By Belinda Klimek Vos
I’m writing this article to commemorate the birth of my Father, Richard
Klimek, 100 years ago on February 29th,
1920. He was born in a log cabin up the
north fork of Anderson Creek on a homestead in the mountains west of Talent; a
Talent native through and through.
The date of his birth itself holds some
controversy as years later in 1942 when
he went to join the United States Army,
they refused to accept that anyone could
be born on the leap year date and insisted on changing it to February 28th. Being born in a log cabin miles from any
town precluded any type of birth certificate being issued, so officially his
birthdate became the 28th. But, of
course, his family knew the truth. Growing up I used to delight in pointing out
that he really only had a birthday every
four years, and at a certain point I became “older” than him!
The history and settlement of the
United States hinged on westward migration. So how do you get people to
pull up stakes, leave family and friends
and head out to the unknown? Simple,
offer them free or cheap land.
The lands around what is now Talent
were originally settled through the Dona-

tion Land Claims Act of 1850. Settlers
swarmed into the area seeking free land
and opportunity. They quickly gobbled
up all the available “good” land laying
in the fertile valley floor; land that could
sustain a homestead and was suitable for
growing crops. The Donation Land
Claim Act expired in 1855.
In a July 4th, 1861 speech, President
Abraham Lincoln told the nation the
purpose of America’s government was
"to elevate the condition of men, to lift
artificial burdens from all shoulders and
to give everyone an unfettered start and
a fair chance in the race of life." He
championed the cause of land ownership
which led to the passage of the Homestead Act of 1862, which remained active for 124 years until it was repealed in
1976, and resulted in 10 percent of U.S.
land—or 270 million acres—to be
claimed and settled.
Locally, as time went on, more and
more land was claimed, pushing settlers
farther into the hills and mountains that
surround the Rogue River Valley.
My family’s story begins in Moravia
(now part of the Czech Republic) in the
late 1800’s. Born in 1887, my grandfather, Marcel (Marcellin) Klimek was a
younger son who always had an adventurous spirit and a burning desire to own
land, something that was unlikely to
happen in his birth country. He immigrated to America in 1911, and after
several stops he landed in Hopkins, Minnesota always on the look out for a piece
of land. His search continued as he rode
a bicycle (I have a photo) westward and
ended up in Canon City, Colorado where
there was a Czech community.
In the meantime, my Grandmother,
Julie Konecek, born on April 10,1894
also in Moravia, had also made her way
to Canon City, Colorado in order to visit
her sister who had previously immigrat-

ed there.
There was a picnic. They met, and a
romance ensued. Two years later, Marcel
again took off westward and landed in
Portland, OR where he sent for Julie to
join him. They were married on March 5,
1918. Marcel was still searching for that
perfect homestead when they then travelled to the Medford area to escape the
damp weather in northern Oregon which
bothered my Grandmother’s rheumatism.
By 1918, the best land in the Rogue
Valley had long since been settled, but
there was still homestead land available if
you were willing to live in a remote area.
Somehow my Grandfather found 160
acres in the mountains west of Talent and
proceeded to stake his claim. The lands
were part of the former O & C grants
which had become available with the
passage of the Revestment Act of June 9,
1916. The Act restored land formerly
owned by the Oregon - California Railroad Company to federal ownership allowing it to be homesteaded. A married
couple could claim 160 acres and a single
person 120 acres.
Although 160 acres of land seems like
a lot, very little was useable for agriculture. A few acres at the south end of the
property near the creek were level enough
for a building and fields, but most of the
land was steep and forested. The elevation along the creek is 2,900 feet, while at
the top of the property it’s 3,500 ft.
From the flatlands around Talent, a narrow road led out of town on Wagner
Creek Rd, before turning sharply right
onto Anderson Creek Rd. Winding its
way deeper and deeper into the mountains, a small spur then turned right
heading up the north fork of the Anderson Creek drainage. It’s 5+ miles from
downtown Talent, and the dirt road is
still unimproved.
I applied to the National Archives in
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Washington D.C. and received Marcel’s
complete Homestead application file. As
part of the public record, anyone may
access the information. The file contained
66 pages and proved to me that bureaucracy didn’t start in modern times!
The original Homestead Entry application made by Marcelin Klimek was dated May 13, 1918 and was given the Serial
No. 011344. The application was sent to
the U.S. Land Office in Roseburg, OR.
The process of obtaining a homestead
patent (deed) was complicated and took
many years. First off, you had to live on
the property continuously for five years
along with making improvements. After
the five years were up, you could then file
a “Notice of Intention to make Proof”
stating that you had met all the Homestead requirements and that you then
wanted a permanent deed to your land.
In 1923, Marcel filed several papers with
the U.S. Land Office in Roseburg detailing his compliance. There were several
stipulations required before you could get
your final patent.
One requirement was that you had to
have four witnesses testify that you had
lived on the land continuously and had
made improvements. The four witnesses
were: James Mayes, John Bailey, John
Schuette and Henry Maltby. Each witness had to fill out a lengthy form entitled
“Testimony of Witness” with questions
pertaining to the length of time they had

known the claimant, verifying length of
settlement and whether the claimant
had ever been absent from the homestead. They then had to state by subdivision how each acre was being used.
The claimant also had to fill out a
similar form and through this I was able
to gather quite a bit of additional information. Marcel claimed he first established a residence upon this land in October, 1918 and built a house in February 1919. He said that he had 2 1/2
acres cultivated with four acres of pasture fenced. He had a log house, one
story with two rooms, measuring 24 by
18 feet. He also had a barn, chicken
house, storeroom, blacksmith shop and
hog house. He owned three cows, two
calves, two horses, 36 chickens as well as
a wagon, plow, truck, buggy, gasoline
wood saw and buzz saw. Domestic water for irrigation and household was
from the creek.
One form required you to swear that
there were no valuable mineral deposits
on your land. You also had to publish a
notice in a local newspaper for a period
of five consecutive weeks. Marcel chose
the Jacksonville Post and paid $7.50 to
have the ad run. A “Notice for Publication” form had to be filled out and notarized to prove this had been done.
The final requirement was that the
applicant become a U. S. citizen as it
was not in the best interest of the United States to have a large portion of its
population loyal to another country.
Marcel’s “Declaration of Intention”
provided a wealth of personal information including height and weight,
place of birth and when and where he
arrived in America. It also included his
signature.
At this point in time, homestead
land wasn’t free and my Grandparents
paid $2.00 an acre for their property
Reportedly, Marcel borrowed the money
from Clarence Holdridge’s Father and it
took years for them to pay him back.
As I mentioned earlier, Marcel and
Julie originally applied for a Homestead
in May of 1918. They began clearing
land and building a log cabin using timber from the property. One son, Vaclav
Wilson (Willy) was born in December
1918 while the family was still living in
Medford. They moved into their newly
built cabin in February of 1919. My
Father’s birth, Richard, quickly followed on February 29, 1920 making him
the first of their children to actually be
born in the cabin at the Homestead.
My Grandmother grew a garden and

kept chickens. She always had a milk
cow, and they also had pigs which they
butchered each year. They heated and
cooked with a wood stove, which was
located in the northwest corner of the
cabin, and even today you can see where
the logs are blackened by its use. Their
only source of water was the seasonal
creek that sometimes dried up in the summer. A spring located just up from the
cabin, saw them through the summer
months.
The characteristics of the property
made it difficult at best to scratch out a
subsistence living. Being in a deep canyon there was little sunlight in the winter
and the growing season was short. But
there was plentiful timber and the trees
were the real value of the land. Everyone
heated with wood back then, so there was
a ready market for firewood. Marcel
would hitch up the horse, load the wagon
with wood and take it down into Talent
to sell, providing the family with a small
bit of cash to buy flour and necessities.
My Grandparent’s homestead in the
mountains was not all rosy; personalities
were strong and there was strife and conflict. My Grandmother did not leave the
property for seven years. While Marcel
went to Talent for supplies and to sell
firewood, she was required to stay up on
the Homestead and care for the children;
giving birth to seven children in nine
years, five boys and two girls I tell these
facts not to air dirty laundry but out of
respect for the truth. We tend to romanticize our collective past; Western movies
always have a hero, even the Middle Ages
are made to seem pure and gallant. Robin Hood and his Merry Men always look
like they’re having fun, but imagine what
living conditions in that era were really
like. It was a tough life on the Homestead and my Grandmother was a strong
woman, both physically and emotionally
to survive. I don’t believe she had any
help during childbirth as there were no
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that certified the student had completed
the Course of Study and entitled the
holder to enter into any High School in
Oregon.
The school year was divided into
two semesters with a report card issued
for each. Richy had completed his
freshman year and the first semester of
10th grade at Talent High School when
the family came down with Scarlet Fever. The family was quarantined and
the children were not allowed to go to
school for several months as the illness
worked its way through the family. One
of his brother’s got it so badly that he
had to learn to walk all over again.
Richy only had a mild case, but by the

close neighbors and they were very isolated. Czech was the only
language spoken in the family although
Marcel could speak some English.
As time passed and the children grew,
attending school became an issue. Finally, the truant officer threatened Marcel
with jail if he didn’t comply and start
sending them to school. At this point,
the three oldest children were Willy, 8,
my Father, Richard, known as Richy, 7,
and Marcel Jr., 6. Although there was a
school farther down Anderson Creek
Road, they made the decision to purchase a house in Talent.
On January 6, 1927, Marcel and Julie
purchased a house and property from
Elizabeth M. Leaming for $400.00. It
was located on Bain Street between First
and Second Street in Talent. The Methodist Church was on an adjoining lot and
the big, red brick schoolhouse was just
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across the street. The house was very
primitive and had no plumbing, just an
outhouse in the back. It was very
small and the three older boys slept in a
tent in the yard. Julie was able to have
a better garden there and she had a
little more contact with the outside
world. However, she spoke no English
and never went to the stores. Marcel
had a small forge that he used for making repairs. The three boys went off to
school that next Fall unable to speak or
understand any English. I can only
imagine how difficult that must have
been. They all started in first grade
together so at least they had each other.
But each summer, the family would
trek back up to the mountains to cut
wood and live in the cabin for a few
months. Walking the cow and hauling
the chickens back up to the Homestead
became a yearly event. Working away
all summer, they would stockpile the
wood on their Talent lot and sell it
throughout the year.
The family would move back down
to Talent in the Fall so the children
could then go back to school. During
this time, students were required to
pass tests at the end of 8th grade.
Richard Klimek’s “Statement of 8th
Grade Examination” was certified on
May 24, 1935 and was signed by Jackson County School Superintendent. C.
R. Bowman. A grade of 70% was required in the subjects of agriculture,
arithmetic, civics, geography, history,
language, reading & literature, spelling
and writing. After completing the requirements, the State of Oregon then
issued a Elementary School Diploma

time he was cleared to go back to school
he had missed so much time that he felt
he would never catch back up. So, he
and his two oldest brothers dropped out
of school and went to work cutting
wood.
He did however, remain on the
schools baseball team that was undefeated that year. (See the photo on page 10)
He is pictured in the front row on the far
right and his brother, Willy, is on the
back row second from the right.
The family had the pine timber
logged off the Homestead by Charlie
Skeeters which gave them some much
needed money. Julie had always wanted
to own a farm so in 1937 they bought a
44 acre parcel of land near what later
became South Pacific Hwy. It was lo-
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cated just south of Talent where Rapp
Road intersects the highway. The land
was originally part of a Donation Land
Claim of 160 acres, #70, claimed by H.H.
Eldridge in 1857. Through the years, the
land changed hands many times and was
divided up into smaller parcels. The 44
acres ran south from the east side of the
road with the eastern boundary being
Bear Creek. Currently, the house is occupied by South Valley Pool & Spa at 401
S. Pacific Hwy. The bottom land is part
of Mt. View Estates manufactured home
park.
When they purchased the property
there was only a dirt road out front.
Soon after they moved there, the County
built a paved road and Marcel worked on
the road crew. Up until this time, the
main Highway 99 had gone through the
center of Talent. When the new road was
built bypassing the town, Talent was
changed forever.
The 44 acres included good bottom
land from Bear Creek and they grew
wheat there. The house had been built in
about 1924 and they eventually added a
bathroom. They had a windmill to supply power for the well. (Later, a new
house was built to replace the original one)
Richy’s Father, Marcel was working
in Eugene during this time, and it was up
to the boys to earn money to support the
family. Richy got the contract to provide
fire wood to heat the Talent School building for the 1937-38 school year. However, he wasn’t old enough to sign the con-

tract, and his Mother, Julie, had to sign
with an X. In 1939, they supplied wood
to all three Medford Schools. They still
lived up at the Homestead in the summers. The three older boys continued to
cut wood and when customers paid them,
they gave the money to their Mother so
she could save it to make the property

payments. Julie also kept cows and
sold the cream to help out.
But dark clouds were brewing. The
war in Europe was heating up and
when Japan bombed Pearl Harbor in
Hawaii on December 7, 1941, life
changed in an instant. The United
States had been attacked and the nation was forced to go to war. Richard
enlisted in the Army Air Corp (this was
before there was an Air Force) in January of 1942 with the hopes of being
trained as a mechanic. He reported for
service at Ft. Lewis, WA, and with the
war threat so eminent he was immediately sent to Texas. He received no
basic training; a situation he always
lamented. He was unable to get into
mechanic school, and as his occupation
was listed as logger, the Army decided
he would make a good telephone lineman. It should be noted that he had
never climbed a pole before, as it wasn’t a skill that loggers needed. In September of 1942, he traveled to New
Jersey and boarded the Queen Elizabeth along with 20,000 other soldiers to
make their way to England. It took 7
days because they had to zig zag
around to avoid German submarines.
Conditions were poor and they only ate
once a day. They arrived at the Firth
of Clyde in the dark and boarded trains
to take them south to an English air
base. It was supposed to be a big secret that the 93rd Bomb Group had
arrived in England, but the German
radio welcomed them! Later, he was
sent to Hardwick Air Force Base where
he was with the 409th Squadron, 93rd

Bomb Group. When he first arrived at
Hardwick, they were building the base so
he put his lineman skills to work by
climbing poles to install lights so the
planes could fly at night, but when that
job was completed, his lineman skills
were no longer needed. The bomb squadron was suffering heavy losses so they
decided to train him as a replacement
bombardier. However, he constantly got
airsick during the training sessions, so his
commanders finally gave up on that idea
and assigned him to the supply unit. His
affliction may very well have saved his
life as being a bombardier was a perilous
position and many of the planes didn’t
make it back to the base.
The English people welcomed the
Yanks with open arms and invited them
into their homes. Dick, as he was called
in the Army, met a young woman,
Queenie Warnes and fell in love. Their
war time romance turned serious and
they were married on May 15, 1945. By
then, the end of the war was in sight and
Dick was sent home to Talent on leave.
He arrived on July 4th having been away
from home for 3 1/2 years. He was supposed to then be shipped to the Pacific
Theater, however, the war ended and he
was honorably discharged having attained the rank of Sargent. My Mother, a
“war bride” had to wait until the spring
of 1946 before she could join him. I can’t
emphasize enough how much WWII affected people in that generation.
Throughout their lives, my parents always measured time in terms of “before
the war” or “after the war”.
The couple lived their first year in a
small metal trailer parked on the yard of
the family home in Talent. My Father
returned to his work as a timber faller
and was gone for many hours each day.
The summer of 1946 was one of the hottest on record and I’m not sure how my
Mother survived. On July 6th the temperature reached a record high of 115
degrees in Medford.
The next winter, when my Father was
off from logging, he began building a
house for them on the far southern part
of my Grandmother’s property. A photo
of my Dad building the house looking
west shows an empty field with no other
houses at all. What is now South Pacific
Highway was just a two lane road at that
time. He built the house back from the
road a bit envisioning it would someday
be widened to a four lane highway. In
May of 1947, on Dick and & Queenie’s
second anniversary, Pacific Power
hooked up electricity to their house hav-

ing to run poles down to them as they
were the first in that section to build.
A modest house, Dick also built the
furniture as well. One of his brothers dug
the well. The water had a strong smell of
sulphur, like rotten eggs pouring out of
the faucet every time you turned it on.
This was the house I grew up in and I
just assumed all water tasted like that.
Originally, the address was R.R. 1, Box
226, Talent, but it was later changed to
717 S. Pacific Hwy., Talent. The house is
now occupied by Simple Machine Winery
& Tasting Room.
As the family grew, the house was
enlarged to provide another bedroom.
Again, my Dad did all the work himself.
The city limits of Talent were much
smaller then, with the southern boundary
at the Wagner Creek bridge on the highway. We felt like we were in the country.
Now, the area is a bustling commercial
site.
The road out front was eventually
widened to four lanes and growing up,
freight trucks roared past our house.
Until the freeway was built in the early
’60’s, it was the main north-south thorough fare. It was background noise, and
we didn’t pay much attention to it; the
constant sound just melting away. It
was a good place to grow up. While the
house was up near the road, there were
also acres down toward the creek that
were great for building forts and playing
cowboys and Indians. We built rafts and
floated down Bear Creek, that is until
someone reportedly came down with typhoid fever from the creek and we were
ordered to stay out.
My Dad and his four brothers were all
loggers. With their background of cutting wood as boys, it was the obvious
choice of professions. The timber industry ruled the valley during the 50’s, 60’s
and 70’s and the majority of men worked
in some aspect of the timber trade. Logging trucks could be seen parked in driveways all over Talent, while many others
worked in the mills. Talent was primarily a bedroom community at this point
and there were few services. Gas stations
and a couple of markets existed, but people mostly went to Medford or Ashland to
shop.
Early on, Dick worked as a timber
faller, but he soon saved money and
bought his first log truck and became self
employed. He logged throughout the
valley for many years partnering with his
brother Marcel for most of that time. At
one point, he drove all the way to Beaver

Marsh on Hwy. 97 each day to log
Lodgepole pine that was made into telephone poles. I can’t imagine the miles
he drove, all without an accident.
Leaving before dawn and returning
home for 6:00 o’clock dinner, his daily
commute was incredible. Always a conscientious logger, he abhorred clear cutting. He was the first in the valley to
have a rubber tired skidder which lessened the impact on the forest. As the
years wore on, he became weary of the
increasing rules and regulations handed
down from the Forest Service; rules he
felt were arbitrary and written by men
who had never actually logged.
My Dad retired in his late 50’s after
a lifetime of work and spent his later
years restoring antique cars. The years
of hard physical work took their toll,
and he endured a series of strokes in
later life. He died on May 27, 2007.
His was a life well lived; a honest,
hard working man that provided for his
family and treated others well. My
Father belonged to the Greatest Generation. That generation that survived
the Depression, went to war, and then
came back home to establish a society
that was on the verge of such great
change.
I marvel at the changes that took
place during my Father’s life span, and
in Talent as well; their histories so intertwined. From humble roots with no
electricity or paved streets, few services,
horses to cars, airplanes, footsteps on
the moon, and computers and the internet, no other time frame in the history
of our earth has seen such profound
changes.
We would go up to the Homestead
during my childhood for various activities; cutting firewood, riding motorcycles and getting Christmas trees. Occasionally, the extended family would get

together for hot dog roasts and a baseball
game (the Klimek pastime) in the clearing by the cabin. After my Grandmother’s death in 1960, the property was
divided up amongst my aunts and uncles.
When my Uncle Marcel died as a result of
a logging accident in 1975, my Father
inherited his portion as well. In 1998, my
Father decided to deed over his land to
my brother and me, and I became the
proud owner of 40 acres of the Homestead. In recent years, my two sons now
own a portion of the Homestead as well,
and the cabin site has been preserved.
I’ve always had a deep emotional
attachment to this homestead; the ancestral roots of my family in America. It’s
still a wild place with no electricity and a
primitive road. I imagine my father, and
his brothers and sisters, scampering
through the woods and playing down by
the creek.
I never get tired of going there and in
recent years, after my Father’s death,
have found great comfort in the timeless
mountains and quiet that envelop them.
It’s always a pleasure to round that corner and see the old cabin, although the
roof has now fallen in as the result of a
heavy snowfall in 1998. It’s slowly going
back to the earth, but the walls still remain.
My Father had a deep and abiding
love of the mountains and it was his wish
that his ashes return to the Homestead.
They lie nestled beneath the moss covered trunk of a big leaf maple tree. The
maples tower along the creek, their roots
anchoring them solidly to the earth.
Each Autumn, their huge leaves fall and
make a thick blanket to see him through
the cold winter. The Talent boy is truly
home again.
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Something YOU can do to help!

If you do any shopping on Amazon.com, use the link below to enter the Amazon website. The price doesn’t change, but the Historical Society receives a
donation from each purchase. Any purchases you make will help support the
Talent Historical Society and its projects. Thanks!!
https://smile.amazon.com/ch/93-1125614

Just a reminder that you can check
the top, right hand corner of the
address label on this issue of the
Historacle to see when it’s time for
you to renew! The date will tell you
when your membership expires

