
BAKER CITY, OREGON 

May 18, 19 and 20, 1993 

 

By Dorothy Churchill 
 

The widow’s fling 

 

When Helen Ryan left Astoria to move to Baker City, 

she invited our Echos (Widows) group to visit her in 

her new home which her daughter built on their 

place in Baker City. Well, we DID it! 

 

 

Charlotte Hallaux was the trail boss and made 

perfect arrangements for the trip. Twelve of us 

formed an impressive group of active women on a 

mission--to have fun. 

 

Aboard, were Charlotte Hallaux, Doris Abrahamson, 

Jewell 1obbs, Elma Rae Narxen, Beverly Aspmo, 

Barbara Parpala, Violet Olsen, Beverly Cox, Eloise 

Boldt, Frances Deitricks Ivern Thompson and me. 
 

Twelve is a nice number. 
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We fit into 3 cars nicely, and drove to Vancouver, 

WA to leave the car. No covered parking but there 

was plenty of room and it was free. 

 

 
 

 Amtrak was to leave at 11:30 a m but it was noon 

before we got aboard. We made it all the way to 

Portland before we had to change engines. 

 

Everybody was excited about our time together so as 

soon as we left Portland, we headed for the dining 

car.  
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May 20 

 

Up at 4 a.m. for a 5am train. Alas, we got up all 

right, but the train was late. By 8 a.m. we were 

saying goodby to Helen and Patty, and ready for 

another train ride. 

 

 
 

We arrived at Hinkle at 10 a.m., for fueling. Started 

making up time and made it into Portland on time. 

 

Another stop for service, so I called Sam, and he 

came hurrying over with a new clock-radio for my 

mothers day present. His new dentures look good. 

 

Traveling is like a discovery trail. You never know 

what will happen next. And the people! All kinds. 

Our group was spectacular. What a collection of 

wonderful women--all meeting their own challenge 

for adjustment to single life. 

 

If this is it, it surely offers some pleasant memories. 

 

### 
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Four at a table and three tables made us pretty 

compact. We lingered over lunch. Scenery was better 

from the diner, anyway. Beautiful weather, smooth 

ride, and great company.  

 

LaGrande at 7pm, and Baker City at 8pm. 

 

Helen Ryan and her daughter, Patty Bogart were 

waiting for us with two lovely vans which 

transported us back and forth all the time we were 

there.  

 

 
 

We were kidnapped and taken to Helen and Patty's 

back yard and treated to a beautiful picnic of ham 

and the works. Tables were set up in the yard, the 

lilacs were supplying the right flavor and Helen was 

so glad to see everyone. 
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After dinner--oh yes, the table leg fell through a hole 

in the deck floor and broke some dishes and wasted 

some food, but it didn't daunt the host and hostesses.  

 

Patty's husband is Mark, their daughters are Katy 

and Kelly. Lovely girls. Very helpful and polite. They 

are lucky to grow up in that family. Patty is a 

teacher and Mark, a principal, and of course, Helen, 

who is SUPER as a grandmother, chauffer, and 

companion. 

 

After dinner, they took us back to the Quality Inn, 

where we had reservations for 2 nights. I bunked 

with Eloise Boldt, and Violet stayed with Bev 

Aspmo. Nice motel, good rooms, hot, but had air 

conditioning. The price was right--$42.00 per night.  

 

May 19, 1993 

 

Hard to sleep--too hot. Continental breakfast at the 

hotel. Very good blueberry muffins, juice and coffee. 

Everyone up early so walking was in order to get 

going before Helen came for us at 10am. 

 

Our vans drove us all to Flagstaff 

Hill. Here was the National Historic 

Oregon Trail Interpretive Center. 

The Bureau of Land Management, 

descendant of Central Land Office 

provided the money. 

 

In 1987 the BLM and the Oregon 

Trail steering committee started planning and on 

April 8, 1988 Gov. Neil Goldschmidt presented a 
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then here came those fine vans again, and off we 

went to Haines, 10 miles away to partake of 

beautiful reef at the Haines Steak House. It was a 

popular place out in the middle of nowhere. Good 

dinner. 

 

 
 

Like the dinners we all had when we went out with 

our husbands. On the way back to the motel, Helen 

led us through the city and on out to the golf Bourse 

where she plays regularly at 6:30 a. m. 

 

Baker City became a boom town in 1861, when gold 

was discovered nearby. It was named for Colonel 

Edward Baker, a senator and close friend of 

Abraham Lincoln. It has a Baker Hotel, like John 

Jacob Astor Hotel in Astoria or Mark Antony in 

Ashland. 

 

Baker is surrounded by the Wallowa Mountains, 

Eagle Cap Wilderness and Elkhorn Ridge. There was 

snow on the mountains, and it glistened in the sun. 
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In the 1840s, the Oregon Trail was the path of 

discovery for 12,000 settlers. The distance was 2,000 

miles. Most of it was walked, because the wagons 

were uncomfortable, and the horses and oxen had all 

they could do.  

 

Death was common. 1 in 10, with graves planted on 

the trail so wagons could pass over the grave and 

leave no marker to invite animals or Indians. 

 

The ruts can be seen 

only by walking trail 

which we didn't take. It 

would take much more 

time than we had, and 

it was HOT. 

 

Since I was so 

enamored by the ruts near Guernsey, Wyoming, I 

wasn't troubled by not seeing them, but plan to come 

back soon. There was a covered wagon parked on the 

ruts which can be seen from the museum. The valley 

was wide enough that wagons could spread out more 

than near Scott's Bluff. 

 

After the tour, Helen asked us all to return to her 

home and back yard to polish off her ham from last 

night and to enjoy a leisurely visit and lunch on the 

lawn. 

 

In the afternoon, some wanted to rest, and some 

wanted to explore the museum down town which 

held a fine rock and gem collection recommended by 

Ebbs Brown. It is a regional museum with some 

cars, buggies etc. Back to the motel for one hour, 
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funding package from the public and private sector. 

BLM managed it.  

 

Construction began 1991. The project includes 

23,000 square feet of space for displays,a living 

history and auditorium. Outside, foot trails, ruts and 

mining displays. 

 

 
 

Inside, six major subjects are covered. The Oregon 

Trail, mining, natural history, Native Americans, 

trappers and traders and the BLM. Financed with 

$6 million from US, $450,000 from state, corporation 

and private contributions. Dedicated May 25, 1992. 
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We were lucky enough to arrive precisely at the right 

moment. Without even knowing the schedule, we 

just happened to hit it on Wednesday morning, when 

Fannie, a professional 

narrator put on her 

monologue as a pioneer 

woman on the trail.  

 

 

 

With a dress that her own 

grandmother wore on the 

trail, some fabulous props, 

a bearskin robe, beaver 

skin muff, a package of hollyhock seeds her mother 

gave her when she left Iowa, and a fabulous talent to 

take us right along with her during her struggles of 

death of her daughter, sad farewell to her mother, 

and backbreaking work, she was wonderful. 

 

 
 

We went into the theater when we first got there, 
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about 10:30, so we all had good seats for the 11 

o'clock performance. 

 

It turned out to be the highlight of the whole day. I'll 

not forget her. The actress was a professional. 

She is a girlfriend of Patty's, drives a car with a 

vanity license plate of "Fannie" on it.  

 

After the show (theater 

held about 150), we 

started touring the 

exhibits. Life-sized 

mannequins almost came 

alive as you passed. A 

mother and her 

daughter, walking the 

trail almost made you 

want to speak to her and tell her you heard Fannie 

tell about how hard it was. 

 

A full size covered wagon was set by a mirror to 

make it look whole. Real oxen were yoked. The 

people were so well done you could see sweat coming 

from their foreheads. It really was impressive. 

 

At places along the way, 

you would come to a 

display that offered a 

slide show or movie of 

the episodes. Like 

packing up and 

readying for the trip 

from Independence, 

Mob., and struggling to get the wagons ready for a 

river crossing, etc. I could go back and do it again. 




