press Association of Japan, 
membership of which was essential for foreign journalists to 
be accredited by the Japanese government and given the right 
to file dispatches abroad.

Although it was the official organ of the Tokyo Industrial 
Association, The Japan Magazine published a range of articles 
and literary pieces by Japanese and Anglo-American authors 
that gave its readers insight into Japanese life and culture. As 
befit a former member of The Mountaineers, Kincaid wrote 

her first article on a scientific expedition at the summit of 
Mount Fuji by a Japanese meteorologist. Kincaid, in keeping 
with her journalistic experience of describing the woman’s 
viewpoint, gave equal attention to the scientist’s wife, who 
had climbed the peak in search 
of her husband after a month had 
passed without his appearance.

Kincaid remained as editor 
of The Japan Magazine for two or 
three years, during which time 
she met and married a British 
expatriate, John L. Penlington, who edited The Japan Adver-
tiser, a newspaper she later joined as staff writer. Meanwhile 
Kincaid, who continued to use her maiden name for her byline, 
sent back to Seattle the occasional human interest story, which 
appeared in The Town Crier and possibly other publications. 
In evidence of her deepening interest in Asian arts, when 
Penlington left the Advertiser to found a new weekly publica-
tion, The Far East, Kincaid became responsible for the sections 
devoted to photography and the arts. The Far East continued 
publication until its offices were destroyed in the devastating 
1923 earthquake.

Kincaid’s “Great Work” 

These activities were not a sufficient outlet for Kincaid’s 
considerable energy. The former Seattleite had discovered 
her passion—Japanese theater—and wanted to make this 
ancient art form known and appreciated in the West. After 
eight years of observation and study of the subject, Kincaid 
began to assemble her notes for eventual publication. But 
rather than merely reiterate historical facts for an English-
speaking audience, Kincaid wished to convey the spirit of the 
art in a way that Western minds could comprehend. In order 
to do this, Kincaid felt she needed to continue her study by 
going to China, where she had previously spent four months, 
long enough to become convinced that the Japanese stage 
owed a large debt to Chinese theater. 

This view was not shared by the leading Japanese stage 
authorities, but Kincaid was undeterred. In a series of letters 
written in 1916 to Edmond Meany, to whom “all ‘old Grads’ 
turn . . . as sunflowers to the sun,” she appealed to her former 
professor for support in accomplishing the “great work” she 
felt led to do. This was no mere academic exercise. By under-
standing the Chinese roots of Japanese theater, the funda-
mental principles of East Asian drama would become clear, 
principles that could revitalize Western drama and even play 
an uplifting role in American civic life: 

I feel so strongly that the clue to the understanding of these 
Eastern stage art principles is in China, and that they are 
in reality what the West is even now seeking to find, what 
is needed to establish the new stage of the West. Therefore I 

write to ask you . . . if you can help 
me to undertake this work. . . . I 
mean, has the University no fund 
for the researches of old Grads 
in foreign fields? . . . The work I 
could accomplish would merely 
be that of a pathfinder, a way for 

other university students who desired to undertake researches in 
this wonderful field that has scarcely been touched—in music, 
the theatre, painting, porcelain, the handicrafts, psychology, 
gymnastics etc., not to forget the old ceremonials and festivals, 
the pageantry of the old East that is so much needed now in 
America for civic education. 

Kincaid’s vision was large, and she wanted the University 
of Washington to be at the center:

I should like to see a centre established for work in Peking. I be-
lieve that specialists will come from Europe and will collaborate 
with those of America in this ancient city of Peking. I believe 
that the University of Washington ought to take a leading part 
in this research work.

M
eany was sympathetic, but Kincaid’s grand vision 
was far beyond the means of an underfunded fledg-
ling institution. Regretfully he responded that “the 
budgets are far behind the actual needs here and 
we are all awaiting a new appropriation in 1917; so 
foreign research has little or no chance.” Kincaid 

replied that she would “possess [herself] in patience and trust 
to the fullness of time,” but her dreams for the university were 
undimmed. Declaring that the University of Washington 
ought to “start the fashion for Orient[al] masques, pageants 
and festivals,” Kincaid envisioned using the Sylvan Theater 
on campus for student-produced performances, along the 
lines of what Indian poet and dramatist Rabindranath Tagore 
had done with his students. She had already written a one-
act Japanese play, The Thousand-Handed Goddess of Mercy, 
and was contemplating a nature play with Puget Sound for 
inspiration. Yet Kincaid wondered if her ideas would find fa-
vor with Henry Suzzallo, the new university president whose 
“watch words seem to be organization and efficiency.” Rue-
fully she asked Meany in a July 28, 1916, letter: 

Kincaid succeeded in parlaying her 
experience as a journalist to become coeditor 

of a new English language monthly.
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Shortly after moving to Japan in 1908, Kincaid (center), a University 
of Washington alumna, was joined by the University of Washington 
baseball team making its inaugural tour of that country.
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Do the students go to the University to be turned out all alike? . . . 
Are all students to become efficient teachers, engineers etc. and 
the artistic part of men and women’s nature either disregarded 
or crushed? I know from my own experience in the University 
and in Seattle there is absolutely no stimulus for souls who wish 
to express themselves in an artistic way. There is to-day [sic] so 
little desire to invest in spiritual matters, and spiritual force is 
something that is either ignored or unrecognized.

It is not clear whether Kincaid managed to continue 
her dramatic studies in China; nevertheless, in 1925 she 
published Kabuki: The Popular Stage of Japan, a handsome 
385-page volume that continues to appear in standard bib-
liographies. Though her main audience was the Western 
reader, Kincaid’s understanding of this art form was also 
recognized by the Japanese, for 
whom she occasionally wrote 
theater reviews. Collaborat-
ing with an English translator, 
in 1928 Kincaid adapted two 
Kabuki plays by Kido Okamoto 
for the American stage, and they 
were subsequently published in the United States by Samuel 
French—The Human Pillar, a Drama in One Act and The 
Mask-Maker, a Drama in Three Acts. 

K
incaid’s efforts to introduce the West to Japanese 
drama probably received financial support from the 
Ministry of Foreign Affairs in Tokyo, which per-
ceived the value of her work as cultural diplomacy. 
Since the late 19th and early 20th centuries, when 
Japan sought to extend its orbit to China and the 

Russian Far East, Japan had been concerned with wooing 
Western opinion. John Penlington was one of several foreign 
journalists whom the Japanese government cultivated, and 
for a time his magazine, The Far East, received a subsidy from 
Japan’s foreign ministry. Perhaps because of her husband’s 
contacts, Kincaid was able to win the support of some of 
Japan’s leading financiers and the cooperation of the foreign 
ministry to further her plan to introduce Noh theatre in the 
United States. With this intent she traveled to America in 
1929, but it is not clear if anything came of her scheme. 

In 1933 Kincaid published her second book, Tokyo 
Vignettes. Accompanied by charming illustrations, these 
glimpses of Japanese life emphasized the picturesque, intro-
ducing Western readers to a range of characters and situa-
tions. The craft that Kincaid honed decades before as a writer 

for The Westerner shines clearly through these pages. Instead 
of the silent Native American guide or grizzled Anglo woods-
man, it is the venerable Shinto priest or popular purveyor of 
folk remedies that now appears. The book found its way to 
library shelves throughout America and Britain, and it was 
routinely given to Westerners with business in Tokyo.

One recipient of Tokyo Vignettes was a young Univer-
sity of Washington graduate named Glenn Baker. He and 
his new bride, Frances Wismer Baker, came to Japan in 
1935, where Glenn planned to teach English while Frances 
pursued a career as an artist. Through mutual friends, Kin-
caid was introduced to the couple, whom she immediately 
invited to a Phi Beta Kappa tea. Kincaid, who had no chil-
dren of her own, took a motherly interest in the pair and 
was mentioned in several of Frances’s letters home. “She 

is a darling, very natural and 
kind—like [her brother, Trevor] 
Kincaid,” reported Frances. 
The young artist advised her 
mother to read Tokyo Vignettes 
in order to understand the land 
where the Bakers now lived. 

As the Bakers had carried a friend’s letter of introduc-
tion to Kincaid when they arrived in Tokyo, so also Frances 
provided her mentor with letters of introduction to take to 
members of the Northwest art community when Kincaid 
traveled to the States in 1936. Among them were two Uni-
versity of Washington art instructors, Ruth Penington and 
Helen Neilson Rhodes, as well as a woman Frances referred 
to as “Gertrude W.,” most likely Gertrude Bass Warner, an 
Asian art enthusiast and founder/director of the University 
of Oregon art museum, which had opened in 1933 to house 
her notable collection. Frances wrote her sister that “Ger-
trude may give [Kincaid] a tea that would help them both,” 
perhaps referring to the fact that Kincaid could enhance 
the reputation of the fledgling museum and Warner advance 
Kincaid’s aims regarding Japanese theater performance in 
the United States.

Kincaid’s 1936 trip to the West Coast may have been occa-
sioned by a collaboration with Florence and Burton James on 
the production of a Japanese play, Chushingura, by the Seattle 
Repertory Playhouse, a project underwritten in part by the 
Japanese government that never bore fruit. While in Seattle, 
Kincaid lectured at the University of Washington and also 
had speaking engagements in Los Angeles and San Fran-
cisco. A Seattle Times article published in June 1936 mentions 
Kincaid in connection with a leading Japanese marionette 

troupe, indicating her expertise extended beyond Kabuki and 
Noh to Bunraku.

Though Kincaid had been widowed for several years and 
was beginning to suffer ill health, she was not ready to slow 
down. The year 1938 found her on a Tokyo-sponsored tour 
of northern China, which had been effectively annexed by 
Japan in 1932. Her report on the improving life of women 
in this war-torn country became part of a series of favorable 
observations by Western journalists who were utilized by 
Japan in its propaganda efforts. Contemporary historians, 
while critical of John Penlington as a man of few principles 
beyond that of feathering his own financial nest—hence his 
readiness to write on behalf of Japanese imperialism—have 
concluded that his wife was a reputable journalist and sin-
cere in her favorable appraisal of Japanese rule. Whether she 
continued to believe this as Japan’s militarism escalated is 
unclear; we only know that in March 1941 Kincaid returned 
to America, taking up residence with her brother and his fam-
ily in Seattle. She died three years later of a ruptured appen-
dix while on a trip to see her sister in Southern California.

Wisdom Unfulfilled

To the end of her life Kincaid persisted in her dream of 
making Americans appreciate the beauty of Japanese culture. 
As a young writer she had been intrigued by the otherness 
represented by Japan and its people, a view shared by many 
educated men and women of her day. But if Kincaid’s initial 

curiosity matured into understanding and appreciation, such 
was not true of the general American populace, especially 
on the West Coast where most Japanese immigrants came 
to live. Kincaid’s writings on Japanese art and drama may 
have found an audience among the more cosmopolitan, but 
Pearl Harbor put an end to any chance of achieving her self-
described “great work” of awakening America to the wisdom 
of the Far East. 

A
s a young reporter Kincaid once ventured that “some 
of the happiest women we know are those who have 
given up careers,” a claim that seems disingenuous 
given the ambition that even then characterized her 
life. Kincaid’s fulfillment lay not in the provincial so-
ciety of a young Seattle but in an ancient land whose 

traditions captivated her. Today Kincaid’s Japanese work is 
being rediscovered by a new generation; the National Gallery 
of Australia, for instance, recently mounted a portrait exhibit 
of Kabuki actors that acknowledges her contributions. With 
the distribution of the exhibit catalog by the University of 
Washington Press, Kincaid’s insights are once again being 
offered to the world. The brash assertion of the 1910 Seattle 
Daily Times reporter, “Seattle Woman Gains Fame in Distant 
Nippon,” may, in some sense, at last be coming true.s

Linda Teresa Di Biase is a librarian responsible for collections develop-
ment at the University of Washington. She is particularly interested 
in western women’s history and has published in a number of history 
journals, including Southern California Quarterly.

AUTHOR’S NOTE: The author wishes to thank Trevor Kincaid’s daugh-
ters, Dorothy Kincaid Stapp and Mary Kincaid Calapp, for generously 
sharing information concerning their aunt.

Kincaid’s fulfillment lay not in the provincial 
society of a young Seattle but in an ancient 

land whose traditions captivated her.
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When this woodblock print of a Kabuki theater was made in the 
1760s, Japan and its performing arts were unknown in the West. 
More than 150 years later, Kincaid wrote the first book on Kabuki 
published in English.
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By Richard Waitt

A
fter weeks of earthquakes and 
a swelling of its north crown, 
Mount St. Helens erupted on 
the sunny morning of May 
18, 1980. The outburst flat-

tened 200 square miles of forest, killed 
57 people, and flooded several valleys. 
Downwind, ash clouds turned bright day 
into dark night. The US Geological Sur-
vey sent many scientists, including me, 
to document volcanic phenomena, assess 
hazards, and learn from the mountain. 
Soon after the big eruption, I encountered 
two people who had narrowly escaped 
a hot ash cloud. Their story added ex-
traordinary details to the hard data we 
scientists were gathering.

I began interviewing many other 
survivors and witnesses—recording in 
detail their observations and adven-
tures. It helped the science and helped 
us understand the mountain. I sought 
out close witnesses, people down-
stream, search-and-rescue teams, peo-
ple far downwind. To work through 
the inexactness and discrepancies that 
often pervade eyewitness accounts, I 

Leslie: The high billowy cloud had 
been far back behind the ridge. It now 
rolled over hill and valley, and so fast, 
the front only 60 feet high. “Dale!” I hol-
lered, “It’s coming fast!”

Brooks: It looked like the ocean roll-
ing, huge and fantastic, following every 
wrinkle in the ground. “We better get the 
hell out of here!” Dale said.

Dale: I jumped in the pickup and 
backed into an old spur but jammed 
against a bank and stuck [truck facing 
east]. “Roll up the windows!” I said. In 
30 seconds the cloud was on us—simul-
taneously a blast of wind, noise, heat, 
and total darkness.

Leslie: When it hit, the right wing 
window broke in. The heat was intense.

Brooks: I wore short sleeves. Pain 
slapped my bare right arm. I stuffed a rag 
into the broken window, but ash blow-
ing through it burned my right arm. The 
pickup rocked like it was balsa.

Dale: We yelled through the roar. 
A sound like large hailstones beat on 
the pickup some minutes. Later I saw 
it melted the pickup’s grille, ripped a 
chrome strip and mirror from the right 
side, and sandblasted the windows.

A minute after it hit, the air lightened 
a little for ten seconds, then total dark-
ness again. I saw no lightning but very 
loud thunder crashed for half an hour.

Brooks: Heat neared the unbearable. 

DARK NOON

Eyewitnesses to 
the Cataclysmic 

Eruption of 
Mount St. Helens

Would the gas tank explode and the 
pickup be our coffin?

Leslie: Ash piled on us. I felt I’d 
suffocate.

Dale: I was choking, the way ammo-
nia shuts your wind off. Dust like talcum 
powder stuck in your mouth and couldn’t 
be spat out. We rinsed our mouths 
with coffee from the thermos. Chunks 
pounded the side and top of the pickup.

Leslie: It hit on the right side five 
minutes. Some was ice, for the wind-
shield felt wet despite the heat. I rubbed 
some of the moisture on my face. The 
noise dropped off. “Let’s drive!” I said.

Dale: I got out and wiped off windows 
and headlights. With headlights I saw 
only a dull glare—barely saw the hood. 
Ash still fell steeply from the south.

Leslie: But the truck was stuck.
Brooks: Worried about a gas tank 

explosion, we left the vehicle. We 
brought the thermos.

Dale: The air was warm. I held a flash-
light low to see the road edge.

Leslie: The ash fell warm. The five 
inches of ash on the ground was hot but 
not scalding. Dale and I had on only ten-
nis shoes and socks.

Dale: Particles peppered hard from 
the southeast. In the dark and blowing 
ash we veered off the road. We came 
to Shultz Creek. I fell into hot mud, 
but Al pulled me out. Beneath a crust 

found another witness, then another. 
And still others.

After more than three decades and 
hundreds of interviews, these stories are 
published in In the Path of Destruction, 
Eyewitness Chronicles of Mount St. Hel-
ens, offering a new glimpse at a defining 
cataclysm in Northwest history. A few 
excerpts from the book follow.


Early on May 18th, Dale and Leslie 
Davis and Albert Brooks rode in a Ford 
pickup truck 13 miles north–northwest 
of Mount St. Helens. They bumped up 
Shultz Creek Road toward a high view 
of the volcano.

Dale: In my old red Ford pickup we 
were showing Al Brooks around and pho-
tographing wildlife. From Winters Moun-
tain, Mount St. Helens looked peaceful.

Leslie: We set a spotting scope on the 
hood to watch the mountain and tried to 
photograph a rare albino deer.

Dale: We drove down to Green River 
and crossed the bridge.

Leslie: Dale was driving, Al on the 
right. The mountain lay behind ridges. 

ABOVE: View east or southeast underneath 
the huge anvil cloud of the eruption, rising 

from the area just devastated by the outburst 
and blowing toward eastern Washington. 

FACING PAGE: View southwest from Bear 
Meadows overlook showing an early stage of 

the eruption, about 8:34 a.m. This scorching 
fast-surge cloud downed forests and killed 

people and animals. Miles farther out it 
enveloped the Davis-Brooks party.
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We’d go to Gilbert Lookout for a view. A 
mile beyond Green River on road 2810 
we drove south through a clear-cut, only 
brush and very small trees. We rounded 
a bend and started up a steep hill.

Dale: A plume rose from behind the 
ridge. Then east toward Hanaford and 
Fawn Lakes the cloud rose all at once. 
It looked like that range exploded.

Leslie: Dale stopped the truck, got out, 
and took a photo. 

Dale: The cloud then rolled over from 
Coldwater drainage toward us. There was 
no wind. It looked like a boiling mass of 
rock. It threw trees out at the front. The 
front came to a little valley and followed 
the contour of the ground. It flowed like 
water over and down a stump. 

it was hot as hell and blistered my leg.
Leslie: Al and I waited on the road 

while Dale looked for the bridge. Now 
around ten o’clock, still dark, Al was 
getting weak.

“You two go on,” he said.
“No way,” I said. “Three of us came 

in, and three are going out.”
Dale: I stumbled down through 

smashed brush to Shultz Creek and fol-
lowed a rock bar toward Green River. 
I heard mud in the creek running fast, 
but it was too dark to see. I jumped from 
rock to rock. I fell into hot ash again but 
it didn’t burn through tennis shoes. The 
air lightened a little: I was under the edge 
of the concrete bridge.

We crossed the bridge. I heard the 
water rolling and rocks rumbling.

Leslie: We turned west onto road 2500, 
and the air lightened more. This had been 
a forest, but now the trees were down.

Dale: Les stepped into a pocket of 
hot ash. We tried walking on logs to 
stay above it.

Leslie: Ash was thicker here—a foot 
deep in spots and hot.

Dale: On logs upslope from the road 
the ash was only six inches deep. We 
walked up one log, stepped to another.

Leslie: It was tough going—steep and 
scary, some logs 20 feet from the ground.

Dale: About 10:30 it grew light 
enough to see 20 feet. “We should be 
on the road in case someone’s looking 
for us.” We climbed down, still a foot of 
ash there.

Leslie: This finer ash blew and hurt 
our eyes.

Dale: The mountain rumbled at 
times. I tried to drink from Green River 
but it was hot enough to scald hogs. Deer 
lay in the road, noses full of ash, eyes 
matted, hair burnt.

Leslie: Alive but didn’t move. A burn 
on my backside broke open and ran 
down my leg. Searching for water we 
found only mud. At 3:30 we came to a 
water tank. It too was muddy water, but 
we rinsed our faces and Al’s burnt arm.

Dale knew the roads. From road 2500, 
we turned up the 2566 a few miles north 
to roads 1100 and 1130. We heard aircraft 
but the air was too ashy to see far. The top 
of Winters Mountain was thick in ash.
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We walked west down roads 555, 
553, and 550, then northwest on Win-
ston Creek road 200. Ash on the ground 
got thinner. Around six, two guys drove 
up in a pickup but went on to Winters 
Mountain. We hiked farther down, and 
they came back about seven. From the 
truck we’d walked 17 miles. They drove 
us home to Mossyrock.

H
igh on the volcano’s flanks 
the scorching ash current—
the one the Davises and 
Brooks encountered miles 
out—had melted snow on 

the volcano. Slush flows and muddy 
floods poured off into the South Fork 
valley. And along with rock, the initial 
landslides had carried off the volcano’s 
groundwater and glaciers. This water 
leaked from the lumpy deposit in the 
upper North Fork, and a muddy flood 
raged down the Toutle River valley in 
the afternoon, smashing bridges, log-
ging camps, and houses. Kyle Ward, 
his wife, and their three-month-old 
daughter lived on the Toutle River’s 
south bank, three-quarters of a mile 
below Tower Bridge. Cline Creek joins 
it from the north, where Ward’s uncle 
had a house.

About half past four the river began to 
rise and go muddy, a definite shift by five 
o’clock. This one looked heavy. Over the 
next hour it got thicker and thicker. By 
six o’clock I’d again unloaded most of our 
stuff from the house. The river got very 
thick, like wet concrete without aggre-
gate, its height up to morning’s level. The 
light-gray surface was flat, not rippling 
like water. I saw no water: it was like a 
sandy beach streaming by. Tree debris 
floated by. A car came by, strangely on 
the surface. A little steam rose. I watched 
fish struggle up through and flop on top.

It backed into the plain the house is 
on—like a series of little lava tongues, 
one every five or ten minutes. A six-
inch tongue came in and the sand set up 
like cement. The next came farther and 
buried the earlier one. It kept building a 
deposit. I heard windows popping across 
the river—my uncle’s place. The mud 
lapped high on the sides of our raised 
driveway. I drove out a load and stashed it.

When I got back, the low part of 
the drive was under the wet sand flow. I 
drove around on a farm road from higher 
ground. Now about 7:30, the rising 
flow licked the house foundation. We’d 
recently put in a new washer, dryer, and 
freezer. I waded through the mud to the 
house, the mud warm like our hot tub, 
100–104° F. Many fish flopped on top—
mostly steelhead, five to seven pounders, 
a good spring run.

The laundry room had been added to 
the south side, away from the river. I was 
pulling hoses off the washer and dryer 
when the house lifted a little, snapped 
wood, and ripped from the addition. 
Mud wasn’t flowing into the house, but it 
lifted. I felt mud bump the floor beneath 
me. The house broke loose and drifted 
out 10 feet. Now mud flowed just below, 
past the open wall, only this little addi-
tion left. It stayed because the freezer was 
heavy with a side of beef. On my back I 
carried the washer to the truck, then the 
dryer. The freezer was much too heavy. 
I wrestled it over, opened its door, and 
dumped the load of frozen beef through 
the open wall where the house had been 
and into the mud. I dragged the freezer 
out through warm mud and pushed it 
onto the truck.

The house had stuck against trees by 
the river. Now it turned slowly out into 
the flow, sped up with the current, and 
was gone. Around nine o’clock I drove 
the farm road out in the dark.

J
ust minutes into the eruption, 
an enormous cloud 15 miles 
wide rose from the devastated 
area. Within minutes it reached 
50,000 feet, then 80,000. It un-

furled into a mushroom cloud bigger 
than the one at Hiroshima. The uprush 
carried millions of tons of sand, silt, and 
tree litter. Winds spread it east. Ellens-
burg and Yakima were the closest cities. 
By noon, bright day there sank into 
blackness. This story is from Ellensburg, 
95 miles northeast of the volcano.

Richard Stearns: My wife Katharine 
and I lived on the west edge of town. 
Sunday was sunny and windless. About 
9:15 a.m. I saw a bulbous dark-gray 
cloud poke above Manastash Ridge, 
13 miles south-southwest. I stretched 
my arm and it was two thumbs wide—
beyond the ridge maybe a quarter mile 
wide. A hellacious storm brewing.

I joined an old neighbor outside. We 
watched it grow taller and wider. It was 
almost black—not a gray weather storm 
or beige dust storm. Its base was several 
thousand feet above Manastash Ridge. 

“Mount St. Helens has exploded,” my 
neighbor grinned.

I laughed at his joke. “If it rains I 
won’t have to mow the lawn.”

The cloud grew in bulges—a big bulb 
on the east, then on the west, then on top, 
the middle pulling near. The cloud edge 
was sharp against blue sky. In 15 minutes 
it swelled to a large pile over the ridge.

After 9:30 I went inside. An AM-
radio talk show told of Mount St. Helens 
erupting: the cloud was no weather storm. 
Katharine worried about dust coming in 
through cracks in this old house to our 
three-week-old baby. We laid towels 
under doors and on windowsills.

I went back out. The cloud grew 
higher and wider, elongating northeast 
toward us. It spread over eastern Kittitas 
Valley. The line between black cloud 
and clear blue sky, now nearly overhead, 

Aerial view showing 
the head of the flood 
and the direction 
of the flow down 
the lower Toutle 
River on May 18. 
The flood passes 
under the Pacific 
Highway bridge (top 
of photo) and is 
just starting under 
the Interstate 5 
bridge (at bottom). 
Southbound traffic 
on the interstate 
was stopped (top 
left). The evening 
flood in Kyle Ward’s 
story was much 
larger and muddier 
than this one.
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Kyle Ward: Our rented A-frame was 
glassed on the north where a deck hung 
out toward the river. The water looked 
clear and normal. From fishing I know 
this time of year its temperature is about 
62° F. About 11:45 we heard a big rumble 
like log trucks going by.

The rumble grew, the ground shook 
more—like a coming flash flood. Heli-
copters closed from the east. The noise 
and shaking grew. From the deck we 
watched the front of the flow sweep 
by—abrupt and all logs, mostly sawed. 
You felt its force from the shaking and 
the roar. The water then rose twelve feet 
or so in half a minute. It came up within 
six inches of the house foundation, last 
winter’s high. Cut logs streamed by for 
half an hour. I moved most of our stuff 
out of the house to the driveway in case 
it came higher. But after 45 minutes the 
logs thinned and the flood began to sub-
side. It dropped gradually eight feet and 
stayed there, five feet above normal.

On the scanner radio the sheriff said 
a logjam had clogged Hollywood gorge 
three miles above us and ponded the 
river 40 feet. For three hours the flow 
past us stayed the same. A deputy watch-
ing the gorge radioed he saw no change. 
I moved our stuff back inside. 

stayed sharp. Spectacular bulbs sagged, 
enlarged, shrank, danced on the cloud’s 
underside. I heard ash falling—too fine 
to see but felt it pepper my face. The 
cloud blotted out the east sky. The air 
darkened. Thunder rolled from the 
southwest, but I saw no lightning.

Blue sky narrowed to a sliver on 
the northwest horizon. Then it closed. 
Streetlights came on. They and neigh-
bors’ windows looked as at night. The 
ash was too fine to see. I heard a steady, 
soft Shhhhhhhh falling on street, side-
walks, roofs, and partly leafed trees. It felt 
like fine sand. It stayed dark two hours, 
ash accumulating like snow.

The sky lightened gradually. After 
an hour it looked like a cloudy day. In 
afternoon the sky gradually darkened 
again: another cloud coming over. This 
time outside I neither heard nor saw 
falling ash. It went entirely dark more 
than two hours.

The air lightened in evening but 
stayed hazy. Ash kicked up like silt but 

didn’t billow like powder. It looked more 
than an inch thick, but on our outdoor 
table I measured five-eighths of an inch. 
Its basal quarter inch was dark gray, the 
top very light gray, the contact sharp. 
Morning’s cloud dropped the dark sand, 
afternoon’s the fine gray.

In the evening I saw in the ash a 
beetle’s tracks and, two feet away, a 
bird’s. The bird had landed, hopped 
three times, and left a scuffed spot 
where it snatched up the bug. I saw 
many other tracks of insects and birds. 
During the ash fall people huddled 
inside, but outside the lives of birds 
and insects—eating and being eaten—
went on.5

Richard Waitt has been a field geologist with 
the USGS for over 40 years. He specializes 
in volcanoes, glacial geology, and gigantic 
prehistoric floods. This article is based on 
excerpts from In the Path of Destruction—
Eyewitness Chronicles of Mount St. Helens 
(Washington State University Press, 2015), 
with the publisher’s permission. 

Living in the Shadows
learn about the geology of Washington’s active volcanoes, the human history of 
people living in close proximity to them, and the future hazards they pose for all 
Pacific Northwest residents.

On the occasion of the 35th anniversary of the eruption of Mount St. Hel-
ens, the Washington State History Museum presents Living in the Shadows, an 
exhibition that chronicles native legends, scientific discovery, contemporary 
environmental management, and disaster preparedness in our explosive Cas-
cade Range. On view through May 17.

Aerial photo, looking east, of the ascending ash column and hot ash flow running down the 
north flank of Mount St. Helens during its May 18, 1980, eruption.
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C
harles Prosch, founder in 1858 of the Steila-
coom Puget Sound Herald, wrote in his 1904 
memoir, “For twelve or fifteen years subse-
quent to the first settlement upon the shores 
of Puget Sound, among the worst dangers 

encountered by the whites were the incursions of the North-
ern Indians. During these incursions of Northern Indians 
it fared ill with any force they met or overtook, on land or 
water, weaker than themselves.”

Sailors and Marines from the USS Massachusetts fought 
the United States government’s only battle against northern 
Indians in November 1856, near the logging town of Port 
Gamble. Previous US combat on the west coast of North 
America had been against Native Americans who claimed 
the land as their own or against Mexicans fighting for their 
nation-state. But the Battle of Port Gamble was fought by 
US naval forces in a US territory against an enemy invad-
ing from a foreign country. The northern tribes came from 
outside present-day Washington to attack local Indians and 
white settlers. Information about this particular battle is both 
sparse and riddled with inconsistencies, but the ship’s log and 
contemporary newspaper accounts allow some examination 
of this unusual chapter in Northwest naval history.

The phrase “Northern Indians” was used by territorial 
historians like Prosch to describe the Haida and Tongass 
Tlingit as well as other seafaring tribes of 
what were then called the Queen Charlotte 
Islands, areas of coastal southern Alaska and 
coastal British Columbia. These diverse peo-
ples practiced a combination of warfare and commerce and 
sometimes raided Washington tribes for slaves and heads. 

When Euro-Americans began settling the 
Puget Sound area in the early 1850s, local 
native inhabitants knew and feared these 
outsider tribes. 

Hubert Bancroft, in his 1890 History of 
Washington, published accounts of incidents 
that had caused alarm among white settlers in 
May 1854. That month, 10 northern Indian 
war canoes were sighted off Vancouver Island. Eight of the occu-
pants went ashore and shot an English settler. The perpetrators 
proceeded to Bellingham Bay, where they attacked and robbed 
local settlers and Lummi tribesmen, likely killing and beheading 
two white men. Territorial governor Isaac Stevens wrote to the 
US War Department that local troops needed better means of 
water transportation than canoes, and subsequently the revenue 
cutter Jefferson Davis arrived in Puget Sound. Because of the 
threat posed by these aggressive invaders, US naval forces in 
the form of the United States Revenue Marine (later renamed 
the US Revenue Cutter Service and then the US Coast Guard) 
established a permanent presence in the sound. 

These forces saw combat mostly as a result of the con-
flict that occurred during the winter of 1855–56. Local 
Indians who refused to accept Governor Stevens’s treaties 
fought against the US military, local militias, and tribes that 
signed the treaties. To help prosecute what they called the 

Puget Sound War, the USS Massachusetts, 
an armed 178-foot auxiliary steam packet, 
sailed north from Mare Island near San Fran-
cisco, reaching Seattle on February 24, 1856. 

Her commanding officer, Commander Samuel Swartwout, 
took charge of local naval strategy.

The Battle of 

Port gamBle

The Clash between Northern Indian Raiders and the 
US Navy—a Unique Episode in Military History

Pencil sketch 
of the early 
lumber mill and 
settlement of 
Port Gamble by 
William Birch 
McMurtrie, 
c.1850s.
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GOING TO THE DOGS

In 2006 the Washington Alliance for Humane 
Legislation estimated that there were approximately 
3.6 million pets in the state, of which 47 percent 

were dogs. Interestingly, the vast majority of pet 
photographs in the Historical Society’s collection 
are of dogs. Many formal portraits of individuals and 
families include one or more beloved canines. Here are 
a few examples."

CLOCKWISE FROM TOP LEFT: Woman with 
dog, Seattle, c. 1923 (WSHS #2010.0.72); 

Joseph Musgrove [?] with Doberman, c. 1895 
(WSHS #C1961.1185.40 ); unidentified 

man and dog, c. 1910 (WSHS #2012.110.2); 
Tacoma’s first seeing eye dog, 1937 (WSHS 

#2012.0.252); logger holding a dog’s paw 
while reading a letter, c. 1895 (WSHS 

#1996.69.1.29).

FROM THE COLLECTION

BY J. OVERTON
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The northern Indians continued their activities indepen-
dent of this simultaneously occurring war. Bancroft writes that 
60 Tlingits, a tribe neighboring the Haidas and with similar 
modes of commerce and fighting, landed at Port Townsend in 
April 1856. The USS John Hancock “expelled sixty from that 
place, who became thereby much offended, making threats 
which alarmed the inhabitants, and which were the occasion 
of a public meeting on the following day to request the gov-
ernor and Commander Swartwout to send a war-steamer to 
cruise between Bellingham Bay and the other settlements on 
the lower Sound and Fuca Sea.”

Even as the Puget Sound War wound down in late spring, 
Bancroft describes a “feeling of insecurity and alarm” about 
the continued presence of northern Indians during the sum-
mer of 1856, “only alleviated by the cruising of the men-
of-war.” In October 1856, according to Bancroft, a party of 
Tlingits attacked a schooner near Seattle, killing one of its 
crew before being repulsed, and other northern Indians landed 
around Puget Sound to rob both settlers and local Indians. On 
November 14, the Olympia Pioneer and Democrat reported: 
“No tidings can be gathered as to the whereabouts of the 
Northern Indians. . . . At last accounts, the U.S. steamer Mas-
sachusetts was safely anchored in the harbor in Seattle!” Over the 
next month, this same paper carried accounts from Swartwout 
on naval activities at Port Gamble.

On November 18, Lieutenant Colonel Silas Casey 
sent a message from Fort Steilacoom to the Mas-
sachusetts stating that “a large party of Northern In-
dians were committing depredations up the Sound, 

in the vicinity of Steilacoom.” The Massachusetts’s logbook 
from November 19 reads, “Steamed out of the harbor up the 
sound in pursuit of a party of Northern Indians. . . .” Arriv-
ing at Henderson Bay, Swartwout “ascertained that the party 
of Northern Indians had a fight with the Sound Indians, in 
which two of the former were killed” but they had left the day 
before the ship arrived. Swartwout learned in the evening that 
the raiding party had committed more “depredations.” The 

 Massachusetts steamed north, past Port Madison, and anchored 
for the night in Apple Tree Cove, at present-day Kingston. The 
next day, after gaining intelligence from an unnamed source, 
Massachusetts followed the northerners into Port Gamble Bay, 
on the northwest side of present-day Kitsap Peninsula.

The November 20 ship’s log reads, “Finding that the Indi-
ans we were in pursuit of were there [across the Bay from the 
town of Port Gamble], dispatched 1st and 2nd Cutters . . . 
with a party of 18 men, armored, to have a friendly talk with 
these Indians and endeavor to prevail upon them to leave 
the Sound for Victoria, Vancouver Island, in tow of this ves-
sel. . . .” The landing party included an interpreter from Port 
Gamble, but the logbook does not say how this individual 
came to be associated with the Massachusetts or in what 
language they communicated.

Swartwout wrote that an armed group of the Indians came 
down to the water to meet the landing party, refused to leave 
their camp, ridiculed and threatened the officers and men, and 
dared them to “come on shore and fight them.” The landing 
party returned to the Massachusetts, following orders not to 
attempt an opposed landing. At half past three in the after-
noon, during heavy rain, Swartwout sent a larger, better-armed 
landing party of 45 men in a second attempt to dislodge the 
group, with the interpreter leading the party under a flag of 
truce. The ship’s log reports that the Indians were, “if possible, 
more menacing and insulting than on the last visit.” Lieuten-
ant Young, of the landing party, suffered a fall while return-
ing to the ship from the small boats and was reported to be 
“severely injured.” After the landing party returned at about six 
o’clock, the Massachusetts moved to within 600 yards offshore 
from the Indian encampment. 

A civilian steamboat, the Traveler, had joined the Massachu-
setts in Port Gamble Bay. Privately-owned boats were used by 
the navy at that time to supplement its force in Puget Sound, 
which usually numbered three to five ships and revenue cutters 
during the hostilities of the mid-1850s. How the Traveler came 
to accompany the Massachusetts is not specifically mentioned. 
Bancroft describes the ship as a small steamer that had been 

shipped from San Francisco the previous year and usually car-
ried mail. At 9:15 that night, Swartwout “dispatched the Trav-
eler with a field piece [small cannon], and landed the launch 
with a howitzer.” This landing party under Lieutenant Forrest 
was ordered to “anchor about 
the Indians and keep them from 
leaving”; they likely spent the 
night in the launch. 

The next morning the 
logbook keeper de-
scribed the weather as 
“clear and pleasant.” 

At 7:10 a.m., Lieutenant Alexander Semmes left in a small 
boat for the Traveler. He and a force of sailors and Marines (the 
logbook records it as 39 men; the newspaper, 29) as well as 
Lieutenant Forrest and Lieutenant Fendall, formed a landing 
party, waded through heavy swells carrying the howitzer, and 
took up positions on the beach near the Indian camp. Semmes 
then made his way to the interpreter, who was already ashore and 
in contact with the Indians, and restated Swartwout’s demands, 
“which been twice made upon them, and to point out to them 
our preparations, and the folly on their part to make any further 
resistance, and if they still persisted in refusing to comply with 
my propositions, I should be compelled, very reluctantly, to 
resort to force.” 

Swartwout reports that the Indians again showed disdain 
for the peace offer and made overt preparations for a fight. 
When the Indians’ “guns were pointed towards our party in 
a hostile manner,” he ordered firing to commence from the 
field piece aboard the Traveler, although some in the land-
ing party reportedly believed that the Indians fired first. 
The log reports that the Massachusetts’s port gun battery 
was “sprung” at 7:20.

The ship fired grapeshot and round shot toward the 
encampment and into the thick woods where the Indians 
had taken defensive positions. The sailors and Marines then 
charged the camp, driving the Indians into the woods and 
setting fire to their huts and all but one of their canoes. 
After finishing the destruction, the landing party returned 
to the ships, “having held possession of the encampment 
from about 20 minutes past seven until 10 a.m.,” reported 
the Pioneer and Democrat. The ship’s log records a cease fire 
a full half hour later, at 10:30. 

The timing of events is somewhat confused in the 
records. From the point at which the landing party 
reached the shore, the course of events seems to have 
been a general firing of all guns for only a few moments, 
then a quick charge over a short distance by the landing 
party to the camp—which was quickly abandoned—and 
the destruction of the temporary encampment while the 
ship’s guns and the howitzer continued supporting fire 
against Indians hiding in the surrounding woods. Swart-
wout writes that “the Indians fought with a desperate 
courage and determination, worthy of a far better cause.”

Early in the day, although the exact time is not recorded, the 
US forces suffered their only two casualties. Coxswain Gusta-
vus Englebrecht—variously spelled Gustave and Gustav, and 
occasionally Engelbrecht—whose Port Gamble grave gives 

his birthplace as Germany, was 
“mortally wounded by an iron 
slug in the temple and died 
shortly afterward.” Another 
crew member was wounded in 
his left hand, and several mem-
bers of the shore party were 
“struck by slugs, which glanced 
off from their pistols and bowie 

knives with little or no injury to their persons.” Swartwout 
wrote that he spent part of the battle “in a boat supervising the 
detachments ashore” and on board the Traveler.

In the afternoon, “the weather having moderated and the 
sea becoming smoother,” Semmes, three other officers, and 37 
sailors and Marines returned to the encampment to destroy 
the remaining canoe and take other actions to keep the Indi-
ans from escaping the area during the night. Firing continued 
both from the ships toward the Indians, and from the Indians 
toward the shore party, although no further US casualties 
occurred. Swartwout then sent, “a squaw who had been taken 
prisoner to the Indians, offering to forgive them if they would 
surrender, go with me to Victoria, and from thence proceed to 

Even as the Puget Sound War wound  
down, Bancroft describes a “feeling of 

insecurity and alarm” about the continued 
presence of northern Indians during  

the summer of 1856.

LEFT: Although the USS 
Massachusetts was 
ordered to Puget Sound 
to fight against local 
Indians, it undertook to 
remove a raiding party of 
northern Indians camped 
near Port Gamble.

FACING PAGE: A Tlingit 
warrior wearing helmet, 
neck, and body armor, 
and armed with a 
bow and dagger. Port 
Mulgrave (Yakutat Bay), 
1791. Redrawn from 
sketch by Tomás de Suria.
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their homes, and never again return to the Sound.” It is never 
made clear where this woman came from or what became of 
her. The Indians replied in the negative, “saying they would 
fight as long as there was a man of them alive.” 

Either the spokesman of the previous day did not rep-
resent the entire group or desperation set in during 
the night of the 21st. The next day the northerners 
sent a message “suing for peace.” According to the 

logbook, at nine in the morning two of the Indians’ chiefs 
“surrendered unconditionally,” reporting that their group had 
consisted of 117 fighting men when the battle commenced, 
but now 27 of their number were dead and several missing and 
presumed wounded in the woods. They’d had little or no food 
for the last 48 hours. Englebrecht was buried that afternoon. 
Swartwout described him in his report to the Pioneer and 
Democrat as “one of my best men.” 

The early morning watch log for the following day, Novem-
ber 23, records 86 Indians arriving aboard the Massachusetts 
as “prisoners of war.” At this point the battle proper was con-
cluded. Naval forces, including Marines, had numbered 96 offi-
cers and men fighting 117 northern Indians. On the Indians’ 
side, 27 were killed and 21 wounded in the battle. US forces 
recorded one killed and one wounded. Swartwout ended his 
report to the Pioneer and Democrat: “I am satisfied the North-
ern Indians, after this severe chastisement, will not visit the 
Sound again, especially if the inhabitants hold out no induce-
ment by offering them employment; and it would doubtless be 
advisable, if possible, to prevail [on] the legislature to enact a 
law making it a penal offence for any white inhabitants of the 
Sound to harbor or employ any of the Northern Indians.” 

The Massachusetts left Port Gamble on November 24 and 
dropped anchor the next morning at Esquimalt, on Vancouver 
Island. There the Massachusetts crew purchased canoes and 
blankets for the captive Indians. Swartwout recounts: “His 

excellency Governor James Doug-
las of Vancouver Island had a talk 
with several of the principal Indian 
Chiefs, from whom he ascertained 
that they belong to the ‘Stickenes,’ 
‘Homagers’ and ‘Kake’ Tribes, from 
near the Russian Settlements, and 
who we considered the most fero-
cious and warlike of all the ‘Northern 
Indians.’” 

From Victoria, the Massachu-
setts went around to the eastern 
side of Vancouver Island, 25 miles 
north of Nanaimo. On the morn-
ing of November 29, Swartwout 
“shipped them [the northern Indi-
ans] in the canoes he had procured 
for them, and furnishing them with 
15 days provisions (quite enough 
to subsist them until they reached 
their own country), warned them 

never again to make appearance upon our waters, which 
they solemnly promised to observe.” 

Afterwards, the Massachusetts steamed back to Puget 
Sound. “I returned to Port Gamble on the 1st [of December] 
and was informed that a few Indians showed themselves on 
the beach the next morning after I sailed, but upon being 
observed fled immediately into the woods; and had since left 
in small Canoes, holding only three or four persons . . . they 
are aware that this Ship has returned to the Sound; and they 
will not dare, I think, to commit any further depredations so 
long as we remain here.” 

Swartwout’s reports, while referring to the Indians as “sav-
ages,” also call them prisoners of war, and his actions toward 
his vanquished enemy seem magnanimous, at least for the era. 

The Pioneer and Democrat commentary on the event was far 
less generous toward the northern Indians and less optimis-
tic that the conflict had truly been terminated. “True to the 
instincts of Indian character—faithless and treacherous, some 
fifteen or twenty days since 
[the Battle of Port Gamble], 
fifty or sixty, as is supposed, of 
those same Indians landed at 
San Juan Island.” They made 
it known that they planned to 
kill the US customs inspector 
on the island and intended to 
have five “Boston,” or white 
settlers, heads before returning home. The article continues: 

It seems that our extreme northern settlements are destined to 
be kept in a constant state of alarm and dread of an attack from 
the foreign red-skin robbers and murderers; and as their late 
chastisement by Commander Swartwout, of the Massachu-
setts, does not appear to have intimidated them in the least, 
and as all their promises have and ever will be worthless—as 
not the slightest dependence can be placed in anything they may 
say—we do hope, for the future safety and quiet of inhabitants 
north, [that] whenever the Massachusetts, or any other ves-
sel, may hereafter have occasion to engage these red devils, no 
prisoners will be taken.

On the same page is a short article about Colonel Isaac 
Ebey, sailing alone from New Dungeness on the Olympic 
Peninsula to Bellingham Bay. He was spotted by crew mem-
bers of the Jefferson Davis, who reported that although his 

sails were torn he “would have 
no difficulty reaching his place 
of destination in safety, pro-
vided he eluded an attack from 
the Northern Indians, who 
were infesting that locality in 
considerable numbers.” Eight 
months later, Ebey became the 
northern Indians’ most famous 

victim. On the night of August 11, 1857, they landed on 
Whidbey Island and went to Ebey’s house. After calling him 
outside, they shot and beheaded him. 

Bancroft and other accounts attributed this killing and the 
other murders and thefts committed by northern Indians during 
the next three years as acts of revenge for their defeat at Port 
Gamble. They give no evidence of this, and there are no records 
from any of the associated tribes that give the fight against the 
Massachusetts as the reason for any further “depredations,” but 
these newspaper accounts show that at least several Washington 
Territory politicians and editors believed a state of war existed as 
a consequence of the Battle of Port Gamble.

As time went on, northern Indian incursions began to 
fade into memory. Smallpox epidemics, increasing 
numbers of settlers, and the Royal Navy’s presence in 
British Columbia waters all affected the indigenous 

population. Washington newspapers seldom reported visits by 
northern Indians during the later 1860s. By 1874 James Swan of 
Port Townsend could meet with a band of visiting Haidas, record 
their tattoos and something of their culture for the Smithsonian 
Institution, and make no mention of their being known so re-
cently as the territory’s most feared menace. 

The history of the Battle of Port Gamble was written by 
one side—there are no known primary sources or records from 
the northern Indian perspective. We do know that it was not 
a singular event without cause or consequence—it was only 
the largest pitched battle in a long, if low-intensity, conflict 
between some groups of northern Indians and the inhabit-
ants of Puget Sound, native and non-native. We also know 
that Coxswain Englebrecht was not the first American service 
member to die in combat in the Pacific area—others had been 
killed as far back as the War of 1812. However, the rarity of the 
geopolitical conditions and circumstances of both the battle 
and the single naval fatality give the Battle of Port Gamble a 
unique place in Northwest military history.7

J. Overton is a writer/editor for the Naval Undersea Warfare Center, 
Keyport Division, Washington, and an adjunct instructor for the Naval 
War College. The views expressed in this article are those of the author 
and do not necessarily reflect those of the Department of the Navy  
or the US government. 

ABOVE: George Mercer 
Dawson photo of 
Skidegate, a village of the 
Haida tribe, Skidegate 
Inlet, British Columbia, 
1878. Haidas were 
among the northern 
Indian raiders who 
struck fear in the hearts 
of white Puget Sound 
settlers in the mid-1850s. 

FACING PAGE: James G. 
Swan, a US Indian 
agent and amateur 
ethnographer, poses for 
a formal portrait with 
his friend and informant 
Johnny Kit Elswa, a Haida 
man, and assorted works 
of Haida artistry and 
craftsmanship, c. 1885. 
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Newspaper accounts show that at  
least several Washington Territory 

politicians and editors believed a state 
of war existed as a consequence of 

the Battle of Port Gamble.
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the early novels of  
archie Binns

By Peter Donahue

Archie Binns (1899–1971) is the 
dean of Northwest literature. 
Over the course of his career 

he published nine novels, three histo-
ries, two biographies, and half a dozen 
books for young readers. 
Through his works he 
established an under-
standing of the North-
west grounded in the 
region’s complex history 
and appreciative of its 
inhabitants’ relationship 
to the land and sea. 

His first novel, Maiden 
Voyages (1931), was a 
coauthored effort based 
on his own sea voyages 
as a young man. Yet, it 
was Lightship (1934), set 
on Light Vessel #167 stationed off the 
Umatilla Reef south of Cape Flattery, 
that earned Binns his first real recog-
nition. The novel weaves the stories 
of the ship’s nine crew members, all of 
whom endured an array of misfortunes 
before finding themselves on what the 
local Indians call “the ship that goes 
nowhere.” The men fill their days tend-
ing the lanterns, stoking the engine, 
and discoursing belowdecks about God, 
books, and women.

After six months on duty, they are 
eager for shore leave. Yet, when the relief 
ship is diverted, their return to Seattle is 
delayed indefinitely, and as their stores of 
food and fuel run low, they grow agitated. 
When a storm slams the coast, it’s all they 
can do to save the ship—and themselves. 
Indeed, Binns’s nautical knowledge and 
familiarity with shipboard life rivals that 
of Melville and London, enabling him to 
create a gripping work of psychological 
realism and high adventure.

The transition in the Northwest 
from land to sea and back again is one 
that Binns, who grew up on the Olym-
pic Peninsula, understood well. In The 
Laurels Are Cut Down (1937), he exam-

ines life on the lower 
peninsula at the turn of 
the century. The novel 
begins with the story 
of James Tilton Pickett, 
son of General George 
Pickett and his Haida 
Indian wife. “Jimmy” 
is often recalled by the 
Tucker boys, George 
and Alfred, who help 
their father clear land 
that is “twenty fathoms 
deep under fir forests.” 
When the boys grow 

tired of farming, though, they build a 
boat and sail to Alaska.

Upon returning, they enlist to fight 
in the Great War and end up 
with the American Expedi-
tionary Force in Siberia. Binns 
goes on to scrutinize the con-
fused role American troops 
played in Siberia following 
the armistice. After George is 
murdered by supporters of the 
czar, Alfred returns to the 
United States, only to be 
suspected of being a Com-
munist. He realizes that 
“when a war is over, neither 
the dead nor the living can 
ever go home.” He finds 
some comfort, though, in 
the land and sea he knows 
so well: “A light, west-
erly breeze, rippling the 
inlet . . . with fir incense 
and salt on its breath.”

In The Land Is Bright (1939), Binns 
contributes to the lore of the Oregon 
Trail in a fashion worthy of a Bierstadt 
painting. From the Missouri and the 
Platte to the Sweetwater and the Snake 
—with sand hills, quicksand, and alkali 
flats; rampant cholera, Indian attacks, 
and cheating traders—Binns follows a 
wagon train on its trek to the promised 
land of the Willamette Valley. Knowing 
they are on an epic journey, the emi-
grants dream of a better world in Oregon, 
even as one skeptical character remarks 
to one such dreamer that “The Oregon 
you’re thinking of is in the sky.”

As for the children, who factor signifi-
cantly in the novel, they just try to figure 
it out as they go. When an adult tells them 
they’re making history, Nancy Ann, the 
novel’s hero, remarks, “History is when 
things change,” adding resolutely, “This is 
history because we’re changing.” Another 
child is nicknamed “Dollar-A-Pound” 

because when she hears that 
everything in their wagon must 
be worth at least that much, she 
wonders whether that includes 
her. To pass the time of day, two 
boys in the party keep watch 
for graves along the trail to see 
who can count the most before 

they make camp.
In Mighty Mountain 

(1940), Binns resumes 
the pioneer story, this 
time on Puget Sound, 
reached in the 1850s 
either by wagon over the 
Naches Pass road or by 
ship around Cape Horn. 
When Elmer Hale arrives 
by ship, he’s convinced 
by his overlander uncle, 
Jarvis, to stake a claim 

across the inlet from him near Nisqually 
Prairie. He does so and, shortly after, 
doubles his acreage when he marries. 
At one point, he and Jarvis help George 
Rush (based on George Washington 
Bush) chase off a group of squatters 
who, because Rush is black, declare his 
claim illegal—which was the case for 
black settlers until Washington Terri-
tory separated from Oregon Territory in 

1853, escaping Oregon’s 
black exclusion laws.

The novel goes on to 
depict the Indian War 
that arose from the resis-
tance of many tribes to the 
flurry of treaties Gover-
nor Isaac Stevens pressed 
on them. Though prefer-
ring peace, the Nisqually 
leader Leschi chooses to 
fight when the Medicine 
Creek Treaty denies the 
Nisqually people the land 
originally promised them. 
When Hale joins the local 
militia, he does so ambiva-

lently; later, when given the chance 
near the White River to sound the 
alarm during Leschi’s retreat across the 
mountains, he lets Leschi and his fight-
ers pass. Meanwhile, Uncle Jarvis, who 
has an Indian wife and refuses to leave 
his claim, is imprisoned under Stevens’s 
decree of martial law. According to Jar-
vis, “America’s so big that it’s easy for a 
man to set himself up as a little tyrant 
somewhere,” but adds that these tyrants 
can never last long. So, even as Leschi is 
captured and wrongly executed, the Nis-
qually receive the land they fought for 
and Stevens is forced to lift martial law.

If journalists draft history, as the 
saying goes, then historians actually 
compose it. Which leaves novelists, like 
Archie Binns, to release the facts of his-
tory into the imagination and transform 
them into something more—something 
that can be felt on the back of the neck, 
like the desert sun or a breeze off an inlet. 

Peter Donahue is the author of Clara and Merritt, a 

novel about labor and art in Seattle in the 1940s.

The Broadax that Helped Save Seattle
History of Seattle from the Earliest Settlement to the Present Time, by Clarence B. 

Bagley. Chicago: S. J. Clarke Company, 1916.

Warship under Sail: The USS Decatur in the Pacific West, by Lorraine McConaghy. 
Seattle: University of Washington, 2009.

Scoop & Slade
Slade Gorton: A Half Century in Politics, by John Hughes. Olympia: Washington 

State Heritage Center Legacy Project, 2011.

Henry M. Jackson: A Life in Politics, by Robert G. Kaufman. Seattle: University of 
Washington Press: 2000.

Zoe Kincaid
Kabuki: The Popular Stage of Japan, by Zoe Kincaid. London: MacMillan, 1925.

Tokyo Vignettes, by Zoe Kincaid. Tokyo: Sanseido, 1933.

Stars of the Tokyo Stage: Natori Shunsen’s Kabuki Actor Prints, by Lucie Folan. Can-
berra: National Gallery of Australia, 2013.

Dark Noon
In the Path of Destruction—Eyewitness Chronicles of Mount St. Helens, by Richard 

Waitt. Pullman: Washington State University Press, 2015.

Return to Spirit Lake—Journey Through a Lost Landscape, by Christine Colasurdo. 
Seattle: Sasquatch Books, 1997.

The Battle of Port Gamble
Reminiscences of Washington Territory: Scenes, Incidents and Reflections of Pioneer 

Period on Puget Sound, by Charles Prosch. Seattle: privately published, 1904.

Fighting for Paradise: A Military History of the Pacific Northwest, by Kurt Nelson. 
Yardley, Pennsylvania: Westholme Publishing, 2007.

CoRRespondenCe

Horse Slaughter Camp, for the Record
In John Trombold’s article, “A 

Neglected History: The Horse Slaugh-
ter Camp Monument,” in the Fall 2014 
COLUMBIA, I was surprised to see a 
photo of myself and Washington his-
tory classmates on a field trip examining 
bones of those unfortunate horses killed 
to quell Native American resistance in 
what would become eastern Washing-
ton. For the record, it’s John Tierney 
on the left and Sue Plewman in the 
center (both last names were likely hard 

to read on the photo). The date would 
have been 1958, not 1956 as mentioned 
in the article. Possibly the photo was 
mismarked when archived.

Mr. Becher (pronounced “Beecher”) 
was an extraordinary teacher who 
encouraged his classes to practice self-
government with meetings and com-
mittees to organize speakers, field trips, 
and the marking of historical sites. I was 
so fortunate to have a class from him.

—Sue (Plewman) Lean, Olympia

Archie Binns.
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Current & Noteworthy
By Robert Carriker, Book Review Editor

It is regrettable but true that sometimes worthy books do 
not get the notice they deserve because they are out-
maneuvered in the marketplace by large university and 

commercial presses. Such would be the case for Catholicism 
in the Colville Country, compiled by Pat-
rick J. Graham (Centralia, Washington: 
Gorham Printing, 2014; 164 pp., $24.95 
paper). Graham’s grandfather established 
his family in Stevens County in 1878, and 
among the archival sources for this tome is 
the “Graham Family Papers.” This is Book 
Five in Graham’s continuing series on 
northeastern Washington, the earlier four volumes having 
been published between 1989 and 2010. All are available 
on the Internet from the Northeast Washington Genealogi-
cal Society in Colville. The “trappings” of a scholarly book 
are frequently modified in the Colville Collection series. 
There are, for example, inconsistencies in the bibliography 
and awkwardly irregular chapter lengths. But professional 
historians aside, many armchair historians in Stevens, 
Ferry, Pend Oreille, and Spokane Counties will find within 
the covers of this book stories they can relate to, be they 
Catholics or non-Catholics. 

The story is a simple one of Catholicism coming to the 
Colville country from two directions: Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany priests sent from Quebec to Fort Colville and Jesuits 
coming west from St. Louis. The history is also one of par-
ish churches and the people who built and nourished them. 
There are some very folksy photographs of church choirs, 
graves, and buildings, but there are also some excellent his-
torical photographs from the author’s personal collection. 
The bottom line is that local history can be good history 
and the Colville Collection is a strong and continuing series 
that deserves encouragement.

The Blue Note: Seattle’s Black Musicians’ Union—A 
Pictorial History, by David Keller (Bellingham: Our 
House Publishing LLC, 2013; 224 pp., $24.95 paper) 

is a community history of the American Federation of Mu-
sicians Local 458/493 (1918–1956). An earlier version of 
this story first saw light as a 1996 master’s thesis at Western 
Washington University. A hint of the book’s theme appeared 
as an article in COLUMBIA (Winter 2009–10), where it 

concentrated on the women in Seattle’s black musicians 
union. The format is chronological and simple: an illustration 
appears on the left page of the open book and on the facing 
page a narrative text explains the circumstances. Keller, an 
archivist in the Metropolitan Water District of Southern 
California, conducted three-dozen interviews, searched the 
photographic archives at the University of Washington 
Libraries, and consulted over 100 published sources. The 
Blue Note, for the uninformed, was the familiar name for the 
union’s administrative offices at 1319 East Jefferson Street, 
where musicians could come and play “off the clock.” The 
book touches on race relations in Seattle, 
but it is mostly about culture and the peo-
ple who made it fun by playing bebop, jazz, 
and big band music. Among the most fa-
miliar names and photographs are: Quincy 
Jones, Ray Charles, Lionel Hampton, Cab 
Calloway, and Duke Ellington. If a person 
does not already know the names of Seattle 
musicians of equal talent, this is the book to buy. Its publica-
tion was partly funded by the King County Landmarks and 
Heritage Commission.

Washingtonians are familiar with the concept of 
the company town, a community where a single 
employer owns all, or nearly all, of the stores, 

utilities, transportation, and housing. COLUMBIA has, 
over the years, referenced these sites with articles about 
Franklin, Hooper, Irondale, and Newcastle, Washington. In 
1987 Keith Petersen wrote a book published by Washington 

State University Press about Idaho’s most 
famous company town, Potlatch (reviewed 
in the Fall 1988 COLUMBIA). The story 
of Oregon’s most perfect company town 
is Gilchrist, Oregon: The Model Company 
Town, by John C. Driscoll (Bend, Oregon: 
Maverick Publications, 2013; 190 pp., 
$27.95 paper). The book is an outgrowth 

of an article first published in the Oregon Historical Quarterly 
(Summer 1984). The Gilchrist family relocated their timber 
operations from Mississippi to Klamath, Oregon, in 1938 for 
an obvious reason: big trees. Driscoll chronicles the move, 
the building of the town, the influence of World War II, la-
bor strikes, and floods. The author claims a lot for Gilchrist: 
it was the first town in Oregon to be entirely plumbed and 
wired for electricity, and to have all its houses equipped with 

a dial telephone. He used Gilchrist Timber Company records 
in combination with extensive interviews.

Two university press books by Washington authors have 
recently been published to wide acclaim. Stephen T. 
Moore, a professor of history at Central Washington 

University, has written Bootleggers and Borders: The Paradox of 
Prohibition, on a Canada–U.S. Borderland (Lincoln: University 
of Nebraska Press, 2014; 296 pp., $40). The 
book focuses on the international border 
between British Columbia and the Pacific 
Northwest in the United States. Geograph-
ically, the political border runs in a nearly 
straight line from east to west, while the 
natural border of mountain ranges and riv-
ers pretty much runs north and south. The 
contact between the two nations on either 
side of the border was limited throughout the 19th century. 
With the rapid development of highways, this was not the case 
in the 20th century. After 1920, when the United States ad-
opted Prohibition, the relationship between the two nations 
quickened. US tourists and dollars drove north into Canada 
on mainstream roads in search of legal liquor, and Canadian 
liquor found its way south to Montana and Idaho over obscure 
trails and on water routes in Puget Sound. Moore is a profes-
sionally trained analytical historian with degrees from Eastern 
Washington University and William and Mary, so his book is 
not a series of stories about rum running. In Bootleggers and 
Borders, Moore factors in the difficult relationship between 
Ottawa and Washington, DC, and the friendly relationship 
between federal officers on both sides at border entry points. 
Borders, the author contends, mean different things at dif-
ferent times, and that became clear during Prohibition. At 
first British Columbia had little incentive to enforce US law, 
but things changed when violence entered the picture and 
suspicions of payoffs to Canadian officials were confirmed. In 
the end, both nations survived Prohibition and a sometimes 
testy relationship. The book provides some two-dozen photo-
graphs, all of which are winners.

David Hansen’s book, Battle Ready: The National Coast 
Defense System and the Fortification of Puget Sound, 
1894–1925 (Pullman: Washington State University 

Press, 2014; 176 pp., $32.95 paper), 
has twice as many photographs as the 
Moore book, and they too are unique. 
A graduate of the University of Wash-
ington and now retired from his career 
as an officer with the Washington De-
partment of Archaeology and Historic 
Preservation, Hansen worked on this manuscript for decades. 
Three of the five forts Hansen describes as part of what he 

calls the United States’ most complete and sophisticated 
harbor defense system are now state parks: Fort Casey on 
Whidbey Island and two locations outside Port Townsend—
Fort Worden and Fort Flagler. Interestingly, considering the 
forts’ longevity and cost, not one ever fired an artillery round 
in battle. Nonetheless, they had to be ready, inasmuch as the 
inlet to Puget Sound is wide, the waters are deep, and fog is 
frequent. Readers of Battle Ready will find a new respect for 
the role of the National Coast Defense System in the Pacific 
Northwest. The curious concrete derelicts of today were once 
part of a national strategy that took on the task of building 
forts in rugged terrain with an untrained and underpaid labor 
pool that, at the beginning at least, would rather have been 
digging gold in Alaska. All that’s lacking are more personal 
reminiscences of the men who built and manned the work of 
military engineers at Admiralty Inlet, but Hansen managed 
to find a few. A long time in preparation, Battle Ready is now 
reader ready and highly recommended. 

Author C. Mark Smith received the Washington 
State Historical Society’s John M. McClelland Jr. 
Award for the best article published in COLUM-

BIA in 2010, “ ‘Hurry’ Cain” (Summer 2010). Smith’s full 
biography of the politician soon followed—Raising Cain: 
The Life and Politics of Senator Harry P. 
Cain. More than one reader of Smith’s 
wordsmanship wondered how such a 
prominent figure could have been so long 
neglected. Lately, Smith has championed 
another lesser-known figure in Community 
Godfather: How Sam Volpentest Shaped the 
History of Hanford and the Tri-Cities (Rich-
land, Washington: Etcetera Press: 2013; 
507 pp., $24.95 paper). The son of Italian immigrants who 
landed in Seattle, Volpentest (1904–2005) waited until 
1949 to relocate to Richland and open his own business. He 
liked people and people liked him; together they got things 
done, including an All-America City Award, a new federal 
building, and a highway bridge across the Columbia River. 
Smith, who was for a time Richland’s economic develop-
ment manager, writes about the big picture of growth and 
development in a community with a love-hate relationship 
toward the Hanford Site. Volpentest—“one pint-sized giant 
of a man”—was the go-to man to get things done and, when 
necessary, get things halted. This reviewer regrets that he 
never met Sam Volpentest. For readers living the same situ-
ation, this book will have to do!
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“Pressing On,” by John C. Hughes, is the story of 
The Seattle Times and The Wenatchee World. 
They’re steeped in Washington history and 
dedicated to public-service journalism. The 
challenge is staying relevant in an online world. 

View all Legacy Washington publications at: 
sos.wa.gov/legacyproject
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Newspapers in the 
21st CenturyON

Legacy Washington

Purchase it for your  
e-reader  for $9.99 
at amazon.com

Legacy Washington releases a new e-book:

MALLAST
A Novel
by Bob Prevost

A historical, biographical novel described as “intensely interesting” by a renowned 
book critic. An 1870 Prussian family struggles with a migration decision amidst political 
turmoil and imminent war in Central Europe. Share in their adventures as they move to 
a new life in the midwestern United States. Real characters, real events, and real places.

Two book awards plus 5-star ratings!
Available at some local book stores for $16.95.  
Also available as a Kindle or Nook e-book for $8.99.
To order book by e-mail: send your address to inrlpi@att.net—billing in 30 days.
To order by mail, write to: Book, 38051 Lakeshore, Harrison Twp, MI 48045—billing in 30 days.
www.mallastbook.com
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