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preserves at
Stringer’s Orchard
south of Lakeview. S
For many years, )’%cj)/lﬂlb

£ . ' Harry and David Seserves > |

P A J ) “g Lo _:%!W{ : bought the “NET'WT 8 0z i
In Stringer’s Orchard, branches heavy with plums frame the nearby orelidre 5 i e’qm% /;»af'ggwm A
Warner mountains in September. Jerjom,
from the wild plum thickets that grew In 1983, under new ownership, Harry wild plum wine one of the top ten foods
abundantly on the ranch land, and grafted and David discontinued its preserved fruit in the United States."
them to tree stock.® Today the Stringers processing operation and canceled its The Klamath plum helped nourish
grow ten selections of the Klamath plum, order for wild plums.” The Stringer Native American families; furnished
with different flowering and fruiting family needed to find something to do sustenance for immigrants; provided
times. Some of the trees are fifty-year-old with their tons of plums. Roy and his son sauce and jam for pioneer settlers,
selections planted by the Hintons; most John had some experience making farmers and ranchers; and has now
are more recent plantings. The diversity homemade wines, and had been pleased become one of the few native Western
provides a good hedge against the perils with the results of their winemaking fruits to enter the market economy. Each
of weather and disease. experiments with wild plums. They fall, as the wild plums ripen in orchards
At one time, Harry and David, the Bear decided to build a wild plum winery in or in remote ravines, the harvest resonates

Creek Corporation subsidiary in the old barn on the orchard property." In with history. &
Medford, purchased the Stringers’ entire 1985, they bottled more than seven
crop each year to make their wild plum thousand gallons of wild plum wine from Ethnobotanist Donn L. Todt and
jam. In the best years, Harry and David the 1984 harvest; in 1986, more than anthropologist Nan Hannon of Ashland
purchased more than forty tons of wild 11,000 gallons. The 1986 bottling won a harvest Klamath plums each fall for their
plums, at a premium price of 65 cents bronze medal at the Los Angeles County wild plum jam.
a pound. They made and sold Klamath Fair." Dry and sweet Stringer wines have
plum jam under their own label, as been highly praised by food critics. Food IR B
“Wild 'n Rare Wild Plum Preserves.” writer Linda Eckhardt called Stringer’s
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Long-time residents of Southern Oregon

Murs. Rugg’s and Northern California stay pretty closed-
wild Plum Jam mouthed about the locations of their favorite
omoving the pits: gr'ind the Klamath plﬁm ﬂlickqts. But if you can find a
After remO¥ th a coarse knife. To wild plum pateh to pick in early September,
wild plums Wi jums add 5 cups of here are two recipes for making jam with
each 4 cups of p putting on 1o your harvest. In the 1930s, Mrs. E.A. Rugg

sugar. Mix well before

d stir often while cooking developed a jam recipe for fruit from the
COOk; ana S

full rolling orchard that she and her husband owned near

. a
After the fruit Yetati: :.Zse minutes. Lakeview. Her method yields a tart jam with
boil, cook' abou d seal. Use only good consistency. We’ve also developed a
Place in jars an recipe for a sweeter, thicker jam that
firm plums- preserves the rich color of the fruit.

-

The exotic wild plum occupies a small
commercial niche, providing the basis
for wine and

P reserving these Precious Wild Pluoms

Fora §

Weeter Wild pj
um
h WaS/l and dral.n ﬁ J am

L. Tp 10 cups of

Sugar

srifrz'n ;;1;1 Cook oyey moderqze heat

e, aegueﬁtly, until sygqy disso’lv

in si olling b OLL for one 1y -
Six ounces € minute, St;)

, ligu; ; :
Continue 1o g quid fr Uit pectin ang

clean Jars and seal.
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p-99. 4 Donn and I have come home from ~ Packard. The sage scent of the Klamath
4. A.N. Roberts and L. A. Hammers, 1 Alturas with an abundance of wild plums Basin awakened us. We popped up, hoping
The Native Pacific Plum in Oregon, - that will become jam, gathered near places: ;|  to see pelicans as we crossed the Klamath
Qi‘tlcé’éﬁ‘fé‘;f’i‘gei’é“},’; Séatllgn Oregon  § - called Fandango Pass, Swan Lake and & :{1“:?1 northeast of Keno. Sometimes we saw
‘ i ' . Surprise Valley. Splitting and seeding the lope. Silent and alert, they looked back
s B e 4 plums with paring knives, we sit on the at us, then turned and disappeared, taking
6. Ibid., p. 9. H ~ - deck looking out over the Cascades. Across with them some secret we wanted
7. Edward J. Wickson, The California Yer those mountains, nearly due east of to know. e 0
Il;mffls ;"d fffl)évsgo G'v;g 73”’;% Pacific - §§ - Ashland, I first tasted wild plum jam. In Klamath Falls, the brick buildin%s‘ with
A By S e i . Many times a year in the 1950s we went their rough facades did not look lg,lﬁe ome.
& 17“‘]"“”5“’ I Jorans S | ifrom Medford to Klamath Falls to visit our Instead of the smooth, maternal curves of
e _ ; father’s family. Our green Packard threaded the JC Penney store in Medford; where our
9. Alberta McMaster, “Stringer's Orchard  SgeSiaMiGtcivves of the Greensprings, the Rogue mother bought us anklets and’ saddle shoes,
and Wild Plum Winery—A Modern A ARG R 3 A # :
Enterprise,” The Journal of the Modoc % Va_llgy dlppmg in and out of view as we the Woolworth building rose up old and
County Historical Society, No. 9, 1987, Kl -~ gained altitude, finally vanishing as the masculine. The differences made us quiet,
pp. 150-151.  forest thickened and absorbed us. The land until we caught the first sight of our Aunt
10. Interview with John Stringer, flattened and we passed through an endless Bernardine waving down at us from'the
5 September 1998. _stand of pine, a stretch we often slept casement window of the apartment on the
11. Alberta McMaster, op. cit., p. 151. through on the corded back seat of the second floor of the Keystone
12. For information about Stringer’s ’ Buildjng, which our great

Wild Plum Orchard and Winery,
call (530) 946-4112.

_ uncle, E.J..Murray, built in the
“ 1920s to house his newspaper,
+#  the Klamath Herald. :

. _ Thq:’apartment subdued us+
Wzld plums ripen again, with its salutary smell of
in late August furniture polish and the soft,

and early
September. They
are about the size\
of large Bing
cherries.

insistent ticking of the mantel
clock in its painted glass case.:
Our father told us that when he was
seven, the carefully wrapped clock had
rested in the suitcase under his feet for
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the entire train journey moving his family
from upstate New York to the Klamath
Basin. We understood that time was the
family’s one treasure, measured out
steadily by the slightly dented pendulum.

Wild plum jam came from inside the
grain-painted door of the pantry where
our Aunt Bermardine stored the strange
and dangerous foods adults liked.
Horseradish from Tulelake, where our
Uncle Francis and Aunt Isabel farmed.
The brandy our great-uncle Ed used for
the sauce on Christmas fruitcake. Squat
jars of marmalade in which curls of
orange peel floated in eerie suspension
next to tall jars of ghostly wax beans. The
hot mustard that Bernardine made with
vinegar, egg yolks and sugar. Coconut,
currants, coffee, bitter chocolate, nutmeg,
green tea. To my sister Kate and me, who
favored mashed potatoes, rice pudding
and milk darkened with Nestle’s Quick,
these foods were a mistake.

The wild plum jam particularly
perplexed us. The first sweet taste gave
way to strong, alarming, smoky flavors. It
tasted nothing like the safely sweet grape
jelly our mother made in the canning well
of our stove at home. When Auntie Ber
broke out the wild plum jam in honor of
our visit, we preferred chewing on bits of
the disc of white paraffin that sealed the
jam jar. We claimed the little puck of wax
dislodged by the prod of a kitchen knife.
The paraffin had the comforting smell of
our crayons, and a white, neutral taste.

- Soft and malleable, it conformed to our
teeth. We refused bread and jam. The jam
tasted poisonous; the bread was not the
kind our mother bought at Fluhrer’s
Bakery in Medford. We crawled under
the long oak trestle table, chewed wax,
and half-listened to adult stories.

In 1910, at the age of sixteen,
Bemardine pinned up her hair and went
to teach school for the children of
ranchers in the Swan Lake Valley,
northeast of Klamath Falls. There she
found a wild plum thicket growing in the
rocks along the base of the Modoc Scarp.
Our family picked that patch for decades
after. My aunts and grandmother, my
mother and my cousins, made wild plum
jam to serve with rabbit and venison, with
geese brought down over the lakes and
marshes, with beef raised at Fort
Klamath. Wild plum jam became a
treasured gift received by cousins, sick of
ranch life, who had moved away from the
Klamath Basin. They were grateful for

the flavor of home, sweet:
and astringent.

Year after year,
Bernardine kept making her
jam, somehow changing
from the soft-haired sixteen-
year-old to our tart, seventy-
year-old aunt. Was it
possible she was the same
person? And what about
Uncle Ed? The stories the
adults told of Uncle Ed
pulling a revolver on the
deputy sheriff in a dispute

e

B

over ownership of the
Herald’s press did not match the frail and
gentle old man who walked down the
street to Sacred Heart Church to hear
Mass every morning, who gave us nickels
and religious medals as coins of equal
value. Did he still keep a loaded Colt in
one of the drawers of the marble-topped
dresser where he kept his rosary?

Under the table, refusing wild plum
jam, we began to consider how it was for
Bernardine to go at sixteen to teach at
Swan Lake. To board with strangers. To
go through snow to a cold clapboard
building to kindle fire in the stove before
the pupils came. To fold her hands like a
lady among the rough men on the stage
skidding down Topsy Grade to the next
school she taught. We began to consider
Uncle Ed, an orphaned Irish immigrant,
heading west where a resolute man might
make his fortune. We thought of our
father, young like us, guarding the
suitcase of time on the hopeful journey
from a green farm to the alkali land his
family would abandon. What did he think
when he stepped off the train, into the
scent of the sagebrush? Did his first
breath tell him this was not home?

Here it first occurred to us that one
place is different than another. Here we
first recognized that the people and
objects so familiar to us had their pasts,
stories we could repeat but not
completely understand. Here we learned
that history always contains a
mysterious center which can never be
truly entered. Forty years later, we make
wild plum jam with the knives, the
bowls, the spoons, the potholders, the
aprons handed down to me by people

whose lives have a mystery that I cannot =

explain, as wild plum jam has a taste
that I can never quite name. &

Downtown Klamath Falls in the

1920s: the city had a distinctive feel,

tinged with the scent of sage.

Valley, 1910.

The Keystone building, at 117 North
Eighth Street in Klamath Falls, was
built to house E.J. Murray’s
newspaper, the Klamath Herald.

Bernadine Hannon at Swan Lake

rearure
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Profilies in
Preservation

Medfords Other

Federal Building

by Margaret Watson

he Federal Building,” I said.
“You know, the old Federal
Building, down on West Sixth
and Holly.”

Ah, history! The opportunities for
humility are endless. If you have lived
around here for a while, you know to call
it the old post office.

A post office is an important structure
in Oregon history. Many towns dot the
map merely because they had a post
office. Early in its history, a soapbox
purportedly served as Medford’s first
mailbox. J.S. Howard, the “father of
Medford” served as “postmaster, mayor,
express agent, store keeper and general
poh-bah of the crossroads.” Medford
began to make efforts to “meet the
requirements of the regulations regarding
sidewalks, street lights, street signs and
house numbers” to get a federally

Followmg an extensive restoration
completed in 1996, the U.S. Court House
reveals some of the exterior details
designed into the building in 1914.

recognized post office in 1909.? Local

support was intense. A reporter for the

Medford Daily Tribune wrote in 1910:

The land about is as studded with

natural resources as the jeweled collar
of a great lady of leisure is sprinkled
with gems. ... Will the growth of
Medford continue? Yes, if the spirit of

14
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progress rules the future. ...

And progress means a united

effort for the up-building of

the city and the development
of resources—not the wasting
of energy in factional fights,
or in discord-but a long pull,
and a strong pull, and a pull
altogether.

As a result of local efforts,
Congress allocated money for
the construction of a post office
and courthouse. In March 1911,

SOHS #14647

Bert and May Anderson and
W.C. and Flossie Green donated
their properties as a site for the
structure. By 1914, Oscar
Wenderoth, supervising architect of the
U.S. Treasury Department, had designed
an imposing three-story brick structure for
Medford. J.T. Dugan of Seattle was the
official contractor for the building, which
cost $110,000.

The post office originally had three
grand entrances facing West Sixth Street.
Granite stairs cascaded down to street
level. Ornamental cast-iron light fixtures
highlighted the entryways. The first floor
was laid with marble, and the
wainscoting, trim and some desks were
constructed of Oregon pine. A federal
courtroom anchored the second floor,
flanked by government offices.

By 19309, the vision of Medford’s
growth had been sustained. The old post
office had outgrown its space and a north
wing expanded the operations. Louis A.
Simon, supervising architect, and W.G.
Noll, superintendent, designed the
addition to match features of the original
structure. However, windows replaced two
of the front entrances, and the granite
steps became a porch with steps
descending to the east and west of the
central entrance. The modernized interior
had a new floor, and steps ascended to the
second floor directly in front of a window.
Much of the original Oregon pine trim
was removed. By 1965, even these efforts
could not keep pace with Medford’s
growth. A new post office was constructed
on Eighth Street, and the old post office
became obsolete.

In the early 1990s, a new vision for the

Medford’s first post office cost only $110,000 to build
in 1915, and was the city’s mail center until 1965.

building culminated in a restoration,
which returned much of the main floor
entrance and lobby to their original
grandeur. The entire structure was
seismically upgraded, sporting new
mechanical and electrical components.
Communications and energy conservation
measures, unheard of in 1916, made work
in the twenty-first century possible.
Expanded office areas and public meeting
rooms gave the old building new life.

The 1910 Medford reporter who
envisioned the land about as a jeweled
collar was not too far off. What has
increased, probably beyond his wildest
dreams, is the population. Some bemoan
the growth, but perhaps the newest and
greatest natural resource in the valley is its
people, newcomers and oldtimers, who
can on occasion “pull altogether” and
carry some of the best of the past into the
future-like the old federal building—oops—
the old post office.

The building now houses offices for the
U.S. Magistrate and other federal
agencies. It was rededicated November 7,
1996, as the James Redden United States
Court House in honor of the federal judge
and former Oregon treasurer, attorney
general and legislator. &

Margaret Watson is the curator of Hanley
Farm for the Southern Oregon Historical
Society.

ENDNOTES

1. Medford Daily Tribune, July 1908.

2. Medford Mail Tribune, 3 February 1984.
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north of Eagle Point. Travelers
* may wonder who lived in this
deserted and lonely dwelling, and old-
timers ponder the fate of the old house
that has stood proud and strong for more
than 129 years.

The house is called the “Wood House”
after Marvin Sylvester Wood, who built it
in 1870. The lumber for the house came
from the Deskins Mill above Prospect
because Marvin believed the
timber along the upper
Rogue River to be
stronger. In 1876,
Marvin married Susan
Griffith, and soon the
home fires burned
bright and the sound
of children echoed in
the rooms upstairs.
Marvin and Susan had
three children, Mayme,
Ora and Walter.

SOHS #15404 (DETAIL)

Walter, above, battled state highway
builders to preserve the home his mother
Susan, right, and father Marvin had
shared since 1876.

SOHS #9370 (DETAIL)
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or even homely, but he didn't believe in
getting too close to a razor, so he grew a
beard that covered most of his face and
hung down well below his chin. People
began calling him “Old Whiskers” and
“The Hermit.” Walter raised whiteface
cattle, along with horses, goats, chickens,
and turkeys.

In 1949, state engineers decided the
route for Highway 62 would have to pass
right through the Wood House. When the
state condemned the home, Walter went
into a rage. No amount of money would
make it right to destroy the house his
father had built. After much debate, the
state agreed to move the house to the

other side of the proposed
highway, facing the
\ opposite direction. In
later years, Walter
\ would sit on the old
88\ wrap-around porch
4| and watch the cars
go by, or shuffle
along the edge of

y Eagle Point for a sit-
7 and-spit gab session

SOUTHERN OREGON HERITAGE TODAY

Marvin and Susan Wood raised three
children in their sturdy nineteenth-century
Eagle Point home, shown here with Susan

and son Walter in the front yard circa 1898.

with the local boys. “Old Whiskers” died
in 1974 and the house and property
eventually sold to a man in California.

Over the years, the Wood House has
captured many hearts. It is one of the most
often-painted and photographed structures
in Jackson County. It has been featured in
magazines and newspapers, and its
lonesome portrait graces many walls.

Today the house is no longer sound, the
aged wood is loose and splitting, and the
braces are ready to fall. The boards creak,
and in winter the howling wind whips
through the open windows. Take your
pictures without delay because soon, very
soon, the house may come tumbling
down.* &

Barbara Hegne is curator of the Eagle
Point Museum, a descendant of the Wood
family, and author of twenty-five books
and booklets on local history.
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