
in Portland in 1935 and didn't know them, you wondered what 
they were doing in town. You knew everybody." The racial seg­
regation that was so prevalent throughout the nation at the time 
was very much a part of Portland life for the two boys. Not only 
were Blacks excluded from most restaurants and theaters, but 
employment opportunities were severely limited as well. 

Undaunted, Deiz graduated from high school in 1937 and 
went on to attend the University of Oregon. Brother Carl graduat­
ed from high school a year after Deiz and, following in his father's 
footsteps, worked as a waiter on the Union Pacific Railroad. When 
the United States finally entered the war in Europe in 1941, Bob 
Deiz rushed to join the 99th fighting unit of Black aviators-at 
the Tuskegee Army Air Field-that had been established earlier 
that spring. Deiz had long hoped 
to be an aviator and had taken 
private flying lessons in 
Portland. To his delight, he was 
accepted at Tuskegee shortly 
after Pearl Harbor. 

The "Tuskegee Experi­
ment," as it was known, grew out 
of the U.S. military's long histo­
ry of restricting opportunities for 
Black personnel. While other 
branches maintained stringently 
segregated units and restricted 
Blacks to the most menial posi­
tions, the Army Air Corps 
addressed the controversy 
through the total exclusion of 
Blacks. However, some in the 
Corps sought to change the dis­
criminatory policies, recognizing 
the domestic political benefits 
that would be reaped if African 
Americans could prove their 

The Tuskegee Airman 
poster featuring Robert Deiz 
is part of the Smithsonian 
Institution Touring Exhibition 
Services' exhibition Produce 
for Victory: Posters on the 
American Home Front, 1941-
1945. The exhibit will visit 
five Oregon communities in the upcoming year. Organized by 
the Oregon Council for the Humanities, the tour is part of a 
nationwide pilot project seeking to link the curatorial riches of 
the Smithsonian with smaller museums nationwide. Produce 
for Victory features reproductions of the brilliantly colored art 
that proliferated in American factories, lunchrooms, offices, 
and grocery store windows throughout World War II. These 
images encouraged stateside Americans to think of themselves 
as "production soldiers" in the war effort, working to achieve 
victory in tandem with U.S. Armed Forces. At each of the 
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mettle in the glamorous and skilled field of aviation. And so, 
despite resistance from the War Department and the Army Air 
Corps, the Tuskegee Air Army Field was established in Alabama 
to train Black fighter pilots. 

Still , the Air Corps eschewed admitting Blacks into the 
operations mainstream, creating instead the racially designated 
99th Pursuit Squadron. At the time, the National Association for 
the Advancement of Colored People (NAA CP) characterized the 
action as "a step in the right direction . .. but it is by no means the 
answer to the demand of colored people for full integration into 
all branches of the arms and services of the nation ... we can be 
forced to accept it but we never agree to it. " Dealt a less than 
optimal hand, Black airmen were nonetheless determined to 

prove their acumen in the segre­
gated skies of the U.S. military. 
Deiz graduated in one of the 
Tuskegee Field' s first classes, 
and, with the rest of his unit, was 
eager for an overseas assign­
ment. During his stint at the 
base, Deiz's photogenic good 
looks singled him out as a model 
for a war bonds poster by a vis­
iting artist. Despite his reluc­
tance to serve as the model for 
all African American airmen, 
Deiz's patriotic mien appeared 
below the slogan "Keep us fly­
ing"-a variation on the widely 
familiar "Keep them flying " 
posters featuring White pilots. 
Throughout 1943, the U.S. 
Treasury Department distributed 
the Deiz poster nationwide as 
one of few promotional images 
during World War II that high-

Oregon host sites, the exhibi­
tion will be complemented by 
a roster of public humanities 
programs illuminating the 
complexity of issues sunound­
ing the war. Produce for 
Victory is showing through 
November 12 at the Benton 

County Historical Museum in Philomath, Oregon, and will 
continue on to the Coos County Historical Society in North 
Bend (December 1, 1994, through February 15, 1995), the 
Clatsop County Historical Society in Astoria (March 3 
through April 30, 1995), the Morrow County Museum in 
Heppner (May 13 through July 12, 1995), and the Sherman 
County Museum in Moro (July 28 through September 30, 
1995). For more information on the exhibition, please contact 
the respective host institutions, or call the Oregon Council for 
the Humanities at 800-735-0543. 
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lighted minorities as participants in the conflict. 
After completing advanced combat training at Selfridge 

Field, Michigan, the 99th Pursuit Squadron embarked for 
North Africa in April 1943. In July, the 99th then joined the 
Allies' attack on Italy. The squadron's role was to dive-bomb 
enemy supply centers, airfields, and communication lines, as 
well as to escort the invasion fleet across enemy lines. 
Unfortunately, the 99th had few opportunities to engage enemy 
aircraft. Uncertainty as to the Black fliers' abilities increased 
in Washington D.C., despite the fact that the 99th's perform­
ance was comparable to its White counterparts. Slogging 
through the muddy Italian winter of 1943, the 99th struggled to 
maintain hard-won skills and morale. In an October memo to 
President Franklin D. Roosevelt, General Henry "Hap" Arnold 
wrote: "It is my considered 
opinion that our experience 
with the 99th Fighter 
Squadron can lead only to the 
conclusion that the Negro is 
incapable of profitable 
employment as a fighter pilot 
in a forward combat zone." 

began instructing other Black pilots at the Tuskegee Army Air 
Field. By that time, Carl was also stationed at Tuskegee, serving 
as a tactical officer, and the two brothers would occasionally 
"borrow" a plane for weekend leave to Chicago or Philadelphia. 
The 99th Pursuit Squadron was eventually joined by three other 
Black squadrons as part of the 332nd Fighter Group, and the 
record established by the group before war's end proved, with­
out a doubt, the capabilities of Black military personnel. 
Charged with escorting bombers to and from enemy targets, the 
332nd never lost a single plane. 

With the end of the war, the United States positioned itself 
to consolidate its gains in the international arena. At home, many 
Americans, too, worked to consolidate the political and social 
advances made during the war. In 1948, an election year, President 

Harry S. Truman issued 
Executive Order 9981 and 
decisively ended sanctioned 
segregation in the U.S. Armed 
Forces. Without a doubt, the 
success of the Tuskegee 
Experiment played an integral 
role in hastening the steps 
towards racial equality. 

In August 1944, Deiz 
returned briefly to Pmtland to 
visit his family before ulti­
mately settling in Columbus, 
Ohio, with his wife Ruby. He 
remained in the newly 
renamed Air Force as a test 
pilot until 1961 and was 

' among the first in the nation to 
8 
~ pilot sophisticated jet aircraft 

~ g 
at the height of the Space 
Race. Like his fellow 

By January 1944, the 
Tuskegee unit had moved 
from the eastern Italian coast 
to Capodichino Air Field in 
the west to support Allied 
landings at Anzio, and a 
serendipitous turn of military 
events was about to change 
the Black airmen's fortunes. 
On the morning of January 27, 
twelve Tuskegee pilots on 
patrol-among them Bob 
Deiz-spotted a squadron of 
German aircraft over the 
Anzio beachhead. Although 
obviously outnumbered, the 

8 
Robert Deiz, left, posed with his proud parents in front of a B-24 bomber at.thllole""T""us""k~egililie!de Tuskegee Airmen, Deiz had 
Army Air Field. Deiz flew ninety-three successful missions in P-40 Warhawks. had the satisfaction of knowing 

Black flyers broke formation and engaged the Luftwaffe force. 
Within the hour, the jubilant members of the 99th returned to 
base with five downed enemy aircraft to their credit. Later that 
same day, the squadron shot down three additional enemy craft, 
and the success of the 99th continued with four more German 
planes shot down under sustained attack the next day. Once 
again, Deiz was instrumental in the victorious missions­
accomplished with outmoded P-40 Warhawks against the far 
speedier German aircraft. The following month, national war 
conespondent H.R. Knickerbocker wrote: "The famous 99th 
Fighter Squadron has leaped, in a few days, from a position of 
comparative obscurity to one in leadership in pursuit and com-
bat .... Nobody regards the Negro squadron as a curiosity any 
more ... they know they are good." 

In his thirteen months overseas, Deiz flew ninety-three 
missions with the 99th, and his record of downing enemy planes 
was bettered by few other World War II fighter pilots, Black or 
White, and earned him the appellation "ace fighter pilot." He 
returned to the States in August 1944 an Oregon war hero and 
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that his life's accomplishments 
had struck a major blow for democracy abroad and civil rights at 
home-the "Double V." Deiz died in Columbus in 1992 at the age 
of seventy-two. 

In a 1944 interview with The Oregonian (Portland) about his 
experiences in Italy, Deiz described the 99th Fighter Squadron's 
response to finally receiving the recognition that was their due: 

That made us feel very proud . . . . Among those in 
control, some wanted to see us succeed, and others 
wanted to see us fail. Prejudice made it a lot tougher 
for a black fellow to get his wings .... We couldn't 
get near combat, but combat came to us. Things 
didn't go the way they were supposed to in Italy, 
and we got to fight after all. After Anzio, they 
couldn't ignore us. 

Penelope A. Hummel is the director of the Oregon Chautauqua 
Program for the Oregon Council for the Humanities. The author 
wishes to thank Carl Deizfor his invaluable assistance. 
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Bend Amateur Athletic Club Gymnasium 
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B
end's founding in the early 1900s launched central 
Oregon's "industrial revolution." The setting was a raw and 
unsettled tract of land between Cascade Range pine forests 

to the west and semi-arid rangeland to the east. The High Desert 
town was incorporated in 1905, and the Great Northern and Union 
Pacific railroads soon knitted their lines into the area to gain access 
to wheat crops and vast timber tracts. The town soon became cen­
tral Oregon's ptincipal manufacturing and commercial hub and, in 
1916, the county seat for the newly carved Deschutes County. 

Isolated from the hub-bub of Lane, Marion, and Multnomah 
counties, Bend matured in its own fashion, and the milltown grew 
into a community of neighbors working together to build homes out 
of the rugged landscape. In 1917, workers at the Brooks-Scanlon and 
Shevlin-Hixon lumber mills organized a fund-raising project for a 
recreational and social center. The Bend Amateur Athletic Club 
gymnasium was born of that effort, with the enterprise financed 
through public subsctiptions and donated land and labor. The project 
was part of a concentration of civic and educational buildings 
fronting downtown's Wall Street. Today, in addition to the gymna­
sium, three other buildings listed on the National Register of Historic 
Places occupy the street: the Reid School (1914), the old Bend High 
School (1925), and the Deschutes County Library (1939). 

Prior to its May 30, 1919, opening, the gymnasium served as 
an auxiliary hospital during the 1918 influenza epidemic and as a 
forum for the dynamic evangelist Billy Sunday. After opening to 
the public, Bend's Commercial Club initiated a successful drive to 
retire the remaining $35,000 debt incurred during construction. The 
gymnasium was then turned over to the Young Men's Christian 
Association (YMCA) and became a regular home for such organiza­
tions as the YMCA, the Percy Stevens Ametican Legion Post, the 
Boy Scouts of Ametica, the Bend Library Association, the Bend 
Women's Civic Club, the Lyceum, and the Oregon Chautauqua. 

In June 1921, the building's title was transferred to the 
American Legion; but in November 1924, ownership was finally 
conveyed to School District No. 1 (today, the Bend-La Pine 
School District), and the building became the gymnasium for a 
proposed high school to be built the following year. Between 1938 
and 1939, the building's main gymnasium-
auditorium was enlarged under the 
auspices of the 
Works Projects 
Administration 
(WPA), and a 
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two-story, unatticulated heating 
plant was added to the building's 
rem·. The school district again 
renovated the building in 1952. 

The Bend Amateur 
Athletic Club gymnasium was designed by Portland architect Lee 
Arden Thomas and built by contractor Guy H. Wilson. The exteiior 
is comprised of btick masonry on a tuff (indigenous volcanic rock) 
foundation with concrete mortar. The building's curvilineat· gables 
and patterned btickwork are Jacobean in style. However, Indian-fig­
ure plaques and an austere fac;;ade-together with a central, polygo­
nal entrance inset-represent Arts and Crafts styling. (Arts and 
Crafts architecture is rare in Oregon. Two of the best examples are 
Pmtland's 1910 Governor Hotel and Edgar Lazarus' 1918 Vista 
House at Crown Point in Coos County.) The building is also unique 
for its roofs unusual framing system composed of clem·-span, bow­
string-type timber trusses with steel tension bar reinforcement. 

The structure rests on a high basement, which originally 
contained a twenty-by-sixty-foot swimming tank, a shower and 
locker room, a billiards room, a bowling alley, a caretaker's quar­
ters, and seating for one hundred spectators. (The swimming tank 
was filled in and the bowling alley removed during the 1952 ren­
ovation.) Offices and ticket booths were situated on either side of 
the main entrance, and the main gymnasium has a fully equipped 
stage and hardwood playing floor. (There were once reading 
rooms on either side of the stage.) Two suspended balconies pro­
vided seating for 1,200 spectators. The second floor contained a 
club-room with tuff fireplaces at each end and corner window 
seats. The clubroom's east end opened to the gymnasium below 
and provided an overhang for motion picture projection and the­
atrical lighting. A small, spiral staircase led to the third floor, or 
attic, where a heavily padded wrestling room was located. 

The Bend-LaPine School District retains ownership of the 
Bend Amateur Athletic Club gymnasium, but the building is 
currently not in use. The property was added to the National 
Register in November 1983. In 1992, documentation was sub­
mitted for a renovation proposal that would convert the Bend 
Amateur Athletic Club gymnasium into a performing arts center 
or other civic-use structure. The plan is linked to Bend's down­
town renewal program. For more information, contact the 
Oregon State Historic Preservation Office, Parks and Recreation 
Department, 1115 Commercial St., N.E., Salem, OR 97310-
1001; or call 503-378-5001. 1il~ 

.!!!!. 

This property was recently added to the National Register of Histmic Places, bring­
ing the total of historic prope1ties in Oregon to I ,357. The date in parentheses indi­
cates the year construction was completed. 

MARION COUNTY 
Elsinore Theater ( 1926) 
170 High St., S.E. 
Salem, Oregon 
Listed: 6-17-94 
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FICTION 

Y
our grandmother follows the horses," Mom told me once 
when I'd drawn an especially good picture of one at school. 
"Where?" I asked Mom. "Portland Meadows," she said. 

Grandma's family had picked fruit all over Oregon when she was 
my age. So, it made perfect sense that she'd know where the 
meadows with horses were located in Portland, but this new side 
of my grandmother fascinated me. Every horse I created made me 
think about Grandma and her horses. I imagined her coming home 
from the hospital and trading her nurse's uniform for jeans and a 
checkered shirt with fringe, peeling off white nylons and easing 
thick cotton socks over her feet and up her calves. The toes of her 
dust-engraved boots would be pointed and scuffed. Her short gray 
hair would disappear into the deep shadow of a hat that hid her 
eyes, but not the tiny scar on her chin. 

I was excited the day she told me she'd take me to see the 
horses. "Just let me get changed," she said as she slipped into her 
bedroom. I sat on the edge of the couch in my red shorts and 
popcycle-stained tee-shirt, wishing I had nicer clothes to wear. 
My bangs stuck to my forehead. Sweat pooled behind my knees 
as I waited. I heard both shoes drop to the floor and drawers slid­
ing open and shut. And I waited. I put my chin in my hands and 
closed my eyes. "Okay, kiddo," she called from behind the door, 
and I knew from the light sound of her voice the transformation 
had taken place. My grandmother had become a rodeo queen 
who understood the secrets of horses. 

I wasn't prepared for the green polyester pants suit or the way 
the toes of her reinforced nylons poked out through the front of her 
white patent leather sandals that almost matched the biggest purse 
I'd ever seen. She'd exchanged her silver-rimmed everyday glasses 
for a pair that had little wing-shaped extensions studded with rhine-
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stones. A string of pearls swooped down her back like a miniature 
jump rope held between the earpieces. When she put on a straw hat 
with a huge pink flower perched on the brim, I gave up all hope. 

"Come on, Cindy," she said. I followed her to the Pontiac, 
which had always smelled slightly of hay to me. On that day, it 
smelled like hot plastic and oil when we climbed inside. "How far 
is it?" I asked. "Just over the bridge," she said. I slumped down in 
my seat and closed my eyes so I wouldn't have to look at anything 
as we drove into Portland. The wind and the traffic made me sleepy. 
I'd drifted off and I was dreaming I'd gone to Montana to buy cow­
boy hats for everyone I knew, when I heard Grandma whispeting 
my name. "We' re here," she said. "Let's go see the horses." 

We walked across a huge gravel parking lot, my grand­
mother holding my hand as tightly as if I were her good luck 
charm. She led me to a gate in a high cyclone fence where she 
bought two things that looked like comic books from a man 
holding a huge stack of dollar bills. "Good luck, Ma'am," he 
said as we pushed our way through the turnstile. 

The track was sun·ounded by a lower fence. I trailed 
Grandma to the white rail that circled it. "We're just in time," she 
said. "Here they come." She pulled her glasses off and we watched 
horses enter the track in pairs. I'd never seen a horse so close-up 
before. I'd never seen anything so beautiful. Their muscles moved 
in a way that made their coats shimmer like my mother's shiny 
gold New Year's Eve dress. Grandma taught me the type of hors­
es by color: bays, chestnuts, blacks, buckskins, roans, and the 
grays. I watched the way they moved-some were polite and 
stayed in line. The chestnut kept wanting to get loose and run. He 
jerked his head from side to side and tried to move away from the 
horse trotting next to him, the "pony horse," Grandma called it. 

orses 
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Her favorite jockey was riding in that race. She pointed him 
out and I waved, wondering if he ever visited at her house. She 
showed me the tote board, deciphering odds and bets. I understood 
win, place, and show right off. Then she tried to explain the exotic 
bets: quinella, exacta, and trifecta. I was confused. "I favor the 
quinella," she said, and I told her I did too. She smiled at me and 
turned back toward the horses. "Let's pick a winner," she whispered. 
I leaned against the rail and looked hard at the numbered horses. 

"Which one do you like?" Grandma asked, as ifl were choos­
ing one dress over another. "I like all of them," I said. "Which one 
do you think will win?" she asked. "Number one, with the red blan­
ket," I said. "Red always wins." I figured if it worked for checkers, 
it might work for horse racing. She glanced at her program. "You 
picked the favorite," she said. She touched my shoulder. "Let's bet 
him." We walked in under the bleachers. She showed me a red line 
painted across the floor. "You have to wait for me on this side of the 
line," she told me. "I'll be right there at that window." She pointed 
at a window with a line waiting and I nodded. 

I leaned against a red post and kept my eyes on my grand­
mother. As she moved away, the voices around me seemed to grow 
louder, the cigarette smoke in the air grew thicker, the laughter 
seemed meaner. I concentrated on Grandma's back. Her hand came 
up as if she were about to wave at the man in the betting window, 
but she reached for her hat instead, turning it backwards, the pink 
flower facing me. I stared at the flower and the noise died away. 

Grandma made several trips to the betting window. When 
her horse won, she gave me a dollar to stick in the pocket of my 
shorts. When her horse lost, she turned to the next page in the 
program and said, "Let's see who looks good in this race." 

After the fourth race, Grandma stood up. "C'mon," she said. 
"I want you to see something." I followed her down the cement 
steps. We walked in front of the painted and numbered bleachers and 
off toward the track. We squeezed in close to the rail, me in front. 
She leaned down and whispered, "Watch number four, the gray. I've 

by Kari Sharp hill 

been following her." I looked for the gray. "She's gonna do some­
thing one of these days," she said. The silken tone in her voice made 
me turn and look up. A blast of dusty wind blew my hair into my 
face. Grandma's hat took flight and tumbled away toward the gate 
but she didn' t notice. The wind blew her hair straight back as if she 
were riding a race horse. I started to say something about the hat. 
Then I really looked at her looking at that horse, and I knew that 
somewhere in the back of her closet she still had her real rodeo queen 
clothes hidden away. She knew about horses. And I knew she knew. 

"What's her name?" I asked when the gust of wind had 
passed. "Winsome Girl," Grandma said. "She's still a longshot, 
but we have to bet her." 

I followed Winsome Girl with my grandmother for the next 
two years. Grandma picked me up on race nights when the gray 
was running. We always bet her, though she was never again the 
longshot. I was excited when the horses we bet won, but I was 
thrilled when Winsome Girl even showed. My grandmother would 
smile a certain way, like when she knew what was inside my 
Christmas present and I didn ' t, and she'd say, "That filly doesn't 
even know what she can do yet. She's gonna surprise herself." 

After the races , we ate out at The Republic in Old Town, 
Grandma's favorite Chinese restaurant. I always ordered a bowl 
of rice with milk and cinnamon sugar. Grandma ate fried shrimp 
and garlic. We'd spread the racing form out across the table and 
discuss the races. She'd make notes and tell me to help her to 
remember to bet that chestnut next time or to watch for a certain 
jockey. I had a good memory. 

I was sick with the flu one night when Grandma called to tell 
me our horse was running. I had to stay in bed. Grandma promised 
to bet Winsome Girl for me. "You'll see her run again before the sea­
son's over," she said. A few hours later, Grandma stopped by just as 
I was getting ready to go to sleep. I knew the races weren't over yet, 
and when she came into my bedroom and I saw her eyes, I knew 
·something was wrong. "Winsome Girl went down," she said. "Her 
leg snapped right at the finish line." Grandma sat down on the edge 
of my bed, and I could tell by the pink tissues poking out of her quilt­
ed jacket pockets, she'd been crying. I climbed into her lap and 
hugged her. "She didn' t even know what she could do yet," I said. 

I was much older when Grandma told me how the sound 
made her sick, like watching a field burn in a drought. She'd 
stayed by the rail until they could get the horse off the track. Until 
she saw the way the leg was just hanging to bone by skin, she held 
onto hope for Winsome Girl. Then she left the track and drove 
away from the city as if she were following the crops again instead 
of horses. I was thirteen when we finally went back to the race­
track. I'd been getting into trouble at school, and the track was an 
excuse for Grandma to talk to me about it. I watched the way she 
studied the new horses, all but the grays. "Are you looking for a 
horse to follow?" I finally asked her. She gazed down at me and 
shook her head. "Is there one you like?" she asked. 

"Not yet," I told her. "Well, keep looking," she said. 
"Look until you find yourself a girl who doesn' t even know what 
she can do yet." My grandmother studied me for a moment, and 
I saw that same look I'd seen years before, as if I were a long­
shot and a sure bet, all at the same time. :rill: 

Kari Sharp hill is a writer living in Vancouver, Washington. 
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Gold Rush Argonauts and Egalitarians 

Precious Dust: The American Gold Rush 
Experience, 1848-1900 (New York: William 
Morrow and Company, 1994, 448 pages, 
illustrations, maps, bibliography, index, acid­
free paper), $25.00, Paula Mitchell Marks. 

P
aula Mitchell Marks' Precious Dust: 
The American Gold Rush Experience, 
1848-1900 is a unique treatment of a 

somewhat familiar theme-the regions and 
individuals overcome by "gold fever" during 
the latter half of the nineteenth century. 
Marks does not rely solely on the accounts of 
the white, European American males. She 
also draws from the voices of the "Gold Rush 
Widows," the cultural minorities, and even 
the children who entered "the diggin's" and 
were forever changed by the experience. 

Through oral accounts, Marks provides a useful backdrop 
for the overland routes into the gold fields. Readers of prosaic 
western histories are well acquainted with the grueling trails and 
their accompanying perils. However, in Marks' book, the men­
and later the women-reveal to themselves the wisdom they 
gained from their arduous treks. Such sagacity born of survival 
along the trails was commonly expressed as "seeing the ele­
phant," and as one contemporary declared: 

I would not take $10,000 for what I have learned .... 
It is a journey to learn human nature," wrote young 
Lucius Fairchild upon completing the trek in 1849. 
Another man wrote in a similar vein, but one 
weighted with weariness: "You may rest assured 
that I have an older head on my shoulders by about 
1,000 years than when I left the states. 

The real gold in Precious Gold lies in the 1ich, animated voic­
es of these westward wayfarers. The entertaining, spell-binding cho­
rus included in Marks' nmTative elevates the history of the Gold 
Rush from a mere accounting of life on the trail or in the camps to a 
panormna of individuals, each searching for the precious, yellow ore. 

Marks also examines the paradoxes underlying the quest 
for gold. Many men, for instance, who rejected their communi­
ties and families in search of fortune, banded together in tightly 
knit groups or partnerships once they realized life in the mining 
camps could be treacherous or deadly. These "argonauts" soon 
became devout egalitarians, as evident in the views of one gold­
rusher who noted that: "any real deprivations were shared by 
everyone, and so [there] became no deprivations." 

Even as these democratic stampeders defended their com­
munal freedom to go "rambling among the mountain scenery," 
however, they rarely applied the same liberties to other groups. 
Miners regularly discriminated against cultural minorities and 
women, and mining claims of American Indians, Chinese, 
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Hispanics, and African Americans were regu­
larly jumped by unscrupulous Whites. Marks, 
however, does not limit herself to painting one 
side of the picture-the much-chronicled por­
trait of White greed and corruption so prevalent 
in the gold fields. She also offers plenty of 
accounts of Blacks who did strike it rich and 
came away from the experience with thousands 
of dollars in gold weighing down their pockets 
and purses. 

When women joined their husbands or 
brothers in the gold fields, or ventured into the 
fields alone, many went on to make their own 
fortunes by running mines, boarding houses, 
restaurants, and even freight companies. These 
women placed themselves outside the 
Victorian norm by subverting traditional 
female roles. As one woman related: 

I had been brought up by parents steeped in the 
Victorian Tradition and early in life had perhaps 
unconsciously inculcated in me the deadly fear of 
two bogies: first, a strange Man who might do dread­
ful things to me, and second, The Woods, where 
dreadful things might happen. Now here I was sur­
rounded on all sides by vast quantities of both. 

Through refreshing attention to all participants, Marks 
achieves a riveting tale of American democratic principles 
applied to a grim, exciting, painful subsistence life beside a 
stream, in a mine, or on the trail, where men and women followed 
news of the latest strike over the next hill and into the unknown. 

Greed, however, was not the only motivator among the 
goldseekers. As the author asserts: "The gold frontier was only 
a slight exaggeration of the nineteenth-century American fron­
tier in general in being a place of high hopes and dashed expec­
tations." Many felt ambivalence toward the very goal they 
sought, expressing pity for those who struck it rich and no longer 
enjoyed the "thrill of the hunt." Marks argues that the quest for 
gold, like so many mythic journeys, was prize enough. The 
memories gold-rushers caiTied with them of the vast and unpre­
dictable adventure became the precious stuff of ageless legends. 

Marks gives the reader a rich and diverse tapestry of 
America's Gold Rush years, avoiding the monochromatic snap­
shots of a predominantly White, male West. She colors her 
panorama with a gleaming aiTay of peoples, and what emerges 
is a more balanced view of the greed and cunning that motivat­
ed the American goldseekers-tempered by frontier self­
reliance and community spirit. 1l[ 

Laura L. Young is a free-lance writer living in Ashland, Oregon. 
Precious Dust is available for purchase at the Society's History 
Stores in Merlford and Jacksonville. 
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History in the Making 
Enrich your historical perspective with these exhibits and programs. 

THROUGHOUT OREGON 
Produce for Victory: Posters on the American Home Front, 1941-1945 

Organized by the Oregon Council for the Humanities as part of the Smithsonian Institution's Touring 
Exhibition Services, this exhibit visits five Oregon communities in the coming year and is part of a 
project linking the Smithsonian's collections with museums nationwide. Produce for Vict01y fea­
tures reproductions of the brilliantly colored mt that proliferated dming World War II. At each site, 
the exhibit is complemented by a roster of public humanities programs illuminating the complexity 
of issues suJTounding the war. [See related st01y on page 41 for iliformation, dates, and locations.] 

BEND 
The High Desert Museum 

Nick Eggenlwfer: Images of 
Frontier Transportation 
(through May 7, 1995). This 
exhibit features paintings, 
drawings, and memorabilia 
highlighting an important 
chapter in western history. It 
also combines a collection of 
Eggenhofer' s art portraying 
various images of western 
transportation with artifacts, 
historic photos, and oral his­
tories. Call 503-382-4 7 54. 

EUGENE 
University of Oregon 

The World of Mrs. Otis 
(Museum of Art, Gallery lA, 
Oct. 9 through Dec. I 1). This 
exhibit features humorous 
and satirical paintings by the 
fictive painter and alter-ego 
of twentieth-century histori­
an Stewart Holbrook. Call 
503-346-3027. 

SEASIDE 
Seaside Museum & 
Historical Society 

A presentation on the 
Tillamook Head Lighthouse 
by photographer Sam Foster 
will be held Oct. 25 at I :00 

FALL 1994 

P.M. at the Seaside Convention 
Center. The presentation and 
dessert buffet is open to mem­
bers of the Seaside and 
Cannon Beach Historical 
societies and the Arch Cape 
Community Association. Call 
503-738-7065. 

HILLSBORO 
Washington County 

Historical Society 
Washington County Goes to 
War: A Home Front Look at 
World War II (through June 
1995). This exhibit examines 
wartime life in Washington 
County, featuring those who 
served overseas and at home. 
Photographs, posters, docu­
ments, clothing, and other 
artifacts will be highlighted. 
Call 503-645-5353. 

NORTH BEND 
Coos County 

Historical Society 
Quilts of the Past (through 
Nov. 18). This exhibit features 
Signature and Friendship 
Quilts (plus others) from the 
society's collection. Commun­
ity members are invited to 
include family quilts in the 
exhibit. Call503-756-6320. 

ONTARIO 
Western Treasure Valley 

Cultural Center 
Immigrants All: Peopling the 
Western Valley (through 
spring 1995). This exhibit 
illustrates the movement of 
people into western Treasure 
Valley over the years, profil­
ing where immigrants came 
from, what they were search­
ing for, and what they finally 
found. Call 503-889-8191. 

PORTLAND 
Oregon Historical Society 

"On the Homefront: Watching 
the War through the Cinema" 
(through fall). Sponsored by 
OHS, the Northwest Film 
Center, and The Oregonian, 
this film series is in conjunc­
tion with the OHS exhibit 
Home Front: Oregon in 
WWII. Call503-221-2056. 

ASHLAND 
Pacific Northwest Museum 

of Natural History 
Beauty in the Beast: Exotic 
Wildlife in Jeopardy (through 
Mar. 1995). This exhibit 
traces the historic roots of 
trade in exotic animals, 
emphasizing how it has jeop-

ardized the existence of some 
animals. The exhibit features 
an early-1900s safari camp 
and artifacts that were confis­
cated by the United States 
Fish and Wildlife Forensics 
Lab. Call503-488-1084. 

BAKER CITY 
Oregon Trail 

Interpretive Center 
Forgotten Dreams (through 
Nov. 30). This photographic 
exhibit profiles the history of 
mmmg in northeastern 
Oregon. Also "A View of 
Gold Mountain: Letters from 
the Kam Wah Chung 
Trading Party" (Oct. 29, 30). 
Lecture by Jodi Varon. Call 
503-523-1845. 

ASHLAND 
Rogue Valley Women's 

History Project 
The Rogue Valley Women's 
History Project is an educa­
tional, non-profit committee 
coordinating the annual March 
celebration of Women's 
History Month. Pmticipants 
are invited to share ways of 
honoring women's voices and 
experiences throughout south­
em Oregon's history. The pro­
ject publishes and distributes a 
listing of diverse activities in a 
soon-to-be-published events 
calendar. Call503-482-2247. 

BURNS 
Harney County 

Historical Society 
Vintage photograph collector 
Tom Robinson will display 
photos of the Hamey County 
area at Tuning's Studio in 
Burns. The display will run 
through Dec. 31. Local mtists 
m·e installing five remarkable 
murals, depicting the county's 
history, on the second-floor 
exterior of the Hamey County 
Museum. Call 503-573-5022. 

KLAMATH FALLS 
Ross Ragland Theater 

"Voices of the West: Songs 
and Stories of the Land" (Oct. 
25). This program features 
historic cowboy, Hispanic, 
and Navajo performance tra­
ctions. Call 503-884-LIVE. 

The deadline for the winter issue 
calendar is Nov. I. Please send cal­
endar notices to: 

Oregon Heritage 
106 N. Central Ave. 

Medford, OR 97501-5926 
FAX 503-776-7994 

tr~~ SOUTHERN 
1111 OREGON 
llll HISTORICAL 
llll SOCIETY 

106 N; CENTRAL AVE. 
MEDFORD, OR 97501-'5926 
TELE. 503-773;6536 
FAX 503-776-7994 

Making Tracks 
This exhibit highlighting the his­
tOiy and impa<::t of the railroad in 
the Rogue Valley will end its six­
year run at .the Jacksonville 
Museum of Southern Oregon 
History on Nov. 28. Making 
Tracks depicts early railroad 
developl}lent in southe111 Oregon; 
Removal of the exhibit facilitates 
the museum's renovation and 
installation of the Society's World 
W m· II poster collection next year, 
Please call503-773-6536. 

Politics of Culture: Collecting 
the American lndidn Experience 
This interactive exhibit examines 
cun-ent issues surrounding collec­
tion of American Indian. cultural 
remains. The exhibit is on display 
at . the Jacksonville Museum. 
Please call 503-773-6536. 

Heritage Harvest 
Heritage Harvest, Oct: 29, is a 
day of family activities celeorat­
ing the hm-vest season: ·Events 
will be held from 1:00 to 4:00 
P.M. at the Jacksonville Museum 
of Southern Oregon History. 
Please call503-773-6536. 

Authors Party 
The third annual Authors Party 
highlights local authors .. Select 
authors will sign their books and 
give pre~entations of their woi'k. 
The event is ·Nov, 19 at the 
Southern Oregon .History !:::enter. 
Please call503~773-6536. 

1995 . Oregon National 
History Day 

National History Day is an innov­
ative program: designed to. draw 
jut?ior and senior high school slit­
dent~ into exploration of the past. 
Students will enter. their projects 
iti distriCt COJ11petitions,. with the 
highest-scoring entries c9mpeting 
in the state competition on. May 6. 
State winners will go onto. the 
national. event held on the campus 
of the University of Maryland 
Junell through 15,Thethemefor 
the 1995 competition is ':Conflict 
and Compromise in History." 
Or~gon National History Day is 
coordinated by. the Society, the . · 
Oregon Department ?fEducation, 
and the Oregon Historical Sosiety. 
For more. information, contact 
Carol Bmce-Fdtz, .state coordina­
tor, Southern Oregon • Historical 
Society, 10.6 N; Central Ave., 
Medford, OR97501-5926, orcall 
503-773-6536. 
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She'll grow into it. 

WARMING YOU TO YOUR TOES THIS WINTER 

join the Southern Oregon Historical Society today. 
Membership in SOHS provides you with advanced notice of pre­
miere events and receptions, a one-year subscription to Oregon 
Heritage magazine and the ArtiFACTS monthly newsletter, discounts 
at the History Stores (Medford and jacksonville), and the knowl­
edge that you are helping make Oregon history come alive. 
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Yes! Please send me more information on joining 
the Southern Oregon Historical Society 

Name __________________________________ __ 

Address ------------------------------------

City, State, Zip -----------------------------------­

Telephone ------------------------------------

f'r~~ SOUTHERI"l 
1111 OREGON 
1111 HlSTORICAI.. 

..!!!!. SCX:IETY 

Please fill out this form and mail to: Membersh ip, 
Southern Oregon Historical Society, 1 06 N. Central 
Ave. Medford, OR 97501-5926, or cal l 503-773-6536. 

Coming next issue: 
T George Kramer relates the history of the Pacific Highway in 
Oregon, from its development to World War II. 

T David W. Sorsoli previews the first American showing of an 
exhibit of international AIDS awareness posters. 

T Patricia Kuhn details 150 years of Catholic schools in Oregon. 

T Elizabeth Hallett provides an account of the conscientious 
objectors internment camp at Waldport. 

T From the Aurora Colony to the Rajneesh Puram, David 
johnson examines Oregon's utopian tradition. 

T Channing Hardy revisits the rural electrification of Oregon . 

I t read s we ll 
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COLLECTIONS IDGHLIGHT 

Fan-tastic 
Advertising 

Derby Brown, the renowned American adver­
tising executive, had one basic principle: grab 
the public by the throat and force upon it familiar-

ization of one's trade. Brown's credo was: "The business that 
considers itself immune to the necessity for advertising sooner or 

later finds itself immune to business." The message was not lost upon business owners in 
southern Oregon during the early 1900s; and wherever people congregated-lectures, 
readings, expositions, and "discourses of political import"-there would surely be seen 
one of the greatest advertising devices known to modem man: the hand fan. These fans 
were decorated with the names and slogans of various stores in the area, and the drone of 
flapping fans at any large gathering was, no doubt, like music to the ears of the merchants 
who had donated these "pocket coolers." 

Most advertising fans were flat, circular affairs constructed of pasteboard stapled to 
a wood or bamboo handle. The three fans pictured at right were collected at the Ashland 
Chautauquas during the early 1900s. A 1911 fan [number 2] advertised C.F. Mill & Co. 
Cash Store, located at the time opposite Ashland's Hotel Oregon. Among the store's 
wares were Brown's Shoes, whose mascots became familiar icons in American advertis­
ing-"My name is Buster Brown; I live in a shoe. This is my dog Tige; he lives there 
too." The Lance and Company general store in Gold Hill [number 3} provided coolers 
illustrated with a faithful canine, while the Ashland firm of Rose Bros. Confectioners 
[number 4} adorned its fans with the image of a Gibson Girl-a character created by 
Charles Dana Gibson to personify the ideal manners and morals of Edwardian woman­
hood. Many other southern Oregon businesses used advertising fans to get out their mes­
sages, including: Medford Domestic Laundry (30 North Riverside, Medford, now the 
Main Antique Mall), who entreated customers to "SEND IT TO THE LAUNDRY" 
[number 5}; Fouts Grocery Company (36 and 40 South Central Avenue, Medford), who 
was "Always Glad to Take Your Order" [not shown}; and Brown's Electric (8th and 
Bartlett, Medford) [number 1}, who extolled: 

"Hands { Skille~ } Use Them." 
Expenenced 

"SEND IT TO THE LAUNDRY" 
K££P COOL., Af't/D MA.K£ £VERY DA. Y 

A DA.Y OF CIIE£R 

Medford Domestic Laundry 

5 

·.,nlly Washings Carefully Laundered at: 

~ lb., Be. per lb., 7c. per lb. 
~ WASH at Sc. per lb. 
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