
















































































































50 Stories of the Oregon Trail 

dancing. My people were all very strict Presbyterians and 
we were never allowed to indulge in such amusements. 

In December, my brother and his wile came to us, as he 
wanted to find a suitable place to locate and did not like the 
place were they had been with the cattle. He found a place 
east of Milwaukie about five miles. He cleared a small area, 
built a small house of logs, and in March moved out on it, 
my niece and self accompanying them. My other brothers 
and nephews looked around somewhat and finally went to 
the mines in California. 

We had no snow that winter until March, and then the 
snow and rain came down every day during that month. 
Some days the sun would shine nice and warm and melt all 
the snow away. Then the clouds would gather and the rain 
and snow would come again. I shall never forget how dreary 
the woods looked as I had never been used to the evergreen 
trees in winter. Now I think it a grand sight to see them in 
their robes of white after a fall of snow. 

We remained on this place with my brother until July 
and then we girls thought we would like to earn something 
for ourselves. We went to Portland. I found a nice place at 
Rev. Horace Lyman's, the first Congregational minister of 
that place. He came as a missionary. He had a wile and 
one little girl. It was there I first earned money. My niece 
had a very good place with a Dr. Warren's family. Here we 
had the privileges of church services and society, of which 
we were deprived in the country. 

In September my brothers came to the Sound to see if 
they liked the country better, as we were not favorably 
impressed with Oregon. As they were pleased they returned 
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for us, and we all came to this part of the country, 
Chamber's Prairie, Thurston County, in October of 1852. 

We spent the winter at the eastern extremity of the 
prairie, on the place where the widow Collins now lives, but 
which was owned by Mr. Na than Eaton at that time. My 
brothers did the first fencing he had done on the prairie. 
They put in grain on shares and looked around for claims. 
My two brothers and a nephew took donation claims 
adjoining each other. They had not remained in California 
long. 

The latter part of the winter of 1853, my brothers split 
and sawed all the lumber for their houses, as sawmills were 
then unknown in this part. We had puncheon floors. For 
fear you will not know what this is I will tell you. It is a 
floor laid with split logs, the flat side being uppermost. The 
logs were of cedar and the floor was so nice and white when 
scrubbed with sand and cold water. We girls used to be very 
proud of our white floors. I think it was in April, 1853 
that we moved into our new home. We girls were the 
house-keepers for my brothers and nephews. My married 
brother lived a mile from us, on the place where Mr. 
Stralehm lives now. 

That summer was a very dreary summer to us as we had 
never been where there were forest fires. I shall never forget 
our fears and anxiety of mind, thinking that the fire might 
come on us any time, as the grass on the prairie was very 
thick and dry. For days the sun hung like a ball of fire in 
the heavens. When the rain came the smoke was cleared 
away and all was pleasant. We soon forgot our disagreeable 
times. 
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Our house-keeping for my brothers was of short 
duration, as my niece made up her mind to be some one's 
else house-keeper; so early one morning in September, the 
22d, of 1853, she was married to Mr. A. W. Stewart, a 
young man who crossed the "Plains" with us. After her 
departure I made my home with my brother and his wife 
until January, 1854. 

On the 18th of that month I was married to Andrew J. 
Chambers and came to reside in this house. We have spent 
our lives since then here and by the laws of nature we 
haven't many more years to live; but I hope we shall live 
them here, where we have seen our greatest joys and 
sorrows. I must say that I had never known what true 
happiness was until I was married, as I had never know the 
love of father or mother. I found great happiness in a 
loving affectionate husband. I only hope that all my 
daughters might be as happily united in marriage as their 
mother. We have raised a large family of girls, (that we are 
more than proud of) ten in number seven living, of whom 
five are married and two are home to cheer our declining 
days, although the youngest is still in school. 

The Indian War of 1855 and 1856 was a trying time 
on the new settlements. About as badly frightened as I ever 
was in my life was during the fall of the Indian War, before 
the outbreak of the Indians. They had acted very strangely, 
and we had frequently heard rumors that the Indians east of 
the mountains were coming to take the country, and not a 
hint that those ~n this side had any hostile intentions. 

We had an Indian boy working for us, and he thought a 
great deal of us. He told us again and again that he wanted 
to go to Fort Nisqually, the Hudson Bay Fort. One 
Sunday evening he came to us, all excitement, and told us 
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that the bad Indians were coming in a short time and would 
b.11 us all. My husband would not let on to him that we 
were afraid, so he went away looking as if he felt pretty bad. 

A brother of my husband's lived a mile from us on the 
place his father settled on in 1848. This brother and a 
young man who lived with him were sitting outside their 
cabin late in the twilight one evening, in the hearing of the 
Indian camp. As they understood the Indian language and 
hear their names mentioned, they listened and heard the old 
Indian say, as he passed his fingers over the edge of a large 
knife he had ought from John Chambers: "Little did John 
think he was selling me the knife to kill him with." Then 
they talked and planned how they could execute their bloody 
work, and about this time the boys made tracks for our 
house, so scared that they left their guns. 

How well I remember that night! My nerves were very 
much shaken by the visit the Indian boy made us in the 
early evening. 

When we heard the gate open and shut, Mr. Chambers 
sprang out of bed and grasped his gun. I tell you those boys 
made tracks when they heard him, for they know he had his 
revolvers and gun ready. As soon as they could speak they 
called to him, and I tell you we were relieved when we heard 
who it was. Oh, how I shook! Juse like one with the ague. 

Then the men sat up on guard and run bullets all night, 
as that was the only kind of ammunition we had in those 
days. We never closed our eyes all night and were very glad 
to see day-light. 

Early the next morning the boys returned to their home 
to see how things looked. The old Indian was as fine as 
could be and wanted to be very gracious. He had told John 
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Chambers some time before that he had come to camp by 
him and was going to live and die by him. The old 
hypocrite! (The Indians are the most treacherous mortals 
on earth.) When he saw the boys he asked them where they 
slept. They replied, "In bed." "Not here," he said. The 
they asked him how he knew. He said they were in the 
house to see if they hadn't some medicine for a sick child, 
which was another story. 

Very soon we heard of men being waylaid and shot and 
the country was all excitement. Shortly the people began to 
gather into the forts to protect themselves. The fort for this 
part of the country was on our place and is still in use as a 
barn. There were block houses on each comer. At one 
time there were thirty-two families in this fort. There were 
any number of children and dogs, and consequently, any 
amount of music, especially evenings. It was rather 
amusing to hear the babble of so many voices. It was 
almost equal to the confusion at the Tower of Babel. 

We had many startling events, of which, I remember 
one well. My husband was Lieutenant of the company of 
volunteers in the fort, so he was ordered by the Captain of 
the company to take a number of men and make a scout 
through the country and see if any Indians were prowling 
around. 

They mounted their horses about five o'clock one 
afternoon and rode hastily away toward the Yelm Prairie. 
Shortly afterwards the command was given for every man to 
get his gun and stand in readiness as the Indians might 
attack the fort at any moment, as they had undoubtedly 
attacked the men who had gone on the expedition, for they 
had heard the report of several guns in the direction they 
had taken. 
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Such commotion! My feelings could better be imagined 
than described; but time told us our fears were groundless. 

That was a long night; not a wink of sleep for me. 
Morning came but no signs of Indians. The men were out 
two days and never saw or heard of an Indian. How rejoiced 
I was when I saw my good husband again! 

There was one man in the company who used to give us 
a scare by firing his gun while on guard. The orders were 
not a gun to be shot unless at Indians. Knowing th.is, 
imagine yourself, sitting by the fire with everything quiet, 
and then hear one shot after another. It was enough to 
frighten any one. The old man always said he saw Indians. 

There is a great deal more that I could write but time 
will not permit me. The war broke out in October, 1855, 
and closed in June of 1856. The last battle was fought east 
of the mountains. 
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