
 

 

      

   Many of our strong annual 

events are just around the corner. 

The Historic Home Tour is     

coming up on May 19th  from 

11:00am to 4:00pm. The council 

will celebrate Richard Sun-

deleaf’s architectural impact on 

Lake Oswego by showcasing six 

historic homes and gardens.  

    Richard Sundeleaf, 1900-1987, 

was a prominent and prolific 

architect in Lake Oswego. He 

helped to shape the built envi-

ronment through his design of 

homes, theaters, community  

centers and offices.  

     Tickets are limited in number, 

and are available for purchase at 

the following locations: Members 

of Oswego Heritage Council 

please buy your tickets only at 

OHC. They will cost you $20. 

Non members can buy tickets at 

OHC or Palisades Market 1377 

McVey; Dennis’ 7-Dees Lake 

Oswego 1090 McVey; The Pine 

Needle 429 1st St.; and Paul 

Schatz Furniture 6600 SW 

Bonita Road Tigard. They can 

also be acquired by visiting our 

website at 

http://www.oswegoheritage.org/

events/hometour.html The cost 

per ticket for non members is 

$30.  

    The Collector Car and Classic 

Boat Show will be August 19th. 

You can register your car now 

online at ww.oswegoheritage.org/

events/carshow.html 

 

I look forward to seeing all of you 

at the Historic Home Tour on May 

19th. 
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Reminder: Please join us May 2nd at 7pm Dr. Stephen Dow Beckham will present an audio/visual presentation on 
 "Doorways to Oregon History: Oregon's Architectural Heritage" 



 

 

     
          

  

From the Basement:  

 Oral History Notes from the Archives at Oswego Heritage 

Council 

“Recollections Of A Lifetime” 

1896 to 1980 By: Arthur Carhart Jones - Preface 

Here the reader will find an informal series of recollec-

tions, compiled in informal style and with only a casual 

form, or my autobiography, which I have been recording 

since my retirement from active medical practice in    

December 1973. It is my hope that these memoirs may be 

of interest to members of the family, and perhaps to     

historians who may make records of the Oregon Country 

in years to come, whether with regard to the Portland 

region, or to the development of the University of       

Oregon Health Sciences Center, and of Medicine in the 

Pacific Northwest. 

Chapter 4,  June, To Oregon and Oswego 

    Papa was there on the platform to meet us, to the    

delight of all of us. We lined up with baggage assigned 

according to size, and headed for the Jefferson Street  

Station, where we would catch the local to Oswego. As 

we passed through Chinatown, which was a small district 

as compared to the one in San Francisco, we could look 

toward the river and see the masts of many sailing ships 

moored along the docks. There were noisy streetcars on 

Third Street, bells clanging to warn the crowded horse 

drawn traffic off the tracks. Newsboys shouted out cries 

of “Morning Oregonian, Oregonie, - Get your Orego-

nian.” Saloons were numerous, both north and south of 

Burnside Street. Brass spittoons were being washed 

along the curbs, and we could smell the typical smells 

that came from behind the swinging doors. Big beer  

wagons passed, drawn by beautiful teams of draft horses, 

wagons piled high with beer kegs on racks along both 

sides. There were four or sometimes six teams of horses, 

driven by teamsters riding high on the driver’s seat. Most 

of the freight was hauled on heavy drays, the platform 

beds built low to the ground with sturdy stakes around 

the edges to hold the loads in place. There were just as 

many sparrows about as we were used to in San Francis-

co, scratching among the manure for their living.   

Downtown Portland was a noisy place, and confusing. 

    We straggled a bit, but all finally settled in a cafeteria 

which Papa knew just across from the Courthouse (at 

Salmon and Fourth). The rest was welcome after that 

long walk from the Station. I had the feeling that the 

stores across the street were moving from right to left, as 

though we were still in a train. Years later I found out 

that I had a nystagmus from long gazing out of the car 

window while the train was in motion. After a wait while 

Papa attended to some business, we sallied out again for 

the short walk to the depot at the foot of Jefferson Street. 

It was built right over the river, on pilings, a timber  

structure with a curved roof, something like a dome, but 

more of a half-cylinder. A sign across the front of the 

arch read, “Southern Pacific.” On a track stood a two-car 

train, the engine small, with a flared smokestack and a spark-

catcher screen over the top of it, and a tender full of 4-foot 

cordwood. The forward car was a combination of baggage, 

express and mail coach, the rear half of which was the smok-

ing compartment. The rear car was for non-smoking passen-

gers. We scrambled up the open steps into this coach and we 

boys found window seats as soon as the bags were stowed. 

The old Madison Street Bridge spanned the Willamette River 

just to the north of the depot, and across Water Street was the 

Oregon Electric depot, where two new electric cars stood on 

a side- track. These were much bigger than trolley cars, 

though they did have trolleys. The bridge was mainly of tim-

ber construction, with a swing-bridge over the channel to let 

the river boats through. 

    The trip to Oswego took hardly over 20 minutes, each 

packed with new impressions as the fussy little train chugged 

down the track, stopped at several stations, mostly just open 

platforms with name signs.  

    We passed a smelly tannery near the south end of Fulton, 

skirted the river beyond that along a pretty stretch and then 

around a high cliff at our right which Papa said was called 

“Elk Rock” over a trestle which was banked at the curves so 

that the train seemed to lean far inward toward the cliff and 

overhanging ferns and brush at first, then far outward over 

the river until we thought it could fall off into the river right 

below. Soon after we were past this thrilling feature we 

passed “Wilsonia” and pulled up at the Oswego depot and 

the end of our trip to Oswego. 

    There were only a few stores along the main street, - a 

butcher shop, a blacksmith shop, a dress and millinery shop, 

then Bickner’s big grocery store. Beyond that there was a 

well-beaten path which led up hill to the west which Papa 

said would lead us to the house he had rented. There were 

houses here and there along what served as streets, where dirt 

roads wound about among big, old stumps, hazel bushes and 

wild rose clumps, then in pink blossom. Wild iris grew eve-

rywhere in the grassy areas. The trail went kitty-corner 

through several patches of second-growth fir woods, the 

thick-grown trees forming dusky green tunnels over the path. 

We stopped to rest at the entrance of one such tunnel, when 

Dorothy exclaimed, “Oh, here are some wild strawberries, so 

thick that you have to sit on them to eat them!” 

    The house where we were to live was only a block past the 

far end of the final woods path, and a hot, weary bunch of 

kids gladly rested on the front steps while Papa found his 

keys and opened the front door. Next door was a house    

exactly like ours, each with a curved window at the peak of 

the front gable. We soon found that we had friendly      

neighbors by the name of Bloomer, who shortly appeared to 

ask if they could be of any help. They could, and were. 

    The date was June 1, 1906, Papa’s birthday, and as rare a 

June day as we see in this part of Oregon, sunny and warm; a 

delightful welcome to our new home . 

   (to be continued in July issue) 



 

 

 

 
PHOTOS FROM THE PRIVATE COLLECTION OF BOBBY PIERCE-KENT 

Bobby is a Director Emeritus of Oswego Heritage Council. Thank you ,Bobby, for  sharing these wonderful photos 

of day to day life in Oswego, and for your continued support of Oswego Heritage Council.  

 

 BOB PARSHALL, ANN SCHUKART AND PAUL MURPHY  

1924 (date on back) AERIAL VIEW LOOKING NORTH EAST 

If you have photos or items to donate we would love to 

have them for our Museum. We take in new items 

Monday through Friday. 

 

If you have photos you don't want to donate but would 

allow us to scan them we have volunteers who will 

scan them. 



 

 

 

 

Have You Renewed Your Membership to OHC? The past year saw phenomenal growth for our popular events including the 

Historic Home Tour, the Collector Car and Classic Boat Show, and the Art Show. We gained regional visibility and captured com-

munity energy that attracted increased participation at each event. All this good news is made possible thanks to those who support 

Oswego Heritage Council. As an independent, non–profit organization, we do not receive financial support from the City or 

State…..this is why every membership is so important. If you have not already done so, please renew your membership today. Then, 

tell your friends and neighbors about their historical society/museum and encourage them to join us, as well.  Membership makes you 

part of our local heritage and is vital to keeping OHC events, and our vision, moving forward for future generations to enjoy.  

To pay online with charge card, visit:  www.oswegoheritage.org/members.html or you can mail payment to:  

PO Box 1041 Lake Oswego OR 97034 

http://www.oswegoheritage.org/members.html

