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  I accomplished what I have always dreamed of and feared impossible, and from my experience nothing could be taken.




  —FAY FULLER, AFTER REACHING THE SUMMIT OF MOUNT RAINIER ON AUGUST 10, 1890
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  The stories of the women found within these pages illustrate the unique history that made the state of Washington what it is today. Although the credit for building this great state usually is given to its male citizens, women played equally important roles. These eighteen women, all of whom were either born in or migrated to Washington in the nineteenth or early twentieth centuries, epitomize the spirit of the Northwest.




  It was my goal to tell the stories of an ethnically and geographically diverse group of women from a great variety of vocations, and I ended up including a doctor, a lawyer, and the daughter of an Indian chief. Their lives of courage, dedication, and achievement laid the foundation for the Washington of today. Professor Edmond S. Meany’s famous statement about Seattle could well be said for all of Washington: “The foundation of Seattle was laid in a mother’s tears.” Some died tragically, some fell from grace, some are still revered and remembered, while others are forgotten. This book is intended to honor the memories of these remarkable Northwest women.




  —L. E. Bragg
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  It was a great pleasure to delve into the lives of the three women whose stories I added to this book for the third edition. As with the others in this book, their lives epitomize the times in which they lived and women’s ever-ongoing struggle for equality, opportunity, and recognition. Emma Smith DeVoe fought tirelessly for Washington women’s suffrage and built on work by her predecessors and colleagues to finally gain the vote after decades of setbacks. Susie Revels Cayton wielded her considerable network and persuasive talents to educate Seattle citizens of all backgrounds about the Black community and the potential for progress. Along with thousands of other Japanese Americans living in Washington, Kara Matsushita Kondo was forcibly incarcerated during World War II. She used her experiences as a springboard for community action and positive change. I have tried, in some small way, to do these women justice. I hope this introduction to their lives spurs curiosity and encourages readers to find out more about them, their communities, and the times in which they lived. I am grateful for their work.




  —Christy Karras
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  1808–1847




  TRAGEDY AT WAIILATPU




  The deadly blade of the tomahawk, previously cloaked beneath the attacker’s blanket, dealt two sharp blows to the back of the doctor’s head, knocking him senseless to the floor of the tiny mission kitchen. Seventeen-year-old John Sager drew his pistol upon the intruders. The men swarmed into the kitchen, and one of them grabbed the gun barrel before John could shoot and stabbed him in the head. Telaukaikt (who had been studying to become a member of the church) later entered the room and began to beat and cut the doctor about the head and face, leaving him with his throat cut—life pouring out of him. Mortally wounded, both Dr. Marcus Whitman and John Sager lived only until nightfall.




  Gunshots began to ricochet about the mission yard. Upon hearing the shots, Narcissa Whitman ran to the kitchen and came upon her fallen husband. Narcissa bent over her bloodied mate, attempting to comfort him. Tears of fear and grief flowed together with her spouse’s blood. She and another woman moved Dr. Whitman from the kitchen floor to a couch in the parlor.




  Mr. Rogers, a young missionary, escaped from his attackers in the yard with a broken arm and bloody head wound. He rushed into the house, shutting the door in a feeble attempt to keep out the hostile invaders. Mr. Kimball, his arm broken as well, joined Mr. Rogers in barricading themselves in an upstairs bedroom.




  Still anguishing over her dying husband, Mrs. Whitman attempted to quiet the terrified screams of the mission’s children. Crying children flew around the house in panic. As Narcissa passed by a window in order to reach the children, she was shot through the right breast by a Canadian of mixed blood named Joe Lewis. Her body crumpled to the
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    Narcissa Prentiss Whitman National Park Service, Whitman Mission National Historic Site




  floor. She sat up and dragged herself to the settee where her husband lay. Here, Sister Whitman commenced to pray for the lives of all at the Whitman Mission, especially the children.
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  Narcissa Prentiss was born in Prattsburg, New York, on March 14, 1808, the eldest daughter and third of nine children born to Judge Stephen Prentiss and Clarissa Prentiss. She grew up and attended school in Prattsburg and was a member of the first class of girls to attend Franklin Academy, a seminary school for women in Troy, New York. Following her graduation, Narcissa taught school.




  In 1832, four Flathead Indian leaders visited St. Louis to encourage teachers to come live among them and teach them of “The Book of Truths.” Their speeches were published in the Christian Advocate in March of 1833 and stirred great excitement in the East. At age twenty-six, Narcissa attended a meeting where the Reverend Samuel Parker, a missionary explorer for the American Board of Commissions for Foreign Missions, made an appeal for missionaries and money to support his goal of establishing missions among western Indian tribes. Narcissa felt her true calling. She approached the Reverend Parker and asked if there was a place for an unmarried female among his western missionaries. Both the Reverend Parker and Narcissa Prentiss made a request of the board to allow her to travel west as a missionary. The board denied the requests, thinking the West an unsuitable match for a single woman.




  A young medical doctor, Marcus Whitman, was slated to travel with Parker on his expedition. When the two met to plan the journey, Parker mentioned Narcissa Prentiss and her great desire to perform missionary work among western tribes. Further, Parker suggested that if Whitman was serious about becoming a missionary and wanted a wife, he should contact this woman and propose marriage. A month later Narcissa and Marcus were engaged to be married. Narcissa reapplied to the missionary board, not as a single female, but as a missionary wife.




  Meanwhile, Dr. Marcus Whitman and the Reverend Samuel Parker set out on their expedition to explore the possibility of building missions in the Oregon Territory (which at that time encompassed the present day states of Oregon, Washington, and Idaho). This territory was not part of the United States, but was held jointly with England and virtually ruled by the English Hudson’s Bay Company.




  Marcus and Samuel traveled as far west as Rendezvous, on the Green River in Wyoming. Here, the two decided that Samuel would go west to select sites for missions, while Marcus would return to New York for additional recruits. Marcus left Rendezvous on August 27, 1835, with two Nez Perce Indian boys, Richard and John, as guides. He had six months to recruit a party to join the American Fur Company’s caravan, a safe party with whom to travel to Rendezvous in 1836.




  When Marcus returned to New York, he and Narcissa were married on February 18, 1836. Richard and John attended the wedding, where they sat mesmerized by the ceremony. Narcissa, who sang soprano in her church choir, filled the church with her golden voice as she sang the last stanza of her final wedding song.




  The next day they left on their honeymoon—a three-thousand-mile trip to the Oregon Territory. With them were Reverend Henry H. Spalding; his wife, Eliza; William H. Gray; two teamsters; and, the two Nez Perce boys. Narcissa grew to love John and Richard, who proved to be excellent guides and took good care of the stock. The two hired men proved much less useful.




  At first, the Whitman party traveled in the relative comfort of boats. From Pennsylvania, they cruised on the Ohio, Mississippi, and Missouri Rivers. The plan was to meet the American Fur Company caravan at Council Bluffs and travel in the company of several hundred men and six hundred animals to the Oregon Territory. The men of the American Fur Company heard that women were in the party that was to join them. Not wanting to travel with females, the group moved out earlier than planned, leaving without the Whitman party.




  Discouraged, but undaunted, Dr. Whitman and his group decided to go alone and try to catch the American Fur Company expedition. After a month of traveling, the small party caught up with the caravan.




  Although they encountered many dangers and treacherous terrain while crossing the plains, the journey agreed with Narcissa Whitman. In a letter to her family, she wrote, “Our manner of living is far preferable to any in the States. I never was so contented and happy before. Neither have I enjoyed such health for years.”




  When in buffalo country, members of the American Fur Company caravan were designated hunters and were assigned to supply the meat—a diet of buffalo, antelope, deer, bear, and birds. Buffalo jerky and tea were sometimes the main meal. Eliza Spalding became sick on the diet; in contrast, Narcissa developed quite a taste for buffalo meat.




  They began their ascent of the Rocky Mountains at South Pass, a natural road discovered by early trappers. Crossing the pass meant driving over dangerous, narrow, steep passages. For this reason, the party decided to leave the larger wagon behind. The women, who had alternated between riding in the wagon and on horseback, would now spend more time astride a mount. Narcissa preferred to ride horseback and so spent the rest of the journey in the saddle. In this manner, Narcissa and Eliza became the first white women to cross the Continental Divide.




  The first tribe the missionaries saw was the Pawnee. Like other tribes they later encountered, the Pawnee were fascinated with the white women—the first they had ever seen. Narcissa wrote that when they arrived at Rendezvous, Wyoming, she was greeted warmly with kisses from the Indian women. A mountain man, Isaac P. Rose, described such a scene in his autobiography, Four Years in the Rockies:






   Mrs. Whitman was a large, stately, fair skinned woman, with blue eyes and light, auburn, almost golden hair. Her manners were at once dignified and gracious. She was by both nature and education, a lady, and had a lady’s appreciation of all that was courageous and refined, yet not without an element of romance and heroism in her disposition strong enough to have impelled her to undertake a missionary’s life in the wilderness. Mrs. Spalding, the other lady, was more delicate than her companion, yet equally earnest and zealous in the cause they had undertaken. The Indians would turn their gaze from the dark haired, dark eyed Mrs. Spalding to what was to them the more interesting golden hair and blue eyes of Mrs. Whitman. . . .







  The American Fur Company traveled only as far as Rendezvous. A group of Nez Perce Indians offered to guide the party to Fort Walla Walla along a steep mountainous northern route. Wagons and stock would have to be left behind, and the Whitmans feared they would not be at Fort Walla Walla before winter. Soon, a party from the Hudson’s Bay Company’s Fort Vancouver base arrived at Rendezvous and offered the Whitman party a shorter route through desert terrain. Members of the Flathead, Nez Perce, and Snake tribes guided the Whitman party, now including members of the Hudson’s Bay Company, to Fort Hall (Idaho). There, the Indians went north to their preferred route, while the missionaries and members of the Hudson’s Bay Company traveled west.




  After leaving Rendezvous, the travelers were far less likely to encounter parties traveling east, by whom they sent letters home to their families; so, Narcissa began to keep a journal chronicling her life on the trail. In it, she wrote that she found travel with the Indians more difficult than it had been with the fur company. The fur traders made two stops per day, while the Indians were accustomed to making camp only once a day.




  Again, the party traveled on mountain trails, some described as so narrow a horse’s hoof would barely fit on the trail. Some of the wagons slipped off the trail sending their contents tumbling down steep slopes. At some spots the wagons were eased over the mountainsides using long ropes. Much to everyone’s dismay, Dr. Whitman insisted on bringing his wagon. When the trails became too narrow, his wife secretly hoped he would discard the contraption. Instead, the inventive doctor removed the front wheels, making the wagon into a cart. Later it was decided they should dispose of some of their belongings to lighten the wagon’s load. Marcus convinced his bride that she must leave a treasured trunk, a gift from her sister.




  After another month’s journey through mountains, rivers, and deserts, the party arrived at Fort Walla Walla on September 1, 1836. When the pioneers arrived at their destination, Narcissa Whitman was nearly three months pregnant. In a letter to Samuel Parker dated October 24, 1836, she wrote of her feelings about the journey:






   . . . [Y]ou ask whether I regret coming by land? I answer No! by no means. If I were at home now, I could choose to come this way in preference to a seven month voyage. Nothing can equal the purity of the mountain air; and its exhilarating effect on the system; together with the healthful exercise of a horseback ride. Never have I slept more sweetly, than after a day thus spent. How unlike the close atmosphere of stages, boats, and disturbed rest of a crowded cabin, together with such an appetite as one has in this traveling. I found so much pleasure, mixed with the little suffering and fatigue endured; that the fatigue is entirely forgotten. I once could not believe such a journey could be made with so little inconvenience, to a lady, as I have experienced. I believe I was prepared for the worst, but happily have been disappointed. True! I have had some hindrances, and been hungry at times, because we had nothing but buffalo meat dried in the sun by the Indians to eat. . . .







  Once in the new territory, the first order of business was to meet with the ruling authorities, the Hudson’s Bay Company, headquartered at Fort Vancouver. This trip was made by boat, traveling west on the waters of the Columbia River. Dr. McLoughlin, the chief factor of the Hudson’s Bay Company, was very impressed by the rugged trip the doctor and his fair bride had made. He suggested that the Whitmans make their mission near Walla Walla, and the Spaldings 125 miles to the east, at Lapwai (Idaho). Narcissa and Eliza remained at Fort Vancouver while their husbands returned east of the Cascade Mountains to start construction of the missions. While at Fort Vancouver, Narcissa instructed Dr. McLoughlin’s daughter in her school studies and music.




  Mr. Spalding returned for the women a month and a half later, telling them homes had been finished enough to provide them shelter. The women arrived at the mission site to find little but a lean-to enclosing a fireplace and chimney. The structure had a floor of rough hewn boards, but not a door, window, or bit of furniture, not even a bed! The site for their home was a peninsula between the branches of the Walla Walla River and Touchet Creek. The local Cayuse Tribe called this place Wai-i-lat-pu (rye grass place). The mission was located twenty-five miles east of Fort Walla Walla. Each year additions were made to the main house and accompanying buildings. Marcus traveled up to 1,500 miles in search of timber. He built a small grist mill to provide corn, rye, and wheat meal. By 1839, the Whitmans had fenced 250 acres and cultivated 200 acres with grain. Forty to fifty Indian children ages seven through eighteen attended the mission school with Narcissa as their teacher. The Cayuse were attending Sunday church services quite regularly, with Narcissa leading the services when Marcus was away.




  Marcus’s efforts to instill Christian values in the Indians included trying to interest them in helping him build the mission. In Cayuse society it was traditional for the men to hunt, fish, and fight, while the women built and tended the homes. Although the local Native men were intrigued with the mission church and school, they saw the construction of the buildings as women’s work, and chose not to participate. Marcus attempted to induce the locals to build permanent homes, plow, plant, sow, and raise cattle or sheep even though this also was not their way. The Cayuse were a proud people, wealthy with horses, who traveled to different encampments each season following their food sources. At the camps they hunted, fished, and traded for salmon, deer, elk, and buffalo.




  Although Narcissa showed great love for individual Indians, she regarded the majority of them as heathen, both because they had not been “saved” and because of conflicts between the two societies—Mrs. Whitman often found herself at odds with Native custom. The mission was situated on Cayuse land and the Cayuse, therefore, recognized no boundaries, including doors. She became accustomed to them entering the kitchen unannounced but objected to their tendency to roam the house, bedrooms included. This clash of cultures caused some of the Native people to regard Narcissa Whitman as haughty.




  The custom of polygamy also disturbed the pious Mrs. Whitman. She believed that Indian wives were mistreated, and regretted that early in the mission years she had little contact with Cayuse women, as only the men ventured to Waiilatpu. One Cayuse man questioned Dr. Whitman’s practice of taking his wife with him everywhere he went. Dr. Whitman tried to explain that his wife was his partner, but this explanation did not sit well. The Cayuse were displeased with the equal treatment Narcissa received.




  On March 14, 1837 (the evening of Narcissa’s own birthday), Alice Clarissa was born to Narcissa and Marcus Whitman. Alice Clarissa was born on Cayuse land, thus the Cayuse considered this first child born to American parents in the Oregon Territory their child. The baby had many visitors from chiefs and important tribal members on a daily basis. As Narcissa described in a letter to her parents on March 30, 1837,






   Fee-low-ki-ke, a kind, friendly Indian, called to see her the next day after she was born. [He] said she was a Cayuse ten-ni (Cayuse girl), because she was born on Cayuse wai-tis (Cayuse land). He told us her arrival was expected by all the people of the country—the Nez Perces, Cayuses and Walla Wallapoos Indians, and, now she has arrived, it would soon be heard of by them all; and we must write to our land and tell our parents and friends of it. The whole tribe are highly pleased because we allow her to be called a Cayuse girl.







  Alice Clarissa grew to be a very bright and talkative toddler. To the great delight of the Cayuse, Alice began to sing hymns and converse in the Indian languages surrounding her. Narcissa wrote in a letter home:






   Alice has become so familiar with [the Nez Perce hymns] that she is repeating some part of them most of the time. Situated as I am, I know not how I shall succeed in training her as I ought. So many Indians and children are constantly in and about our house, and recently I discover her much inclined to imitate and talk with them, or they with her. It makes them very much pleased to think she is going to speak their language so readily. They appear to love her much. The old chief Cut Lip says “he does not expect to live long, and he has given all his land to her.”







  Dr. and Mrs. Whitman made every effort to learn the local language, although he did better at it than she. To do this, they needed to spend time with the tribal members, who traveled a great deal. It was not unusual for the Whitman family to leave their home and camp with the tribes. Narcissa described one such occasion when her family traveled sixty-five miles and spent three cold, winter weeks camping with the Nez Perce. She wrote to her family of how much she enjoyed these encampments and felt the riding and camping outdoors agreed with Alice’s health. They also thought that such close associations with the Indians afforded them more opportunity for converting them to Christianity, as well as learning their language and customs.




  Unfortunately, Narcissa seemed to have been influenced by other missionaries to remove her child from such frequent contact with the Indians. They scolded her, telling her of the “evils of allowing her to learn the native language.” Confused, Narcissa prayed about the matter and had decided to remove herself and her daughter from such daily contact when tragedy struck.




  One evening in June of 1839, two-year-old Alice Clarissa disappeared while the evening meal was being prepared. A search ensued, and when two tin cups were found floating in the river, hope faded. The rescuers waded the river in a last hope of finding the baby alive before an old Indian man dove under water, found Alice, and brought her lifeless little body to the surface. Narcissa grieved incessantly, and her health began to fail, even though she believed the child to be in a better place.




  When a boundary dispute between the United States and the British threatened the Oregon Territory, Marcus went to Washington, D.C., and met with President Tyler and Congress to convince them that the Oregon Territory was worth having. The Hudson’s Bay Company had been successful in keeping the secrets of the Oregon Territory to themselves. It was in their best interest if the population of the East believed the land worthless. Unlike the missionaries, the company had no desire to change the way the Indians lived as long as they were kept in constant supply of rich fur pelts.




  In Congress the view was expressed that the “Oregon Territory was a barren worthless country fit only for wild beasts and wild men. . . . it is shut off by impassable mountains and a great desert which made a wagon road impossible.” Whitman informed the legislators that it would be a mistake of enormous magnitude to listen to the enemies of American interests in Oregon. “Six years ago I was told there was no wagon road to Oregon, and it was impossible to take a wagon there, and yet in spite of pleading threats, I took a wagon over the road and have it now.” Dr. Whitman’s pleas were successful in reviving American interest in the vast territories comprising the present-day states of Oregon, Washington, and Idaho.




  When Marcus returned in the spring, he had with him a large group of emigrants bound for Oregon—one thousand men, women, and children—and one thousand head of stock—cattle, horses, and sheep. The emigration that ensued, following Marcus Whitman’s speech, brought the population of Americans up three-to-one over the British and Canadians in the territory.




  Whitman foresaw the wealth and importance of the country and knew that his mission must serve as a supply station to the annual emigrations. As hundreds and thousands of emigrants came to the mission, worn, hungry, sick, and destitute, the Whitmans cared for them all. They provided them with food, clothing, and medicine, often without pay. Frequently, the doctor would give away his entire food supply and have to send to the Spaldings for grain to get them through the winter.




  Meanwhile, Narcissa was called upon more and more to minister to wagon loads of emigrants now traveling to the Oregon Territory. Both Indian and white children were left as boarders at Waiilatpu, where Narcissa was the only teacher until she was assisted in later years by others. Narcissa also kept busy with a family of seven children who were placed in the Whitman’s care after their parents had died on the trail west. The Whitmans legally adopted all seven of the Sager children though Dr. Whitman feared the emaciated baby would be too much of a burden on the frail Narcissa.




  The Indians became increasingly dismayed by the huge influx of emigrants. They did not mind so much as long as the wagon trains were just passing through, but they did not want more settlers on their lands. Both the Hudson’s Bay Company and the local tribes blamed Whitman for opening up the territory after his arrival with such a large caravan of emigrants. These feelings became even more pronounced when England lost the Oregon Territory through a treaty signed in 1846, ending the Hudson’s Bay Company’s domination of the territory.




  In addition to the unrest among the tribes, there was a growing animosity between the Protestant missionaries and the Catholic priests moving into the territory. Each group claimed theirs was the only true religion, thereby causing confusion and mistrust among the Indians.




  Though they were spending more of their time on the needs of the settlers, the Whitmans were not unsympathetic to the plight of the Indians. Narcissa wrote, “We feel that we cannot do our work too fast to save the Indian—the hunted, despised and unprotected Indian—from entire extinction.”




  With the settlers came the white man’s diseases. In 1847, a measles epidemic caused a great deal of sickness among both settlers and Indians. The Indians, who had little resistance to the disease, died in much greater numbers than the whites. The Cayuse were led to believe that Dr. Whitman was poisoning them.




  One night, under the cover of darkness, Dr. Whitman’s friend, Istikus, came to him. Risking his own life, Istikus told the doctor of threats against his life, advising him to leave the mission, “until my people have better hearts.” Mrs. Whitman was devastated by the news. She locked herself in her room and cried all night. Though he refused to leave, Marcus realized the gravity of the situation and advised others at the mission to remove their families to safer places. It was the first time Marcus Whitman had been so alarmed or thought that his Indian friends could be capable of attempting such acts.




  The next day, November 29, 1847, was like many others. Dr. Whitman had returned from ministering to Cayuse Indians who were sick with the measles, and he was now at rest, reading in the mission’s small kitchen. Like most afternoons, the kitchen was filled to capacity with members of the Cayuse Tribe. It was under the guise of asking for medicine that the attackers entered the house, approached Dr. Whitman, and administered the blow that began the incident that came to be known as the “Whitman Massacre.”




  With Dr. Whitman’s life ebbing away from the slash to his throat, the others convinced the wounded Narcissa to leave her husband’s side and hide herself upstairs in a bedroom with Messrs. Rogers and Kimball and the women and children of the mission. They remained huddled in fear until well after dark. The sounds of breaking glass and shattering wood emanated throughout the house, as the attackers plundered through the Whitmans’ belongings. Several times the intruders climbed the stairs toward the terrified captives. Mr. Rogers found a broken gun barrel and thrust it through a crack in the door. The trick worked and he was able to fool them into thinking he was armed. With their original tactics not working, the men then attempted to coerce Mr. Rogers and Mrs. Whitman downstairs by alternately threatening to burn the house down and ensuring their safety if they did come down. The adults, fearing for the lives of the orphans, eventually agreed to descend the stairs. Narcissa, weak from loss of blood, fainted. Her limp figure was carried to a couch by Mr. Rogers and Miss Bewley. The rifles of the captors who crowded into the room remained trained on the missionaries. As the settee containing the wounded Mrs. Whitman was carried outdoors, a volley of gunfire erupted both outside and within the house. Mr. Rogers and Mrs. Whitman were riddled with bullets. She groaned and fell to the ground, but still lingered on until mutilated by one of the raiders. Thus ended the life of a dedicated missionary wife and one of the first two non-Indian women to cross the Continental Divide.




  The leader of the assault was the half-Indian Canadian Joe Lewis. It may have been his falsehoods that brought the conspiracy to the boiling point. Dr. Whitman had fed and clothed Lewis for months. Soon, the doctor discovered Joe’s dishonesty and lack of character and tried to get rid of him. Joe Lewis returned and set about breeding distrust among the Cayuse. Several who took part in the killings had been frequent guests at the mission and had expressed interest in joining the church.




  Thirteen people in all were killed, nine the first day—including Marcus and Narcissa (the only woman to die)—and four more over the next eight days. The last two men killed were dragged from their sick beds at the mission, beaten and stabbed before the eyes of the women and children who were now hostages at the mission. The mangled bodies were left by the door. For two days, the captives had to step over the dead to get food and water.




  Forty women and children became hostages, later joined by two families to make the sum forty-seven. Several of the women were molested, and three were forced to become wives to their captors. Eliza Spalding, age ten, daughter of the Spaldings who had traveled west with the Whitmans, later described the constant horror and fear the hostages endured. She was forced to translate for her kidnappers, since she was fluent in their language.




  When the chief factor of the Hudson’s Bay Company, Peter Skene Ogden, heard of the carnage and the captives taken, he traveled to Fort Walla Walla, arriving on December 12. Ogden succeeded in ransoming all of the hostages with a supply of blankets, shirts, guns, ammunition, and tobacco. The total value of these goods was placed at approximately $500.




  No arrests were made until two years after the attack. Five Indian men were hung in Oregon City for participating in the “Whitman Massacre,” including one who evidently was not present there at all. Joe Lewis and another mixed-blood accomplice named Finley escaped to Montana, where it is said Lewis was killed some years later during a stagecoach robbery. The numbers of the Cayuse Tribe were greatly diminished by the epidemics, influx of settlers, and repercussions from their participation in the raid. The Cayuse Tribe is now one of the Confederated Tribes of the Umatilla Reservation, located near Pendleton, Oregon.




  The Whitmans, who died for their cause of converting the Indians to Christianity, are remembered by some as martyrs. Samuel Campbell, who lived at the mission for two winters, never tired of telling






   of the grandly Christian character of Mrs. Whitman, of her kindness and patience to all, whites and Indians alike. Every evening she delighted all with her singing. Her voice, after all her hard life, had lost none of its sweetness, nor had her environments in any sense soured her toward any of the little pleasantries of everyday life.












  



  
KICK-IS-OM-LO
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  1811–1896




  PRINCESS ANGELINE—SEATTLE’S LAST ROYALTY




  Coins collected by Seattle schoolchildren paid for this princess’s headstone. When she died on May 31, 1896, her friends carved her a casket in the shape of a canoe. The funeral service was held at Our Lady of Good Help Cathedral, which was packed to capacity with an audience of Seattle citizens. A black hearse, drawn by matching dark horses, carried the unique coffin. The noblewoman was buried in the canoe-shaped coffin with a paddle laid across the stern. During the burial, a sprig of cedar was dropped into the grave, and local children tossed flowers atop the mound. Seattle’s prominent pioneer families buried the princess in their cemetery, Lakeview Cemetery, on Capital Hill. Her grave is marked with a simple granite boulder bearing the inscription, “Princess Angeline.”




  Few cities in the late nineteenth century could claim an Indian princess among its citizens. A frequent sight on the streets of Seattle, this princess’s crown was a red bandanna tied over wiry gray locks; the staff she carried, a bent, fire-charred, walking stick; her robe, a tattered shawl; her gowns, well-worn, calico skirts topping mismatched water-soaked shoes, if she wore any at all. The royal palace in which she lived and died was a tiny, ramshackle, wood hut on Seattle’s waterfront.




  Princess Angeline, or “Kick-Is-Om-Lo” in the language of her tribe, is believed to have been born in 1811. She was the daughter of Chief Seattle,* chief of the Suquamish, Duwamish, and six allied tribes, and
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  namesake of the city of Seattle. The daughter of Chief Seattle’s first wife, Princess Angeline told a newspaper reporter in 1891 that her father was twenty-five when she was born. She outlived three brothers and two sisters born to the chief and his second wife.




  The name Angeline was bestowed upon her by her friend, Catherine Maynard, the wife of one of Seattle’s more colorful pioneers, David “Doc” Maynard. When the princess was introduced to Mrs. Maynard by her married name, Kick-Is-Om-Lo Dokub Cud, Catherine Maynard replied, “Why you are much too good looking a woman to carry around such a name. I now christen you, Angeline.” In her later years, she was commonly referred to as “Old Angeline,” or “Princess Angeline,” by the people of Seattle.




  The Suquamish were one of several coastal tribes living on Puget Sound. Angeline’s father, Chief Seattle, was the hereditary chief of the Suquamish Tribe who was later made chief of six allied coastal tribes for his acts of wartime bravery and skill. The people of the tribe, including young Kick-Is-Om-Lo, lived in rectangular houses made from poles, bark, and boards of cedar, with woven mats covering the doorways. The cedar roofs were each constructed with a hole to allow smoke to escape from the fires within the homes. They made clothing from deer and other animal skins that they sometimes adorned with shells and feathers. Capes and hats woven of cedar and reeds repelled the moisture from the area’s frequent rainstorms.




  The Northwest rains nurtured a great variety of plants, wildlife, and sea creatures, giving Chief Seattle’s people a wealth of choice in food. The Suquamish and Duwamish found deer, bear, cougar, and small game plentiful in the woods, an abundance of waterfowl and fish in the many freshwater lakes, and salmon and shellfish in and around Puget Sound’s salty shores. Women dug for clams from the beaches and roots in the meadows and picked several types of berries. The men of these coastal tribes were known for their skill in carving cedar canoes, and the women for their weaving skills in creating baskets and clothing.




  Kick-Is-Om-Lo witnessed the coming of the first white settlers to the area, beginning with the Hudson’s Bay Company and settlers at Fort Nisqually near Tacoma. She and her father befriended and aided the first settlers to land on Elliott Bay. By some accounts, it was Chief Seattle who recommended to the Denny party, the first white settlers to the area, that they would have better shelter if they resided at the site of the present-day Seattle, rather than on Alki Point where they first landed. Both Chief Seattle and Princess Angeline were converted to Christianity by the early settlers.




  The princess and her people showed the pioneers the bounties of the environment. On such an occasion, Angeline and her daughters took several pioneer women with them in their canoe to find the succulent blackberries growing at the water’s edge. The party left the canoe tied to a rock on the shore during a low tide and ventured inland in search of berries. The women, engrossed in their harvesting of blackberries, did not notice that the tide was coming in rapidly. When they tried to return to their boat, they found it to be high tide, and their canoe was now quite a distance from the shoreline. Not only was the canoe beyond their reach, but the rock tied to the canoe was now an anchor under several feet of water.




  Without saying a word, one of Angeline’s daughters dashed onto the beach, removed her clothing and moccasins, and dove into the frigid waters of Puget Sound. She swam to the canoe, dove down, and retrieved the line anchoring the craft. Once the line was above water, Princess Angeline’s daughter climbed into the canoe and paddled to shore to retrieve her mother and the other women.




  According to legend, Princess Angeline had heard from other Indians that an attack was planned on the early pioneers’ village, but she did not know exactly when this was to occur. When she heard the warriors in the woods surrounding the town signal to each other using “hooting” type sounds, Angeline knew the attackers were near and hastened to tell her settler friends. Other accounts say she paddled her canoe across Puget Sound in a raging storm to warn her friend Henry Yesler and the other settlers that the Northwest’s inland and coastal tribes would soon attack. The 1856 Battle of Seattle followed.




  The warship Decatur sailed into Elliott Bay to protect the city. Its captain, having been informed of the plan for attack, fired Decatur’s guns into the forest at the edge of Seattle. The shot was answered by yells and gunfire from the warriors. Settlers who heard the guns rushed to the blockade at the foot of Cherry Street. The fighting ensued. Two settlers were killed, yet the number of Indian casualties was never known. According to the legend, Angeline regretted warning the settlers of the attack after her Indian lover was killed during the shelling. Two houses within the city were burned, one after looting by the warriors, the other ignited when fired upon by the ship’s guns. When the fighting slowed, women and children were moved from the blockade to the ship. By morning, the warring party had gone.




  Whether or not Angeline paddled her canoe across the sound to warn the settlers is disputed, but the legend contributed to her celebrity status. Yesler later denied that Angeline was responsible for warning of the attack, instead giving credit to a Native man who was nicknamed Salmon Bay Curley. Mrs. Maynard maintained the legend was true.




  It is, however, undisputed that in March of 1892, Angeline marched into the Seattle Police headquarters to warn the citizens of Seattle that the world would end in June of that year. Wah-Kee-Wee-Kum, the spirit of a great medicine man, had visited her to impart this knowledge and Angeline, in her typical magnanimous spirit, decided to share this information with her white neighbors. City officials, to whom she reported her prophesy, made light of the warning by asking her if she could predict which city employee their cantankerous mayor would fire next.




  As a young woman, Princess Angeline was married to Dokub Cud, a half-Cowichan chief of the Skagit Tribe. By midcentury, Dokub Cud died, leaving Angeline a widow. Angeline gave birth to two daughters, Betsy and Mary, both of whom married white settlers. Mary wed William DeShaw, a respected local merchant. DeShaw accumulated wealth through a variety of enterprises, including smoking salmon for market. No doubt, Mary enjoyed a better life than that of her sister.




  Daughter Betsy suffered much abuse from her mean-spirited, alcoholic husband. As a way of escaping this abuse, Betsy hanged herself with a red bandanna tied to a beam in a shed on Commercial Street. Angeline discovered the body of her daughter hanging from the rafters of her cabin, her baby boy wailing in a basket at her feet. Betsy’s infant son, Joe Foster, went to live with his grandmother. Angeline raised the child with love, but he took after his father. He was always in trouble, frequently in jail, and he caused her much grief.
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