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From the editor

LAWRENCE DENNY LINDSLEY, scenic 
photographer, Washington explorer, and trail 
guide, acquired his first camera in the early 
1890s by subscribing to Youth’s Companion 
children’s magazine: “[The camera] was just a 
tin box,” said Lindsley. “It had a cheap lens and 
a cheap shutter. It held only one plate at a time. 
I had to hog-tie it in the darkroom so I could 
pull the exposed plate out and get another in. 
Then I’d head outside for another picture.” It 
was the beginning of a lasting love affair with 
photography and the Cascade Mountains.

Lawrence Denny Lindsley

CURATOR OF 
NATURE’S GREAT 
ART GALLERY

BY CHERY KINNICK
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FOR THOUSANDS OF YEARS the canoe connected 
Native Americans as they traveled around the Salish 
Sea, embodying important cultural traditions of many 

Pacific Northwest tribes. Quinault Elder Emmett Oliver 
initiated the idea of “Canoe Journey” as part of the State 
Centennial in 1989 with only a few canoes in Seattle. An 
intertribal event since 1993, nearly 100 canoes now partici-
pate annually, fostering a resurgence of language and other 
traditions. The 2012 event, titled “Paddle to Squaxin, Teach-
ings of Our Ancestors,” was hosted by the Squaxin Island Tribe. 
Squaxin cultural organizer Charlene Krise noted: 

Our ancestral teachings encompass centuries of intimate 
knowledge of a relationship with the natural environments of 
the land and of the water. Throughout the centuries the tribes 
of the Pacific Northwest have held a strong bond of being 
People of Water, People of the Salish Sea. The Canoe Way is 
helping to keep the traditional teachings...moving forward to 
the next generations.

The landing ceremony took place in Olympia, where a large 
crowd of people witnessed the arrival of over 100 canoes paddled 
by tribes originating in the United States and Canada, along 
with a small contingent of Maori from New Zealand.

Krise described what for many, including myself, was a 
moving experience: “The canoe landing ceremony began with 
the beating of deerskin drums, and as the drums quieted the 
crowds, a Squaxin Salish song honoring the gift of water rang 
out. As the song called to all to look upon the waters, a selected 
member of each canoe family held up a container of water from 
their homeland and reverently poured it into Budd Inlet waters 
as an unspoken prayer for all the waters of all people.” 

This year, on Thursday, August 1, the Quinault Indian Na-
tion will welcome some 90 canoe families to Point Grenville—
a place of cultural significance to the tribe—for “Paddle to 
Quinault 2013, Honoring Our Warriors,” and will host them 
the following week at Taholah. According to Quinault or-
ganizer Pearl Capoeman-Baller, “Canoe Journey provides 
opportunities for tribal members to relearn, strengthen and 
reinforce their canoe traditions with respect and a sense of 
achievement.”

Canoe Journey captures the vibrant culture and history of 
Northwest tribes and allows all of us, Indian and non-Indian 
alike, to connect to the past and witness history unfolding in the 
present. My advice is: don’t miss it. And while you’re there, don’t 
call a canoe a “boat”—that might get you thrown in the water! 

—Shanna Stevenson, Executive Editor

Canoe families converging on Neah Bay 
during the 2010 Paddle to Makah.

Forest scene near 
Snoqualmie Pass, 
by Lawrence 
Lindsley. In his 
photography, 
Lindsley sought 
to portray not 
merely scenery 
but “calm and 
storm, sunshine 
and shadow.”

Pr
iv

at
e 

co
lle

ct
io

n



COLUMBIA 5 SUMMER 2013COLUMBIA 4 SUMMER 2013

muddy trails of Lake Keechelus to the 
nearest rail stop in Martin. 

D
URING ONE OF his first sum-
mers at the mines, Lindsley 
began recording his experi-
ences in a journal. Like most 
young men, he was eager for 

adventure, and the wild surroundings 
in the Cascades continually beckoned 
him to explore. Fellow miner Tom Re-
cord brought a camera along to camp 
in the summer of 1897. He had dry 
photographic plates delivered to him by 
rail through the mail stop at Martin and 
processed the plates right in camp as the 
others watched. Lindsley, enthralled by 

day, I could see all over. Oh! The grand 
sights I saw all around me. Mountains 
covered with snow, waterfalls, glaciers, 
and lakes with icebergs floating around 
in them…I saw things today I will never 
forget as long as I live.

In 1902 Lindsley went to work as a 
press photographer and processor for the 
W. P. Romans Photographic Company in 
Seattle, which provided many images for 
use by the Seattle Times. Lindsley left the 
studio after only a year or two, though 
he was a stockholder. While employed 
there, he formed a lasting friendship 
with fellow photographer Asahel Cur-
tis, who shared his passion for scenic 

L
INDSLEY’S continuous effort to 
discover and record the beauty of 
the Pacific Northwest wilderness 
began when he was a teenager 
and spanned over eight decades. 

The quality and volume of his nature 
photographs earned him local fame 
during his lifetime. The scenic images 
he captured include the upper reaches 
of Lake Chelan, the Cascade Moun-
tains—especially Mount Rainier and 
the North Cascades Wilderness—the 
Grand Coulee area, and La Push on 
the Pacific Coast. Businesses, authors, 
and other individuals frequently com-
missioned Lindsley to work on special 
projects. Many of his images are now of 
historical value.

Lindsley claimed that the conven-
tional idea of a landscape is that “ev-
erything in nature is nailed down,” but 
when people are asked to look beyond 
familiar geographic forms and think 
about what they are seeing, they can 
then sense that a mountain has moods 
in accordance with variations of light 
and weather, and that the wilderness 
has a value unrelated to economics.

The thousands of scenic images Law-
rence Denny Lindsley captured 
during his photographic career 
helped bring mountains into 
the parlors of the general public, 
reflecting the interests of envi-
ronmentalists of his time—men 
like John Muir. During the period 
from 1860 to 1915, when automo-
biles and urban growth became 
the norm, Muir argued for the 
superiority of nature over man’s 
devices and suggested that “wild 
wool is finer than tame.” As both 
outdoorsman and artist, Lindsley 
subscribed to the pastoral vision 
of unspoiled nature being of great 
romantic and spiritual value. 

Aside from his nature photog-
raphy, Lindsley is known for his 
intimate connection with Seattle’s 
founders, the Denny family. His 
maternal grandfather, David T. 
Denny, was the pioneering soul 
who camped out at Alki Point 
and awaited his party’s arrival from 
the Oregon Territory, resulting in 

worked for his grandfather at a variety 
of jobs: scouting, platting, building, log-
ging, mill work, street construction, and 
road improvement. During the summer 
of 1899, Lindsley worked on a crew that 
repaired the old Snoqualmie Pass wagon 
road over a distance of about 20 miles 
in the central Cascade Mountains, from 
the south end of Lake Keechelus to the 
foot of Grouse Ridge (three miles east 
of North Bend, Washington). His work 
included drilling and blasting. 

When Edward Lindsley could no 
longer work in the family mines due to 
severe rheumatism, Lindsley stepped 
in to take his father’s place. The Gold 
Creek Mining Company of Seattle, 
formed by the Denny family, owned and 
operated the Esther and Louisa group 
of mines near Gold Creek in the vicin-
ity of Snoqualmie Pass. The minerals 
of the area included gold and silver, 
and many of the mines at Gold Creek, 
totaling 12 claims, were moderately 
successful during the early years. The 
main Esther Mines cabin was situated 
in Ptarmigan Park on a knoll above the 
head of Gold Creek, which flows into 
the northern shore of Lake Keechelus. 

Lindsley frequently ran loads of 
ore over 50 miles, from the Gold 
Creek Valley to Seattle, in pack 
trains consisting of as many as 30 
mules or horses. 

Once a wealthy man, Da-
vid T. Denny became impover-
ished during the Panic of 1893, 
but he held high hopes that the 
mines would re-establish finan-
cial security for his family. Many 
relatives felt obligated to do ev-
erything they could to help, in 
part because of Denny’s unfail-
ing optimism and dedication. In 
1897, at age 19, Lindsley took 
on extra camp duty at the Esther 
Mines. He spent hours hammer-
ing and drilling but was often 
required to serve as camp cook, 
a chore he disliked but preferred 
to eating the results of his fellow 
miners’ meager cooking skills. 
Lindsley regularly made the 16-
mile round trip on horseback 
for mail and supplies along the 

the settlement of Seattle. His maternal 
grandmother, Louisa Boren Denny, was 
the “Sweetbriar Bride”—the first white 
woman to wed in the new settlement.

Lawrence Denny Lindsley—David 
and Louisa Denny’s first grandchild—
was born on March 18, 1878, in a cabin 
on the shores of Lake Union. The boy’s 
father, Edward L. Lindsley, had arrived 
in Seattle several years before and 
worked as a builder. His mother, Abbie 
Lena Denny, was David and Louisa’s 
third daughter. Edward Lindsley built 
the Denny cabin on Lower Queen 
Anne, and his son “Lawrie,” then 11 
years old, helped: “I was sort of a roust-
about…. I cranked the grindstone used 
to sharpen the axes.”

As a youth Lindsley spent a lot of 
time with his grandfather, and the two 
grew close. Denny was a reserved and 
modest man who possessed strength in 
addition to gentleness, and his eldest 
grandson was a kindred spirit. Denny 
taught young Lindsley how to hunt, 
and among the many moral lessons of-
fered, he impressed upon the boy that 
it was murder to kill more than what 
was absolutely necessary. Lindsley often 

the beauty of high places and increas-
ingly anxious to express himself, had 
to be content with making sketches in 
his notebooks and pressing wildflowers 
to take home. He wrote, “It will not be 
long before the mountains will be tak-
ing on the autumn colors. I wish I had 
a camera; I would take some pictures.”

On October 7, 1897, not long before 
the approaching winter weather forced 
him and his fellow miners to close camp 
and return to Seattle, he wrote: 

Worked in [Tunnel B] three hours this 
morning and then…I went up on the 
little ridge this afternoon back of the 
mines. As it was a very clear sun-shiny 

ABOVE: Mount Rainier in all its 
“moods” was a constant draw for 
Lindsley, who began an extensive 
photographic study of it while working 
as a commercial photographer for 
Asahel Curtis.

RIGHT: Postcard depicting a lightning 
storm at Lake Chelan. As a young man 
laboring in the Esther Mines, Lindsley 
began rising in the middle of the night 
to take images of “lightning rumbling 
against the mountains.”

FACING PAGE: Lindsley is atypically 
attired in a suit and hat in this self-
portrait with camera, c. 1910s.
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photography. It later became apparent 
that the business acumen of the two men 
differed enough to cause some unspoken 
tension in the friendship, at least on 
Lindsley’s end. When he went to work 
for Curtis, who bought the W. P. Romans 
studio, Lindsley began referring to his 
place of employment, tongue-in-cheek, 
as “Curtisville.”

Curtis encouraged Lindsley to be-
come a fellow charter member of The 
Mountaineers in 1907. This club as-
sociation provided an even greater 
opportunity for Lindsley to discover 
photography subjects off the beaten 
path, especially during exploration 
of the great ice caves and glaciers of 
Mount Rainier. While continuing to 
develop his nostalgic, romantic style, 
Lindsley also assisted Asahel Curtis’s 
brother, Edward Curtis, in processing 
gold tone negatives depicting Native 
Americans in the famous North Ameri-
can Indian series.

E
DWARD LINDSLEY purchased 
property near 25 Mile Creek at 
Lake Chelan in 1902, hoping that 
the drier climate east of the Cas-
cades would ease his arthritis. In 

September of that year, his son recorded 
events and discoveries during a way-
finding trail ride from Snoqualmie Pass 
eastward to his parents’ ranch in Chelan:

All along [Swauk Creek] there are old 
[mine] dumps.... One place I saw [was] 
a water wheel that was about 25 feet in 
diameter. It was a dandy.… The first 
place I came to after leaving [Cle Elum] 
was Liberty. Liberty was a dry, dead 
little town. The grease wood and coyotes 
seemed to belong to it. All the life I saw 
there was a dog and the blamed thing was 
too blamed lazy to bark at me even….

David T. Denny’s health was fail-
ing in 1903, and family members did 
not expect him to survive. Lindsley’s 
journal writing crept to a halt for some 
time after Denny died on November 25, 
1903. On November 24, Lindsley wrote 
about the last time he parted company 
with his grandfather at Licton Springs 
in Seattle:

When I went to [Lake Chelan] last sum-
mer, I told Grandpa good bye. He broke 
down and cried. He held my hand a long 
time. He said as I left, “God Bless you. 
Good bye.” We never expected to see 
each other again. It was a very touching 
farewell. I kissed him good bye. He stood 
on the front porch and when I was nearly 
out of sight, I turned and waved to him. 
He waved back to me. I can see him now 
as he stood there, dressed in a dark gray 

suit and a light summer hat, leaning on 
his cane. His blessing went with me.

Lindsley moved from Seattle to Lake 
Chelan around 1908 to help with the 
demanding work at his parents’ Chelana 
Alal Ranch. Also, the North Cascades 
Wilderness was more easily accessed 
from Chelan than from Seattle.

The years Lindsley spent at Lake Chel-
an were productive for his photographic 

pursuits, but they were also exception-
ally demanding. In letters written by 
Lindsley to family members elsewhere 
in the Pacific Northwest, he describes 
seemingly endless physical labor. Even 
so, he managed to make numerous pho-
tography forays into the North Cascades, 
some of them as a hired trail guide. It 
was the lack of sufficient time to spend 
in the darkroom afterward that he felt 
most keenly. Lindsley carefully planned 
his expeditions up to a year ahead of 
time, sometimes traveling 50 to 100 
miles to get a certain photograph when 
he expected the conditions would be 
just right. 

Lindsley typically took three horses 
on the trail during photography excur-
sions. One of the pack horses carried the 
food supply and camp outfit, the second 
carried the camera gear, and the third 
carried him. He would rise at the break 
of dawn and leave his campsite in readi-
ness, in case he had to make a quick 
getaway due to a sudden storm. Then, 
supplied with a pocketful of dried beef, 
raisins, and crackers, he would head for 
his chosen location to capture shots in 
the optimal light of the morning sun. 
In addition to sturdy horses, he brought 
along three very important things: “Pa-
tience, patience, and more patience… 
It takes patience to wait and wait ’til 
things are just right. Patience to make 
trip after trip, never finding conditions 
as you want them. Patience to go back 
once again and get your reward. It pays 
in the end, financially, or otherwise.” 

When asked to what he attributed 
his professional success, Lindsley an-
swered that although simplicity and or-
ganization were of great importance, it 
was his mother who was mainly respon-
sible. Abbie Denny Lindsley, a pioneer-
ing woman with a love of the trail and 
the camp, painted and published poetry 
in Chelan area newspapers. She was 
her son’s counselor, helper, and source 
of encouragement through all of his ef-
forts. Until her premature death from 
heart disease in 1915, Lindsley spent 
many hours caring for his ailing mother. 

Lindsley built his own photography 
studio at the Chelana Alal Ranch, which 
allowed him to maximize whatever extra 

time he had available. The studio was a 
primitive tar paper shack, complete with 
a darkroom, enlarging room, lantern 
slide and copy room, and a chemical 
and wash room. He took care that the 
layout of his studio provided maximum 
efficiency for his needs.

W
HILE LIVING in the Chel-
an area, Lindsley was hired 
by the Great Northern Rail-
road to provide scenic views 
of the Glacier National Park 

area for promotional literature. At the 
time, Lindsley often traveled with his 
horse Peanuts and his dog Bobbie. On 
long trips, he would let the dog ride in 
the saddle with him. In 1916, Great 
Northern hired him as a trail guide and 
naturalist on a three-week expedition 
with author Mary Roberts Rinehart. 
She later depicted Lindsley in her nov-
el, Tenting To-night, as “Silent Lawrie,” 
a rather taciturn character who “knew 
every tiniest flower and plant that 
thrust its head above the leaf mold.”

Though often deemed strangely quiet 
or unsociable by others, Lindsley did 
not lack for intelligence, optimism, or 

humor. W. R. Miles of St. Paul, Min-
nesota, described Lindsley to a journal-
ist after spending two months with the 
photographer on an expedition in Gla-
cier National Park. Miles asserted that 
Lindsley was a top-notch packer, woods-
man, and mountain climber as well as a 
skilled guide who was all wrapped up in 
his work—quite at home with wild ani-
mals, trees, and flowers, and passionately 
fond of his horses. He was also one of the 
most capable and agile men Miles had 
ever seen in the mountains. He claimed 
that Lindsley was too modest for his own 
good, and it took the right person to draw 
him out. Regarding women, Lindsley 
could either be as “nimble-footed in a 
get-away as a mountain sheep,” or an 
entertaining companion—depending 
upon whether the lady was beautiful and 
vivacious and in search of aimless small 
talk, or loved the outdoors and was truly 
interested in his work.

On October 1, 1916, Lindsley’s fa-
ther married Elizabeth F. Miller. This 
second marriage, coming soon after the 
death of Lindsley’s mother, made it clear 
to the son that he was expected to strike 
out on his own once again. Now in his 

FACING PAGE, TOP: Lindsley, 
standing immediately left of the 
doorway, with the Esther Mines 
crew at the Ptarmigan Park 
cabin above Gold Creek Valley, 
Snoqualmie Pass, 1900.

FACING PAGE, BOTTOM: 
Tourists exploring an ice 
cave at Paradise Park, Mount 
Rainier (no date). During the 
1920s, Lindsley rejoined the 
Seattle Mountaineers Club to 
go on group excursions for 
photographic opportunities.

RIGHT: David T. Denny, one 
of Seattle’s pioneer founders, 
was a constant companion 
to Lindsley, his eldest 
grandchild. Denny is shown 
on the porch of the Lake 
Keechelus cabin, a base for 
conducting repair work on 
the Snoqualmie Pass wagon 
road in 1899.
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late 30s, Lindsley yearned for the oppor-
tunity to settle down with a family of his 
own. He had fallen in love with Pearl 
Adeline Miller, a kind, gentle, mature 
woman employed at the Chelan Hotel, 
whose parents were early Wenatchee-
area settlers and fruit growers. Before 
marrying, however, Lindsley was intent 
on obtaining enough income to provide 
for a wife and children. Though very 
reluctant to leave eastern Washington 
and his beloved Pearl, Lindsley moved 
back to Seattle and resumed work at 
the Romans Photography Studio. The 
studio was by then fully owned by his 
old friend Asahel Curtis. Many of the 
photographs under the Curtis & Ro-
mans label, including a series of passen-
ger liner and early steamer images, were 
taken by Lindsley.

I
N WENATCHEE, on Septem-
ber 20, 1918, after working nearly 
two years to scrape together a nest 
egg, Lindsley married Pearl Miller, 
age 36, whom he affectionately 

called “Pink Rose” and, later, “Brown-
ie.” The newlyweds spent some months 
in Seattle boarding houses before pur-
chasing a home at 105 Northeast 43rd 
Street, in the Wallingford District. 
They settled down quite happily, but 
their domestic bliss was short-lived. On 
May 31, 1920, Pearl was rushed to the 
hospital while in full-term pregnancy. 
Two days later, a baby girl, whom they 
named Abbie June, was either stillborn 
or died shortly after birth. According to 
Lindsley, Pearl suffered greatly during 
the delivery. She died on June 5 after 
being poisoned by a burst appendix.

Lindsley achieved respite from over-
whelming sadness only by returning 
to the mountains. He rejoined The 
Mountaineers for a time and contin-
ued to make photographic forays into 
the Cascades. After each trip, he spent 

countless hours preparing slides and im-
ages in the basement of his Wallingford 
home. He would often stay up late at 
night, gulping coffee, working on his 
own projects and completing the com-
mercial undertakings that helped pay 
the bills.

During the years of the Great De-
pression, Lindsley continued to live in 
Seattle. He attended church frequently, 
helped out with local Boy Scout troops, 
browsed bookstores, and, despite de-
clining funds, managed to take in an 
occasional movie or show. Friends 
and business acquaintances frequently 
asked Lindsley home to dinner. In 
1932 he confessed there was “not much 
grub left and no money for any more 
in sight.” However, when his elderly 
and twice-widowed father became seri-
ously ill the following year, he brought 
Edward Lindsley home to Seattle and 
took care of him until his death in 1933.

When the Washington State Fed-
eration of Garden Clubs formed in 1933, 
Lindsley’s lantern slide lectures became 
popular among gardening ladies. His 
lantern slide projector was described as a 
“left wing” motion picture projector. The 
pictures did not move but were thrown on 
a screen in quick succession, giving the 
viewer the impression of swiftly-moving 
scenes. One series of images depicted a 
storm on Mount Rainier, which required 
many hours of photography to catch vari-
ous stages of weather conditions. Another 
series showed the progression of a sunset. 
Exhibiting a mischievous but shy wit, 
Lindsley would sometimes run the se-
quence backwards and call it a “sunrise,” 
to the amusement of lecture-goers.

Throughout the 1920s to 1950s, 
Lindsley frequently gave lectures and 
slide shows, utilizing his many images 
of mountain scenery, flora, and fauna, 
as well as early Seattle history. One such 

lecture delivered by Lindsley at the Alki 
Congregational Church on January 24, 
1936, was called “A Story of the Great 
Outdoors, including the Oregon Trail 
and the Founding of Seattle.” Always 
anxious to impress attendees with the 
history and ethereal beauty of the Pa-
cific Northwest, Lindsley continually 
revised his presentations with excerpts 
from the pages of his many notebooks:

More than any other time of the day, 
the hour of dawn is inspiring. The stars 
in their courses slowly fade out. The 
silvery moon dips behind the western 
range. From a source as yet invisible, 
a suffused light rises behind the snowy 
Cascades. When...the rosy tinted 
mountain inscribes its sign upon the 
sunlight, and Mt. St. Helens sparkles 
like a precious stone in a beautiful set-
ting, and the Olympic Range [is] like a 
golden band against the Western sky, 

then, truly, Washington State is na-
ture’s Great Art Gallery.

In 1944, Lindsley married again. Sar-
ah (“Sonny”) Sonju, born in Washburn, 
Wisconsin, on April 6, 1891, moved 
from her family home in Poulsbo to 
Seattle in 1935. She worked as a color 
artist for many local photography firms 
and met Lindsley at the Asahel Curtis 
studio. Mrs. Lindsley tinted slides and 
murals alongside her photographer 
husband, and participated in his public 
lectures and slide shows until her death 
in 1960. Together, they created many 
beautiful works of art. Over the fireplace 
mantel of their Wallingford home hung 
a 40- by 64-inch portrait of Mount Rai-
nier, an iconic Pacific Northwest geo-
graphic fixture that served as a constant 
draw for Lindsley’s scenic studies. 

D
URING THE LAST decades 
of his life, Lindsley contin-
ued to produce prints, murals, 
postcards, slides, and other 
image forms that expressed his 

love of nature. He revealed some of his 
personal philosophy about photography 
in a 1917 interview for Recreation Maga-
zine: “My aim in my attempts to portray 
nature has been to portray not merely 
mountains, lake and sky, but calm and 
storm, sunshine and shadow and, at the 
same time, to convey the message that 
out in the open health and happiness 
will await those who will follow the 
trails and camp in the high places.”

Lindsley’s creed was to “wear out, 
not rust out.” As a white-haired, elderly 
man, he was still of rugged build when he 
became too infirm to climb in the moun-
tains with camera gear. At that point, 
he turned to Washington’s coastline to 
record what he referred to as its “largely 
ignored natural wonder.” In an interview 
about a year and a half before his death, 
Lindsley, age 95, described exactly what 
he hoped to capture next on film: 

Now, you take the waves when they’re 
coming in and talking to themselves—
the little waves…. You get up at the first 
screech of dawn, and then wait for the 
sun to come up, and there’s just millions 

of diamonds coming ashore. Now, way 
out in the ocean, why, the whole ocean 
is all diamonds... Well, that’s a sight 
when they come in and begin to talk and 
murmur to the shore....

Throughout his life Lindsley was 
recognized for his many talents, both 
on the trail and behind a camera. He 
was alternately known as the “Gold 
Creek Kid,” “Silent Lawrie,” and even 
“Nature’s Nobleman.” No amount of 
recognition could have shaken his mod-
esty, and he always shunned the idea of 
advertising his own accomplishments. 
Especially during his later years, he of-
ten felt the motivation of an unfulfilled 
artist driven in the face of his own mor-
tality. Lindsley was a forward thinker 
and optimist like his grandfather, David 
Denny, but he was also acutely aware 
that Old Man Time was “picking his 
pockets.” Until close to his death at age 
96, he was never idle and continued to 
have at least one project going at all 
times, with several more in mind. 

Lawrence Denny Lindsley remained 
true to his personal creed and utilized 
his creative capacity to the fullest. On 
January 3, 1975, the longtime nature 
photographer with the pioneer-forged 
spirit died at his Wallingford home after 
a bout of pneumonia.

In retrospect, though he always 
longed to express nature’s beauty 
through watercolors or using eloquent 
words, his photography speaks for him 
with as much poignancy as the works 
of nature writer John Muir. Lindsley 
recorded sensitive interpretations of 
people, places, and events—often fol-
lowing a day of grinding labor—out of 
a deep appreciation for nature and his-
tory that had been passed down to him 
through his family. In addition to Lind-
sley’s considerable photographic legacy, 
his many recorded thoughts, witticisms, 
and observations are insightful and pre-
cious to Pacific Northwest history.

Chery Kinnick is an independent historian and 
writer currently working at the University of 
Washington Libraries, Special Collections Division. 
She and her husband John Kinnick coauthored 
Snoqualmie Pass (Arcadia Publishing, 2007).

While living near Chelan, Lindsley 
produced many images of the lake, 
including this inviting scene from 1911. 
Though he often sought remote corners 
by boat, Lindsley would only row out in 
calm weather because he was afraid of 
Lake Chelan’s cold, glacial depths.
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By Nancy Driscol Engle

A BLOT upon the Fair Name
Matronly Urban Boosters Push for Change in Spokane

Spokane had a lot to lose. The 1890 city 
directory listed 92 saloons, six billiard 
halls, four brewers and four bottlers. That 
constituted approximately one liquor 
establishment for every 200 residents. By 
1910 Spokane still had one saloon for ev-
ery 729 citizens—the highest number per 
capita among Washington’s largest cities.

As the 1890s progressed, male li-
quor interests predominated despite 
some political challenges. For example, 
populism brought to rural individuals 
of the Pacific Northwest—both men 
and women—a new sense of political 
power. In 1896 that movement helped 
give Idaho women the right to vote, and 
it had, albeit unsuccessfully, brought 
the question of women’s suffrage before 
Washington voters in 1898.

Less sweeping than the question of 
suffrage for women, the matron issue 
gained the support of some politicians 
in Spokane after the turn of the century. In 1902 Mayor 
P. S. Byrnes, a Democrat who won a narrow victory over an 
anti-temperance candidate, convinced Democrats on the city 
council to approve hiring one police matron. That year Spo-
kane became the first city in eastern Washington to have one.

The matron worked part-time, however, visiting the jail 
on occasion but primarily being responsible for searching 
women suspected of concealing weapons, liquor, or drugs in 
their clothing. Although better than nothing, this arrange-
ment left women inmates trapped within a male world most of 
the time. It took eight more years, a nationwide controversy, 
and a coalition of local activists that went beyond members 
of the WCTU to convince Spokane’s politicians that the city 
needed a resident police matron.

The final move to appoint a matron began in late 1909 
when Elizabeth Gurley Flynn, a nationally-known labor 
leader, spent one night in a Spokane jail, and came out the 
next morning questioning the morals of its supervisors. She 
told reporters that the officials appeared to be allowing sexual 
relations between male and female inmates. Charging that 
she had seen the “putrid state of morals inside the jail…,” she 
counted on finding sympathetic ears.

 At the height of the town’s boom years, Spokane’s boosters 
were enjoying its status as one of the nation’s 50 largest cities. 
Moreover, they knew that national attention was currently 
focused on the city because of the free speech fight between 
members of the Industrial Workers of the World (IWW) and 
city leaders. They had watched with interest as city and county 
leaders struggled to control labor unrest, which mounted as 
unemployed miners from the Idaho Panhandle and members of 
the IWW roamed the city. Spokane leaders tried to fight back by 
prohibiting labor activists from speaking in public buildings and 
attempting to stifle speeches in the parks and on city streets—ul-
timately packing hundreds of protesters into local jails.

F lynn first took her accusations to the Spokane 
Woman’s Club. Its members were appalled by Flynn’s 
assertions and quickly made plans to create a coali-
tion that would convince city council members to 

hire a resident matron. Instead of turning to members of the 
WCTU, who were the traditional torchbearers for police 
matrons, they sought allies among local labor leaders. The 
resulting discussion about the morals of Spokane’s jail staff 
quickly became a national debate.

W hen Spokane’s police department installed 
its first resident matrons in 1910, it did so 17 
years after state legislators had passed a law 
requiring that Washington’s largest cities em-

ploy women to supervise female inmates. With its stipulation 
that cities having populations over 10,000 comply, the 1893 
law only applied to Seattle, Tacoma, and Spokane. Seattle 
hired its first police matron in 1893, and Tacoma followed 
suit in 1900, but Spokane’s all-male upper- and middle-class 
leaders, backed by saloon and mine owners, balked at the 
expense, having little interest in catering to the needs of the 
inmates most affected—women who were predominantly on 
the lowest rung of the economic ladder. 

Spokane’s sister cities hired only one matron initially. 
Spokane leaders calculated what it would cost to hire three 
women—it would take three police matrons, working in shifts, 
to provide continual coverage in a 24-hour period—and de-
cided that they preferred risking a lawsuit over noncompliance. 
The expense seemed unnecessary, explained Mayor Edward 
Powell, because a matron’s services were “not required once a 
month.” Although the mayor did not say so, the perceived cost 

of matrons was complicated by Spokane’s recent exponential 
growth and the nationwide economic depression that hit the 
city in June. The “Panic of 1893,” as it was called, bankrupted 
many local business owners and required the police department 
to reduce its force by half.

The city’s gamble paid off. No one sued, and the club-
women submitted no further requests to hire a police matron 
until 1895. During this time, powerful saloon owners openly 
opposed the hiring of police matrons—mainly because the 
earliest advocates of the idea were members of the Women’s 
Christian Temperance Union (WCTU.) As late as 1898 
saloon owners posted signs in their windows advising the all-
male electorate to “Vote against the [suffrage] amendment! 
The WCTU wants it. What they want, we don’t want!”

The WCTU did in fact pose a potential economic threat to 
liquor interests. By the early 1890s it had become the largest 
organization for women in Spokane and across the nation. Fran-
ces Willard, who had served as national president since 1879, 
convinced its more than 150,000 members to endorse women’s 
suffrage. As early as the election of 1884, Spokane women, who 
were allowed to vote for a short time under Washington Terri-

tory’s 1883 suffrage law, had 
pushed the city to take its 
polling places out of saloons.

On the eve of the 20th 
century, saloon owners in 

LEFT: Jimmie Durkin’s saloon 
at Sprague and Wall was a 

flagship business in Spokane. 
Durkin profited from the 

publicity he received when 
he allowed a minister to 
decorate his windows to 

illustrate the tragedy of drink. 

FACING PAGE: This detail 
from a 1912 panoramic 

photo of the ranks of the 
Spokane Police Department 

shows police matrons Ella 
Jones, Mary Seymour, and 
Nora Hudspeth, standing 

confidently—a symbol of 
women’s entry into the male 

world of law enforcement.
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ABOVE: Elizabeth Gurley 
Flynn was convicted of 

conspiracy in the free 
speech fight in a Spokane 

trial in 1910. This 
postcard shows Flynn 

seated at the right and 
Fred H. Moore, defense 
attorney, talking to the 

jury, along with  
many others.

FACING PAGE: Helen L. 
Baker and Ethel Stalford 
both played prominent 

roles in the police 
matron fight. Here 

they are poised to lead 
a demonstration at 

Spokane City Hall on 
February 23, 1910.

charge of female prisoners. Flynn’s charges, she concluded, 
hurt the city’s reputation.

H utton and the most vocal supporters of the police 
matron initiative were alike in their racial heri-
tage (white), their economic status (wealthy or 
at least well-off), and their strong support of the 

campaign for women’s suffrage. But there was one important 
difference. A lifelong Democrat, the 50-year-old Hutton had 
maintained ties with members of the working class long after 
becoming a rich mine owner herself. She, Laura House, Rose 
Moore, Sarah Coates, and Ethel Stalford all had ties to the 
IWW, while 25-year-old Helen LaReine Baker—articulate 
and college-educated—was unwilling to support labor.

Some women were so sympathetic to the labor cause that 
a newspaper editor warned them in early November to stay 
out of the free speech fight. Ignoring the editor’s advice, Rose 
Moore, chair of the Woman’s Club’s Social Economics De-
partment, and Mrs. Z. W. Comerford, president of the College 
Equal Suffrage Association, were with a group of socialists in 
attorney Fred Moore’s office when detectives arrived there 
in search of E. J. Foote, an IWW organizer from Portland. 
When the investigators found him hiding in the inner office, 
the two suffragists lectured the police for attempting to arrest 
a sick man. Comerford and Moore both gave speeches the 
following day in an open-air free speech meeting.

Leaning toward the middle ground, 
Ethel Stalford tried to distance herself 
from organized labor but could not 
pull herself away completely. As late as 
March 1910 she was insisting she had 
no ties to labor unions. This tension be-
tween a faction of clubwomen and the 
free speech advocates played a promi-
nent role in the police matron campaign.

On January 11, Laura House present-
ed the city council with a signed petition 
requesting a resident matron. City lead-
ers consented to hire one woman, and 
agreed to consider appointing three ma-
trons. Three days later council members 
drafted the ordinance, “fixed” a salary, 
and slated it to quickly become law.

On January 16, assistant state labor 
commissioner Blanche H. Mason visited 
the jail. She later told reporters that the 
two “young girls” she found there were in 
surroundings that would make a “hard-
ened criminal shudder.” She criticized 
sanitary conditions there, describing 

cigarette butts and “trashy novels” strewn about. Mason, long 
associated with women’s reform, visited the jail while on official 
state business. She had been a featured speaker at the Woman’s 
Club, and was likely in Spokane at the invitation of local club-
women hoping to bolster their case against the police.

Chief Sullivan, an Irish immigrant who was a naturalized 
citizen by this time, came out with the bellicose pronounce-
ment: “I do not intend to take advice from [women].” Within 
a week he had convinced the city council to file the initia-
tive they had just passed. By that time his arguments were 
less emotional, targeting the city’s pocketbook. The police 
department, he asserted, had neither the money nor the 
space for a matron and the $90-a-month salary would have 
to come from city coffers. He then proposed paying $15 for 
an additional (male) night sergeant and raising the current 
part-time matron’s salary to $30. Two weeks later he raised the 
stakes, proposing to pay her $40 a month, more than twice the 
amount she had been earning only six weeks earlier.

In order to counter the chief, the clubwomen worked to 
expand their base of allies. A number of church leaders joined 
the cause. Later, members of both the Graduate Nurses As-
sociation and the Elks Lodge endorsed the idea. Finally, on 
February 10, the women gained a promise of support from the 
Spokane Chamber of Commerce.

On February 22, a number of clubwomen attended a banquet 
at the Hotel Spokane for the inaugural meeting of the Free Fo-

rum Fraternity. There, Helen LaReine 
Baker asserted that the women were 
too easily “put off with promises” by the 
city council. She urged that they go to 
the jail, “prepared to stay” until their 
requests were granted. “Temporizing,” 
she warned, “will do no good, aggressive 
action is what is needed.”

The following morning a newspaper 
displayed a large photo of Ethel Stalford, 
explaining that she would storm the city 
council that night. She and her cohorts 
were to pay Sullivan a visit at the city 
jail and then fill all available space at 
the city council meeting. There they 
would inform their politicians what “the 
women of Spokane want.”

Stalford set the tone, accusing big 
businesses of pushing city council mem-
bers to comply with Sullivan’s demands, 
contrary to the wishes of “thousands of 
taxpayers” who sought a police matron. 
She further asserted that her sources 
were “unquestioned,” verifying that 

Flynn’s suggestion that there were sexual misdeeds tak-
ing place in the jails seemed plausible. She was young, ar-
ticulate, and politically savvy. A socialist and a labor leader, 
the 19-year-old Flynn had come to Spokane in the late fall 
of 1909 to help local workers and had been arrested in early 
December. She told clubwomen that at 11 o’clock in the 
evening, after enduring hours of questioning, she had been 
taken to a cell shared by two other women. Lying awake that 
night, she had observed that her cell mates were on terms of 
“disgusting familiarity” with the incarcerated men. 

At first, city leaders attempted to ignore Flynn’s charges. 
Fred C. Pugh, the prosecuting attorney in the case, said 
her claims were false. He was backed by some formidable 
allies, including the city’s police justice, S. A. Mann; the 
acting police chief, John T. Sullivan; and the reform mayor, 
 Nelson S. Pratt.

Not all of Spokane’s residents sided with the jailers. 
On December 4, 1909, Emma A. Stalford, along 
with Arthur E. and Laura House, posted a $5,000 
bond on Flynn’s behalf. Stalford, a widow and 

probably a socialist, had lived in Spokane since 1908. A. E. 
House, a railway postal clerk, had been a resident since 1892. 

An unsigned letter sent to Fred Pugh, postmarked 
December 4 in Spokane, made fun of the city’s position 
against labor. Addressing the prosecuting attorney as “Mr. 
Pooh” it predicted, “Put her in jail for three months...and 
you will stir up agitators and workers all over the civilized 
world…. What are you compared to this 19-year-old girl? 
Nothing but a monkey on a stick, the harder she pulls the 
harder you jump and the more she laughs.”

Local residents who contrib-
uted to Flynn’s bond had close 
ties to the Spokane Woman’s 
Club. Ethel Stalford, its pub-
licity chair and spokesperson 
for the matron campaign, was 
married to Emma Stalford’s son 
Philip. Laura House, listed with 
her husband on the bail bond, 
was the club’s president. Finally, 
club member Rose Moore, an 
avowed socialist, was the wife 
of “Comrade Moore,” Flynn’s 
defense attorney.

The specter of sexual impro-
prieties thriving in Spokane’s 
jails spurred clubwomen to ac-
tion. They decried officials as not 
only sanctioning this behavior 
but encouraging it. Moreover, 
the clubwomen were horrified that someone as prominent 
as Flynn was publicly questioning the morals of Spokane’s 
police. They envisioned a respectable hometown, one that 
protected, even supervised its female prisoners.

Four days after Flynn had been released on bond, 
wealthy suffragist May Arkwright Hutton introduced a 
resolution to the Spokane Woman’s Club. She vehemently 
protested the absence of a resident matron, emphasiz-
ing the “many stories afloat” about the “indignities” that 
women suffered in jail. “Whether or not they be true,” she 
predicted, similar stories would arise as long as men were in 

The specter of sexual improprieties thriving in Spokane’s jails spurred clubwomen to 
action. They decried officials as not only sanctioning this behavior but encouraging it.
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sexual improprieties were going on at the jail; and she threatened 
to go public with the details if the city failed to comply. In clos-
ing, she declared conditions at the city jail “indecent and a blot 
upon the fair name of the city.”

City council members were surprised by Stalford’s intensity. 
Charles Mohr and his fellow council members attempted to 
head off the wave of words, but she always had a ready answer. 
Finally they conceded and unanimously passed a bill that would 
hire three matrons, paying each $75 a month.

C hief Sullivan had already warned that clubwomen 
would only be welcome at the jail during visiting 
hours. After their verbal assault on city leaders, he 
stepped up his opposition, urging the city council to 

create a committee charged with investigating the situation. 
Then he accused clubwomen of making “utterly false charges,” 
challenging them to prove their statements or “shut up.” He fur-
ther promised to urge jailers to sue Stalford because she had, he 
asserted, attacked both their personal and professional integrity.

The clubwomen’s solid front cracked under this pressure. 
Probably fearing a lawsuit herself, the wealthy Helen LaReine 
Baker, who had only two days earlier urged “aggressive action,” 
told a reporter that Stalford’s charges had been a “disgrace to 
the city.” She went on to state—incorrectly—that Ethel Stal-
ford had posted bond for Flynn. Ignoring her own role in the 
drama, she declared that labor interests had orchestrated the 
clubwomen’s attack. Clearly, it was easier for the clubwomen 
to agree that the city jail needed a resident police matron than 
it was for them to address the political, social, and economic 
questions raised during the free speech controversy.

Nevertheless, the Woman’s Club had selected Stalford to 
represent them at city hall. Club leaders renewed their sup-
port for her when Sullivan, Baker, and others charged that 
she was an IWW sympathizer. The clubwomen responded, 
asserting that the police department was “not as spotless” as 
Sullivan claimed.

Differences among them hin-
dered the clubwomen’s ability to 
clearly define the issues surround-
ing the police matron campaign. 
Still supporting labor were Sarah 
Comerford, Rose Moore, and Sadie 
Coates. The majority of clubwomen 
were hesitant to take a stand. One 
unidentified woman mused, “If the 
IWW stands for what is moral and 
decent then I, for one, do not know 
but what I am in sympathy with it.” 
At the opposite end of the spectrum 
were LaReine Baker and a handful 
of others. Approximately a week 
after the city council meeting, a local paper reported that Baker, 
Jessie Emery, and Sarah Axelson had met over lunch to discuss 
other ways to provide a police matron. They suggested that vol-
unteer matrons, serving one-week stints, take on the job them-
selves. In effect, these women supported the argument that it was 
not necessary for a matron to be present at the jail at all times.

While individual clubwomen scrambled to clarify their po-
sitions, newspapers talked of potential lawsuits and predicted 
the break-up of the Woman’s Club. Rumors of divisions among 
the women were palpable enough that club president Laura 
House attempted to do damage control by telling reporters that 
club activities were going on as usual. She further asserted that 
no members would be asked to resign.

In February, while clubwomen squirmed uncomfortably un-
der the scrutiny of eager reporters, various other supporters of the 
matron idea rethought their positions. The local ministerial as-
sociation reversed its stand. Likewise, the chamber of commerce 
announced that it would drop the matter. Even Mayor Pratt, 
who had been elected on a reform ticket and had publicly sup-
ported the idea of volunteer matrons, explained that he thought 
the controversy could “teach the women a few things.”

Still some women remained friendly toward labor interests. 
At a central labor union meeting in March, House, Hutton, and 
Moore gave “verbal bouquets” to the unionists. House told them 
that the women appreciated the “action of men who will stand 
for what we believe is right.” A prominent socialist and husband 
of a clubwoman, D. C. Coates told reporters that his union in-
tended to support the police matron initiative “until it is done.”

Despite the political wavering, the combined pressure 
brought results. On March 8, 1910, city council members 
privately passed the resolution. The next day a coalition of 
Woman’s Club members, organized labor rep-
resentatives, and leaders of the city’s five Ger-
man Societies went to city hall seeking the 
combined initiatives of wage increases and the 
appointment of three matrons. When Laura 
House brought up the matron issue, a council 
member nonchalantly informed her that they 
had already passed the measure. 

The victory was short-lived. Clubwomen 
soon learned that the city council once 
more delayed action on the resolution, 
pending investigation by a subcom-

mittee. Although unhappy with the delay, they 
sought to help. To assure that witnesses would 
feel free to talk, clubwomen requested and won private hearings. 
Their nominee, Dr. George K. McDowell, received a seat on the 
subcommittee, but he resigned after the first meeting, saying he 
would not help “white-wash the police department.”

Mayor Pratt responded by expanding the committee from 
three to seven members and appointing two clubwomen: Inez 
De Lashmutt and Jessie Emery, one of the ladies who had 
volunteered to be a matron. He gave the committee power 
to decide whether to hold public meetings. Committee chair 
Dr. T. L. Catterson, Mayor Pratt’s appointee, left most of the 
meetings open, but did allow for private interviews.

One interviewee, a 29-year-old prostitute, was afraid to talk, 
and when pressed to do so answered evasively, “I would not 
want to now, because I know more than you do. They will make 
me lots of trouble.” Many of the women interviewed had expe-
rienced economic hardship; 14 of them had served time in jail. 

After George McDowell resigned, the most vocal advocates 
for hiring police matrons turned their backs on the committee. 
For example, Inez De Lashmutt sought, but did not get, inter-
views with Stalford, House, and Moore. Leads fizzled, and the 
committee struggled to find knowledgeable witnesses.

On May 10, 1910, the committee submitted its official re-
port. It had found no impropriety, although it censured two po-
lice officers for their relations, while off duty, with a young single 
woman. It pronounced the jail “tolerably clean” but concluded 

that incarcerated women needed to receive clean bedding 
upon their arrival and have privacy while bathing. Although 
the committee had pursued a much broader agenda, including 
discussing whether the jail was “improperly” mixing white and 
black inmates, it asserted that “common decency” required the 
appointment of police matrons. The committee concluded, 
however, that the police department should continue to rely on 
a part-time matron until the new jail was ready.

The office building that housed the jail was sandwiched 
between the fire department and city hall. It had been con-

structed in 1894 when Spokane’s population 
was just over 20,000 and there had been 
between 20 and 40 police officers. In 1910, 
the 2,635-square-foot building housed a staff 
about double in size, which policed a popu-
lation that had grown five times larger. The 
space was so crowded that the police matrons 
would be obliged to keep an office within the 
jail itself, sharing the space used by the female 
inmates for eating, bathing, and visiting.

The committee concluded that Stalford’s 
charges had been undocumented and the 
clubwomen had overstated their claims. Their 
tirade against the police had been based on 
Elizabeth Gurley Flynn’s accusations. Then, 

under the heat of criticism, they had moved away from the labor 
leader’s position. This left the other clubwomen with only frag-
mentary evidence of the relationships between male and female 
inmates. Jail conditions, moreover, had fluctuated wildly dur-
ing the free speech fight. By abandoning Flynn’s testimony and 
switching the focus from the county jail to the city jail, the club-
women and the investigating committee were assessing the jails 
under a vastly different situation than the one she had described.

Finally, in June 1910, the Spokane Police Department ap-
pointed three resident matrons, even though it was still cramped 
in its old facility. This action was only tangential to questions 
raised by the free speech fight, having more to do with an effort 
to protect women than to achieve equal rights for women. And 
yet, the hiring of police matrons in Spokane, as in Seattle and 
Tacoma, was a significant step toward bringing women into the 
local police force. Equally important, the political coalition es-
tablished by the clubwomen as they campaigned for police ma-
trons would prove helpful the following November when voters 
in the state decided the issue of women’s suffrage. 

Nancy Driscol Engle, an independent historian living in Spokane, has 
written “Debating Equal Rights in Eastern Washington: A Scholarly Study,” 
under a grant from the Washington Women’s History Consortium, and 
has collaborated with KSPS public television on the 2010 documentary 
Courage In Corsets: Winning the Vote in Washington State.

While individual clubwomen scrambled to clarify their positions, newspapers talked 
of potential lawsuits and predicted the break-up of the Woman’s Club.

ABOVE: This c. 1906 
photograph depicts May 

Arkwright Hutton  
(center) with two other  

Spokane clubwomen. 

FACING PAGE: John T. 
Sullivan, an Irish immi-
grant, worked his way 
up through the ranks 

of the Spokane Police 
Department, but his 

leadership during the free 
speech controversy was 
less than commendable.
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To donate prints or negatives of regional historical interest to the Washington State Historical Society’s photograph collection, please contact Ed Nolan, 
Special Collections curator (253/798-5917 or enolan@wshs.wa.gov). To purchase a photo reproduction of an image in the Society’s collection, visit 

WashingtonHistory.org and click on Collections, or contact Fred Poyner IV, Digital Collections curator (253/798-5911 or fpoyner@wshs.wa.gov).

PUYALLUP resident Pearl Danner poses with her dog in his Sunday best, 
c. 1900. Naomi Danner, Pearl’s sister, may have taken this unsigned photograph 

as she was employed for many years as a photographer in Pierce County. The 
image is part of a recent gift made to the Historical Society by Anne E. Anderson 

of photographs from the Hale and Danner families. (#2012.70.3)
—Maria Pascualy

HISTORY ALBUM

H arry Lloyd Matthews (1922–2003) was a prize-
fighter who became a community treasure. 
Beginning in the 1940s and throughout the 
1950s, he lived just south of Seattle in White 
Center, where the locals buzzed about him 
admiringly. They traded stories of Matthews’s 

comings and goings and loved to read about their local 
celebrity in the White Center News. 

Matthews came into the newspaper office one day in 
1953 and while there created such unintentional havoc that 
“things are still not back to normal.” Editor Jerry Robinson, 
with neighborly tongue-in-cheek, noted the carnage from 
Harry’s visit: “We don’t blame him for idly tearing the tele-
phone book in half. You have to keep in shape in his business. 
And we don’t condemn him for ripping the doorknob off the 
front door, although he could have got in easier if he’d known 
the door swings the other way.”

Celebrity alone is ultimately brittle stuff, with little stay-
ing power in close quarters. Harry Matthews brought much 

more than stardom to the community table. He was a man 
of personal grace, friendliness, and integrity. White Center 
memories of him still ring with appreciation: “Wonderful 
person,” “Good-hearted,” “Always willing to lend a hand,” 
“A good family man,” “A soft-spoken gentleman.” 

Matthews could be seen regularly around the communi-
ty—working out at the White Center Fieldhouse, delivering 
fuel oil, getting a haircut at the local barbershop, at work on 
a wrought iron project, or at one or another local apartment 
house where, as another side job, he would come around 
and change locks for the owners when tenants moved away. 
Neighbors who passed his home on West Myrtle Street, just 
off Delridge Way, might often see one or two panel trucks 
parked out front, either waiting for Matthews’s fine-tuning 
touch or getting outfitted for his next trip to a favorite fishing 
hole in the foothills. He also had a boat and loved to go fish-
ing on Elliott Bay with such local friends as Jerry Robinson.

In 1951 Harry Matthews added star luster to White Center 
by rising to national boxing prominence and being featured 

Harry 
“KID” 

Matthews

A Sports Celebrity  
with Substance

BY CHARLES BURGESS
Nine-year-old “Kid” Matthews at 
the start of his training as a boxer.

C
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FACING PAGE: The 
July 1951 cover of The 
Ring, a popular boxing 
magazine, features 
“Kid” Matthews. 
Despite his growing 
fame, as evidenced 
by his appearance 
on boxing magazine 
covers, Harry Matthews 
remained at heart 
a local boy, active 
in his community 
and attentive to his 
widowed mother. 

RIGHT: Promotional 
photo depicting 
Jack Hurley, all but 
in the ring, giving 
expert advice and 
encouragement 
to “the Athlete,” 
as he called Harry 
Matthews. Hurley 
became Matthews’s 
manager and mentor 
in 1949 and by 1952 
had pushed the 
fighter to the brink 
of a heavyweight 
championship.

in 1940, his dream of Harry becoming a 
champion left unfulfilled. 

Harry continued his fighting career, 
but without the same fire his father had 
tried to instill in him. Even without 
those yapped commands in his ears, 
Harry continued to win regularly, but 
his style in the ring reportedly grew 
less assured, more cautious. His career 
seemed to have lost its focus, even after 
signing a contract with his first manag-
er—George Blake out of Los Angeles, a 
fight man with a good reputation. 

But then came World War II and the 
draft. Harry got the call from the army. In 
1943, while on furlough, he married Jo-
sephine Cintori. The newlyweds settled 
into a place on the Seattle side of White 
Center. Having set his bride up snugly 
in their new home, Harry had his man-
ager line up a couple of engagements for 
him in order to help Jo get off to a solid 
financial start while he was in the ser-
vice. Both fights turned out to be disas-
ters. First, Harry traveled to Hollywood, 
where he lost a unanimous decision to 
ranking middleweight Jack Chase and 
suffered a broken nose in the bargain. 
Then, just two weeks later, his nose still 
askew and painful, he went to San Fran-
cisco, where he lost a heavily one-sided 
fight with Eddie Booker that mercifully 
ended with a technical knockout (TKO) 
in the fifth round. Matthews returned 
to his bride with his first back-to-back 
professional losses, his first loss by way 
of a knockout, “a face that only Jo could 
love,” and $800. Soon he was off again, 
this time for three years of army life. 

After his discharge, Harry signed 
a contract with a new manager, Bert 
Forbes, and climbed back into the ring. 
After all, what other profession, in an 
economy flooded with job-seeking vet-
erans, provided as much income for his 
family? Between 1946 and early 1949, 
Forbes arranged 17 fights for him—in 
Hollywood, Seattle, Salt Lake City, Spo-
kane, Bellingham, Everett, and Boise. 
Harry’s record over this span was per-
fect—17 wins, 8 by knockout. But the 
string of victories was unsatisfying to 
Harry—none showed that hoped-for 
promise of helping him “move up” into 
contender standing. Some critics said 

giving boxing another shot. Jo and 
Casmir struck telling blows, helping 
Harry realize that he still wanted to be 
a better fighter. In the summer of 1949, 
Harry and his friend drove off to meet 
John C. (“Deacon”) “Jack” Hurley, one 
of boxing’s best drummers and most 
colorful figures.

A t their first meeting in Chi-
cago, Hurley and Matthews 
got off to a poor start. They 
argued over the manager’s 
cut—Hurley insisting on 
his usual 50 percent while 

Matthews at first argued that anything 
over the going rate of 30 percent was 
exorbitant. Finally settling that basic 
financial argument in his own favor, 
Hurley quickly arranged a Chicago fight 
for Matthews so he could see his new 
client at work. 

In mid-September, Hurley watched 
as Harry won a 10-round decision over 

on the cover of one of boxing’s premier 
magazines, The Ring. He had won a string 
of 42 straight fights by that time—three-
quarters of them knockouts—and in that 
year, while grossing more than $150,000 
at venues from New York and Cleveland 
to San Francisco and Seattle, he was be-
ing hailed as a top contender for the light 
heavyweight championship. 

Harry Matthews was born in 
Emmett, Idaho, on Decem-
ber 9, 1922. Soon thereafter 
he and his parents moved to 
the nearby village of Ola. It 
was there, when Harry was 

but nine years old, that his blacksmith 
father decided to turn his shy son into 
a boxer. While his mother Frances 

as a fighter.... But I was stuck with it. He 
used to go around saying, ‘The kid will 
be a champion someday.’ I can feel the 
embarrassment all over again, think-
ing about it.... If I ever have a son, he’s 
never going to be a fighter. Don’t get me 
wrong, I loved my dad, but fighting’s no 
business for any kid.” 

In his last five years of grade school, 
Harry, the bag, and his dad met regularly 
in the middle of the family living room. 
In the fall of 1936 a different world 
opened up before Harry. He started 
high school and looked forward to the 
chance to play high school basketball 
and baseball. 

Lou moved quickly. On New Year’s 
Day, 1937, he took his son across the state 
line to nearby Ontario, Oregon, where 
he booked Harry for his first professional 
fight with a lad named Bud Hutchinson. 
To make the fight legal, Lou listed Harry’s 
age as 18. Actually, Harry had barely 
turned 14. Just looking at him, the On-
tario crowd decided he was Harry “Kid” 
Matthews. The name stuck. 

This maiden fight ended in the first 
round when Hutchinson went down 
for the count. It might have taken Mat-
thews a while to realize it, but in fewer 
than three minutes his dreams of playing 
high school basketball and baseball had 
ended. He had suddenly made himself 
ineligible for amateur sports because 
he was now a professional athlete. Any 
plans the boy might have had about 
continuing as a high school student also 
died in Ontario. On that New Year’s Day, 
after three short months of high school, 
his formal education ended as well. 

As if to make certain that he had 
closed the door on Harry’s options, Lou 
booked his son for two quick follow-up 
fights, putting him in the ring in Febru-
ary and again in March 1937. And so 
it went. By the time his high school 
class had graduated without him in the 
spring of 1940, Harry “Kid” Matthews 
had been fighting for nearly four years. 
With his dad in his corner he had ap-
peared in 18 professional fights—all in 
the Northwest—notching up 15 wins 
(11 by knockout), 2 draws, and 1 loss on 
points. Lou Matthews had his way with 
the spin his son’s life took, but he died 

frowned at her husband’s plans, Lou 
connected a punching bag to the living 
room ceiling and bolted it to the floor. 
Frances kept her thoughts to herself and 
sewed, Lou sat on the couch and bawled 
commands to Harry, and Harry tried his 
best to comply. Year after year the mon-
strous bag dominated the living room, 
the father dominated the son, and the 
mother quietly sewed.

Lou liked to tell his blacksmith shop 
customers over and over again how “the 
kid” was going to be a champion some-
day. The more sensitive and sensible of 
them saw fit to suggest to Lou that he 
should stop touting his son so loudly, 
lest his boasting mortify the lad. As 
Harry Matthews recalled, “I remember 
begging my dad to stop bragging me up 

he had become just a “stab-grab-and-
apologize” fighter. The assessment stung. 

In that 17th fight, against Henry 
Lee in Seattle in April 1949—which 
Harry won by a sixth-round TKO—
Matthews broke a hand, the audience 
was small and apathetic, and manager 
Forbes’s contract expired. It was a fate-
ful moment. Matthews later confessed, 
“I was sick of the fight game and sick of 
myself.” At a career dead-end psycho-
logically, he decided that this was the 
moment for him to leave the ring and 
move on in life. 

Jo would have none of it. She urged 
him to find a new manager and contin-
ue boxing. After all, he was still bring-
ing money in and he was still a winner. 
A local friend, Sammy Casmir, agreed 
with her. Acquainted with a good 
manager in Chicago named Jack Hur-
ley, Casmir offered to ride along with 
Matthews if he would drive to Chi-
cago, meet with Hurley, and consider 
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RIGHT: Rocky 
Marciano (standing) 
took out the “Kid” 
during their 1952 
bout in New York’s 
Yankee Stadium. The 
fight was over in the 
second round—a 
fight that some said 
should never have 
taken place.

FACING PAGE: Sick’s 
Stadium in Seattle 
was the site of a 
standing-room-only 
match between the 
“Kid” and British 
fighter Don Cockell 
on July 30, 1954. 
This fight ended as 
one of only seven 
losses in Matthews’s 
entire career.

George Sherman. It was probably a 
most satisfying victory in Matthews’s es-
timation. He must have been especially 
relieved to get past Sherman without 
reinjuring the hand he had broken in 
late April. But Hurley sneered at his 
performance. “Harry,” he snorted de-
risively, “that was the most disgraceful 
thing I ever saw. If you and that kid 
were to go down to the street corner 
right now and go through the same an-
tics, that traffic cop wouldn’t even come 
over and break it up.” 

Before long, however, in Harry’s 
mind, Hurley began to morph into a 
reincarnation of Lou Matthews. Once 
again Harry heard commands being 
barked at him, much as he had years 
ago, commands that sometimes stung 
his pride but always heightened his 
own determination to comply. Even 
Lou’s old punching bag returned into 
Harry’s life, this time in the form of a 
harness Hurley strapped on him. That 
harness could tie down either arm and 
force Matthews to hook from either 
side. He learned to slip punches in 
his harness and began to be a coun-
ter puncher. When a counter punch 
lands, Hurley showed Harry, it creates 
a potent collision. As Harry learned to 
master it, the counter punch became 
one of the most devastating moves 
in his repertoire. Hurley also taught 

But it was too late. At ringside on fight 
night, while Hurley’s innards twisted 
into knots of apprehension, Matthews 
answered the bell for round one and 
ended the bout a few moments later by 
stretching Thomas out on the deck. 

The win kept the way clear for Hur-
ley to continue plotting Matthews’s 
explosive rise to national prominence 
and ever larger gates—and ultimately to 
show off his protégé before the skeptical 
New York boxing clique. Seven months 
later, on March 2, 1951, Hurley matched 
Matthews against “Irish” Bob Murphy in 
Madison Square Garden. It was Harry’s 
first fight in the Big Apple. 

This clash between Matthews and 
southpaw slugger Bob Murphy turned 
into one of those classic fights that 
boxing aficionados love to recall. The 
bout was shown on national televi-
sion as part of the Friday Night Fight 
Series. Sportswriter Bernie McCoy 
had “no trouble remembering several 
things about the fight: Matthews and 
Murphy began hitting each other 
from the opening bell and didn’t seem 
to stop until ten rounds were complete 
and never, not once, in the entire 
fight, did the fighters come together 
in a clinch. Matthews won the deci-
sion and Murphy was never the same 
fighter after that bout.” After the fight 
a subdued Murphy said of Matthews: 

him to slow down in the ring, to learn 
 “leverage and balance.” 

Hurley and Matthews became 
an inseparable team. By then 
Matthews was a light heavy-
weight, under the 175-pound 
limit, but Hurley kept trying 
to make him “eat with both 

hands” to be ready for more lucrative 
heavyweight opportunities when they 
came along. While running up a string 
of 35 straight wins with Hurley, Harry 
did well—always against boxers Hurley 
carefully selected. Many opponents 
were no-names, but with each victory 
Hurley sent flyers to sportswriters across 
the country, heralding Matthews’s latest 
stunning triumph. 

At least once, however, Hurley 
feared he had mistakenly signed Mat-
thews to fight someone who was likely 
to beat him. In August 1950, Hurley 
and Harry—with George Chimeres 
along to help with promotion—went 
to Spokane to fight John Thomas. 
With time to spare before fight night, 
curiosity sent Hurley to the gym where 
Thomas was working out. He arrived 
just in time to see Thomas “punching 
the hell” out of his sparring partner, one 
Tiger Jack Fox. In “a state of near-pan-
ic,” Hurley rushed out to tell Chimeres, 
“I am ready to bail out of this thing!” 

“He’s terrific. It’s like being hit with a 
freight train.” 

With the win over Murphy, Hurley 
determined to solidify Matthews’s top 
contender status. In the next 14 months 
he sent Matthews into the ring 17 
times—more than once a month. Harry 
held up well under the grueling strain 
of having seven months of two fights 
per month over that period. Along the 
way Hurley gave him some carefully 
chosen “breather” matches. But there 
were some major tests, too, as with 
heavyweights Freddie Beshore, Danny 
Nardico, and Rex Layne. Matthews de-
cisioned both Nardico and Layne, and 
sent the other 15 opponents sprawling 
to the canvas. It was a spectacular run. 

Fans buzzed with nervous ques-
tions. Was Hurley taking Matthews 
into the heavyweight division where 
he would be one of the lightest in his 
class? Shouldn’t he stay in the light 
heavyweight division, where he natu-
rally belonged? Shouldn’t Hurley have 
Harry fight Joey Maxim for the light 
heavyweight crown? After all, Maxim 
had been scheduled to fight the win-
ner of the Matthews–Murphy bout. 
But Maxim’s manager Doc Kearns re-
neged—a move the International Box-
ing Club (IBC) insisted upon—and put 
Maxim in the ring with loser Murphy 
instead. Maxim had no trouble winning 
a 15-round decision.

Urged by Hurley to action, Washing-
ton senator Warren G. Magnuson and 
some of his congressional allies dutifully 
stepped forward, threatening an inves-
tigation of the IBC based on Hurley’s 
accusation that Matthews was suffering 
an injustice. The IBC moved quickly to 
put out the political fire by having Doc 
Kearns agree to give Matthews a shot at 
Maxim and the title. So it was settled. 
The much publicized threat of investi-
gation died down. Matthews seemed set 
to fight Maxim. 

To the dismay of many Matthews 
supporters, Hurley turned down the 
Maxim camp offer with the argument 
that Harry was now a heavyweight. 
At the same time, however, disturbing 
reports indicated that Hurley was se-
cretly trying to get a title fight with the 

popular middleweight champion Sugar 
Ray Robinson, which would have been 
a more lucrative contest than a Mat-
thews–Maxim fight. After first trying 
to beef up Matthews so he could top 
the 175-pound minimum weight in the 
heavyweight division, would Hurley 
now put his fighter on a crash diet to 
meet Robinson? 

Publicly, all the while, Hurley con-
tinued to demand a crack at the heavy-
weight championship for Matthews. 
Once again the IBC relented, swal-
lowed its enmity toward Hurley, and 
sanctioned a Harry Matthews–Rocky 
Marciano “elimination bout,” with the 
winner to take on Jersey Joe Walcott for 
the heavyweight championship. Hurley 
signed Matthews on for the fight. 

Hurley’s momentous booking “caused 
much second guessing among Mat-
thews’s followers” across the land. Hur-
ley also divided Matthews supporters in 
hometown White Center. A few were 
elated—but many were dismayed and 
apprehensive. White Center News edi-
tor Robinson noted that Jack Hurley’s 
decision to go after the heavyweight 
crown was “doubtless the most discussed 
subject in fight circles today,” with many 
fans feeling that Hurley was letting his 

feud with the IBC get in the way of his 
better judgment. 

Meanwhile Matthews, refusing to be 
drawn into the controversy, simply de-
clared himself content to do whatever 
Hurley asked of him. In the days lead-
ing up to the fight Hurley went around 
New York boasting about Harry’s skills 
and berating Marciano’s talents. He was 
so loud and effective that famed rotund 
restaurateur Toots Shor exclaimed, “If I 
listened to Hurley for a week, I’d take off 
30 pounds and fight Marciano myself!” 

No one could dampen Hurley’s 
enthusiasm. Even such ring-
wise associates as Bill Heinz 
tried to talk Hurley out of 
sending Matthews in to fight 
Marciano. Said Heinz, “Put-

ting Matthews against Marciano was 
like sending an armored jeep against a 
tank.... But by the time Jack [Hurley] 
had sold the press and the public on Mat-
thews, he had also sold himself.” When 
Heinz protested to Hurley, saying that 
“Marciano is too strong for your guy.... 
You can’t hurt him,” Hurley shrugged 
it off, saying, “Matthews will do to that 
Marciano just what he did to that Mur-
phy. It’ll be the same kind of fight.” 
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BY EDWARD BERGH

I
N 1855, THE MEN OF THE YELM PRAIRIE HAD AN OPPORTUNITY  
to bring prohibition to Washington Territory. They rejected the measure 
by a three to one margin. The issue, being part of a broader, international 
argument, refused to die. Fifty years later, Joseph C. Conine, a longtime 

Yelm resident and erstwhile member of the state legislature, lit up the pages of 
the Olympia-based Washington Standard with his opinions on prohibition and 
the local option—a municipality- and county-based decision about prohibition 
instituted by the lawmakers of Washington and numerous other states)—draw-
ing from a hefty arsenal of arguments every time he unleashed his pen.

The battle over alcohol played out across the nation over decades. The 
“drys”—as the anti-alcohol forces were known—divided into two major 
camps early on. The temperance faction promoted the idea of drinking in 
moderation while the prohibition wing called for banning liquor altogether. 
In Conine’s political universe, John Murphy Miller—editor and publisher 
of the Washington Standard—was a temperance man and a worthy opponent 
in the ongoing debate. More vexing for Conine, though he never let on in 
public, was the unwavering support given to prohibition by his populist hero 
William Jennings Bryan. 

To the drys the arguments against alcohol were quite clear. Liquor 
consumption was not healthy. It cost money a poor family could not af-
ford to waste. Excessive drinking increased the chances of domestic vio-
lence in home and community. Yelm residents pointed to the behavior of 
Charles Rice to back up this argument. Irritated by a bartender’s refusal 
to serve him any more drinks, Rice left a Yelm 
saloon one autumn evening, returned with a 
12-gauge shotgun, and took a potshot at the 
window. He then went inside and fired off a 
couple more shots, blasting out the barroom 
mirror. Some patrons fled in terror while oth-
ers hid behind chairs and tables. Someone who 
knew Rice talked him down and managed to 
get his shotgun away from him—after which he 
was promptly arrested. Prohibition supporters 
argued that drunkenness was too often a cause 
of violence and that alcohol-related crimes ac-
counted for 85 percent of police work. 

ONE MAN’S WAR 
ON PROHIBITION

“Next to a Pretty Woman, I Love a Cocktail”

ABOVE: J. C. Conine was a farmer, 
teacher, and politician who lived 
southeast of Yelm, in Thurston 
County. For more than three 
decades he informed the public of 
his opinions in over 100 letters to 
local newspapers.

RIGHT: John Murphy Miller, 
publisher of the Washington 
Standard, was a temperance 
man and a friend of Conine’s. 
The Standard always had 
space for Conine’s latest public 
policy critique.
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Harry, meanwhile, was kept virtu-
ally in hiding before the fight, being 
fed “mashed potatoes and custard 
pies” by Chimeres and Hurley, who 
worried about getting Harry above 
the 175-pound limit. To that end 
they also tried “to keep him from 
exercising.” (As Harry recalled it 
all, “I wasn’t getting the training 
I thought I should be getting.... I 
didn’t understand why we trained 
in private until years later....”) 

M atthews’s night with 
Marciano came in Yan-
kee Stadium on July 28, 
1952, and ended with a 
suddenness like no other 
fight in his career—a 

second-round knockout for Marciano. 
Matthews might not even have been 
a heavyweight that night despite the 
pastries and rest from the exertions of 
training, according to Chimeres, who 
confessed that he and Hurley decided 
to put lead in Harry’s shoes before the 
weigh-in to ensure that he would official-
ly top 175 pounds. Looking back on the 
entire episode with his customary diffi-
dence and good nature, Harry laughed, “I 
always said it should have been a draw.... 
I won the first round and Rocky won the 
second. I liked Rocky. We became good 
friends after that fight.” 

Unfortunately, the fight became the 
defining moment in Matthews’s profes-
sional life—and the event that took the 
momentum out of his illustrious career. 
Asking someone about Harry “Kid” 
Matthews today is likely to elicit: “Yeah! 
He once fought Rocky Marciano!” or 
“Didn’t he get beat by Marciano?” To his 
neighbors and friends, to students of the 
fight game, however, Harry was so much 
more than that second round at Yankee 
Stadium, when he found himself in a 
bout that in many an expert’s eye should 
never have happened. 

The Marciano fight was no less a de-
fining moment for Jack Hurley. Knowl-
edgeable criticism of him for sending 
Matthews into the heavyweight di-
vision has endured. He admitted to 
“bleeding in my shoes” after the Marci-
ano fight, having to listen to the fans at 

Yankee Stadium shout at him, “Where’s 
your great fighter now, Hurley?” 

In the aftermath of the Marciano 
engagement, Hurley’s relationship 
with Matthews cooled into a focused 
quest for a few more big gates—and a 
tidier bankroll—before Harry quit. In 
his 20-year career Harry “Kid” Mat-
thews recorded 103 fights, rang up 90 
wins (61 via knockouts), with 6 draws, 
and only 7 losses. 

Matthews had amassed the comfort-
able retirement nest egg he sought from 

his liaison with Hurley. But there were 
heavy personal losses along the way. A 
stable family life was one of them. In his 
profession, he lived with his bags packed, 
coming and going much like a transient, 
leaving his wife and three daughters 
again and again. From the first moments 
of their marriage through Matthews’s last 
long push toward the Marciano fight and 
beyond, the couple had been forced to 
live apart too often and for too long at 
a stretch, to the detriment of their mar-
riage. Harry and Jo divorced. 

Matthews had worked at a variety of 
jobs outside the ring during his boxing 
career. Early on, he turned in a stint as a 
cowboy, delivered mail, and did a bit of 
logging and mining. In the first full year 
of World War II he worked in the Se-
attle shipyards, where he became skilled 
with the acetylene torch. He joined the 
International Association of Bridge, 
Structural and Ornamental Ironworkers, 
the American Federation of Labor, and 
the Teamsters Union, keeping his mem-
berships alive over the years. In the army, 
where he was assigned to an amphibian 
truck company, he further honed his 
welding and mechanical skills. During 
his White Center years, he held a vari-
ety of similar “between fights” jobs, in-
cluding foundry work. Over the years 
he diligently learned skills that would 
sustain him once he left the ring. 

After a stint with the King Coun-
ty Sheriff ’s Department, Matthews 
opened his own tavern in Seattle—
Harry “Kid” Matthews Bell-Pine 
Tavern—and became a resident of 
Everett. His retirement years includ-
ed time spent devising a series of in-

ventions, running a welding business, 
training young boxers, going hunting 
and fishing, and regularly visiting his 
mother in Idaho. Upon hearing the sad 
news in 2003 that Matthews had died of 
heart failure, as with one voice his many 
friends said of him, “Harry was a fine 
man”—a fitting epitaph for a celebrity 
with substance. 

Charles Burgess is professor emeritus of the 
University of Washington where he taught in 
the departments of history and educational 
policy studies until his retirement in 1992.

After he retired from boxing, Harry 
Matthews operated the Bell-Pine 
Tavern, a local watering hole in 

Seattle, and ran a rental equipment 
and welding business in Everett. 
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The battle over alcohol took many forms. The county 
commissioners fought demon rum by tacking on an extra 
$200 to the tavern license application fee, thinking that 
would cut down on the number of saloons and therefore curb 
liquor consumption. Drys found the application process 
an excellent opportunity to mount opposition. When the 
license came up for discussion, opponents showed up with 
petitions signed by residents. Fifty-one people signed such a 

petition—a substantial number 
for the prairie community—
when Fred Verville applied in 
1917 to open a saloon in Yelm. 
When J. B. Taylor applied for 
a license, dry opponents orga-
nized a protest that intimidated 
the commissioners for a little 
while, but they granted him a 
saloon license eventually.

Conine, whose family his-
tory had been intertwined with 
the consumption of liquor for 
generations, believed in the 
“privilege” of having a glass of 

beer, considering it part of his guaranteed liberty and pursuit 
of happiness. “No man likes the taste of liquor better than 
I,” he boasted to the readers of the Standard in 1909. In a 
letter he wrote at the age of 70, he commented, “Next to a 
pretty woman, I love a cocktail.” His grandfather, Jeremiah 
Conine, had been a “pioneer distiller,” operating at least one 
of the “still houses” in Green Township, Ashland County, 
Ohio, during the first quarter of the 19th century. Conine’s 
father may have continued in his father’s distillery footsteps, 
and Conine himself was familiar with the process and the 
business. He complacently recalled that the consumption of 

potent spirits in the Ohio of his youth was not a social prob-
lem requiring government action:

When we were boys, whiskey was almost as common as water. 
I could buy it for 25 cents a gallon, and it was a rare thing to 
see a drunkard. Everybody had it in their homes. There were 
no saloons, but the merchants kept it in the back room of their 
stores…. It was so common that people didn’t care for it, and 
yet is was pure.

C onine enjoyed mocking and insulting those in 
favor of “pernicious” prohibition. Temperance 
people were “fanatics,” he deemed, who reminded 
him of the Crusades in the Middle Ages, which 

led to “millions” of deaths. He referred to others who en-
listed God’s word to promote prohibition as “nincompoops” 
with no mandate from heaven. The fact that prohibition 
forces often included men of the cloth inspired Conine to 
greater heights of rhetorical dismay. Ministers were “failures 
in life” who preached how to behave in order to compensate 
for their own shortcomings. Those were crocodile tears that 
“rolly holers…wept o’er the world’s wickedness.” They lived 
only to “pass the hat” and earn railroad fare to their next act. 

Others supporting prohibition 
were of the criminal class that 
would invest in delivering to the 
people what they had just voted 
not to consume. They were all 
part of the “rotten fraud” that 
was the temperance movement, 
promoting something that was 
downright “un-American” and 
“undemocratic.” The grandson 
of Ashland County’s most fa-
mous distiller would have noth-
ing to do with prohibition.

Whether Conine ever read 
the works of utilitarian philoso-
phers like Jeremy Bentham or 
J. S. Mill is unknown, but he cer-
tainly agreed with their core pre-
cept—the “greatest good for the 
greatest number.” He also called 
himself a libertarian, holding to 

the principle that man had the right to do as he pleased, as 
long as he did not interfere with another’s use of freedom. 
Drinking was a matter of choice, he stated, noting that no 
one ever forced someone to become a drunkard. Govern-
ment’s role was to allow one to “mind your own business 
and do the square thing.” The United States was based on a 
principle of government protecting man’s inherent right to 
“life, liberty ,and the pursuit of happiness.” Prohibition, ac-
cording to Conine, was an infringement of his “natural right 
of eating and drinking.” Besides, the closure of distilleries 
and breweries represented a confiscation of property, he 

railed. Men engaged in lawful commerce were go-
ing to be told that their investments were no longer 
recognized as legal. That could not be done without 
compensation under the Bill of Rights. With sar-
donic wit he wrote:

We may worship God according to the dictates of 
our conscience; we may train our children according 
to our own ideas; we may choose the raiment that 
covers our nakedness; we may regulate our diet as it 
may seem good, though dyspepsia dig our grave, but 
our drink shall be regulated by prohibitionists. If they 
may say what we may drink, how soon will they insist 
upon saying what we shall eat, and then what we may wear and 
then—by that time—the blessings of free government will have 
become memories of the past. 

Battles were often fought at the county level where dry 
forces contended with wets to set policy through a public 
vote. One such battle took place in Thurston County in 
1909. Yelm was not an incorporated town at the time, so 
the Thurston County vote on the issue would dictate Yelm’s 
fate. If the drys were victorious, one would have to go to 
Olympia, Tumwater, or Tenino to get a legal drink. Some 
of Conine’s major pronouncements were made during that 
campaign. To his way of thinking, a vote against prohibition 
in 1909 was a vote “for that liberty handed down from the 
patriots of the Revolution.” 

The drys won by a vote of 721 to 397. To Conine’s disappoint-
ment, the Yelm voters stood squarely in favor of prohibition. 

Following the vote, saloons had to liquidate their stock and close 
shop. Once again, the public had let J. C. Conine down. “I have 
but little use for the men who must swing on the apron-strings 
of a public grandam or go to the gods. Men whom we cannot 
trust with the guardianship of their own appetites should not be 
allowed to run at large.” Man should be wise enough to just be 
able to say no to drunkenness, but unfortunately he was more 
likely to punish “all” for transgressions. 

Conine prided himself on being a man who made 
decisions based on facts. When temperance people 
argued that 100,000 widows and orphans were cre-
ated by men succumbing to alcohol-related illness, 

he quoted U.S. Census data that only 2,811 alcohol-related 
deaths occurred. If the prohibitionists contended that any 
such deaths were too many, he retorted that deaths from 
railroads number nearly 7,000 and poisonings were similarly 
high. Even worse, over 30,000 died from diseases of the diges-
tive organs. “If the prohibs are trying to save the people from 

premature graves,” he said, “they should direct their crusade 
against the sale of indigestible food.” 

Using government records, Conine claimed that arrests 
for drunkenness took place at higher rates in dry states than in 
wet ones. He also maintained that rates of domestic infidelity 
and pauperism were higher in dry states. Surely, linking all 
these facts did not reflect a successful program at work. Prohi-
bition, he believed, had never worked, was not working, and 
would not work in the future. All it did was lead to corruption. 
Limit alcohol and one would see increases in heroin, cocaine, 
or opium use. Goals of zero consumption were unobtainable. 
Public attention to that goal was fleeting. Opinion about 
what was good or bad for one “change[d] with the phases of 
the moon or demagogue from distant parts.” 

Conine had it all figured out. The only thing that prohibi-
tion prohibited was a good cold glass of beer or a shot of qual-

ity whiskey. It led to the trafficking of adulterated, watered 
down, health-threatening whisky sold at the “blind pigs” and 
“speakeasies” that would spring up. Bootlegging would be an 
area of job growth. “Unscrupulous characters” would thrive 
in a land of prohibited substances. 

Regarding prohibition’s cost to the taxpayers, Conine 
pointed out that the federal excises on liquor and revenues 
taken in by the states would no longer be found in govern-
ment coffers. He wondered what would replace these hun-
dreds of millions of dollars in budgets around the country. 
And what about enforcement? The government would need 
to increase spending on people to go about and nab those 
who violated the new prohibition laws. So instead of deal-
ing with the many problems that he had been describing 
for so long in his letters to the editor, the nation would be 
incarcerating people for an action that just the previous 
day had been perfectly legal. That “damphool” idea—pro-
hibition—was going to create a generation of cynical rule 
breakers, he opined.

Prohibition, according to Conine, was an infringement 
of his “natural right of eating and drinking.”

FACING PAGE: The 
Women’s Christian 
Temperance Union (WCTU) 
carried on a relentless 
national campaign for 
prohibition. This envelope 
makes the case about the 
costs of legal alcohol. 

BELOW: During Prohibition, 
merchants in the town 
of Yelm sold the supplies 
used by moonshiners 
active in the Bald Hills 
southeast of town.
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C onine believed in safeguards for alcohol consump-
tion, but nothing too oppressive: punish drunken-
ness or hold saloon keepers responsible; set age 
limits on consumption but allow people to be 

masters of their own behavior. He contended that society 
should realize there were serious social problems contributing 
to alcoholism—not merely the close proximity of drinking 
establishments. Poverty, he said, contributed to alcoholism 
more than the reverse. Conine best summarized his stand on 
prohibition in 1907, challenging anyone to prove that “one” 
good thing resulted from it: 

Have they [prohibition laws] not almost universally been 
productive of discord, contention and bitter feeling? Does 
it not foster hypocrisy and invite evasion and deceit in the 
people? The “speak easy,” “bootlegger,” “blind pig” and 
the club room are the outgrowth of prohibition. People do 
things surreptitiously that they would otherwise do openly. 
It is wrong to pass a law which will destroy or confiscate 
property, reduce the revenues of the State, increase taxa-
tion, take the money of the people and send it abroad, foment 
discord instead of promoting peace, and impair the dignity 
of the commonwealth.

Conine lost his battle against prohibition, first at the state 
and then the national level. Writing to his daughter in 1917, 
the opinionated 77-year-old lamented the fact that Wash-
ington had gone dry. “My booze is getting short so I shall be 
compelled to go down there soon,” he wrote to his wet-state 

child. Before the decade’s end, nationwide prohibition would 
become the law of the land with the ratification of the 18th 
Amendment. Subsequently, a number of Conine’s predic-
tions of problems arising from prohibition came to pass.

Most people were not radical prohibitionists—nor 
were they dangerous drunks. As Yelm resident Earl Her-
ness recalled,

 [Drinking] was just accepted, and us kids were raised with 
it, being German and Norwegian, especially German. My 
mother always made beer. We grew up with that. We never 
became drunkards. We always had a little sip of wine and my 
Grandma used to make wine and give us kids a little tidbit, you 
know, a little nip of wine, and we just grew up as nothing bad 
about it, I guess.

People simply continued their drinking habits but had to 
get their alcohol from a clandestine distributor. It was no big 
deal. Young Herness remembered going to a local still with his 
father. Out where Conine lived, in the Bald Hills, stills dot-
ted the wooded landscape. Herness remembered that Grover 
Longmire had a well-hidden one not far from Conine’s place 
and Harold Harrison operated one off Algier Road.

In December 1920 federal agents descended on the 
McVittie place southeast of Yelm, in the vicinity of Co-
nine’s farm. After resisting arrest, McVittie was handcuffed. 
Agents were impressed with their handiwork. As always, 
officials were certain this would seriously impair liquor 
manufacture in Thurston County. There was good reason to 

be optimistic—the confiscated gear 
was an impressive operation. The 
December 19, 1920, Morning Olym-
pian described the inventory:

One 30-gallon cast iron still, a 
35-gallon copper still...one 25 gal-
lon copper still, two 3-burner gas 
stoves, seven 52 gallon barrels, 
two copper worms, one lead pipe 
worm, 250 gallons of mash, 31 
gallon fruit jars and nearly 200 feet 
of garden hose....”

 Hidden among the trees and 
undergrowth with a canvas tarp 
thrown over it, the still’s operators 
had produced liquor and violated 
the law—until caught. Police 
claimed it was the largest still in 
the county. It was so huge that a 
news article referred to the operation as a “plant.” 

Men willing to take risks could make some decent money 
operating a still. Grover Longmire made moonshine but was 
a teetotaler himself. Just a year after the McVittie raid, a 
newspaper headline read, “Seven Men Taken in Booze Raid 
of Yelm Territory.” Once again federal and state law enforce-
ment descended on a Bald Hills still. The seven were de-
clared a bootlegging “ring.” Among them were Elcaine (Cap) 
Longmire, Charles Rice, and William Schinkle. Longmire 

and Schinkle had no trouble posting the $7,000 bond to get 
them all released. That same year Cap Longmire was charged 
with selling undercover agents two quarts of moonshine for 
$20 each. Yet, despite all the arrests, the moonshine trade 
flourished. The headline “Hunt for Moonshine Brings Quick 
Results” one year later spoke to its continued omnipresence 
in the Yelm area. Prohibition had 10 more years to run.

In that 1917 letter to his daughter, Conine had conclud-
ed, “Damn the Prohibition. I don’t think I’d live long 
without my toddy.” Later on he worried, “I don’t know 
what I am going to do when my whisky is all gone. I have 

only half a gallon left out of the gallon I brought home and 
my head keeps buzzing all the time.” After little more than 
a decade of Prohibition, the public would change its mind 
about institutionalized temperance. 

 “Uncle Joe has been in our family for over 90 years 
now,” wrote a somewhat apologetic nephew of Conine’s. 
The problem was that Uncle Joe kept “busting into print.” 

He was referring more specifically 
to his uncle’s letter to the Tacoma 
News Tribune in the spring of 1930 
in which Conine had elaborated 
on the ridiculousness of Prohibi-
tion. Reid Conine, however, would 
have none of that. Relying on the 
increasingly popular Freudian rea-
soning of the day, he concluded 
that his uncle had a “wet complex.” 
According to the younger Conine, 
the 18th Amendment was a “highly 
efficient and finely working dry 
law.” So successful was this law that 
it was the “high point of all remedi-
al legislation.” The younger Conine 
appeared to share his uncle’s delight 
in verbal zealotry.

The nonagenarian Civil War 
veteran shot right back. Well, his 
nephew did get two things right. He 

was 90, and he was still bursting into the press. He had been 
taught to be a “questioner.” His nephew was simply a fanatic, 
a Prohibition fanatic. 

Conine laid out his case. If prohibition was intended to 
stop alcoholism, there must be a better way than by punish-
ing 90 percent of the people for the transgressions of 10 per-
cent. It caused more problems than it was worth. Prohibition 
encouraged smuggling, sent many men to prison, disrupted 
families, and tied up the courts in endless prosecutions. It had 

turned Americans into a nation of “unprincipled snoopers,” 
a global embarrassment. “A bad law is worse than none,” he 
wrote. Conine argued that Prohibition contributed to “con-
tempt for law.” It made rule-breaking okay. 

However, Conine was proud of his nephew Reid’s bursting 
into print, stating, “I’ll stand by him to the last ditch for his 
right to say it. I am just that much in favor of free speech and 
free press.” The title read “Opposes Drys at 92.”

Two years later, in the 1932 presidential election, the last 
of J. C. Conine’s long life, a Roosevelt was elected president. 
This time it was Franklin Roosevelt—a Democrat. Soon 
after taking office this new Roosevelt proclaimed, “I think 
this would be a good time for a beer.” Conine’s war against 
Prohibition was finally over.

Ed Bergh has taught history and government at Yelm High School since 
1974. During the last decade he has developed the online Yelm History 
Project. In 2012 he was named the Washington State Legislature Civics 
Educator of the Year.

FACING PAGE: Cover of 
a short book by Seventh 
Day Adventist Francis D. 

Nichol, then editor of 
the Review and Herald. 

Wet or Dry? A Brief, 
Candid Examination 
of a Moot Question 

in American Life was 
published in 1932, one 
year before the repeal  

of Prohibition.

LEFT: Busted! Lawmen 
from Olympia stand 

proudly in front of the 
500-gallon whiskey 

still confiscated at a 
bootleg operation in the 

Bald Hills. The forests 
of the area usually 
provided excellent 

cover for moonshine 
entrepreneurs.

A number of Conine’s predictions of problems arising 
from prohibition came to pass.
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Up the Capitol Steps
A Woman’s March to Governorship 
By Barbara Roberts. Corvallis: Oregon State 
University Press, 2011; 448 pp., $24.95 paper.

Reviewed by Lori Peters-Merkel.

The autobiography under review invites the reader to 
share the remarkable journey of Barbara Roberts, who 
rose from local school board advocate for children’s 

rights to governor of Oregon. In this combination of mod-
ern Oregon history and geography, the reader can virtually 
hear the author’s voice as she recounts her personal story 
and shares the impact of growing up in Sheridan, Oregon, 
the daughter of a millworker. Surrounded by the love and 
encouragement of her parents and her sister Pat, Roberts be-
came a confident person, both personally and professionally. 
Although she had an aptitude for school, higher education 
was not part of her immediate journey. She married a military 
man early in her adult life. Roberts is candid and tender as 
she recounts this portion of her personal story, including the 
birth of her first son followed by a sad divorce and the loss of 
her niece at an exceptionally young age.

Roberts’ political career began at the grass roots level 
when she became an advocate for her son Mike, who was 
diagnosed with Asperger’s syndrome. In the absence of 
statute law, Mike received no support services at school. 
Roberts was elected to the school board and from that mod-
est position led a fight for the rights of students with autism. 
She became a powerful lobbyist for special education. From 
there she entered and won a race for county commissioner 
and then became Oregon’s secretary of state. 

Roberts made history when in 1984 she became the first 
Democrat in 110 years to be elected Oregon’s secretary of 
state. Her good fortune continued shortly thereafter with a 
come-from-behind primary victory for the governorship. At 
one point trailing her opponent 50 to 38 percent in the polls, 
she persevered and on November 6, 1990, Barbara Roberts 
was elected Oregon’s first (and only) female governor. Here 
she takes the reader inside the difficult, frustrating, and yet 
rewarding world of politics. Among the issues that came to 
her attention—on her first day in office, no less—were the 
spotted owl crisis and Ballot Measure 5, a citizen initiative 

and voter-approved tax limitation that crippled the state 
budget. Roberts is straightforward in her assessment of these 
and other Oregon issues, providing insight into the world 
of legislative and executive compromise. Federal and state 
offices sometimes worked together in her administration and 
sometimes were adversaries. Her personal life is incorporated 
throughout this professional journey; love, loss, joy, and 
heartbreak all enter into it.

Roberts tells her story with passion, humor, wit, and an 
intelligence that bring her personal and professional worlds 
to life. The reader easily befriends her, is never disappointed, 
and consistently roots for her on the journey. Roberts’s memoir 
is only the third ever published by a female head of state and 
therefore takes its place in the field of women’s history as well 
as Oregon political history.

Lori Peters-Merkel is an Oregon native currently teaching in Washington.

A Woman First 
The Impact of Jennifer Dunn
By Trova Heffernan. Olympia: The Washington State 
Legacy Project, 2013; 182 pp., $25.

Reviewed by Katherine C. Potter.

In this recent addition to the Washington State Heritage 
Center’s Legacy Project, author Trova Heffernan takes 
an oral history approach to one of the first biographies 

of former congresswoman Jennifer Dunn. This candid book 
emphasizes the remarkable political career and impact of 
Representative Dunn. 

Heffernan introduces Dunn through the perspective of her 
closest family and friends. Though she grew up in a typical 
if somewhat privileged family in Bellevue, as a woman she 
was unafraid to take on nontraditional roles as she attended 
Stanford University School of Business in the 1960s and 
worked in the corporate world for IBM. Dunn’s marriage to 
Republican Party stalwart Dennis Dunn ended in 1979 in an 
amicable divorce. She then began a new career as a single 
working mother with two sons. 

According to Heffernan, this blend of bucking tradition—
but always with class and civility—characterized Jennifer 

Dunn’s political career. In 1980 she unanimously won the 
chairmanship of the Washington Republican Party, becom-
ing the first woman to hold that position. As the state chair 
from 1981 to 1992, Dunn showed herself to be a sophisticated 
facilitator by bringing factions together and, at the same time, 
remaking fund-raising strategy. In the words of her colleague 
Doug Ellis, “She was bright and she was conservative.... She 
was part of the Reagan movement, which was a little more 
flexible on social issues but conservative on fiscal matters. She 
had this wonderful ‘in-betweeness’ about her.”

Dunn was elected Washington’s Eighth District congressio-
nal representative in 1992, the so-called Year of the Woman. 
As a sophomore congresswoman, Dunn secured a seat on the 
powerful House Ways and Means Committee, earning recogni-
tion and respect along the way from national leaders like Newt 
Gingrich and George W. Bush. She worked hard, sponsoring 
numerous bills during her 12 years in office, notably the estate 
tax repeal, the AMBER Alert system for missing children and 
the establishment of a women’s center in Iraq after the fall of 
Saddam Hussein. Her decision to step down from public office 
in 2004 surprised many, and her sudden death from a pulmo-
nary embolism in 2007 was even more shocking. Heffernan 
concludes with a chapter featuring Dunn’s key speeches and 
legislation, accompanied by tributes.

The author does at times oversimplify Dunn’s actions and 
interests, and the continual references to her physical appear-
ance can be distracting. Still, A Woman First is an excellent 
introduction to Representative Jennifer Dunn, a strong, 
graceful role model of the way politics should be practiced. 
This book can be read in its entirety as a PDF file on the web-
site of the Washington Secretary of State, but it is a keeper to 
be purchased for your bookshelf, too.

Katherine C. Potter teaches in the Department of History at Gonzaga 
University.

David Douglas, a Naturalist at Work
An Illustrated Exploration across Two 
Centuries in the Pacific Northwest
By Jack Nisbet. Seattle: Sasquatch Books, 2012; 208 
pp., $27.95.

Reviewed by David L. Nicandri.

Jack Nisbet is a respected and prolific historian. His thor-
ough research and accessible narratives are concurrently 
appealing to the educated general reader and specialist  

  scholar. At home in the forest and plains of the region, 
and on its waters, as well as the library, Nisbet lives Francis 
Parkman’s great dictum—get up from your desk and go to the 
scene of what you write about.

Nisbet’s focus of late is the first third of the 19th cen-
tury, an era dominated by British/Canadian fur trading 
explorers. Having freshened our understanding of David 

Thompson in a biography (1994) followed by an illustrated 
companion volume on the great Nor’Wester (2005), Nis-
bet now applies this formula to the famed botanist from 
Scotland, David Douglas, a supernumerary on Hudson 
Bay Company (HBC) brigades. His narrative treatment of 
Douglas (2009) is now followed by the volume reviewed 
here. This book, like the second volume on Thompson, 
is correlated to an exhibit developed at the Northwest 
Museum of Arts & Culture in Spokane. 

Among its virtues this book reminds us that botanical 
study was a driving force behind British exploration around 
the globe. Douglas operated as a scientific extension of the 
HBC, much like Joseph Banks the English nobleman who 
served as the principal naturalist on James Cook’s first voyage 
to the Pacific. Banks lived a long life, serving for decades as the 
president of the Royal Society in London, but Douglas, like 
Cook, died young in Hawaii in a tragic accident. However, 
unlike Banks and another proto-naturalist who appears here, 
Meriwether Lewis, Douglas published many of his findings 
during his lifetime. This grand sweep of British naturalists 
reached a crescendo with the voyage of Douglas’s contempo-
rary, Charles Darwin.

With dozens of maps, photos, and drawings of scientific 
specimens, Nisbet takes us on a tour of all the principal 
places frequented by Douglas in the Northwest and beyond. 
With a continental scope from Santa Barbara, California, to 
Prince George, British Columbia, Douglas covered as much 
ground as another giant of that era, Alexander Mackenzie. 
The book takes on a special vitality in Nisbet’s recounting of 
Douglas on the lower Columbia, including several crossings 
of the frighteningly difficult bar. 

David Douglas is full of fascinating detail, including my 
favorite: HBC’s Sir George Simpson’s scathing appraisal of 
then Lieutenant (later Sir) John Franklin’s ability as a leader 
and explorer. Douglas crossed paths with Franklin on Lake 
Winnipeg, which reinforces the perception that the cast of 
characters in the North American West before the Civil War 
constituted an amazingly small universe of humanity.

Nisbet deftly transports readers from the age of Douglas to 
today, thus enabling insights into the modern context of the 
natural world. Students of Native American history, the fur 
trade, and wildlife enthusiasts, will find this book appealing. 
It belongs on the shelf of every regional scholar and would 
make a grand gift.

David L. Nicandri was director of the Washington State Historical Society 
from 1987 to 2011 and executive editor of COLUMBIA.

Address all review copies  
and related communications to: Robert C. Carriker,  

Columbia Reviews Editor, History Department,  
Gonzaga University, Spokane, WA 99258
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Additional Reading
Interested in learning more about the  
topics covered in this issue? The sources 
listed here will get you started.

According to Frank J. Clancy, 
MD (1895–1958), “To care for 
patients successfully, a doctor 

must not only understand their frailties, 
fears, and inherent weaknesses; he must 
primarily love people.” In his memoir 
Doctor Come Quickly! (1951), Clancy 
chronicles his professional journey, re-
flects on the state of medicine and health 
care, and exhibits his love of people with 
humor and insight.

Clancy begins by remembering two 
physicians from his youth. He admires 
the tall and self-reliant family physi-
cian, Dr. Morton, who tends to him 
when he contracts German measles. 
Like Clancy’s father, who frequents 
the Meadows Racetrack along the Du-
wamish River, Dr. Morton has a love of 
fine horses. On the other hand, when 
young Clancy takes the Yesler cable 
car to Guy’s Drug Store on Second Av-
enue for his smallpox inoculation, he 
dreads his encounter 
with Dr. Pudgie. With 
dirty fingernails, the 
doctor draws a knife 
across the boy’s arm, 
applies an infected 
scab to the cut, and 
sends him home.

Clancy graduates 
from Broadway High 
School on Capitol Hill 
and attends the Uni-
versity of Washington 
as a premed student. 
He then matriculates 
at the University of 
Oregon School of Medicine in Portland. 
During World War I, he is serving in 
a California naval hospital when the 
influenza epidemic breaks out. The fa-
talities were so numerous, he says, that 

coffins were unloaded from freight cars at 
the hospital at night and stacked in the 
back so patients could not see them. He 
himself falls ill but recovers just prior to 
the Armistice.

Clancy credits his wife with enabling 
him to survive the early stages of his 
career. An actress and singer in Zeigfield 
productions, Rita Boland appeared 
regularly at the Moore and Orpheum 
Theaters in Seattle. He is introduced to 
her by his friend John W. Considine Jr., 
son of the Seattle vaudeville promoter. 
Rita’s income from the stage, including a 
stint on Broadway, keeps them afloat at a 
time when many of Clancy’s patients are 
too destitute to pay their bills.

Throughout the 1920s and ’30s, 
Clancy establishes himself as a practic-
ing physician and medical professional, 
beginning with his hospital residency 
in New York City right after the war. 
When he returns to Seattle, he works 

in the City Hospi-
tal, housed in the old 
Municipal Building 
on Yesler Way. He 
also keeps a nearby 
office to serve the 
“dozens of fifth-rate 
hotels scattered over 
the lower end of Se-
attle; walk-ups mostly, 
shoddy, dismal, down-
at-the-heels hostelries 
housing hundreds of 
old men.”

This is a period of 
shifting attitudes to-

ward public health. Though alcoholism 
is rampant, Clancy notes how “physi-
cians shun the treatment of drunks...
[while] hospitals, by and large, do not 
want them and refuse admittance.” He 

rejects the moralism of prohibition-
ists who claim alcoholism is simply a 
matter of character. He confronts the 
moralizers again when he is assigned 
to the Health Department’s Venereal 
Disease Division. 
“To separate medi-
cine from supersti-
tion and fear has 
been a slow and 
painful task,” a col-
league says when 
Clancy complains 
of the “thundering 
preachers” in Se-
attle who would 
prohibit VD pa-
tients from receiv-
ing treatment.

Eventually, Clancy 
moves his office to midtown, to the Cobb 
Building, the city’s main medical-dental 
building at the time. (A plaque of Hip-
pocrates still hangs over its entrance). 
Despite the hardships of the Depression, 
he maintains his practice—even though 
“a doctor or two jumped out of the win-
dows of our building.” He also notices a 
sharp rise in the number of “narcotic ad-
dicts,” remarking on the elaborate decep-
tions they employ to wheedle painkillers 
from him and fellow physicians.

During this period, Clancy becomes 
active in various professional organi-
zations, including the King County 
Medical Society, Public Health League 
of Washington, and Washington Medi-
cal Association. He also leaves Seattle 
several times. First, he goes to Vienna 
to study malaria fever therapy for neuro-
syphilis, a therapy he later uses to treat 
his own patients in  Seattle. He then 
moves to Chicago to become director 
of the Bureau of Investigation for the 

Doctor come Quickly!  
by Frank J. ClanCy, md

By Peter Donahue

American Medical Association, charged 
with, as he says, “debunking nostrums 
and quackery.” A year and a half later, he 
relocates to Philadelphia to take a post-
graduate degree from the University of 
Pennsylvania Medical School.

At the start of World War II, Clancy is 
again practicing in Seattle. Yet, because 
he has been diagnosed with diabetes, he 
remains on the home front serving as a 
urological consultant for the draft board, 
even as “everyday more and more of my 
medical friends appeared in uniform, 
bound for the Army and Navy.”

Doctor Come Quickly! abounds with 
anecdotes from Clancy’s practice that 
are both amusing and horrifying. There 
is, for example, the gambler whose prized 
fighting cocks perch on the headboard 
of the bed as the doctor examines his 
patient. And there is the Russian im-
migrant who, mistakenly believing her 
husband has abandoned her, poisons 
herself in despair—a story that made 
Seattle headlines. 

Clancy also devotes several chapters 
to general issues related to medical 
practice: the importance of nurses (“the 
backbone of the medical profession”); 
managing patients’ relatives (“there is 
no pattern that fits a heterogeneous as-
sortment of over-anxious relatives”); the 
will to live (“an all-out determination to 
live may be the deciding factor”); and 
sex (“there are many problems presented 
by the patient that cannot be answered 
on an anatomical basis”). With regard to 
the last, Clancy proves fairly progressive, 
given the era, on such sensitive matters as 
masturbation and homosexuality.

Clancy is a respectable writer. His 
prose is lucid and engaging. Plus he 
tells a good story, coming across as both 
knowledgeable and curious. Rather 
than posturing on important medical 
and health care issues, he seeks under-
standing. In that regard, he shows the 
same respect for his readers as he does 
for his patients. 

Peter Donahue is a participant in the Humanities 

Washington Speakers Bureau, 2012–14. His talk is 

titled “Washington History and Historical Fiction.”
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CONGRATULATIONS TO THE RECIPIENTS OF THIS YEAR’S WASHINGTON STATE HISTORICAL SOCIETY 
ANNUAL AWARDS – RECOGNIZING ACHIEVEMENTS IN 2012

The Robert Gray Medal, the highest award bestowed by the Society, 
recognizes distinguished and long-term contributions to Pacific North-
west history through demonstrated excellence. The 2013 awardee is 
Gerry L. Alexander of Olympia, retired justice and chief justice of the 
Washington State Supreme Court, who has worked to preserve and pro-
mote local and state heritage, as well as the judicial history of the state. 

The David Douglas Fellowship Award recognizes outstanding proj-
ects, exhibits, and educational products that expand appreciation of 
Washington history. The 2013 awardee is Irene Martin of Skamokawa 
for curating the Legacy of the Columbia River Fishery, a traveling ex-
hibit on Columbia River commercial fishing.

The Governor’s Award for Excellence in Teaching History in Wash-
ington State is presented to an excellent certified teacher of Pacific 
Northwest history. The 2013 awardee is Darin Detwiler, who has taught 
U. S. and Pacific Northwest History to students in grades 7 to 12 at Red-
mond Middle School in Redmond, Washington, for the past 
15 years and has also taught at the community college level. 

The R. Lorraine Wojahn Award is given for outstanding vol-
unteer service to the Washington State Historical Society. 
The 2013 awardees are Wayne Capps, of Sumner, for his 
work with students in the History Lab at the Washington 

State History Museum; and Annie Roberts, of Tacoma, for her many 
and varied volunteer contributions to the Society.

The Peace and Friendship Awards are presented to a Native American 
and a second individual, each of whom has advanced public understand-
ing of the cultural diversity of the peoples of Washington. The 2013 
awardees are Jim Boyd, nationally and internationally known musician 
and chair of the Culture Committee of the Confederated Tribes of the 
Colville Reservation, for preserving and protecting Colville culture; and 
E. Richard Hart, of Winthrop, for substantiating tribal claims and perspec-
tives in his historical and ethnohistorical research.

The John M. McClelland Jr. Award recognizes the best article in 
 COLUMBIA Magazine during the previous year. The 2013 awardee is 
Gwen Perkins of Tacoma for “Dreamland: The Lost Worlds of James 
Tilton Pickett,” about the life and art of the son of Civil War general 
George Pickett and his Native American wife, Morning Mist. 

The Charles Gates Memorial Award recognizes the most 
significant article published in the Pacific Northwest Quar-
terly during the previous year. The 2013 awardee is Jill K. 
Gill for her article, “Idaho’s ‘Aryan’ Education: Martin Luther 
King Jr. Day and Racial Politics,” detailing the campaign to 
establish Martin Luther King Jr. Day in Idaho.

WSHS welcomes nominations for its 2014 awards, due in January 2014. For more information, contact Shanna Stevenson (sstevenson@wshs.wa.gov or 360/586-0171).
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We are not makers of history. We are made by history. 
—Martin Luther King Jr.
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