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The Jackson County Animal Shelter Fire Evacuation

At the first meeting after the Almeda
Fire, the Board of the Talent Historical
Society decided that they wanted to ac-
tively collect fire evacuation experiences.
They called out to the community for self
authored pieces, and have received many
great stories. They have also offered to
do interviews by our staff. The following
is an interview of Kim Casey, the Pro-
gram Manager of Jackson County Ani-
mal Services by Lunette Fleming and
Mpyke Reeser. Thank you to Debra Moon
for the transcription.

A conscientious plan for evacuation
was always in place at the shelter with
drills and education for receiving ani-
mals. However, the threat of a fire within
the facility, and the need for removal of
animals in the shelter was not in place.

At about noon on September 8", a
call went out that the fire was approach-
ing the facility. At 12:10 the electricity
went out in the building, and Field Of-
ficer, Andy Swanson concluded that they
in fact had to evacuate all animals to the
Expo in Medford. With limited vehicles,
volunteers were transporting crated dogs
and cats in their own cars and trucks.
There were 36 cats and 56 dogs in crates.
Five or six animals in quarantine had to
stay at the facility.

To add to this dilemma, Highway
99 heading north was heavily congested.
There were several contributing factors:
Fire was engulfing
Interstate 5 on both
sides beginning at
exit 19 (south of
Talent); traffic was
8 cvacuating from
Talent, causing

Kim Casey inspects a much appreciated donation of a trailer to be used for a
Spay and Neuter Clinic in the near future. It awaits renovation.

great congestion. The wait to get away
from the fire was intense.

The Animal Shelter is located on
Hwy. 99, a mile north of Talent. A sin-
gle line of fire advancing northward
was the biggest threat to the shelter—it
was heading toward, and possibly sur-
rounding, the shelter area. The mainte-
nance man, Tim, had thankfully turned
off the gas at the shelter.
Field Officer, Andy Swanson,
actually stayed at the facility
from 8 pm until about 3 am
the next morning, using the
hose at the building to keep
the roof, trees and the build-
ing structure safe from the
flames.

Tim, the maintenance
man, took the five animals in
quarantine and fostered them
in his home. Many unnamed
volunteers fostered run-away

At the Expo

animals too in order to keep them safe
from the fire.

At the Expo, along with sheltering
humans, the outdoor arena was used for
animals. Kim Casey, the shelter’s pro-
gram manager, stayed at the Expo for
nine days. In addition to the animals in
the shelter, other pets and livestock were
evacuated to the Expo. There were rab-

bits, birds, goats, chickens,
8 llamas, pigs, and cows.
There were also rodeo ani-
mals: bucking horses, 36
cutting horses, and 3 uni-
dentified horses. Twenty-
4 cight thousand pounds of
animal food was consumed
at the Expo from September

8™ through the 21,
{| The animal rescue was a
remarkable event made
successful by amazingly
devoted people working

together.
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The Talent Historical Society
researches and preserves the history
of the Talent area in Southern
Oregon We offer a collection of
historical archives to help local
residents and visitors become better
acquainted with our area’s
rich history.

We are members of the Jackson
County Heritage Association; a
group of heritage nonprofits
dedicated to the collection,
preservation, and interpretation of
Southern Oregon’s cultural history.

We operate a museum and meeting
place located at:

105 North Market Street
Talent, Oregon

The museum is open Saturday and
Sunday from 1:00 pm to 5:00 pm

General Business/MailingAddress:
P.OBox 582
Talent, OR 97540

Phone Number: (541) 512-8838
Email: info@talenthistory.org
Web Page: www.talenthistory.org

Facebook: www.facebook.com/
talenthistory/

The Historacle is
published quarterly.

Editor: Myke Gelhaus

You may submit your written
work about historical Talent to be
considered for publication in the
THS newsletter. Our research
library is ready for you to get
started on an interesting local
article! We are especially looking
for more tales from early to
middle 20th Century,

MUSEUM HOURS
SATURDAY & SUNDAY

Closed Until Further Notice
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Mike & Tammy Dalton
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Spring Will Be Here Soon!

Time to Order Your Talent Tomatoes
See Page 11 for the Order Form which must
be received by May 3rd.

THS volunteers will deliver the plants to you
on Friday May 7th or Saturday May 8th.

“(_ommon sense is genius dressedin its

woridng dothes. «

Ralph Waldo E_mcrson



Presidents’ Message by Ron Medinger

Why should you start following the THS Facebook page? Because you
don’t want to miss Welborn’s March 7™ diary entry. If you need help, email
us at info(@talenthistory.org

Feb 26th, Sunday - Hattie & Wallace sit up with Ellen last night. Henry is
down with the fever this morning and Charly and Nick quite sick. Dr Cald-
well got here at half past nine and recommended . ;
that Ellen & Henry should be taken immediately to
the Springs, so Andrew got Mitchels wagon and
we put straw in the wagon and lifted Ellen bed and
all in to the wagon, and Kate and Wellie. Wallace
took Henry up in our wagon, they left Robert

& Nick not very well, I have hired Chester to work
another week He is here to night. Bob Robison
called down. Wallace has Just got back he reports
the safe arival of the ambulance train at the Soda
Springs under charge of Dr M. C. Caldwell. An-
drew is not coming till morning. I feel much better to night Emmet is sleeping
quietly, Nicholas is safe in the Crib, not Coughing Much, and I am going to
bed. Tune in again Sunday, March 7th, for Welborn's next entry!

Mid-Century “Our Day Off” Friendship Quilt on Loan to

Talent Historical Museum
By Jan Wright

In 1937 a friendship quilt was grandmother, Myrtle Jacobs. Other names
made by some of the members of the on the quilt include Lovella Long, Lydia
0.D.O (Our Day Off) club in Talent, Ore- Gardner, Eva Wedge, Edith Hayman, Em-
gon. The club with the emphatic name ma Wolgamott and Edith Cochran. All
these women are gone but one person who
signed the quilt as “Pauline” was inter-
viewed in 2011. Pauline Jacobs Allen,

was for women who set aside one day a
month to socialize and take a break from
their housekeeping and work duties.

When each daughter of Myrtle
block on the el Jacobs remembered
quilt was fin- nearly all the women
ished and and one man who con-
signed by indi- tributed their blocks to

vidual club
members it was
assembled into

the quilt. In May of
this year, Jan Wright is
scheduled to talk about

a quilt top, this quilt to a Zoom
backed with audience for the Rogue
available fabric, Valley Genealogical
lightly quilted, Society. The keepsake

and bound. Bob
Jacobs loaned
the quilt to THS
and helped
identify the
owner as his

quilt is a great example
of the value of using
friend groups as a
source of research in
finding traces of one’s
ancestors.

1937 0.D. O friendship quilt names
each person who contributed
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You are Invited
The members of the
Wagner Creek Cemetery Association
invite the public to join us in our an-
nual efforts to beautify Talent's his-
toric Stearns Wagner Creek Ceme-
tery in preparation for Memorial
Day. Volunteers are encouraged to
bring tools for weed abatement,
refreshments, and wear
sturdy footwear.

Work commences the weekend
before Memorial Day at 9:00 a.m. on
Saturday May 22, 2021.

If Covid restrictions allow, a pot-
luck is scheduled for Noon at the
picnic area. An Annual Membership
Meeting follows the potluck. The
cemetery is located on Anderson
Creek Road just past Allen Lane. For
more information call cemetery sex-
ton, Lunette Fleming at 541-535-
3902. By calling the sexton, volun-
teers can also participate in placing
American flags on the graves of U.S.
Veterans buried at the cemetery on
the Friday before Memorial Day.

Mpyrtle and Ed Jacobs with two of
their children, Bill and Mary Jacobs



Stories of Evacuating the Almeda Fire Continued by Ron Medinger, THS Board President

On September 8", the life of Talent,
and many Talentians, changed forever.

I work for Harry & David and on that
day, I was working from home because of
the COVID-19 issues affecting our world
this year. At about 11:00

From that vantage point, we could
clearly see the overpass where Valley
View Road crosses I-5. I was videoing all
the activity going on in the area when the
fire got to the overpass. It jumped Valley

a.m. I could see from my
home office many vehicles
zooming past our living
room windows on the front
of our home. This was
certainly unusual because
no one “zooms” in Moun-
tain View Estates! The
speed limit in the park is 15
mph.

I knew there was a fire
in Ashland that morning, :
but even with the high gl
winds I thought there was
no way it would make it all

|

Watching the A
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Imeda fire engulf our homes from Rapp Lane..

charge” of the intersection. They had been
tasked with maintaining order in chaos
and directing traffic. I’'m sure it was not
something they had signed up for.

There was steady general public traffic
coming down Highway 99
from the north. This included
everything from motorcycles
to semi-trucks. There was
traffic coming out of Talent
on Valley View. There were
police, sheriff and fire vehi-
cles speeding back and forth
occasionally stopping and
giving ever changing direc-
tions to the two ODOT
guardians of the intersection.
It was hot, it was windy, it
was smokey and it was over-
=¥ whelming.

the way to Talent. I have never been more
wrong.

As I looked out our front windows, I
saw strong winds with debris flying
through the sky and a police cruiser parked
around the corner with its lights flashing. I
went out the front door and walked over to
the cruiser. More cars rushed past as |
crossed the street. It was an Ashland Police
car and there was no one in the car. [
looked down the street to see an officer
walking down one driveway about a half-
block away and then up the next driveway.

It was obvious he was going door to door to

alert people. I started walking quickly to-
ward the house he was at.

As he exited that driveway and started
towards the next, I called to him asking if
we were being evacuated. He stopped,

turned toward me and hollered, “YES, GET

OUT...... Now!!”

I asked, “Where should we go?” He
answered, “DRIVE NORTH!” I asked, “To
where?” His response, “JUST GET OUT
AND DRIVE NORTH NOW!”

I did get out, but only after I spent
about 10 minutes gathering as many things
as [ could think of that were precious or
irreplaceable to us. More on that later.

When I did get out, I didn’t go far. I
parked in the Talent Truck Stop parking lot
across Valley View Road from Mountain
View Estates. I felt fairly safe because I
was surrounded by the huge concrete park-
ing lot of the Cummins (the old Walmart)

parking lot across the street and the similar-

ly huge gravel parking lot of the truck stop.
There were many others who chose to stop
here as well.

View Road like it wasn’t even there.
That’s when I realized how serious the
situation was. This wasn’t a wildfire; it
was more like an incinerator. Shortly after
that we were all instructed to move out of
the area to a safer location.

The “safer location” I chose was on
the side of Rapp Road just where it cross-
es the railroad tracks. This was where I
saw Jan Wright and her daughter and
spoke with them for a couple of minutes.
Jan was on her own evacuation route and
would later join me as a fire victim who
lost her home and all its contents.

After about 10 minutes there, I real-
ized I could probably get a better view of
the valley from Rapp Lane. I drove there
and joined several Talentians that were
watching the same horror I was. Again, I
videoed, for as long as my phone battery
lasted. I ended up spending probably an
hour or so watching from that vantage
point.

Finally, I decided to go down to the
museum and charge my phone. Arriving
at the museum, I found that the power had
gone out. Once I realized it, I was not
surprised, I had just not thought about that
possibility. I returned to my car and idled
for about 15 minutes charging my phone.

Then I walked to the corner of High-
way 99 and Valley View Road. I stood
with my back to Talent Market & Liq-
uor’s concrete block building. That gave
me what [ knew was a false sense of secu-
rity. The scenes I saw there were perhaps
the most chaotic of a disastrous day.

There were two Oregon Department
of Transportation workers who were “in
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There were people who
wanted to drive south on Highway 99
despite the danger. The guardians stopped
them. There were people who wanted to
drive Valley View to the Interstate despite
the danger. The guardians stopped them.
They were yelled at and no doubt cursed,
but these two knew their jobs and did
them admirably.

At some point, it was finally decided
there was no choice but to open up Valley
View to the freeway to alleviate some of
the crush of traffic. Seeing this, I hoofed it
back to the museum to get my car. Driv-
ing this route I could get within a half a
block or so of my house and maybe I
could see what was happening in my
neighborhood.

I drove back to the intersection and
was allowed through to connect to the
freeway. Upon reaching the Cummins
driveway, I pulled off the main road into
the driveway. It was too hot and smokey
to stay, but I got a quick look and from
my parked car took a photo of what I be-
lieved was our house fully engulfed in
flames. I stopped just long enough to take
that photo and then rejoined the flood of
vehicles headed for I-5.

It was about 4:30 and I finally decided
to follow the officer’s orders and “drive
north!” It didn’t take long to reach the
south Medford exit, but from that point to
my son’s house in west Medford, it took
at least an hour to reach my destination.

I’ll share with you now my Facebook
post from the next day to continue my
story.

09-09-2020 This has been a long and
tiring day. After a late-night trip to Talent




last night to confirm that our house was
indeed gone in the wildfire that swept up
the Rogue Valley of southern Oregon, nei-
ther Stella nor I slept much.
We were fortunate to have our son Nick
and our wonderful daughter-in-law Jana to
take us in last night, feed us, and give us a
place to collapse.

The very first thing I did this morning
was to file our insurance claim for the
house and contents. I knew there would be

days to come, today has been a little
overwhelming.

Stella was already at work on Tues-
day morning when this whole thing start-
ed, so it was up to me to be the one to
bug out and decide what to take with me.
Our whole neighborhood literally had
minutes to make our decisions.

First in the car? The laptops! I had
my personal laptop, one of Talent Histor-
ical Society's laptops and my Harry &

All those things can be easily replaced.

Now since then, in perfect 20-20 hind-
sight, it might have been nice to grab our
insurance files or our marriage license or
our wedding album of some of the treas-
ured genealogical memorabilia that I've
thought of now but wasn't in plain view as
the stuff I did grab.

I can't let those things bother me mov-
ing forward. I can certainly have my re-
grets, but what is done is done and here we

a very long line, forming
quickly, today and didn't
want to get lost in it.

We started out pretty
early this morning and made |}
the first stops in our busy
day to buy clothing. Again,
dozens of families lost their
homes and businesses yes-
terday and overnight so we
figured we'd best buy some
undies while there were still f
undies to buy!

We filled up the car with
gas and then headed for
Talent to see what we could
see.

I've posted a video on
my page showing what we
found at Mountain View

Mountain View Estates, our home was the 5th one up the lane.

go! Off into the future!

I spent most of the after-
noon in and around Talent
watching things unfold in front
of me. I was stunned. By the
| time I did leave, I was able to
drive close enough to our house
to see, from about a block
away, through the unbelievably
| thick smoke, what I was sure
was our house fully engulfed.

By the time I made my way
to Nick's house in Medford,
Stella was already there waiting
for me. I'd called ahead to tell
her what I saw so she knew
what was up when I walked
through the door.

I'd been thinking about what
could be the bright side of this

Estates, our home until yes-
terday. I have many more photos of our
own personal devastation to help document
our losses for the insurance company and
may post a few of the more poignant ones
on my Facebook feed in days to come.

We recognize that we are both in shock
about what has happened. I expect it will
take a while to sink in.

After our own home inspection, we
drove around to see what we could see in
Talent. Our sweet little town that we
moved to in 1988 certainly took quite a
blow over the last 24 hours. We lost sever-
al historic buildings (of course Ron would
be looking at the historic buildings), many
businesses and so, so many homes.

That's not to say there isn't a lot of Tal-
ent remaining, there is! Along with some of
our most precious historic buildings. The
firefighters drew a line along Talent Ave-
nue and didn't lose anything behind that
line. The fires were only a block away
from one of the oldest church buildings in
southern Oregon along with the star of our
downtown, an 1899 Schoolhouse that has
been everything from a schoolhouse to our
City Hall, to our Library and our Commu-
nity Center for over 120 years. (can you
tell that I kind of like that particular build-
ing?)

Again, I will post more photos in the

David work laptop. (I was working from
home when I noticed all the cars hurry-
ing out of our park and went to see what
was up.) I also grabbed Stella's personal
laptop and her laptop from her church
(she's the treasurer for her church). What
I found out much too late was that she
also had a work laptop at home. Oops!
Didn't even realize that.

Next off the wall came the irreplacea-
ble family photos which ranged in date
from 1881 to 1957. They got stacked
carefully in the car, so as not to break the
domed glass in some of the frames. I
stood in our bedroom looking at the up-
right jewelry box Stella got as a gift one
year. How could I save that? I couldn't,
so the drawers came out and the "family
jewels" got tossed into the car.

Finally I looked at my shelves of
books I'd purchased over the past 45
years, so that when I retired, I'd have all
this collected knowledge to continue my
family research into both sides of our
family, to pass on to future generations. I
couldn't take it all, so I grabbed about a
half-dozen of my most cherished and
irreplaceable books and finished the pile
in the car.

That was it. No clothing, no prescrip-
tions, no CPAP machine, nothing else.

so I could try to cheer her up.
The kitchen! She hated the kitchen in our
house and was hoping someday to be able
to redo it into the kitchen that my cooking
genius wife deserved. That was it. That
was my opening line!

When we embraced, I started to tell her
what the one good thing out of this was
going to be, but she interrupted me and
said, "The one good thing about this is, I
don't have to use that damned kitchen any-
more!"

That's why I love her. That's why we
can face this together and come out the
other end just fine. We were made for each
other.

Since that Facebook post on Septem-
ber 9th, much has happened in our lives.
We were lucky enough to find a place to
live through a friend of a friend. We
moved in around the first of October. It’s
a nice temporary home. Iretired from
Harry & David on November 18™ and
we’ve ordered our new home that will be
placed at Mountain View Estates some-
time in late summer 2021. It will have a
VERY nice kitchen.

We are really looking forward to being
back home again.... in Talent.

Qﬁj?ﬁ 9



Almeda Fire Memoirs - by Cathy Kreisman
Including the Adventures of Rocky the Great Pyrenees

I live in South Talent Oregon on a
small farm with sheep and chickens
with my husband, Richard. On Sept 8
2020 I woke up in the middle of the
night to high winds. We have a lot of
walnut trees on our property and in this
season walnuts are dropping from the
trees when they are ripe. The high
winds that night caused walnuts to
pound down on our roof. There were
so many and constant. It was way
beyond anything I’d ever experienced
before.

Late morning that same day the
winds were still blowing very hard and
I got a fire alert on my phone that was
located in Ashland just south of here.
Evacuations were being ordered there.
My husband, Richard, and I had lunch
and went to a neighbor’s house that is
up the hill from us and we could watch
the fire advance. It was headed in our
direction. I went home and started
packing. Shortly after, I got a text
message from Dana, my husband’s
cousin who also lives in Talent. He and
his partner, Michele were evacuating. |
was shocked!! I had heard NOTHING
about the fire being in Talent. We live
on the south end of town so I was very
concerned.

I texted Richard and told him to
come home immediately. Once he
came home, we made the decision to
leave. Richard went outside and turned
on our water cannon so it was spraying

the roof of our house. We finished
packing. We packed up the car with
our things, our two small dogs and dog
food. We got a call from a neighbor
who was stuck in Ashland. Her mother
was in their house alone and they asked
us to get her and take her out. We said
sure. As we were heading out, she
called again and told us she had called
the sheriff and they said they would get
her. So we left. It was very clear right
away that it was going to take a long
time to get out of town. We were in a
long line of cars trying to go the same
way we were. About 10 minutes later
that same neighbor called us to tell us
that the sheriff hadn’t picked up her
mother yet.

Richard turned around to head back
home, but the police stopped him.
Richard said he needed to get to this
elderly woman who hadn’t gotten
picked up yet. The police pointed out
some police cars up the road and said
they were on their way. So we turned
back and started out again. We spent an
hour going about 2 miles. Finally
Richard turned off the highway on a
back road and we headed to Medford
where his brother Steve lives. We spent
that afternoon and evening with Steve
and Kate. We watched the news about
the fire and they graciously served us
dinner. About 8PM we heard that they
were then at evacuation level 2. That
means they should be packed and ready

to go. Level 3 means go. It became clear
to us that we needed to leave. We decided
to drive back home to see if it was still
there. We didn’t know where else we
could go. We also knew that the leading
edge of the fire was past us. In retrospect,
I don’t think I would do that again, but we
wanted to see if we still had a house.

We drove the back roads through
Medford and Phoenix towards Talent to
avoid traffic and the fires on the main
roads. When we approached Phoenix, we
could see the flames in town. The sky was
red. It was awful. Then we got to Talent
and turned up the main road, Talent
Avenue. The left side of Talent Ave for
about 1/2 mile was in flames. It was a
nightmare. We continued up the street and
got to a place where there were no flames
and finally reached home.

There was a car blocking our
driveway. Someone had pulled off the
road into our driveway crosswise. Then
they left their car presumably to enter our
property. Since looting is a common
occurrence in these situations, I was
scared. We drove on the grass around the
car and entered our property. It was clear
right away that we had no power. I went
into the house, and Richard started
walking around looking for the owner of
the car. By the time I left the house with a
flashlight, Richard had found the man
who had expensive looking camera
equipment around his neck. He was
apparently using our property to get
pictures of the fire. I was pretty shocked.

Before he left, he saw one of our big
field dogs, Lilly walking around our yard.
She and Rocky live outside in the field
protecting our sheep from predators. The
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breed is Great Pyrenees. They are very
good at protecting our sheep and also
escaping the field. Since we had no
power, our invisible fence system was
down and she “escaped”. Little did we
suspect at that point that she wasn’t the
only one. We put her in the barn until we
could get some power to the fence
system.

We went to bed with our cell phones
close by. The next
morning we still had no
power. That meant we
also had no water (we are
on a well with a pump) |
and no internet. Our first
priorities were our
refrigerator and freezers.
Richard went back to his g
brother’s house in
Medford and borrowed a
generator. He started it up
and ran extension cords into the house
and barn to keep them going. Over the
course of the next 5 days we learned how
to take sponge baths with very little
water, flush toilets with buckets of water
from the irrigation canal and start up our
stove with matches. We also adjusted our
sleep habits to go to bed when it got dark
and wake when it got light. Our nephew
filled a large tank with clean water for us
and the rest of the neighbors. Another
neighbor helped us get more gas for the
generator. It was so wonderful the way
our community helped each other out.

It took us a day to notice that one of
our field dogs was missing. Since our
invisible fence was down (due to the
power outage) we figured it was a strong
possibility that Rocky had escaped. Both

Shaved!

our dogs are escape artists. They love to
go wandering. They have no fear of
climbing a fence if they are allowed to
get close to it. I had long ago deleted
the Facebook app from my phone, but I
decided it was time to put it back on
since I couldn’t use my computer. [ had
to get onto one of the lost pet’s pages
and put in an ad to look for him. I
started that process and found that it
basically went “viral” all
across the state. Two of
my nieces in the Portland
area were cross posting my
ad in other sites. [ am so
grateful for their help.

without it we
might not '
have found
him.

I got
several
pictures from
folks but one caught my eye. A vet in
Portland sent me a picture of a dog
whose head was clearly Rocky’s but he
had been shaved. I was not clear it was
Rocky so the vet also sent me a picture
of his license tag. (yes, he had that and
our phone number written on his
collar.) The license number clearly
matched our records. It was amazing to
me that our dog was now 300 miles
away with no hair. I couldn’t
comprehend that. I notified my nephew

Home Again,
ISEVWARVGN first rescuer saw the second
BRI escuer and Rocky and claimed

Travis that our dog was now in Portland.
He said he was going to drive there to
fetch him with his daughter.

Rocky lives outside. He has long
thick hair which requires grooming
several times a year. He is constantly
dirty and full of mats. Frankly, he looks
like a dog who is not cared for. Which is
really incorrect but that's the way it is.
Appearances can be deceiving. We
didn't have the whole story on why he
was brought up to Portland. I now knew
that is the case though. He already
escaped the original person and
someone else found him and took him to
a clinic in Portland where the pictures
were taken.

Once Rocky left the clinic, the

the dog belonged to him. Rocky
was turned over to him at that
point. My understanding is that
the first rescuer took Rocky up to
Portland to purchase a truck.
After that was accomplished, he
headed home to southern Oregon.
Meanwhile Travis was still
headed to Portland.

Further conversations with the vet
put me in contact with the second
rescuer. She felt bad about handing over
Rocky, but I felt she really had no
reason to doubt him. He apparently felt
that Rocky had been abandoned in the
fire and that he would now take him as
his own. He had decided to shave Rocky
to clean him up.

Travis reached Portland and was
doing investigations of his own. He got

Continued on Page 10
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My Mother’s Daughter
The Continuing Memoirs of
Jewel Donaca Lockard

Part Four—OQOur Daily Lives

Now to get down to our everyday
home life. Mom could never get off her
schedule while living in the old house, not
the new one either until years later. She
just had too much work to do and not
enough fun or anything to look forward to,
only keeping us well and going. First there
had to be three meals a day. In the morn-
ing, around seven o’clock, Dad got up first
to get a fire going in both stoves during
cold weather, otherwise just the cook
stove. He would get the coffee pot going
and stir up a bowl of pancake batter (from
scratch), also a pot of mush. If Dad had
happened to get a deer, we’d also have
good ol” heart and liver. By now Mom
would get up to dress, standing on the
rough splinter floor with no slippers or
robe. She’d hurry to get a pan of milk
from the cupboard outside and skim the
cream from the top of the milk so we
could have it to go over our hotcakes or
mush. It was also her job to get a bucket of
water from the barrel in the yard and set it
on the old black commode, and perhaps
fill the tea kettle at the stove.

The pancake batter was made with flour,
baking powder, milk, egg and for variety,
he used cornmeal or buttermilk. I loved
the buttermilk ones. They were best when
soggy and covered with homemade syrup
and cow’s cream. They couldn’t be beat.
We’d have syrup most of the time, but
when we ran out, Dad would make sugar
and water syrup. Sometimes he’d brown
the sugar first to give it a different taste.
We had no fruit juices for breakfast, nor
do I want any today. We had a small
amount of jelly, but mostly syrup. Some-
times we had egg toast, more often after
we got hens. Leland and I would get up
and dress and then we would all sit down
to breakfast. What’s more we didn’t fiddle
at the table either, we’d eat.

Then Dad would go to do the chores,
like feeding the chickens and milking the
cow. If he was going to Steve Luniks,
Mom would fix sort of a lunch and start
cleaning up the table, getting the milk
strained and set into the outside cupboard.

She had to heat water on the stove to do
dishes. Dad would leave and we kids
would play through the day, but when we
were old enough for school we’d go with
in the car and he’d take us part way to
school.

Mom would be very busy all morn-
ing, churning, washing on the wash-
board, and scrubbing the old house, beds
to make too. She washed on Tuesday,
ironed on Thursday and cleaned house
on Friday. She had to cook a dinner at
noon if Dad was home and cook another

we called them (rolls). Mostly we had
venison, gravy, bread, boiled potatoes,
fried potatoes, boiled venison bones or
dry beans with bacon rinds. Once in a
while we had a pig, butchered and Mom
canned it. Also Dad smoked some of it.
Mom also canned deer meat. Sometimes
Mom cooked up an old hen and dropped
dumplings in with her. No noodles. Rare-
ly did we have fried chicken. Dad didn’t
like fried chicken. Dad couldn’t have a
meal without dessert so that meant having
pie or cake on hand which meant Mom

meal at night — supper. After
dinner she’d wash herself and
rest a little then get the sewing
or mending done or piece on a
quilt. Then it was time to feed
the chickens and start supper.
Maybe have a few minutes for a
short walk or look after her
flowers. As I grew older, I fell
to helping her and fell more or
less into

had to bake at least every
other day as desserts didn’t
last long. Sometimes we had
pudding, especially choco-
late. We also had little wild
black berries (dewberries).
We had little or no fruit as we
had no fruit trees and we cer-
tainly couldn’t buy any. Once
in a while someone would
give us a little fruit and

her pat-
tern of
lifestyle.
If it were
winter or
just rain-
ing, she
or I had
to stand
under the
drops to

Copper
Boiler

after I started to school
I’d get an apple or two
off trees along the road
and put them in my lunch
pail until I had gathered
enough for Mom to bake
a pie. We had lots of milk
] and cream, the latter

Y poured lavishly over des-
serts. One thing I loved
was hot rolls with thick

fill the
lamp or get the :
milk in from the |

cream and sugar. When
the cow was dry we used canned milk.
Mom had all the churning to do. It
was stirred in the old brown bowl until
we got rich enough for a churn. Most of

milk cupboard. | RSIESNTE
We had no | | )
porch. Then = -
Dad would

come, or we kids too, after

school and she’d get supper.
Dad got in the wood and Le-
land helped. I helped when I

— the time we had more butter than
| we could use, and Mom would bury
_ | it without Dad knowing, not know-
| ing what else to do with it. I never
liked churning too well. At first
when a cow would freshen the

was old enough. After supper Mom did
the clean-up.

The other two meals of the day were
more or less the same as breakfast. We
had no snack foods or lunch items. Mom
baked bread two or three times a week
(yeast bread often using potato water)
and if we ran out before she managed to
bake, she’d make soda or baking powder
biscuits or just pan bread. She would
bake 3 loaves and a small pan of scats as

8

cream churned fast, but after six months
you’d have to churn longer and longer,
sometimes maybe most of the day. Some-
times a person could churn all day and not
get butter, so we’d dump the cream.
Washday — We'd get breakfast over
with and what other necessary things as
fast as we could, then Mom or I, when I
was old enough, would carry water from
the barrel and put it in the copper boiler
on the stove, cut up Fels Naptha or White



King soap into the water and let the water
come to a boil which would dissolve the
soap. We also had to use water softener as
the water was very hard. We’d get the
wooden bench that was used as a seat at
the table and set it along in front of the
commode (which we used as a wash-
stand) by the door, then the tub and dish
pan that were hanging outside the house
on a nail and set them on the bench, then
the washboard behind the washstand, also
a dishpan on the floor for the finished
product. Then we would sort the clothes,
put the hot water we needed in the tub
(about 6 inches) with the white clothes
first. Stick in the washboard, pour in
enough cold water so you can get your
hand in the tub, take a bar of soap and
start rubbing each garment with it, ring
out the garment, shake, put in rinse pan,
rinse and then drop in the pan on the
floor. When the rinse pan was full we
would take clothes outside to hang on the
clothesline, or rocks or nails on the side of
the house. On stormy days, the clothes
were hung around the heater in the house.
When the white clothes were rubbed they
went into the boiler to boil. That made the
whites really white and so clean. Now
they were ready to be taken out with a
clothes stick, put into a pan and back in
the wash tub to be wrung out, rinsed and
wrung out again ready to hang outside.
The colored clothes weren’t boiled.
Sheets you started rubbing at one end
and continued all the length of the sheet
until you got to the other end. Shirts took
extra rubbing, rub on soap, get the cuffs
and the collar and go up and down and all
around the garment. Before the colored
clothes were rubbed, dinner had to be
gotten if Dad was home or even us kids.
That meant venison to fry, potatoes to
boil, gravy to make and dessert. If it was
just Mom maybe she’d cut a cold piece of
venison, dip her bread in coffee and pour
cream on the bread, get the 17 dishes
done and go back to rubbing. She didn’t
wash Dad’s pants or overalls very often
and that was OK by him. They were too
hard for her to rub and he didn’t want to
change anyway. She would finish rub-
bing, hang the clothes out, and clean up
the mess. Then she’d clean herself up,
put on a clean dress and rest a short while
before starting the evening work. Oh, I
forgot the starch for the dresses and slips.

She never sewed on wash day as her hands
were water logged so she would read for
an hour or two. A great deal of the time we
had dry beans for supper on wash day.
Then on Thursday there was a huge
ironing to do. The clothes were sprinkled
the night before and rolled in a sheet so the
dampness would get even for the next
day’s ironing. Mom would get morning
work done then set 3 irons on the stove
and cover with the skillet to heat faster.
At first she had no iron-

the dust from the poles overhead. I knew
at times she’d cry and cry over having to
live in such a crude mess and with no
hope for a better house. Mom was
brought up that woman kept everything
up and going. I must say we weren’t dirty
or slovenly. If Mom said anything to Dad
it was the usual “We’re jus’ poor.”

One thing in the summer was the ma-
ple bugs. It seemed like they were mostly
around the little window that faced up the
canyon. The window would

ing board, so she used a
folded sheet flat on the
table. In time she got a |
x 12 board, shaped it,
padded it and laid it

be out or raised in the sum-
mer time. They’d crawl on
the night stand, beds and so
forth. Mom was in despair so
she filled a pound coffee can

from the table to a
box on a chair. This
was used for years
until we got into the

Maple bugs are known as box elder bugs
these days. They are harmless to humans
and homes and are a boon to the
environment as bird food.

half full of coal oil
(kerosene) and every
time she saw one, into
the can it went, and it

new house and then
we got a regular folding one. Now I have
one that folds down from the wall! It took
probably two hours or more to do the
Thursday ironing.

Friday was house cleaning day. It
meant heating water in the dish pan and
using a rag mop that you usually fastened
arag in, like a piece of men’s worn long
handles, until it wore out completely then
rummage around for another rag. The
floors were rough and splintery, but Mom
keep them clean. I did to when I got older.
When she did house cleaning, she’d sweep

helped. It greatly reduced
their numbers. I always thought the baby
maple bugs were so cute, little orange
things. We also had bed bugs in the old
wooden beds and really no way to get rid
of them. I was bitten by them more than
once. If you were fast enough maybe
you’d catch one in the bed. They were
fast little buggers. When sometimes
they’d get too bad, Mom would take all
the covers off the beds and pour coal oil
in the seams and cracks of the bed and
that seemed to help for awhile. No won-
der Mom would think fondly of the little
white house at Horton.
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Jewel and her family lived in this rustic home, sketched by her, and described here as “the old
house” for 16 years. Jewel’s story will continue in the next issue.
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Some time back, our Board
decided it would be fun to collect
some tomato themed pottery and
serving pieces. This was inspired
by some pieces that Board Vice-
Chair Willow McCloud had
found and donated to the Socie-
| ty. Since then I’ve been keeping
my eyes open on my rounds of
estate sales and antique shops. 1
didn’t see any for a long time
until one weekend I ran into two
sets! The four piece set was pur-
chased at Main Street Antique Market
in Medford. It includes a sugar,
creamer, jelly pot and a cookie
jar. The six piece set, including three
soup bowls with lids, a soup tureen, a
dinner plate and a platter, were found
at an estate sale in Medford. These
items will be on display at the muse-
um as soon as the current COVID
conditions allow us to open again.

- Ron Medinger

The Adventures of Rocky the Great Pyrenees
By Cathy Kreisman - Cont. from page 7

hl

L

2
the name of the man who originally
found Rocky, and he also got the name
of the person who sold him the truck.
He called the man who rescued Rocky.
Travis found him at work in Grants
Pass. He also found out that he lives
on the same road we do. The man
promised Travis that he would return
Rocky when he got home from work
that evening. Richard and I went to his
house at the time when he was
expected home and waited and waited.
Finally, we called Travis and found
that his new truck had broken down on
his way home from work. Travis said
he would stop by later that evening to
pick up Rocky.

The next morning, we found Rocky
in the barn with Lilly. She had stopped
crying. I’ve since purchased a jacket
for Rocky to help keep him warm this
winter. [ hope he doesn’t tear it up!!
We are very happy to have Rocky
home with us again.

[

The storm left a huge mess in our
yard. We have many trees and they
had shed many leaves, walnuts, and
branches in our yard. The grass was
totally covered in many places. Clean
up was complicated by the incredibly
bad air quality. I could not go outside
without a mask as it hurt my throat.
Our air quality was terrible from the
California fires It took about 2 weeks
for that to clear up so we could go
outside again. We still have a huge
burn pile to take care of this spring.

It took 5 days to get our power
back. We were afraid to leave home
as the police weren’t letting anyone
back in. They are trying to reduce
looting and reduce exposure to toxic
materials from burning structures.

I am so grateful for our
community and how we all helped
each other out that week.
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Almeda Fire Memories

My name is Kevin Harrington. I am a resi-
dent of Patio Village. This is a brief account I
wrote about the fire and the morning after.

I've never seen anything like it before, A
firestorm from hell descended on Talent destroy-
ing hundreds of homes, stopping just short of my
house. The cruel winds howled like a hurricane -
an evil wind, a terrible windstorm right at the
hottest, driest time of year. All the houses across
the street from my house burned to the ground.

My brother called me to warn me about the
fire as I was lying down to rest. He could see the
smoke in Talent from his home in the hills two
miles away. I grabbed my cat, my guitar and my
cash and I evacuated. I immediately got stuck in a
traffic jam as thousands of people were trying to
get out of Talent. It took ten minutes to drive the
first 100 yards. Black smoke filled the air and
ashes started hitting my windshield. 1t was fright-
ening. | finally made it to my brother's house.

We had a supreme view of the fire from his
deck. Fast-moving, low-hanging, black clouds of
smoke raced through the air as the fire followed
the wind and traveled in northwest direction. As
darkness fell the view became spectacular. Huge
flames shot up into the sky, illuminating my
brother's house at times from two miles away.
Then the explosions started. Loud booms echoed
across the valley because of exploding propane
tanks as the fire raged through several trailer
parks as well as residential neighborhoods. We
heard hundreds of these explosions. It was like
watching a war zone from a safe vantage point. I
seriously wondered whether my home would still
be there in the morning. The wind continued to
rage. [ lay down and went to sleep somehow to
the sound of howling winds and exploding pro-
pane tanks.

The next morning the fire seemed to have
died down. I drove back to my house to survey
the damage. All the houses across the street from
my house were burned to the ground. Patio Vil-
lage was right where the fire stopped -- why I'll
never know. This is the worst disaster ever to hit
this area. Thousands are homeless.

The Talent Historical Society is a qualified
Oregon Nonprofit participant of the Oregon
Cultural Trust, and we encourage your support
of this innovative, uniquely Oregon organiza-
tion For more information, please go to
culturaltrust.org.




2021 Talent Tomato Pre-Order Form

(When filling out this form, please print clearly)

Name: (7
Address: -7\ g
Phone: y O
Email address: ;r-ﬁ‘ "'1-.:

How many Talent Tomato plants would you like to pre-order?

____plants in 4” pots at $3.00 each You can go to our
____plants in one gallon pots at $7.50 each www.taﬁerlkiilitsetow.org

and download and print
this form to follow this
same process.

Total due for plants ordered is:
Please mail this completed form, with payment, to:

OR You can go to
Talent Historical Society our online store at https://
store.talenthistory.org
PO Box 582 and place your order
there. At the store site
Talent OR 97540 we accept debit and

credit cards.

Pre-order form and payment must be received by May 3",

Plants will be delivered on Friday, May 7™, or Saturday, May 8™, to any home or business in

the Rogue Valley by volunteers from the Talent Historical Society. Arrangements will be

made with the customer for a convenient delivery time.

I agree to the above terms:
Customer Signature Required

Do not write below this line. For Talent Historical Society use only.

Date form received:

Received by:

Amount received: Form of payment: Cash Check

Talent Historical Society Board of Directors:

Ron Medinger President - Membership Chair The Talent Historical Society Board Meeting
) ) ~ & Treasurer ) is held via Zoom on the second Tuesday
Willow McCloud  Vice-President & Art/Design Chair of each month at 6:00 PM

Jan Wright Secretary & Historian . .
Emmalisa Whalley Webmaster All interested persons are invited to attend.

Debra Moon Grant Administrator & Outreach Those who are interested in participating
Coordinator may email debramoon7@gmail.com

Cherie Brooks Board Member

Theodora Blom Board Member

Myke Reeser Board Member

Bob Casebeer Board Member - Emeritus
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Talent Historical Society
P.O Box 582
Talent, OR 97540

Walking
Tour of

Tistoric
Talent

Sleppy-Withrow House
106 North Market
Street
20 ca. 1912

This two-story house with its steeply pitched roof is among the taller houses in the area, and gains addi-
tional significance by being associated with both Lorenzo “Ren” Sleppy and the Withrow families, early res-
idents of the Talent area. The house was built in 1912 and was then valued at $400. When the house was
built, housing was scarce and J.L. Sleppy had thirteen applications to rent the building the day he began
the foundation. In 1920, the Sleppys sold the house to J.H. and Florence Withrow, who in turn sold to :
Glenn and Mary Withrow in 1926. Mary Withrow remained in the house until her death in 1981. The house :
retains much of its original character, materials, detailing and appearance. Sited on a large and prominent

lot in the center of the city, and associated with two pioneer families, it effectively and accurately conveys
the historic associations that make it significant.



