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  For Sarah B. Stamm and Virginia Upton, teachers who spurred me on and inspired my love for the written word; and for Deb Frank, a gracious teacher who makes a difference every day.










  



  
Foreword





  Throughout history teachers have been at the forefront of all civilizations, educating and inspiring the next generation and keeping societies moving forward. Frontier Teachers artfully captures that pioneering, resilient, and enduring spirit of teachers that lives on today.




  These women, many at the ripe old age of sixteen or eighteen, were trailblazers. They risked it all—traveling thousands of miles on crude trails through wilderness, across deserts, and over mountain passes—not just for the promise of a better future for themselves, but for the opportunity to bring education and the joy of learning to the children of the western frontier. They did as much to settle the Wild West as celebrated lawmen, gold seekers, and the railroad.




  The women of the West broke the male stranglehold on the teaching profession, which was dominated by men on the East Coast. Today, more than 70 percent of teachers are women. And although, sadly, it took one hundred years, the descendants of these pioneers, through union organizing, established the single-salary schedule that finally guaranteed female teachers equal pay for equal work, passed a collective-bargaining law to give teachers a voice in their profession, and boldly made it so female teachers couldn’t be fired for simply getting married.




  In many ways we’ve come a long way since the 1800s, but strong similarities to the twenty-first century remain. These women were more than scholars. They were town leaders who first had to find a location for the schoolhouse and then raise the money to build it. They scrambled to find adequate textbooks—often using their own salaries to buy additional materials or provide books to students who couldn’t afford them. And they struggled to ensure that all children, including those who didn’t speak English as their native language, had the opportunity to learn and improve their lives.




  I’m proud to be a second-generation teacher. My mother and father taught me that public education is the soul of our society and the key to our future. In telling the hardships and triumphs of these early educators, Chris Enss reminds all of us that we owe it to ourselves and our children to celebrate the joy of teaching and learning every day.




  —David A. Sanchez




  Former President, California Teachers Association
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Introduction







   “In their way pioneer women were the molders and shapers of western society; mothers, wives, business owners, schoolmarms, slowly but surely exerting their influence on the cities, towns, and communities in which they lived.”




  —UTAH PIONEER AND SUFFRAGETTE, EMMELINE B. WELLS, 1897







  Awarm noonday sun shone down on a small log schoolhouse near the base of an imposing mountain overlooking the Missoula Valley in Montana in 1878. A faint, blue sky stretched endlessly over the structure and a belt of lush green timber surrounded it. The windows of the building were open and a breeze filtered gently into the single room that contained eleven eager students. Olive Pickering, a young, demure teacher from New Hampshire, sat behind her desk reading aloud to her class. Her students were enthralled with the story and hung on every word.




  A slight movement from something outside the glass window suddenly caught Olive’s eyes, and she looked up from the McGuffey Reader toward a fence that encircled the school. Several Native Americans from the Salish tribe were perched on the post, listening intently to the lesson.




  Olive smiled at their attentiveness and continued on with the recitation.




  The story that fascinated both her pupils and the Indians involved three boys who attended a boarding school. The mother of each boy sent him a nice cake. The first boy hid his cake in his bedroom and ate until it was gone. He became very ill and had to go to the doctor. The second boy put his cake away, nibbled on it occasionally and joyfully anticipated nibbling still more, but in the meantime the mice found it and made short work of it. The third boy called in his friends and gave each a generous slice, thereby setting a good example for his classmates.




  Olive concluded the lesson and dismissed the class. She watched the Indians linger by the window for a bit, and then they headed off to their homes. She waved goodbye to her students and the Salish, pleased they had been so interested and confident they had learned something.




  Beginning in 1846, hordes of settlers and their families traveled by land and water and converged on the West from all points of the compass. In their ardent hunt for gold to mine and fertile land to farm and ranch, they explored or settled every nook of the region from Nome, Alaska, to Santa Fe, New Mexico.




  Towns sprang into existence with the influx of people; churches were formed, laws were enacted, and schools were established. Concerned parents realized that they needed to establish a formal education system. “Schools are necessary and good teachers along with them,” Mary Havens, a settler to Carson Valley, California, stated in 1863. “Without them our children will become orphans of progress.”




  Pioneers who felt the same had the foresight to set aside land where schools could be built and later sought contributions from residents for the upkeep on the schoolhouses and supplies for the pupils.




  Among the population pushing beyond the boundaries of the Mississippi River were daring female educators who hoped to find work teaching frontier boys and girls how to read and write. All that was initially required of teachers was that they be able to count, read, write, and mend a pen. But these new schoolmarms were energetic, and they arrived able to do immeasurably more than the basics.
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  Frontier schoolmistress Blanch LaMont poses with her students at the one-room schoolhouse in Hecla, Montana, in 1893.




  Courtesy of Library of Congress, LC=US262=2132




  Although some emigrants felt it was only proper that a schoolmaster teach their children how to read and write, the scarcity of professionals of either gender on the frontier made it impractical to turn away women who offered essential services. According to an 1890 census, 11 percent of the country’s female teachers lived in the West. Although studies conducted by the National Popular Education Board in the 1870s showed that pupils under women teachers had improved more than those taught by men, schoolmarms were still paid less. Women educators were paid an average of $54.50 a year. Schoolmasters were paid $71.40.




  Educational pioneers like Catharine Beecher and Mary Lyon encouraged ladies to enter the field and take their talent into uncharted territory. Beecher spoke out against the traditional role of women in the nineteenth century and the popular notion that men made better teachers because they could be more firm with students resistant to studying.




  Between 1847 and 1858, more than six hundred female teachers traveled across the untamed frontier to provide youngsters with an education. There were few opportunities for respectable work for women in the early 1800s. For those women who did not want the socially acceptable career as a seamstress or nurse, there was teaching. It was the most popular profession for women in the 1840s.




  For Luella Fergus, a fourteen-year-old girl living in Illinois, it was the only thing she wanted to do. The prospective educator’s father was living in the Montana territory in 1862 when she wrote him a letter about the requirements needed to enter the field.




  “Teaching school is all the talk among young ladies,” Luella wrote, “if they can do sums and fractions they can teach.”




  Women like Sister Blandina Segale taught in the New Mexico territory in the 1880s for virtually no pay. Any funds that were donated to her for her work she turned back into the school to be used to purchase writing utensils, books, and upgrades to the schoolhouse. Sarah Royce initially agreed to teach children the three Rs in her home in Grass Valley, California, in 1857 in exchange for homemade preserves and chicken eggs. The motivation for these women to endure such want and hardship was to improve the minds of boys and girls in a new land.




  Even the teachers who did receive a regular salary felt that educating youngsters was necessary for the betterment of mankind. Some believed it was divine duty. Michigan-born Flora Davis Winslow, who left home to teach school in the Colorado territory in 1875, echoed that sentiment in her journal: “I teach school because I wish to be independent and not beholding to my friends for a livelihood. I go west to do the will of my Heavenly Father.”




  The women included in this volume demonstrated the level of dedication and sacrifice needed to bring formal education to the settlements beyond the Mississippi River. For many students their teachers were heroic figures who introduced them to a world of possibilities.




  The educators contained in this book were resourceful, tenacious, and fearless. Olive Mann Isbell and Hannah Clapp came to class armed with guns in order to keep their students safe from hostile Indians who threatened to harm them.




  Mary Gray McLench and Lucia Darling trekked hundreds of miles over treacherous country to bring their gift of teaching to boys and girls in the most remote areas of the western region. Limited schoolbooks and supplies did not stop teachers like Eliza Mott from helping children to learn to read. She taught the alphabet to her students using the inscriptions on tombstones at a nearby cemetery.




  Pioneer communities grew in prosperity and stability as a result of the work of early teachers. “It was the pursuit of knowledge under difficulties,” one educator remembered in her journal in 1871, “but we made time count for all that.”




  Many more educators displayed courage in ways other than their fearless undertaking of rough westward journeys. In addition to her talent for teaching, Elizabeth Thorn Scott possessed a daring drive to see to it that neglected children in black communities had an opportunity to learn as well as the children of white settlers. In 1854, she opened the first African-American school in Sacramento. Elizabeth, a widow with three children who had moved to California from New Bedford, Massachusetts, taught fourteen pupils in a small classroom in the basement of her home. By 1859 the number of pupils enrolled at the school was more than two hundred.




  Swedish born teacher Elise Amalie Waerenskjold immigrated to the Texas panhandle in 1847, without a teaching position, and helped raise money to build the first school in the small town of Hamilton. She later wrote about her experiences as a teacher. The volume, entitled The Lady with the Pen, was used as a training manual for other educators.




  Ambitious Elizabeth Millar Wilson traveled to the Oregon territory in 1851 in hopes of educating the native Chinook people. After learning to speak the language, she took a teaching position at the reservation and later made public accounts of her encounters with the Indians and her experiences teaching in the West.




  Without the schoolmarms who came over the plains to be instruments of good, westward advancement would have stagnated. “Without women’s moral influence as teachers on the frontier,” Sarah Josepha Hale, the editor of Godey’s Lady’s Book wrote in 1870, “gold would have proved to be a curse and not a blessing.”




  The school bell has been rung, the doors closed, and the readers distributed. The pages that follow reveal the accomplishments of seventeen fearless teachers and celebrate the value they placed on learning. Class is now in session.







  



  
Bethenia Owens-Adair THE STUDENT TEACHER







   “Nothing was permitted to come between me and this, [getting an education] the greatest opportunity of my life.”




  —BETHENIA OWENS-ADAIR, 1906







  Tears streamed down twelve-year-old Bethenia Owens’s face as she watched her teacher pack his belongings into a faded, leather saddlebag and slip his coat on over his shoulder. She was heartbroken that the gracious man who introduced her to the alphabet and arithmetic would be leaving to teach school at a far off location. Bethenia’s brothers and sisters gathered around him, hugging his legs and hanging onto his hands. Mr. Beaufort had boarded with the Owens family during the three-month summer school term in 1852, and everyone had grown quite attached to him, especially Bethenia.




  Mr. Beaufort smiled sweetly at Bethenia as she wiped her face dry with the back of her dirty hand. Streaks of grime lined her thin features and continued on into her hairline. Her long, brown locks protruded haphazardly out of the pigtails behind each ear. The dainty ribbons that once held her hair in place were untied and dangling down the back of her soiled, well-worn gingham dress.




  The teacher stretched out his hand to Thomas Owens, Bethenia’s father, and then gave her mother, Sarah, a squeeze around the neck. He thanked them for their hospitality and then turned his attention
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  Bethenia Owens-Adair




  Courtesy of Oregon Historical Society OrHi #4062




  to their nine children. He snatched the youngest child off of the floor, tossed her up and gave the giggling infant a kiss. Mr. Beaufort said goodbye to everyone, but left his farewell to Bethenia for the last.




  “I guess I’ll take this one with me,” he told her mother.




  “All right,” Sarah replied playfully. “She is such a tomboy I can never make a girl of her anyway.”




  Bethenia blinked away more tears. Mr. Beaufort took her hand in his and led her out the door. The two walked down the dusty roadway to the gate and continued on for a bit without saying a word. Finally, Mr. Beaufort stopped and bent down next to the faithful student.




  “Now little one,” he kindly said, “you must go back. You are a nice little girl, and some day you will make a fine woman, but you must remember and study your book hard, and when you get to be a woman everybody will love you, and don’t forget your first teacher, will you?”




  Mr. Beaufort scooped Bethenia into his arms, kissed her cheek, sat her down in the direction of her home, and went on his way. Bethenia hurried back to the house where she found a quiet spot to cry over the loss of the teacher she so worshipped.




  “Of course they all laughed at me,” she remembered in her journal years later, “and often times afterward when I was especially rebellious and wayward, which was not infrequently, I would be confronted with, ‘I wish the teacher had taken you with him,’ to which I never failed to answer promptly and fervently, ‘I wish he had too!’”




  Bethenia Angelina Owens was born on February 7, 1840, in Van Buren County, Missouri. She was the second oldest child born to a cattle family that emigrated to Clatsop County, Oregon, in 1843. She was an athletic child who roughhoused with her brothers constantly, challenging them to various feats of strength. She did chores around the homestead that were ordinarily reserved for members of the opposite sex and took great pride in the fact that her father referred to her at times as his “boy.”




  Bethenia was a great help to her mother. Although she was rambunctious and could hold her own against the boys, she was more than capable of looking after her younger siblings while her mother and older sister, Diana, helped work the ranch. According to Bethenia’s journal, the job kept her busy. She often had one of her brothers and sisters in her arms and more clinging to her.




  “Where there is a baby every two years,” she wrote, “there is always no end of nursing to be done; especially when mother’s time is occupied, as it was then, every minute, from early morning till late at night, with much outdoor as well as indoor work. She (Bethenia’s mother) seldom found time to devote to the baby, except to give it the breast.”




  By her own account, Bethenia’s childhood was mostly idyllic. When the weather was agreeable she spent most of her time outdoors entertaining the little ones she cared for and running and playing with her favorite brother, Flem. She was fond of hunting hens’ nests and gathering eggs laid in the most unusual places. She also enjoyed visiting with a neighbor lady who taught her how to cook and sew and told her fairytales during the lessons. Bethenia did not realize her education was lacking until her parents suggested that the Owens children attend school, but she was excited about the prospect.




  Children over the age of four were the first to be enrolled at the school in Clatsop County. Older boys and girls, fourteen or fifteen years old, came to class once their chores were completed and took them up again once they were dismissed for the day. Schoolbooks were in short supply and many of the pupils had to share the limited copies of the readers and spellers with one another. The Owens clan took turns studying from the solitary book they borrowed from a family in a neighboring county.




  Mr. Beaufort proved to be an exceptional educator for the young in the small Oregon community. Bethenia was smitten with him from their first meeting.




  “The new teacher was a fine, handsome young man,” she wrote in her memoirs, “who held himself aloof from the young people of his age, and kept his person so clean, neat and trim that the country men disliked him.”




  He interacted with his students, not only during class time, but at recess as well. He played games with the children and gave them the individual attention needed to learn the daily lessons in reading and writing. He had a particular fondness for Bethenia. Not only did he help her with her schoolwork, but he taught her a great deal about horses. She loved to ride, and Mr. Beaufort coached her on the best way to lasso a horse and spring onto its back.




  The innocent infatuation Bethenia had for her teacher knew no bounds. Her older sister and mother would periodically admonish her for “always tagging him around.” Bethenia wrote that her mother would scold her saying, “You ought to know that he must get tired of you and the children sometimes.” Nothing could dissuade her from following after Mr. Beaufort every chance she got, however. She would walk two miles to school with him each morning and late in the afternoon she would haul her siblings to the spot where the teacher would be grading papers.




  It took Bethenia a long time to recover after Mr. Beaufort left the Owens homestead. Several years would pass before she would be able to attend school again. But the fire for learning had been ignited and would ultimately be the key to Bethenia’s success.




  Although she would have much preferred to marry a man like Mr. Beaufort, two years after meeting her beloved teacher Bethenia found herself betrothed to one of her father’s ranch hands. She was barely fourteen when she made the acquaintance of Legrand Hill. He had been living in the Rogue River Valley for a year working his parents’ land. He was a handsome man, broad-shouldered and tall. When she looked into his eyes, she saw the promise of a long and happy life. Her parents had selected this man to be her husband, and she trusted their decision. On their recommendation she eagerly placed her future in Legrand’s hands.




  On May 4, 1854, the petite teenager, dressed in a sky-blue wedding dress, stood next to her groom and promised to be a faithful wife. After the ceremony the pair retired to their home in the middle of 320 acres of farmland Legrand had purchased on credit. The newlyweds lived four miles from Bethenia’s parents and in the beginning, all was right with the world. Family and friends visited often, helping Legrand work the property and assisting Bethenia as she made repairs to their small log cabin.




  Legrand was an avid hunter, and in between planting and tending to the livestock, he spent days in the forest bagging grouse and deer. Before long, Legrand’s hunting trips became an obsession. More often than not, he put off doing chores to track wild game. He idled away so much time, Bethenia’s father was forced to complete the job of putting up a good winter house to protect his daughter from the elements. A mere nine months after the wedding, Bethenia had fully recognized in Legrand a “lack of industry and perseverance.”




  Legrand was opposed to doing an honest day’s work and because of that, he was unable to pay the $150 mortgage on the farm. The Hills were forced to sell the land and move to Jackson County, Oregon, to live with Legrand’s Aunt Kelly.




  Less than a year after the Hills were married, Bethenia gave birth to a boy. The proud couple named the child George. Legrand’s slothful ways, however, did not change with the advent of fatherhood. He continued to fritter away his time, leaving the responsibility of earning an income to Bethenia. Her parents paid the young mother a visit and were appalled by the “hand to mouth” living situation in which they found their daughter and grandchild. Thomas managed to persuade his son-in-law to return to Clatsop County. He lured the less than ambitious Legrand back with an offer to give him an acre of land and material to build a house.




  Legrand’s attitude toward work remained the same in Clatsop County. Against the advice of his father-in-law, he agreed to partner in a brick-making business. He turned what little money he and Bethenia had over to his two partners and then spent all of his time overseeing the venture. He decided against building a home for his wife and child and chose instead to move his family into a tent. A sustained torrential downpour halted the making of the bricks and eventually put an end to the business altogether.




  In late November Bethenia contracted typhoid fever. She was much too sick to care for her baby or work to keep food on the Hill table. Her parents stepped in and moved Bethenia and George out of the damp tent and into their dry home.




  Thomas pleaded with Legrand to start construction on a house for his family, but he refused to do so until the deed to the land was turned over to him. When Thomas refused to give in to his request, Legrand became furious and decided to build a house in town instead. He proved to be a poor carpenter and after four months the home was still not complete. Wife and child were moved in anyway.




  Bethenia continued to struggle with her health. The fever had left her weak and unable to do everything she once did. George was sickly too, but was nonetheless a big eater. Legrand had little or no patience with his three-year-old son’s ailments. He spanked him quite frequently for whimpering, and in many instances, was generally abusive toward the toddler.




  “Early one morning in March,” Bethenia recalled in 1906, “after a tempestuous scene of this sort, Mr. Hill threw the baby on the bed, and rushed downtown. As soon as he was out of sight, I put on my hat and shawl, and gathering a few necessaries together for the baby, I flew over to my father’s house.”




  Sarah Owens applauded her daughter’s courage in leaving Legrand.




  “Any man that could not make a living with the good starts and help he has had, never will make one,” she told Bethenia. “And with his temper, he is liable to kill you at any time.”




  Bethenia remained at her parents’ home even though Legrand made numerous appeals to win her back.




  “I told him many times,” she later wrote in her journal, “that if we ever did separate, I would never go back and I never will.”




  After four years of living in a difficult marriage, Bethenia filed for divorce. Many Clatsop County residents were shocked by her actions, and her sister advised Bethenia to “go back and beg him on your knees to receive you.”




  The forlorn mother refused. “I was never born to be struck by a moral man,” she insisted.




  It was difficult at first, but Bethenia and George’s life away from Legrand and his tyrannical behavior proved to be best for mother and son. George thrived under his grandparents’ roof, basking in the constant attention he received from his many aunts and uncles. Bethenia used the time and the renewal of her health to attend school in the nearby town of Roseburg. She could barely read or write and believed the only way to improve her condition in life was to get a full education. At the age of eighteen she enrolled in school and shared a third grade class with children who were ten and eleven years younger than her.




  She eventually moved out of her parents’ home, and, in addition to continuing on with school, focused on a way to support herself and her son.




  “I sought work in all honorable directions, even accepting washing,” Bethenia noted in her journal, “which was one of the most profitable occupations among the few considered ‘proper’ for women in those days.”




  Bethenia’s parents objected to her living on her own. They wanted their daughter to stay home and let them care for her and her baby, but she refused. She did accept the sewing machine her parents gave her and, after teaching herself how to use it, added mending to her list of services for hire.




  In the fall of 1860, Bethenia traveled to Oysterville, Washington, to visit a friend and decided to stay in the area awhile and attend school. Well-meaning family members urged her to return to Oregon, but she wouldn’t agree to do so until after she completed the basic primary grades.




  “I now know that I can support and educate myself and my boy, and am resolved to do it,” she noted in her journal. “And furthermore, I do not intend to do it over a washtub either.”




  Bethenia worked her way through primary school by doing laundry for ranch hands. Through books and diligent studying she overcame the hardships associated with a failed marriage and single parenthood. In 1874, she wrote, “Thus passed one of the pleasantest and most profitable winters of my life, while, whetted by what it fed on, my desire for knowledge grew stronger.”




  An urgent plea from her sister ultimately persuaded her to leave Oysterville and move back to Clatsop County. Bethenia agreed to help her ailing sister in exchange for the chance to attend and teach school in Astoria.




  “Don’t you think I could teach a little summer school here on the plains?” she asked Diana. “I can rise at four, and help with the milking, and get all the other work done by 8 a.m., and I can do washing mornings and evenings, and on Saturdays.”




  Diana encouraged her to try and Bethenia quickly hopped on her horse and made the rounds to the various neighbors’ homes looking for students.




  Bethenia recalled:






   I succeeded in getting the promise of sixteen pupils for which I was to receive $2 for three months. This was my first attempt to instruct others. I taught my school in the old Presbyterian church—the first Presbyterian church building ever erected in Oregon. Of my sixteen pupils, there were three who were more advanced than myself, but I took their books home with me nights, and, with the help of my brother-in-law, I managed to prepare the lessons beforehand, and they never suspected my incompetence. From this school I received my first little fortune of $25; and I added to this by picking wild black berries at odd times, which found a ready sale at fifty cents a gallon.







  By 1861, Bethenia had earned enough money to purchase her own plot of land in Astoria and build a house.




  No amount of hard work could deter Bethenia from achieving her goal of getting an education. She passed from one class to another, moving on to more advanced courses along the way. She admitted that she made it through not because she was the most clever, but because she was determined and refused to give up.




  “At 4 a.m. my lamp was always burning,” she wrote in her memoirs, “and I was poring over my books—never allowing myself more than eight hours sleep.”




  Bethenia’s thirst for knowledge did not subside after she graduated from high school. The fondness she had as a youngster for nursing and caring for sick friends and family sparked a desire to study medicine. Her superior talent in hat design and dressmaking helped her to raise the necessary funds to attend medical school. She became truly committed to the calling after witnessing an elderly doctor’s inability to care properly for a small child.




  “The old physician in my presence,” she wrote years later, “attempted to use an instrument for the relief of the little sufferer, and, in his long, bungling, and unsuccessful attempt he severely lacerated the tender flesh of the poor little girl. At last, he laid down the instrument, to wipe his glasses.




  “I picked it up saying, ‘Let me try, Doctor,’ and passed it instantly, with perfect ease, bringing immediate relief to the tortured child.”




  That momentous event set in motion the course of Bethenia’s new profession.




  Words of encouragement for Bethenia’s new aim were few and far between, however. In fact, once she made her career plans known, only two people supported her. One was a trusted physician, who loaned her his medical books; the other was a judge, who applauded her ambition and assured her that she “would win.” Most of Bethenia’s family and friends were opposed to her becoming a doctor. They sneered and laughed and told her it was a disgrace for a woman to enter into such work. Bethenia disregarded their warnings and criticism and pressed on toward her objective.




  Bethenia began her studies at the Philadelphia Eclectic School of Medicine in 1870. Students at the college learned ways to treat the sick using herbs, mineral baths, and natural medicines. Upon graduation she opened a practice in the Portland area. Several patients sought out her unorthodox method of dealing with sickness and pain, and in no time, her business was making a profit. Bethenia could then afford to send nineteen-year-old George to the University of California Berkeley Medical School. He graduated in 1874. Although Doctor Owens’s eclectic medical practice was prosperous, she was not satisfied. She pined for more knowledge in her chosen field.




  On September 1, 1878, she left Portland for Philadelphia to seek counsel from a professor at her former college. She was advised to attend the University of Michigan, and she left at once to enroll. Her daily schedule was filled with lectures, clinics, laboratory work, and examinations. Bethenia was so engrossed in her studies that she did not hear the bell ring between classes. She never tired of the learning process, and she never suffered with a day of sickness.




  In June of 1880, Doctor Owens received her second degree. After graduation she traveled with one of her classmates to do field work in hospitals and clinics in Chicago. In the fall of that same year, she returned to the University of Michigan, accompanied by her son. Together, the mother and son doctors attended advanced lectures in obstetrics and homeopathic remedies. At the conclusion of the lectures, she and George took a trip through Europe. Afterwards, she settled briefly in San Francisco. It was there she met her second husband.




  Before she met Colonel John Adair, Bethenia maintained that she was fully committed to her profession and not interested in marriage. A brief courtship with the handsome Civil War veteran changed her mind. The two were married on July 24, 1884, in Portland, Oregon.




  Three years after the wedding, the Adairs were expecting their first child. Bethenia boasted in her journal that she was happier than she had ever been before. Her elation would not last long.




  “At the age of forty-seven,” she wrote, “I gave birth to a little daughter; and now my joy knew no limit, my cup of bliss was full to overflowing. A son I had, and a daughter was what I most desired. . . . For three days only, was she left with us, and then my treasure was taken from me, to join the immortal hosts beyond all earthly pain and sorrow.”




  Bethenia found solace from the grief of her daughter’s death in caring for the sick in her Portland practice. No matter what the weather conditions were, she never refused a call from a patient since she knew that there was no other doctor within a 200-mile radius. She attended to all those in need, at times traveling through dense undergrowth and swollen rivers.




  Never content with being solely a physician, Bethenia became a student again in 1889 and enrolled in a Chicago medical school, seeking a post-graduate degree. After she completed her studies, she returned home to her husband and the teenage son they had adopted. Her practice continued to grow, and before long she found she could not keep up with her professional work and maintain a home for her family. She chose the practice over her marriage and sent John away to a farm they owned in Astoria. The Adairs’ marriage ended in 1903.




  At the age of sixty-five, Bethenia retired from her practice. Her focus shifted from day-to-day medical treatment to research. In addition to her research, she worked as a lobbyist for the Women’s Christian Temperance Union. She remained a staunch social and political activist until 1926, when she died of natural causes at the age of eighty-six.




  The impact Mr. Beaufort had on Bethenia’s early years lasted a lifetime. According to her memoirs, he instilled in her a love for learning and was the example of the kind of educator she herself eventually became.
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