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INTRODUCTION 

 
    Recently, as I was gathering and shelling peas from our garden, I recalled how my mother 
loved to garden and cook peas with young potatoes. Then I searched through her diaries again, 
among many of my father’s and his father’s diaries that ended when they were a few years 
younger than me as of this writing. I became more fully aware of her writing ability as I read about 
her review of American literature and how it influenced the development of our country before the 
20th century.  
    I soon realized that I should write a manuscript, using the same journalistic license interview 
approach that I had used in some of my previous works--with her telling me about her own life 
based on her diary notes. I decided to also include such as what she had talked about, photo 
albums and my writing about her father, Thomas Elsom. So, this becomes a first-person 
remembrance for her descendants to learn more about her long life that impacted her family and 
many friends.  
 



 
 

 
GERTRUDE’S REMINISCES 

    
    I was born November 28, 1897, the same year that my family moved into a very nice fairly new 
home at 1830 Summit Blvd., overlooking the Spokane River and Peaceful Valley (Figs.1, 2 & 3). It 
was located several hundred yards west of Maple Street Bridge, making it very convenient for my 
father to walk to his telephone office. One Sunday, when my father’s parents from South Dakota 
were visiting, we took a long buggy ride north for a picnic on Peone Prairie (Fig. 4). 
    The house was later extensively remodeled by my mother’s brothers(Pratt) who were building 
contractors and eventually built many large homes in Seattle. Sadly, my baby brother, Lawton, 
died there. Unfortunately, this beautiful place had to be sold to the railroad ten years later in 1907 
to make way for their new right–of-way. The old basalt rock foundation is still there. The house 
was apparently relocated to a site on Sharpe Ave, south of the Holmes School in the vicinity of the 
old Natatorium Park entrance.  
    We next moved to a large home at 20 E 6th Ave where we lived for only three years. One of our 
next-door neighbors was Peter Jacoy who owned the well-known cigar store at Sprague and 
Washington. That home was torn down years later and remains a vacant site for future 
development adjacent (north) of today’s Sacred Heart Hospital multi-storied parking building. 
    That home turned-out to become a place of sad events for our family though. We had a lot of 
sickness there with my next baby brother, Thomas, dying of scarlet fever. We felt that the location, 
being on the shady side of the South Hill, was unhealthy.  
    Then, my father temporarily quit the telephone company for two years in 1911 because he was 
deeply disappointed in being replaced as district superintendent with a pay cut from $175.00 to 
$150.00 per month. He was a quiet person who kept things to himself and must have suffered 
during that period under new management. Looking back on those times, I didn’t understand what 
he was going through. He later returned as a right-of-way supervisor until he retired in 1930. 
    So he bought an eighty acre farm (Fig. 5 & 6) with a small house near the Saltese meadow, off 
Barker Rd. in 1911 that we called Valley View. The modest house (Fig.5) was set in a ravine 
among pine trees that whispered in the wind. He worked very hard building a barn and hand 
digging an 80-foot deep well with the help of my young brother, Burnard. We planted fruit trees, 
got set-up for farm animals and chickens and then tried to sell our produce. 
    I first saw Myron in 1912 a year after our family had moved to the Saltese ranch. I was only 15 
and he was 29--he was singing Under the Palms with one of his first Spokane friends, Jim 
Graham, at a church service held in the Saltese School that I attended (Fig. 7). My first impression 
of him was that he was a good bass singer and good looking but rather an old man! I had early 
thoughts that he would be mine! Years later, I found that our ancestors had common roots in New 
Hampshire. My mother’s mother, Mary (Wells) Pratt, had taught school in Laconia, NH. 
    He was working as a bill collector for the Tull and Gibbs furniture store and had bought two lots 
on Lacey St. in 1907 for $200. In 1910, his neighbor, Clarence Payne, built a house there for 
$1200; where Myron lived with his previous wife, 17 year-old Mae Edith Frost. They were married 
April18,1909 and were divorced in 1913, after which she apparently married David Harvey later 
that year but which also ended in a divorce a few years later. She was a small attractive person 
and an accomplished singer and music teacher, but apparently had no house-keeping interests!  
    Their marriage dissolved after their baby son, Thomas Gardner, died nine days after birth, June 
23, 1912. He was buried in the un-endowed section of Greenwood Cemetery. I feel that Myron 
was particularly fond of my young brother, Burnard, in remembering his own son, partially 
because Burnard was born14 days before Thomas. 
    (Editing note:  Burnard’s son, Larry Elsom, recently did some records research into that above 
mentioned first marriage period and confirmed more about the reason for that fond connection 
between Myron and Larry’s father.)  



 
 

    In 1916 Myron was called to active duty with the Washington National Guard to serve on the 
Mexican border at Calexico, during the threat of border incursions by Pancho Villa. Then, a year 
later he was again called to active duty during WW1 to serve with Company I, 161st US Infantry 
regiment in France.  
     He came down with pneumonia and, while recovering in the hospital in Brest France, he 
corresponded with his old friend Jim Graham who suggested that he also write to me. My mother 
also suggested that I should write Myron. When Myron returned from France in May 1919, he 
spent his first night at Graham’s and our romance began. 
    How well I recall Sunday, September 1919! We drove to the top of Mt. Spokane with Mable 
Ford and Jim Graham where Myron gave me our engagement ring (Fig. 12). Originally, we had 
planned on marrying the following March but instead moved the date up to October,1919 to 
eliminate problems of getting to work on time. For instance, Myron’s old Ford car was rather 
temperamental and hard to start on mornings. Often, after Myron spent the week-end nearby with 
Jim Graham, he would take me with him to our jobs in downtown Spokane. One time, as he drove 
up the narrow entry road to our house, my sisters were coming down around a bend in their 
horse-drawn buggy and his approaching car caused the horse to panic, upsetting the buggy (Fig. 
8). They were quite unhappy about it!  I was then a secretary for attorneys I.O. Moore and Cyrus 
Happy after having briefly attended a business school in Spokane (Fig.10).  
    We were married in Spokane at the parsonage of the Westminster Congregational Church 
October 4th, 1919 by Reverend Ralph Harper (Fig.13). The only one’s present were my parents 
and Jim Graham. We had decided against a conventional ceremony since Myron had been 
divorced. He never talked about that previous marriage--in fact, my children weren’t even aware of 
it until after he died. 
    I remember then moving into the Lacey Street home where we lived and raised our family 
(Figs.14,15,16,17,18,19, 20, 21, 22, 23, 24, 26 & 27). Myron had been batching there after his 
divorce and the place needed a lot of changes! For instance, he had even nailed squirrel tails on 
the walls! Shooting ground squirrels with his .22 rifle was his favorite sport when driving around 
the Saltese “lake” perimeter road with his young family, on the way for Sunday visits with my 
parents. 
    The nearby Walt Linke farm was a popular early settler social gathering place with barn dances 
before I was married. Walt’s pioneer parents were born in Germany and came to Saltese in 1875, 
where they developed one of the largest and finest wheat ranches in the area.  
    I knew many of those buried in the Saltese cemetery (Fig. 9). There is much interesting history 
that they could tell. For instance, Daniel Courchaine, a French Canadian and part Indian, settled 
nearby in 1866. Chief Seltise of the Coeur d’Alene Tribe was his friend and Indians frequently 
visited the Courchaine home on their way from Mt. Spokane to swap huckleberries and puppy 
dogs or to graze and water their ponies at Courchaine’s spring. Their place was also a favorite 
camping ground for covered wagons. The road going by their home was well traveled by settlers 
coming from California Creek to the Spokane Valley and the route became known as the 
California Trail.  
     One day in 1911, as I was attending the Saltese School, a man by the name of Gus Dietrich 
was killed when thrown off his wagon by a run-away horse. It happened on the road while 
approaching the school and he was buried in the cemetery only about a hundred yards away!     

     Also, about that time, I was walking home with my brother, Burnard, from west   
 of that cemetery when we had to run from a raging forest fire being driven by a 
 strong wind. That was a very scary experience that left vivid scary memories.  
 
 
 



 
 

Russell & Gertrude with mother, Nell 

Picnic, including Joseph & Jane Elsom,  
Forker Rd, Peone Prairie, 1902 

Gertrude & Russell at Summit Home, 1902 

Summit Ave. Home 



 
 

 

Saltese Ranch Burnard, Floral & Nell gardening at Saltese 

Buggy with Gertrude’s sisters –  
Myrons’s car spooked the horse 

Saltese School 

Gertrude & Saltese Friends 



 
 

 

Gertrude Working at a law office 

Gardening Four months before Dean’s birth 

Visiting her grandparents & cousins in South Dakota with Dean 

Marriage in 1919 

Lacey St. home in 1919 

Proposal on Mt. Spokane 

With Dean & George 
The Elsom Clan. Gertrude 2nd from Left 



 
 

 Gertrude’s parents 60th wedding anniversary 

Gertrude & Myron’s 50th wedding anniversary in 1969 



 
 

 

Age 42 in 1939 

About age 92 – last photo at Sinto Center 

Age 89 in 1986 

Lacey St. after family raised 

Age 84 with Greatgrandchild Kevin 



 
 

 
TRIP TO CANADA IN 1947 WITH DEAN AND HELEN 

    
    We left Spokane on August 23 with good but slightly cloudy weather and headed for Bonners 
Ferry, MT. We crossed the Kootenai River and ate lunch at 2:00 before crossing the Canadian 
border at Kingsgate, B.C. and going along the Moyie River among high mountains to Cranbrook at 
4:00. We went through the mining and lumber city of Kimberly, situated among high saw-tooth 
mountains and continued along the Kootenai River to Canal Flats, which is the farthest source of 
the Columbia River. We camped that night overlooking nearby beautiful Columbia Lake and the 
next morning were awed by the maze of spires from a high eroded clay cliff near Dutch Creek and 
took great photos (Fig. 28). We had breakfast there of coffee with shredded wheat, toast, bacon 
and eggs.  
    On the 24th, we spent the morning hiking and swimming at Fairmont Hot Springs, just north of 
the lake where we I took several photos including several of Dean and Helen on the diving board 
(Fig. 29). That afternoon we drove along the east shore of Windermere Lake through Invermere 
and stopped for awhile at Radium Hot Springs before we continued east through the deep chasm 
of Sinclair Mountain Pass to the Bow River Valley.  
    We went through a high mountain region with such names as Mt Assinboine, Mt Vermilion, Mt 
Numa, Mt Tumbing, Mt Hafner, Mt Foster and Mt Wymper. Along the way, we saw a brown bear 
and three moose—then a black bear with three cubs came up to look inside our car for food. We 
stayed that night in a cabin along the Vermilion River (Fig. 30). 
    The next day we decided to head north on up the Bow River Valley to Lake Louise, then all the 
way to Jasper and return back down through Banff on the way to Calgary. We spent all day in the 
Lake Louise vicinity walking along the lake about four miles, had lunch at a tea room and 
continued on up to Lake Agnes and tiny Mirror Lake where we took photos of a great view 
overlooking Lake Louise and the whole valley (Figs. 32 & 33). We left the Lake Louise Hotel at 
6:30 in pouring rain and headed toward Jasper where we found a picnic ground that a car from 
New Jersey had just left--an open shelter with a good roof and stove. A friendly elderly couple, 
who camped next to us with a trailer, welcomed us and saw us off the next morning at 10:30.  
    We saw a moose eating in a lake as we passed. About 60 miles further north, we stopped at 
Columbia Ice Field and walked to the front edge (Fig. 34). (It has receded considerably since then) 
We had lunch in a place called Sunwapter at 3:00 and at 4:30 we arrived in Jasper, a railroad 
town surrounded by mountains. We stayed in a nice cabin with good beds and bedding, shower, 
gas stove, dishes and even a fire place. 
    We left the next morning at 9:30 and took photos from the railroad station about 14 miles from 
Jasper then as we continued back south, it rained during the next 50 miles before the sun started 
to shine, as we again passed the Columbia Ice Field. We had lunch about 73 miles from Banff and 
arrived there at 4:10 (Fig. 35). We went through the Brewster Hotel, drove around the city and 
then headed east to Calgary. We left the mountains, then through an Indian reservation and into 
wheat growing country with grain elevators. Calgary is a pretty city with a population of 90,000. 
We went into a fancy hotel and walked around the main part of town looking for a place to eat, 
finally having a good meal at a Chinese café. 
    We left Calgary at 12:30 and drove through beautiful farm land. They were cutting grain with old 
fashioned farm machinery though. At 5:00, we approached beautiful Waterton Lake, with the 
impressive Chalet overlooking it. We then continued south across the Montana border and stayed 
overnight in Cut Bank at the eastern edge of the Blackfeet Indian Reservation.  
    The next morning, we continued west through the Indian Reservation and on through Logan 
Pass into Glacier National Park (Fig. 31). We drove on a winding road, with large cuts in the 
mountain sides, through the small community of Belton/ West Glacier. A couple of miles further 



 
 

on, we went through Corum (Fig. 36) and nearby Hungry Horse Dam, which is building up fast 
with quite a settlement of new houses. 
     We arrived in Kalispell at 11:45 after passing a bad accident where an oil truck had spilled oil 
over the road and a car was damaged on one side but apparently there were no injuries. We 
continued south along Flathead Lake to Polson on the southern end of the lake and drove into the 
Bison range but saw none. As we entered Missoula, our car developed a starter problem, so we 
had it checked and found that the battery terminals merely needed cleaning and that the water 
level was low. We drove around the city and then on home to Spokane late that night to complete 
a trip of about one week. 
     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 
 

 

Helen at Castle Rocks 

Helen & Dean at Fairmont Hot Springs 

Columbia Ice Field 

Overlooking Lake Louise valley from 
brink of a waterfall at Lake Agnes 

Banff 

Hiking above Lake Louise 

Vermillion River 

Helen overlooking Maligne Lake in 
Jasper National Park 

Lake McDonald 



 
 

INFLUENCE OF AMERICAN LITERATURE   
   
  Her following notes (edited) about the influence of American literature are from her involvement 
with a literary group. It was written a year before her auto trip to New Hampshire in 1960. She took 
another such trip in 1968. 
 
   As with all other national literatures, American literature was shaped by the history of the 
country. At first, America was just a group of colonies scattered along the eastern seaboard. After 
the Revolutionary War, America became the United States. By the end the 1800’s, the U.S. had 
expanded south to the Gulf of Mexico, north to the 49th parallel and west to the Pacific.  
   By the time our country had taken its place among the powers of the world it became involved in 
two world wars and with the problems of Europe and the Far-East. During this period, science and 
industry, changes in thinking, and feelings had all helped mold the literature of our country. 
    At first, in the 1600’s, literature was a colonial type with English authors. Some early writers 
acknowledged British allegiance, and some stressed the difference of opinions which spurred the 
colonists to leave England.  
    Some of the writers of this period were John Smith’s 1616 Description of New England and 
General History of Virginia, followed in 1624 by New England and the Summer Isles. They were 
written primarily for the purpose of informing Englishmen of colonizing opportunities in the New 
World. John Hammond, William Penn and Thomas Ashe wrote praising America as a land of 
economic promise. 
     John Winthrop (a Puritan) wrote to purify the Anglican Church while William Bradford (a 
Separatists) broke-away from Anglicanism. Roger Williams (1603-1683) left the Separatists to 
become a Baptist. Anne Bradstreet wrote The Tenth Muse in 1650 about religion and her family. 
Edward Taylor (1644-1729) was a Congregationalist Puritan pastor, who’s great poems were 
surprisingly not discovered until 1937 because he didn’t want them revealed until after his death.     
Cotton Mather (1663-1728) was a Puritan pastor and prolific writer in defense of Puritan beliefs. 
Jonathan Edwards (1703-1758) was America’s most influential preacher, initiating the First Great 
Awakening.  
     As the colonists moved toward the thought of rebellion they were influenced by political writers 
such as Samuel Adams (1732-1808) and John Dickinson (1732-1808). The two most influential 
were Benjamin Franklin and Thomas Paine. Franklin, with his Poor Richard’s Almanac between 
1733 and 1758, expressed prudent and witty sayings. He had the Puritan love for virtue, and 
tolerance of the Quakers. He used skill in his valued articles, pamphlets and reports concerning 
disputes with Great Britain which were effective in shaping the Colonist’s cause. 
     Paine’s Common Sense in 1776 probably did more than anything else to influence the 
colonists to declare their independence. His series, The Crisis Papers (1776-1783) spurred 
America to flight on through the darkest years of the war, singing songs such as Yankee Doodle. 
     After the war, Paine and Adams lacked constructive ideas in the forming of a new government 
while new influential authors appeared during the period from 1757 to1836 such as Thomas 
Jefferson, Alexander Hamilton, James Madison and John Jay. Theirs was a classic statement of 
American government theory. Thomas Jefferson wrote The Declaration of Independence – 
Madison praised its lucid communication of human rights and reasons for exercising them in a 
style appropriate to the occasion and to the spirit of the American people. Hamilton urged a strong 
federal government whereas Jefferson stressed individual freedom, saying that all men were 
created equal in pursuit of happiness. 
    Edit note: John Adams and Thomas Jefferson died the same day, July 4th, 1826 on the 50th 
anniversary of the signing of the Declaration of Independence! 
They had worked together in the cause for independence but later became bitter rivals when 
political parties began to form around them. 



 
 

    A group of poets, centered near Hartford, Conn., called the “Harvard Wits”, became forerunners 
of a literary movement in the 1800s. Some included John Trumbull, Joel Barlow, who wrote Hasty 
Pudding (1793) and Philip Freneau (1752-1832) a New Yorker of Huguenot ancestry. He wrote 
The Wild Honey Suckle and The Indian Burying Ground.  
    Toward the close of the 1700’s, historical dramas and novels were being produced. William Hill 
Brown wrote The Power of Sympathy (1789). After the Revolution & War of 1912, came William 
Cullen Bryant, Washington Irving, James Fenimore Cooper and Edgar Allen Poe. They initiated a 
great half-century of literary development. 
    Bryant wrote about New England scenes with such topics as To a Water Fowl, A Forest Hymn, 
Robert of Lincoln, The Prairies, and was editor of The Evening Post. Irving wrote of the Manhattan 
citizenry in A History of New York and sniped at the old Dutch families. He wrote the Sketch Book 
in 1819-20. 
    Cooper was born six years after Irving, The son of a prosperous squire in New York, he 
attended Yale, went to sea a short while and then became a country squire. He wrote Leather 
Stocking Tales (1823-41) which was about the career of a great frontiersman named, “Natty 
Bumppo”. He also wrote of the American Revolution, life upon the sea, and social and political 
work. 
    Edgar Allan Poe was reared in the south. He was neurotic & had a theatrical personality--writing 
poems and weird stories. Some of his works were masterpieces of terror such as The Fall of the 
House of Usher (1839),The Masque of the Red Death (1842) and others that were carefully 
worked out in a psychological method. Two other southern novelists of this period were John 
Pendleton Kennedy and William Gilmore Simms (1829-1870) who wrote American Renaissance. 
    In the Southwest, Davy Crockett (1786-1836), Augustus Longstreet (1790-1870), Johnson J. 
Hooper (1815-1863) and others wrote tales of the frontier. All showed interest in the common man 
which was a part of Jacksonian democracy. 
    A new group of humorists wrote about ways of living in New England wrote such as: Down East 
Yankees by Seba Smith (1792-1868), Christmas Carol by James Russell Lowell (1819-1891) and 
Life and Sayings if Mrs. Partington by Benjamin P. Shillaber(1814-1890). 
     A group of New England writers associated with Harvard and Cambridge, called the 
“Brahmins”, wrote from a different perspective. Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807-1882), Oliver 
Wendell Holmes (1809-1894) and James Russell Lowell were all aristocrats, steeped in foreign 
culture and professors in Harvard. They wrote genteel literature but, due to travels, study and 
interest in the American scene, had valuable gifts for this country. 
    Transcendentalists at Concord, Mass. became leaders of another important group of New 
Englanders, more in the line of the theology of Unitarianism-- having replaced Calvinism as the 
faith of a large share of New Englanders. Ralph Waldo Emerson started as a Unitarian minister 
but found that liberal doctrine too confining for his broad beliefs and became a Transcendentalist. 
Henry David Thoreau was more earthy and practical and more of a humorist. 
     New England reformers and historians came along in 1848, experimenting with anarchistic, 
socialistic and communistic schemes of living such as suffrage for women, better conditions for 
workers, temperance and modifications in dress. They advocated for abolition of slavery and 
made a mark in history. William Lloyd Garrison (1805-1878) was a fanatical moving spirit in the 
fight against slavery. The weekly newspaper, The Liberator (1831-1805) was most influential. One 
contributor to this paper was Wendell Phillips (1811-1884). Another was John Greenleaf Whittier. 
Worker Voices of Freedom (1846), Songs of Labor (1850) and Snowbound (1866) were his less 
controversial poems that were written after the war and had more lasting appeal. 
     Harriet Beecher Stowe’s Uncle Tom’s Cabin (1852) had more widespread effect than any other 
work in that period. New Englander George Bancroft’s History of the U.S. (1834-1876) was 
impressive but over-pious. John Lothrop Motley traced the history of the Dutch Republic and 
United Netherlands in nine fascinating volumes (1856-1874).  



 
 

     Francis Parkman (1851-1892) wrote about the contest between France and England, marking 
advances of the American frontier. He wrote of his own westward journey on The Oregon Trail 
(1849) about life along the trail and sojourning among the Sioux. Nathaniel Hawthorn told about 
his tales and romance in his Scarlet Letter (1850) and House of Green Gables (1851). His works 
showed psychological insight, made commentaries on subjects such as the nature of sin and the 
relationship between his fellow man. 
    Herman Melville had little formal schooling. As he put it, his whaling ship was his Yale College 
and Harvard. His books were based on experience as a sailor in 1846-- then he branched into 
philosophy and literary classics. He wrote the White Whale and Benito Cereno Pierre (1852) 
followed by novelettes Billy Budd and Moby Dick. 
    Walt Whitman (1855) published first editions of Leaves of Grass (1855). He used free verse 
rather than rhymed meter. He was frank in thought and had a strange diction. 
    The New Englanders seemed to overshadow the poets of the south. William J. Grayson wrote 
The Hireling and the Slave (1854) wherein he stated the case for slavery. As for oratory, the 
southerners were more noteworthy. New England had its Daniel Webster but the south had John 
Randolph (1773-1833), Henry Clay (1777-1852) and John C. Calhoun (1782-1850). 
    Abraham Lincoln was an orator who managed to speak to future generations, rising above the 
bitterness of wartime. He was famous for his debate with Stephen Douglas in 1858, his farewell to 
Springfield in 1861, the Gettysburg Address in 1863 and his Second Inaugural Address in 1865. 
He was able to stir listeners beyond his time because he was a sincere believer in democracy and 
profoundly aware of the sorrow of war. He was a devoted reader of two literary classics 
(Shakespeare and the King James version of the Bible) that motivated his simple but eloquent 
style. 
   The country changed greatly during the period after the Civil war to 1914. At the end of the war, 
the election of Andrew Jackson seemed to mark a change with new ways of living. Industry 
became more important, science had an effect on industry and philosophical problems brought 
changes in everyone’s life. The frontier, which had been moving westward, vanished toward the 
end of the 1800s. This all had an effect on literature--a period for literary comedians and fiction 
writers. 
    Whittier wrote Snow Bound in 1860. Harriet Beecher Stowe wrote Old Town Folks in 1869. Bret 
Harte wrote The Luck of Roaring Camp and Other Sketches in 1870 which told humorous and 
sentimental tales about California mining camp life. Edward Eggleston wrote The Hoosier 
Schoolmaster in 1871 during the early days of settlement of Indiana. During this period practically 
every corner of the country was portrayed by local fiction especially in the south. One of America’s 
greatest writers was Samuel Clemens “Mark Twain” who did humorous writing such as Innocents 
Abroad in 1869, Tom Sawyer in 1876 and Huckleberry Finn in 1884. 
    E. W. Howe wrote The Story of a Country Town in 1883 showing life of a village in Kansas. 
Joseph Kinkade wrote Jury, the Meanest Man in Spring County in 1887—a rather grim picture of 
the Illinois frontier. William Dean Howells, writing from 1873 to 1893, chose stories of common 
place characters and gave commentaries upon society, government and economics. He was 
influenced later by Tolstoy’s writings. 
     Naturalists, Hamlin Garland, wrote Crumbling Idols in 1894, Son of the Middle Border in 1917 
and Daughter of the Middle Border in 1921. Theodore Dreiser wrote A Girl of the Streets in 1892, 
The Financier in 1912 and The Titan in 1914.  
    Critics, such as Mark Twain, Charles Dudley Warner and Upton Sinclair’s The Jungle in 1906, 
criticized U.S economic and political life and urged socialism as the remedy. Then came Theodore 
Roosevelt, Ida M. Tarkell’s History of the Standard Oil Company in 1903 and Lincoln Steffen’s The 
Shame of the Cities. 
   After 1914, during WW I and the beginning of the depression in 1929, the New deal could be 
seen for how literary expression was effected. During the early years of the 20th century, the “Little 



 
 

Theater” movement grew in every corner of the country. This movement spawned the “Theater 
Guild” in 1918. A Streetcar Named Desire by Tennessee Williams in 1947 was typical. Other well 
known writers of the early 20th century were Sinclair Lewis and Ernest Hemingway.  



 
 

 
HISTORY OF NEW ENGLAND DEVELOPMENT 

 
   Gertrude wrote about the history of New England development in her diary (edited) before a car 
trip to New Hampshire in 1960 as follows: 
 
   New England was the name given by Captain Smith in 1614 to six states in the northeast of the 
U.S. that included Maine, New Hampshire, Vermont, Massachusetts, Rhode Island and 
Connecticut. The first successful settlement was made at Plymouth in 1620 by the Separatists out 
of England. My ancestors, William and Susanna (Fuller) White were with that group that came on 
the Mayflower. 
   That group of people didn’t agree with the practices of the Church of England and wished to 
worship God in their own way. At first they had emigrated to Holland in 1608, finding refuge at 
Leiden but were not satisfied with their children intermarrying with the Dutch and leaving their 
English ways and customs. So they decided to make the dangerous trip America for a new home 
of religious freedom. 
    Some merchants were found who agreed on very hard terms to supply the money necessary to 
fit-out the expedition. A 60-ton ship, the Speedwell, was bought to carry them to England and for 
later use in trading business with other colonies. They joined the Mayflower at Southampton, 
England. The vessels started out and twice were compelled to return, when they finally decided 
that the Speedwell was un-seaworthy and about twenty of the Pilgrims decided to not continue.  
     The remaining 102 Pilgrims and about thirty crew members crowded into the relatively small 
160-ton Mayflower which was about 110 feet long and 25 feet wide. They finally departed from 
Plymouth, England September 6,1620 to begin their stormy 66-day voyage and happily saw the 
shore of Cape Cod November 20. 
     The storms had driven them north about 160 miles off-course from their intended destination at 
the mouth of the Hudson River. They lived aboard ship until huts were sufficiently completed to 
occupy on December 21. My ancestor, William White, died while waiting sick aboard ship before 
his second son, PeregrIne was born. His first son was my ancestor, named Resolved. 
    Two months after his death, his wife Susanna married Edward Winslow (likely the first wedding 
in the colonies) and bore four more children before Winslow died at sea in 1655 as a 
commissioner for Oliver Cromwell. 
    John Carver was chosen as their first governor and Captain Miles Standish kept order. They 
suffered from ill health, the soil was poor and they had to pay a high rate of interest to the English 
merchants who had loaned them money for the trip. During the first trying winter, half of the group, 
including Carver, died from disease and exposure. William Bradford succeeded Carver and was 
re-elected annually for 30 years. In 1627, the colonists bought out the interest of the English 
merchants, freeing them of a heavy burden. 
    In 1623, a small settlement was begun at Cape Ann, Mass.(about 30 miles northeast of today’s 
Boston) but it wasn’t successful. Then in 1626, 14 or 15 colonists went to where Salem is now 
located (about 12 miles further south). In 1628, John Endicott arrived with about 100 more 
emigrants and settled there. More sought homes in Massachusetts Bay and the number rapidly 
increased to about 20,000. 
    The Pilgrims and the Puritans differed in that the Pilgrims were separatists from the Church of 
England in religious matters whereas the Puritans merely desired a reformation within the church. 
In 1635, Puritan Roger Williams started a new settlement at the head of Narragansett Bay, now 
Providence, Rhode Island. His idea wasn’t to found a new colony where different forms of worship 
could exist side by side but instead all people should think and act in the same way regarding 
religious matters and not in religious tolerance like the Pilgrims. When differences of opinion in 
religion and boundaries became too great, the people went to settle in other locations. 



 
 

    The different towns in Maine, New Hampshire, Connecticut, Vermont and Rhode Island 
developed rapidly. Many names of towns were taken from those in England and Indian names. 
The colonists formed their own governments and made their own laws. 
     By 1700, the English had gained possession of the choicest parts of the New World. These 
parts had good climate, good soil, navigable streams and safe harbors. They came to spend their 
lives in the new world, built good homes and had respect for law and order but for a long period 
they occupied only a narrow strip of land along the Atlantic coast. 
    The French were settling in Nova Scotia, Canada, the Great Lakes and along the Mississippi 
valley to the Gulf. Spaniards were settling Florida, Texas, and the valley of the Rio Grande River. 
The Dutch were settling in New Amsterdam--Henry Hudson having discovered the Hudson River 
in 1609. This later became New York, which was founded on Manhattan Island in 1626. This land 
shifted back and forth between English and Dutch control, finally coming under English control. 
When Stuyvesant surrendered to the English in 1664, the population was only about 1500. Its 
northern limit was a wall running from river to river. That wall is now called Wall Street. 
     The 117 mile-long Merrimack River, with its source from the White Mts. watershed, including 
Lake Winnipesaukee, was one of New England’s main rivers --a river of industry, romance and 
water power. So it became the prime route of settlement on through WW II. But it is no longer the 
most noted water power stream in the world—instead, city after city along its banks are lined with 
very large mill buildings, being used for different non-waterpower purposes or remaining empty.   
     It also brings to mind many romantic aspects of early American history--the struggles of the 
first settlers, fierce Indian warfare, of the wealth from its shad and salmon fisheries, of shipping 
and shipbuilding. Nathaniel Hawthorne gave fame to both “Willy’s Slide” (ice climbing on Mt. 
Washington) and the “Old Man of the Mountain”. 
    South of the White Mountains lies Lake Winnipesaukee, the largest of New Hampshire’s 1300 
lakes, with 365 islands and a very irregular coastline. The lake’s outlet is the Winnipesaukee River 
that joins the Pemigewasset River at Franklin,16 miles south west where it flows into the Merrimac 
River. 
    This is a vacation land in the summer where many come to board or to travel through. In the 
winter, there is skiing, skating and other winter sports. In the early spring, gathering sap from the 
maple trees is an important activity. 
    One of the centers for the vacationers on Lake Winnipesaukee is called “The Weirs”, getting its 
name from remains of extensive fish traps or weirs where the Indians and early settles maintained 
their winter supply of Chad. Traces may still be seen here of large granite boulders including one 
called Endicott Rock that lies submerged here near the outlet. It is one of the oldest public 
monuments in New England with quite a story. On August 1,1622, Gov. John Endicott sent  
surveyors to find the source of the outlet river after the charter of the Massachusetts Bay Colony 
had granted it land, stretching as far as 3 miles north of the Merrimack River. 
    Laconia is a busy little industrial city in the lake region, the location of one of the world’s largest 
manufacturers of circular knitting machines--Scott and Williams Inc. C. A Lund & Company, was 
the country’s largest maker of skis, toboggans, snow shoes and hockey sticks. Miles of factories 
lined the Merrimac River at Manchester, Nashua, Lovell, Lawrence and Haverhill, producing 
textiles and paper. 
    In 1810, Manchester became the world’s largest gingham mill but soon, after WWI silk and 
rayon became the popular material, causing thousands to lose their jobs at the Amoskeag Co. A 
citizen’s committee raised money, bought the property and split it into smaller enterprises. 
Concord, the State Capital, is further down the river. Manchester was a shoe making center. 
Nashua manufactures blankets, giving employment to many workers but a few years ago a new 
owner closed down much of the 125-year-old business. So local business, industrial and labor 
leaders joined to take over the buildings and succeeded in leasing or selling the space to 
manufacturers of various products such as shoes and a textile machinery park.  



 
 

    Lowell reached its peak in the textile industry shortly after WW I. They are working for a 
diversification in industry because the textile industry remains important there. Lawrence is the 
country’s foremost worsted manufacturing center with the Wood Worsted Mill of the American 
Woolers Co. being the largest mill in the world. Another important industry there was the making 
of the highest quality coated paper that is used by the National Geographic Magazine.  
    There are the Colleges of Andover and Exeter that have had many famous graduates such as 
Oliver Wendell Holmes, Samuel Morse and Daniel Webster. Each school served as preparatory 
for Yale and Harvard. The long-time home of Harriet Beecher Stowe is now used as the home for 
the dean of Andover and the home of Samuel F. Smith is part of the Academy. The Quaker poet, 
John Greenleaf Whittier, was born in an ancient farmhouse and he lived for 56 years on a narrow 
strip of land three miles north of the river which is the boundary line between New Hampshire and 
Massachusetts. 
 

TRIP TO NEW HAMPSHIRE IN 1960 
 
   We left Spokane, September 6, after first voting, and then headed toward Sandpoint, ID, 
stopping for lunch near the historic site of Bob Russell’s cabin. We then continued on toward 
Bonners Ferry and Moyie Springs along the Kootenai River through a deep canyon on to Troy, 
MT. We bought groceries and gas in Libby and camped that first night at Liberty Creek Camp 
Grounds. It was a well kept beautiful site beside a creek with tables and benches where we ate 
supper and breakfast. 
   The next day we drove 40 miles through 3,200 ft. elevation country with green and fresh looking 
timber past a pretty mountain lake. Then we passed McGregor Lake, Thompson Lake and another 
lovely lake before arriving at Kalispell with an elevation of 3,750 ft. That area is a lovely setting of 
flat country, surrounded by mountains, with the Flathead River flowing north near two small towns 
before passing over the new Hungry Horse Dam. I read the following information there about that 
dam:  Built 1948-1953 by the Bureau of Reclamation, Dept. of Labor—Height is 564 ft.—Power 
plant rating is 285,000 KW—Reservoir capacity is 3,500,000 acre-ft. 
    After buying cards and a local newspaper, we continued on through Coram to the southern 
border of Glacier National Park where we ate lunch beside the road. Myron marveled at the high 
peaks in the distance with rugged outlines. Driving along the winding road, high above the middle 
fork of the Flathead River, we looked down at a place where mountain goats came to a natural 
salt lick that they visited in early morning and late evening. 
    We continued along the park’s southern border to Marias Pass, 5,215 ft. elevation, where there 
is a tall monument in honor of Theodore Roosevelt for his interest in preservation of forests. We 
filled with gas for $ 5.00 at East Glacier where we crossed the Two Medicine Creek and, a few 
miles further, visited the Museum at Browning with its very interesting display of tribal clothing and 
customs. 
    The plains on the way to Cut Bank are 4,000 ft, elevation, extending as far as the eye can see 
with strip farming. I read a marker that tells about the Blackfeet Indians that live in the large area, 
extending from Edmonton Canada to the Yellowstone River. They are divided into two groups--the 
North and the South Peigans, who live in this area.  Another marker records: “Capt. Lewis, July 
26, 1806, farthest point west up the Marias River.” 
    Cut Bank is the county seat and a typical Western oil town with oil wells, a big oil refinery and 
Indian children on the street. As a comparison, nearby Shelby is a railroad center with grain 
elevators. We drove on through Joplin and Chester without finding a place to eat or sleep until in 
Rudyard, where we had a good meal for $2.50, breakfast for $1.35 and a very satisfactory room in 
the Grand Hotel for $3.00. On Sept. 8, we drove through Havre--where (editorial note) the Navy 
surgeon, Dr. Lloyd Sussex, who had operated on Dean’s wound at Tarawa in WW II, had been in 



 
 

private practice before the war. We could see the Bear Paw Mountains far to the south near where 
Chief Joseph surrendered in 1877, ending the Nez Perce War.  
    Driving along the Milk River, Myron explained that it had a source back northwest through 
Alberta to the northern end of Glacier National Park. We came to Chinook where we had a very 
good breakfast of hot cereal, toast, eggs, hot cakes and coffee for $1.35. We heard two women 
and a neat young man talking at the counter. He told one of the women that he might see her 
again in 53 years to which she replied that she hoped not right there!  
    We decided to go out to the Chief Joseph battle site after we had talked to a school teacher 
who told us an odd tale about having been kidnapped by a young Indian the previous fall and 
persuaded his captor not to shoot another boy. So that boy ran home and his father came and 
rescued the teacher in the Bear Paw Mountains. That father, age about 35, took us around the 
Chief Joseph battle site and showed the grave locations.  
    We then drove back to Chinook and along the northern border of the Fort Belknap Indian 
Reservation where we saw Indian dwellings beside the road made of logs, plastered with gumbo 
mud. Then we drove over railroad tracks into the town of Malta and ate lunch beside the road as 
we watched about 17  antelope in the field among cattle. We had peanut butter sandwiches, carrot 
sticks and Mrs. Farden’s cookies.  
    After this we went through the small town of Saco and on to Hinsdale where we visited for 
nearly 2 hours with people we met  by the names of Mr. Mix, Nettie (Balkee) Stevens and Fred 
King. He is a 80-year old army officer who was in both the Spanish American War and WW I.  We 
slept in our car that night near Hinsdale under a full moon and then to a camping area in the 
morning to clean up. We ate breakfast in the town before visiting a cemetery across the tracks. 
Myron found the graves there of those he had known when he had stayed here,  before deciding 
to go further west in 1903. We drove up the hill beyond the cemetery and took photos overlooking 
the town and of a house where Balkee had lived. 
    We stopped at the post office in the next small town of Vandalia to buy post cards and met the 
postmaster and his wife. Then we continued along the southern border of the Fort Peck Indian 
Reservation through scattering small towns and poor looking land before reaching Williston, ND 
which is a bustling town with a nice surrounding area. We bought gas and discovered that we had 
lost our credit card, so called Spokane to have it charged to our phone bill. We camped out that 
fine night--sleeping well at a deserted grocery store before arriving at Minot and cooked our 
supper and breakfast of chard, eggs, bacon, huckleberries and coffee. We visited friends in Minot. 
It is a good sized, prosperous looking town with an Air Defense Command Base.  
    We then headed south down along the Missouri River toward Mandan and Bismarck, the North 
Dakota state capitol. We ate lunch of egg sandwich, carrot sticks and orange juice while 
overlooking the river near where there was as a lot of excavation in progress. Bismarck is a very 
pretty town and large for North Dakota. We visited Ft. Lincoln where Custer started west but we 
missed Ft. Mandon further north where Lewis and Clark had wintered before going west. 
     On September 11, we headed due east from Bismarck to Jamestown where we found a good 
place to park behind a small hill and left just before sun-up and had a French toast breakfast at 
Fargo, near the border with Minnesota. Then we went to the railroad station to get washed, bought 
a local paper and drove on to Hawley, Min. where we found it was too early to attend a Lutheran 
Church so went on to Detroit Lakes and attended a Methodist Church. It was well attended, had a 
choir and they were pleasant people. It is a resort town that has many church denominations.  
     We then continued through the small town of Staples and tried to locate our former Spokane 
neighbor, Mrs. Preston, but took the wrong highway and instead continued on to Brainerd. There 
we found Bertha and family home and had a wonderful time visiting her husband Arden and his 
parents as well. Bertha is a perfect housekeeper and Arden is a talented young doctor with 
interests in music, art, history and flowers. We had dinner and phoned Mrs. Preston. Then Arden 
took us out to the highway to Duluth, located on the shore of Lake Superior. 



 
 

    We crossed the Mississippi River at Aiken--took photos and then went through Poplar, WI, the 
birthplace of Major Bong who shot down 40 planes and died in 1945 while testing a jet plane. We 
could first see Lake Superior from the bay at Ashland and continued on to Bruces Crossing where 
we had a very good roast beef dinner. That night we camped at a State park with good camping 
facilities that overlooked a beautiful sunset on the lake. The next morning we continued on to 
Marquette, Min. that overlooks Lake Superior from the Upper Peninsula and then we drove along 
the shoreline through Forest Lake to Munising, after going about 23 miles out of the way.  
    (Editing note: The rest of the route to New Hampshire then continued through Canada to 
Montreal.)  
    We then entered Canada by the ferry at Sault Ste Marie, which cost $1.15 for a short trip. We 
had a very windy drive along the Canadian coast of Lake Huron before stopping in Thessalon at a 
Red Rooster café for one very good fried chicken with vegetables, soup, coffee and plenty of 
bread for $2.15.  It was a pretty place, all pink and white with creton covers on the chair backs.  
    We passed the town of Iron Bridge where there are plenty of eating and sleeping facilities, and 
then on to Blind River, a town of 3,000 with birches and willows along the shore, before arriving at 
Spanish where we camped on a closed road about ten miles before Weldwood. A policeman 
drove down to check and asked if we were planning to stay awhile. I said we wanted to stay all 
night if it was all right. He said it was. The next morning we continued to Welbound, a  
comfortable-looking little fishing town that (edit) manufactures book binding machinery. 
    After that we drove 63 miles and ate breakfast at Sudbury, a good sized busy town of over 
47,000 where they mine and smelt copper. There are black rocky hills on both sides of the road 
and the surrounding country. Then we passed Sturgeon Falls, north of Lake Nipissing, which has 
a mill for making cardboard paper and wrapping paper. We drove through the windy town of North 
Bay, on the east end of the same lake with a population of about 22,000. We then came to the 
town of Mattawa, beside the Ottawa River that early explorers had canoed up toward the west, 
and continued on past the Ottawa dam where a boy cleaned our windshield.  
    After going through the town of Deep River we saw no highway signs so had to ask a woman 
for directions as we approached Pembroke with a population of about 16,000. It had a better 
grade of homes, some being very modern imitation brick construction. Then we went through 
Renfrew with a population of nearly 9,000 where children were going home from high school on 
their bicycles. Just before reaching Ottawa, we stayed over-night at Crystal Bay in a cabin with a 
stove and wood, so we ate supper and breakfast there. 
    In Ottawa, we toured the Parliament Buildings, took an elevator up to the Peace Tower and saw 
the changing of the guard before we left at noon for Montreal. We traveled along Highway 17 
through level, pretty country with cattle, soft wood and some hard wood but no evergreens. We 
are now among French speaking people and signs. 
    In Montreal, we went to the Mt. Royal Cemetery where we saw David Thompson’s grave and, 
with help of a boy, we found the bridge crossing the St. Lawrence River and visited the historic 
village site of the Caughnawaga Indians who first fought on the French side during the Seven 
Years War, on the British side during the War of 1812 and then participated with the British in 
many subsequent battles including ones in North Africa.  
    We then crossed into the state of New York on to Rouses Point, at the northern end of Lake 
Champlain, where we stayed at the Hotel Holland for $5.00 and had dinner for $2.70. We phoned 
nephew Raymond from there. The next morning (Saturday, September 17) we ate a breakfast of 
ham, eggs, toast and coffee at Alburg a few miles east. Then we went further down the Isle La 
Motte to the Saint Anne Shrine, the site of the earliest settlement in Vermont in 1666. 
    We talked to a Mr. Bryant who has a summer home here. The country is level with green fields 
and corn, ground up for milk cows Then we drove south on highway 89 to Winooski and South 
Burlington where the country becomes more hilly and rocky but has some good corn and cows. 



 
 

We ate lunch in Montpelier, the state capitol, for $1.25 that included good lobster, sandwich, 
French fries, clam chowder and coffee. 
    Then we drove too far north, ending at Plainfield, and turned back over a dirt road down to 
Bradford, on the Connecticut River, where we took a photo of the bridge into New Hampshire. We 
then drove along the Baker River through Plymouth on to Laconia, where the week-end traffic got 
worse and we saw many tourist cabins along the way. 
     We reached Agnes’s home in Laconia about 6 PM on Saturday and had poached eggs and 
coffee before going to Arlene’s where we were met by niece, Evelyn, her husband Earl Pendleton 
and son, Buddy. Then Richard Clark and his wife came over to Agnes’s and went with us to see 
their three boys playing in a High School football game. I took photos of Arlene, her husband and 
their little son--who grew into a large man called Little Eddie--as they left shortly after for Atlantic 
City. Then we went to see niece, Evelyn’s lake cabin where we saw Eunice’s husband, Andrew, 
and took photos. 
    Sunday, we sat with Agnes in church, among very friendly people, and heard Raymond sing in 
a quartet. Afterward, we had a delicious roast beef dinner and then drove to the graves of Waldo, 
Maude, Eunice, Ralph and Arthur, where we picked some slips of ivy and pink geraniums. 
    Monday, we went downtown and bought cards, corduroy slacks, a watch, glasses and an 
apron. That afternoon we went to see Myron’s boy-hood friend, George Thompson and then to 
Richard’s. On Tuesday, Douglas Brodhead and  his wife, Kay, came in the morning. On 
Wednesday, we went to the Melvin Village and Moultenborough areas on the north east shore of 
Lake Winnipesaukee and visited such as: cousin Bryon Ladd, Albert Bennett, Ethel Fernald, 
Charles Severence, E. M. Hunter, Morris Welch and Wesley Kenny.  
    On Thursday, we stayed home in the morning while I washed, ironed and then baked 3 apple 
pies and 2 lemon ones. That afternoon, Agnes and I went shopping downtown while Myron and 
Raymond went shooting; then that evening we visited with Ernie Hackett, Floyd Hackett and Lewis 
Ladd’s families where we saw all of the children. 
    On Friday morning, we drove to Pittsfield about 20 miles southeast of Laconia to see Mattie 
Stokes but she wasn’t home so we continued on to see the area. It was a very nice warm day as 
we viewed the beautiful falls on the Suncook River. 
    On Saturday, we spent the day driving north up into the mountainous area along the 
Kancamagus Highway through the lower part of the White Mountain National Forest. On Sunday, 
we attended the Melvin Village church and then drove south along the eastern shore of the Lake 
to have dinner at Bryon’s. We went through places with such names as: Hard Scrabble Hill, 
Sodium, Mirror Lake, Guernsey Island and Pumpkin Pine. 
    On a sunny Monday afternoon, we drove east a few miles, up to the skiing/hiking area of 
Belknap Mt. and then returned to watch the Nixon/Kennedy TV debate. On Tuesday, we had 
lunch with Richard’s family that included his wife, Dot, and two daughters, Janet and Myrna. The 
third son, Howard, was missing. After that, we drove over to Arlene’s with Agnes while Myron and 
Raymond went on to choir practice. Arlene then gave Agnes a permanent. 
    On Wednesday, we drove to Melvin Village again and climbed about a mile up Tate Mountain 
with Myron’s old friends to where they had picked blueberries, but we found none this time. 
Afterward we drove to the Moulton grave yard and hiked about 11/2 miles to where Myron’s 
paternal grandmother, Eliza¸ was from. All that is left are rock walls, trees and an old sleigh. 
    On Thursday, we again went to Melvin Village and saw Bryon. We drove down to the beach 
among summer cabins into Walter Fernald’s and Lee Kelso’s to have coffee and cookies. Then 
we saw Gertie Thurley near Center Ossipee. The next day, we drove north through Meredith to 
Tamworth about 25 miles to the north east, close to Wonalancet, where Myron’s mother, Juliett, 
was raised by her maternal grandmother, Sarah Tilton. We visited various places and took a photo 
of a church that Juliette attended. Many of the places are very nice summer homes where the 



 
 

owners are gone for the winter. Fred’s rental place is fixed up very nice.  On the way home, we 
stopped at the country store in Meredith.   
    On Saturday, nephew Raymond Clark and Myron went to Dartmouth School of Medicine about 
50 miles to the west for Raymond’s medical checkup while Agnes an I did some shopping in 
Laconia. That evening we went to Manchester, about 20 miles to the south and played dominos 
with nieces, Evelyn and Arlene, and their husbands. On Sunday, we attended niece, Dot’s church 
and had dinner at her place. Then we went to Bryon’s where he took Agnes, his wife and us for a 
ride around Melvin Village. 
    On Monday, we went to Eunice’s and then to Lewis’s, followed by going to Arlene’s with Agnes. 
When we returned home, Dot, son, Howard, and family came over. The next day we drove to 
Moultonborough Neck at the north end of Lake W. and visited the sites of many old friends such 
as Mr. Davis, Mr. Stubbs, Harry Day, Dr. Green’s old poultry farm (now the site of the Council Of 
Churches).  Mrs. Beede, and husband, Fred are now in a nursing home. We then said goodbye to 
Bryon. The next day, we packed up with the help of Raymond and said goodbye to all. 
    We started our return trip, going south through Boston to meet Gladys in Chicopee, 
Massachusetts, while I wrote the following notes in my diary about the beginning of the 
Revolutionary War in Lexington: 
   Buckman Tavern, built by Benjamin Muzzy about 1690, was headquarters of the Minute Men. 
My great grandfather, Joel Pratt, was an early member of the Minute Men and was in and out of 
the Continental Army for 9 years. 
   “The Hancock Clarke House, in Lexington, was built 1698 and enlarged 1734.  Rev. Jonas 
Clark, Samuel Clark, Samuel Adams and John Hancock were sleeping there after a meeting, 
when aroused by Paul Revere April 19, 1775.” 
   We arrived at Gladys’s Friday, Oct 7 and her husband, Fred Lavalley, took us around Chicopee, 
Massachusetts where we saw many mills along the Connecticut River, churches and cemeteries 
and then stopped for fish and chips. Myron took a nap while Gladys and I went shopping before 
continuing on our trip home. 
 



 
 

    Gertrude also wrote the following memories about her childhood for her grandchildren in 1986: 
A Train Ride in 1903 
Coasting Down the Hill and Farm Life in 1904 
A Long Walk Home in 1906 
Lantern in Her Hand in 1913 
 
 A TRAIN RIDE 
    This is the story about my brother and me when our new sister, Floral, was born. A nice 
woman, we called Auntie Clark, came to our home to help mother take care of us. We liked her 
very much. When she left to go home, she asked us if we would like to come with her for a few 
days 
    So one morning we started out on the train. I was six years old and my brother was almost 
eight. Mother and father put us on the train. They told us that Auntie Clark would meet us when it 
arrived at Downs. 
    My brother and I sat together on the seat of the train and I had my doll. The people on the train 
talked to us and were very nice. It seemed like a long ride but we liked it. 
    When the train stopped, Auntie Clark was there to meet us. She had a horse and buggy and we 
went out into the country. We liked the long ride to her house. The first thing we wanted to do was 
go out to play and look things over. There seemed to be no fences. So we looked all around and 
ran and ran. 
    As we were running, we discovered a pretty little stream of water. Of course I wanted to look at 
the creek closer. I slipped and fell in and got all wet. My big brother, Russell, pulled me out and I 
soon dried out. 
    We were walking along a country road not far from the house. Two men came along and asked 
me if I wanted to go with them. I started to go with them but my big brother said to me, “Come 
back, haven’t you got any sense?” 
    About that time, we were hungry and went into the house to have dinner. They had a good 
dinner for us. Our run and play had made us hungry. After a few days we took the train back 
home. It was nice to be back  home and see our new little sister. 
 
COASTING DOWN THE HILL AND OTHER FUN 
    When we were a little older, we had a lot of fun in the winter, coasting down a hill which was 
over the railroad tracks. The big boys could go fast with their longer sleds with several on them. 
My big brother liked to do what the other boys did and slide a long ways. He also liked to play 
marbles. Some of the neighbor boys and girls would come to our home to play. 
   It seemed like winter lasted for a long time, with us getting cold and wet. Then the warm fire and 
food afterward at home was very good. We had a pretty home with a nice yard and flowers. My 
father used a lot of manure to put on his garden and flowers. I liked to run up and down the pile of 
manure because it was warm. 
    One day, while my mother was busy with our baby sister, Russell says, “Let’s go to Natatorium 
Park.” It was about 30 blocks away, but I liked to walk and run, so we started out. There were 
different animals and lots of things to ride on. I liked to listen to the merry go round music. I got 
separated from my brother when he went to watch a ball game and I was getting worried when I 
couldn’t find him and wanted to go home. Finally, a good policeman came along and asked if I 
was lost. The policeman heard the ball game and found him there. He told my brother to take me 
home. 
 
A LONG WALK HOME 
   When I was nine years old, I had a good friend, Anna. She lived close to me in Spokane. Anna 
moved to the country. Her mother asked my brother, Russell, and me to come and visit them. 



 
 

   One morning, Russell and I had a fun train ride to Ann’s house in the country. We had fun 
playing that day. 
   Her mother told us she would watch the time for us to catch the train back to Spokane at 6 pm. 
When the time came, Anna walked toward the station with us. She figured we could finish our 
walk by ourselves. She said,” Good by” and turned around to go back home. 
    On our walk, we found an apple tree. The apples looked so good I picked a bunch of them and 
put them in my skirt to take home. I did not realize how late it was getting. We missed the train. 
Russell was mad that we missed the train. “Now what shall we do Gert?” “Well,” I said, “Let’s walk 
along the tracks and maybe a train will come.” Russell said, “We could either go home by the 
tracks or the road.” 
  We started walking along the tracks. But no train came and we were ten miles from Spokane. It 
started getting darker. With each step we took, all the lights seemed to fade further and further 
into the distance. 
   We came to a cattle guard and had to crawl through the barbs. My dress was getting more and 
more torn. At about 10 or 11 pm, a man came walking along the tracks and said, “What are you 
children doing out this time of the night?” Russell answered,” We are going home.” The man kept 
walking along the tracks. 
    We continued walking along the tracks and finally got into the city limits of Spokane and Russell 
knew where to get a streetcar. We were happy to see a streetcar that was waiting at the end of 
the line to take on passengers. A man was carrying another man on his back and got on the 
streetcar ahead of us. 
    After we got into our seats, I asked Russell, “Why is he carrying that man on his back?” Russell 
answered, “I don’t know.”  I felt good that we caught probably the last streetcar of the night. I also 
felt good that Russell knew how to get home. 
    After we got off the streetcar, we still had a long walk before we saw our house. Our home 
looked good to us. The lights were on. We walked through the gate off of Ide Street, leading to our 
house. As we walked between our barn and gooseberry bushes, my legs ached. It was about 
midnight, 
    Our mother and father were waiting for us and had been very worried. They had expected us by 
7:30 and didn’t know where to look for us and didn’t have a telephone. They were very proud of 
Russell for finding his way home. 
Mother warmed up a very good dinner for us. 
 
 
LANTERN IN HER HAND 
   I enjoyed living on the Saltese farm. We had 80 acres on which to run and play. Our whole 
family also had much work to keep it up. One Sunday afternoon, Russell said to me, “Gert, let’s 
take a walk across Saltese Meadow to Liberty Lake.”  
   We had never gone that way before. We must have trudged at least two miles over the spongy 
peat meadow. Then we climbed another two miles over low hills before reaching the lake. When 
we finally arrived at the lake, I began to think it was time to head back and told Russell, “I don’t 
want to plough back through the meadow again.” Russell answered, “It’s much closer to walk over 
the meadow—I’m going that way.” I said, “I’ll go around on the road.”  
   I must have followed the road at least a mile and a half to the north. Then I walked about three 
miles west over grain fields. It was starting to get dark. It was very quiet and peaceful. I don’t even 
remember seeing a horse and buggy. I had a pretty good idea where I was, even though I had 
never been this way before. 
    I finally got to Barker Road which leads into Saltese and came to Pew Hill. I could then see a 
light below in the distance. I walked down the hill toward the light. There was my mother waiting 



 
 

for me with a lantern. I was glad to get home. Mother was happy to see me coming down Pew’s 
hill. 
 
    Several of Gertrude’s last writings are as follows”  
Dec. 4, 1988 
   Had your great grandfather (Myron) lived as long as I have and had the opportunity to see each 
child growing up, he too would have thought each one was very special. This genealogy chart will 
help you keep in touch. 
                                    Lovingly, Great Grandmother  
                                                Gertrude Elsom Ladd 
 
April 1, 1990 (8 days before her passing) 
   I received your letters and greatly appreciated hearing from you. Hal is typing this for me on his 
computer. I often think of the Ladds back in New Hampshire and of the good times we have had 
with them. I talked to Steve Ladd, my grandson, Georges’s son, who was telling us about how he 
had spent a good deal of time while in college, making a complete study of the Ladd history. His 
study covered many pages and included a large map, showing how they spread across the nation. 
Unfortunately it has been lost in the shuttle. 
    I have been in Poulsbo with Helen and Hal for the last three weeks. Dean and Vera arrived here 
from Spokane yesterday and I plan on going back with them next week. Dean says that they plan 
to return by the northern route through the north Cascades. This is a really beautiful highway 
through snow-covered peaks. You realize that Dean and Vera and their daughter Kathie and 
family have all moved up from California and are in Spokane. Kathie just gave birth to a new baby 
daughter, which gives Dean and Vera fifteen grandchildren, with two more on the way. I presently 
have 30 great grandchildren which I enjoy very much. 
   George and Bonnie have been in Mexico since October. They spend each winter there. This 
year they took an extended trip to South America and covered Peru, Argentina and Chile. They 
particularly liked the lake area half in Chile and half in Argentina. The lakes all had a rare green 
color and were surrounded by snow capped Andes. They traveled the lakes by boats and bused 
between.. They should be back home here within a month. Today all of their children are coming 
here to Helen and Hal’s for dinner so I will get a chance to see all of them again before going to 
Spokane.   
    I’m felling pretty good for a 92 year old. I get around quite well. My only problem is not being 
able to see well enough to write or to read small print. I do get a great deal of help from my 
children. Vera is a big help, especially taking me various places. We are attending the women’s 
club together and are singing in a group. We also go shopping and sometimes end up at the 
check out counter with the same items.. I really appreciate all her time and effort. We were on our 
way home from a small town about ten miles from Spokane one evening. We went to view the 
movie, “My Neighbor Norman”. We took the wrong turn coming home and traveled 43 miles out of 
our way. It was a beautiful night and ended up being a very enjoyable ride. 
    I enjoy being back in my old home town where I am able to see some of my old time friends. 
Please write again as I always enjoy hearing from you. 
 
                                                                    Love, 
                                                                    Gertrude 



 
 

Gertrude Mary Ladd 
 
She shone brightly 
in the lives of others, 
touched by her presence. 
 
As a star or planet 
in the Heavens 
attracts the attention 
of those who believe, 
It will always be there to elude them 
along life’s course, 
much as with the navigator, 
while also enhancing 
the beauty of the universe. 
And its passing 
leaves an unfillable void. 
 
                      Andrew D. Brodhead 



 
 

 
    
 
 

 
TO GRANDMA’S HOUSE 

By Konnie (Hoover) Barich, April 14, 1990 
 

Mountains, river, tumble weeds, plains 
Sparce trees, abundant pines, becoming trains 

Lee, Stone, Cook, Smith, ahhh Lacey. 
 

Christmas city, Easter City, lemonade, a wind swept leaf. 
Cousins, Aunts, Uncles, all 

On the way to grandma’s house. 
 

Bread dough arms, cinnamon rolls, huckleberry pie 
Oatmeal, brown sugar, even browned toast, 

Sausage, fingers on piano keys invite family and silver haired chorus to sing. 
 

Red steep creaky stairs, dark basement, rocking chair 
Gun closet, dangling red teapot, clanging of pots and pans 

Dusty books, red roses upon the blue wallpaper. 
 

Apple trees, cherry tree, willow tree 
“David get down” 

Hammock, swings, playhouse, windmills 
Garden full of green. 

 
Ruby Creek, Priest Lake, huckleberry hills 
Targets nailed to trees and lined upon logs 

Coffee-can buckets, nutritious picnic lunches. 
 

There was an ancient mariner, he stoppeth one of three 
By the long grey beard and flickering eye 

Wherefore stoppeth there me. 
 

Saltese 
Pearson walks, great grand children’s birthdays 

Blue green pool, children’s laughter 
Grandma’s purse, CD’s. 

 
“Take good care of those children” 

 
I will always remember Grandma. 

Your loving granddaughter 



 
 

 
TO GRANDMA  

By Steve Ladd, April 9, 1990 
 

On a Monday 
overcast, yet brilliant 

cool, yet warm. 
When the entire sky is exactly the right color of her hair 

one great silver lining. 
We hear that grandma is gone. 

To me, and perhaps others of us 
she was the original Mother. 

Old fashioned, pure 
ancient, innocent. 

The source of all health, love, family, common sense. 
 

Benign matriarch, you had a youth too 
girlhood in Saltese. 

The story you told your great-granddaughters 
of wandering lost with your brother Russell. 

You spoke often and respected your own parents. 
 

And you were once a bride to him 
who seemed the only man 

could have matched your strong spirit. 
Let’s remember these things for you too 

that precedes--or rather lengthens--our own lives. 
For it was you who wove the generations together. 

 
We have so much in this family to be proud of. 

and it’s all a reflection of you 
who made us your life. 

My tears of sorrow are really of joy at your gift 
and as you never complained, nor shall I. 

 
Myron and Gertrude, together again 

and oh how I wish I could hear 
that renewed dialogue! 

 
We love you Grandma 



 
 

 
A REMEMBRANCE OF GRANDMA 

By Steve Ladd, April 13, 1990 
 
    Once when I was fairly little, I was staying with Grandpa and Grandma. It was summertime and I think I 
was the only grandchild there at the moment. I played with the local neighborhood kids. 
    One of them, who lived on the next street west across the back yard, invited me to a very special 
birthday party. The party was even going to be on the local television station, sort of like with Brakeman 
Bill. 
    I told Grandma, several days in advance, that we were going to be on TV so I assumed that it was okay. 
I looked anxiously to the day of the party. 
    Finally, when it was time to go, I got dressed up pretty nice and combed my hair. As I started to leave 
and said, “Bye Grandma, I’m going to be on TV now!” She looked surprised when I said that and replied 
that I couldn’t go. I pleaded with her but she still wouldn’t let me go. 
    Looking back on it, I don’t think Grandma believed me the first time I said I was going on TV. She 
thought I was imagining things. And then when I actually started to go she decided it was not a good idea. 
Maybe it was because she thought TV was a bad influence. I know she didn’t like me to watch TV very 
much. I was mad but I soon forgot about it. 



 
 

 
GERTRUDE, THE CAREGIVER 

As told by her little sister, Floral 
 

   The Elsom family had many chores to do on the Saltese Farm. Gertrude helped care for her little sisters 
and little brother Burnard. When Burnard was about one year old, Gertrude decided to make a shanty 
playhouse for her sisters, to keep them busy.  
    She found some old boards and some gunny sacks. She opened up the sacks and sewed them together 
to make a big piece of burlap. After she built the framework of boards she attached the burlap to it and set-
up the structure next to the long driveway that led to the farmhouse. It was just large enough for Floral and 
Ruth, who played many hours in it with their dolls. 
    One summer day, a sudden downpour occurred and the family ran into the farm house to stay dry. 
Gertrude became worried that her baby ducks might drown but found that they were okay. Ruth and Floral 
ran to get their dolls from the burlap shanty but found that it had been washed down the driveway gully by a 
heavy flow of water, with parts scattered apart. The dolls were gone but were found several weeks later 
way down in the field. 
 


