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Christmas at Silver Creek Falls
By Norma Livingston Gordon in 1978

(From “We Were There, by the People, Volume I)

Some of the happiest memories of my childhood are linked to our visits to Silver Creek Falls.  That was the first 
place my Mother lived after her family moved to Oregon from Michigan so it was natural for us to go there as often as      
possible especially as my Mother had two sisters and a brother living there.

It was about 1918 just before Christmas that Mother got that far away look in her eyes and declared that she was just 
plain tired of spending every Christmas with the Livingstons.  She wanted to spend the holidays with her own folks.  My 
father said, “Of course you must go.”  However—due to illness of his Mother he felt he should stay home near the telephone 
and do his part in caring for her.  Grandfather Rossell was staying with us that winter and he volunteered to drive us there.

Such excitement as prevailed for days before our departure!  Mother sent a letter off in the next mail informing her 
sister—Aunt Molly—that we were coming.  Yes we had a surrey “with the fringe on top.”  We also had two horses to pull 
it—trotting horses—not our plow horses.  We had side curtains to keep out the cold wind.  We also had six children ranging 
in ages from one to sixteen.

The day before Christmas we started out at daylight.  Grandfather and my oldest brother Stanley sat in the front seat 
to take turns driving.  Mother and the rest of us filled up the back seat and probably the floor as well.  We had a good supply 
of hot bricks wrapped and spread around in clean fresh straw that covered the floor for insulation.

We lived ten miles from Silverton, our farm being on the Monitor Barlow Highway.  In those days Silver Creek 
Falls seemed far away.  All went well until we were half way between Silverton and the falls.  Then it started to snow.  Huge
snowflakes filled the air and it continued to snow all day.  Our horses—Bird and Bonney—kept moving along but slowly.     
I loved to watch the balls of snow soon form under their feet and suddenly slip off.  But another ball of snow soon formed to
make the going more difficult for them.

It was dark and the snow was a foot deep when we drove through the gate at Aunt Molly’s home located on the  
present parking lot of the park.  Uncle Will and his boys came with lanterns and guided us into the barn.  The tired horses 
were unhitched and their harness removed.  They were rubbed down and fed and watered.  Soon we were in the warm farm-
house among our cousins and Mother and Aunt Molly were talking as if they would never stop.

The next morning I watched the men drag in a large fir tree through the snow.  The tree was set up and decorated.  
The relatives began arriving soon after that.  I don’t remember what we ate but I do remember that we had a program—
strictly home talent of course including some songs and   reci-
tations by the children.  We stayed several days and I stayed at 
the home of my favorite cousin who lived a short distance up 
the road from the present site of the park.  I had never seen 
such huge icicles as hung from the eaves near our upstairs bed-
room.  Aunt Emma must have been well acquainted with the 
habits of children.  I had just broken off an icicle to take to our 
room for licking when her voice floated up from below.  
“Don’t take any icicles into your room.”  “We won’t,” said my 
cousin Dorothy.  I slowly raised the window and reluctantly 
tossed the icicle out onto the roof of the porch.

Norma Livingstone Gordon. was born in Woodburn and lived 
up in the Silverton Hills for more than 60 years of her 90 year-
old life (1906-1997).  She was a school teacher and taught at a 
number of different schools in the valley including Porter and 
Evergreen.
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President’s Message

Silverton Appeal-Tribune
December 20, 1935

Christmas Street Decorations Win Favor.
The traditional and hallowed spirit of the Christmas season will be exemplified throughout the community 

the remainder of this week and next in cantata, pageant, recitation and song in church and school.
Churches of Silverton have a memorable fare of rich Christmas programs to offer members and friends alike 

this season.  Some of the finest talent in the community will be seen and heard in the programs.  All churches extend 
a cordial welcome to everybody to come and enjoy the Christmas offerings.  Rural and city school children will   
conclude their annual Christmas programs in the classroom this afternoon and evening.  

Never have businesses and residential districts of the community appeared to better advantage at Christmas 
time.  The beautiful Christmas tree erected by the Silverton 4-L at the intersection of Main and First streets gives a 
cheerful glow day and night.  Its colored lights yield a warm holiday atmosphere to chilly weather.

Everybody has admired the lines of fir boughs strung across the main business section under sponsorship of 
Silverton merchants.  It has created a pleasing holiday effect that could not have been obtained otherwise.  With the 
approach of Christmas, bright wreaths, stars, candles and other age-old symbols are appearing in the windows of 
Silverton homes.  Local theaters will show big features for Christmas week.  Matinees will be run on Christmas day. 

The change of a long standing tradition in Silverton’s Christmas has been something of a secret to some newcomers and the 
loss to many others. I have seen the dedication of our volunteers working in the rain making sure we had our tree ready for 
the lighting ceremony and the special effort from many of the unnamed giving thru the years to give Silverton a special 
Christmas event. It reminded me of seeing the tree at Rockefeller Center as a child and in wonderment how it was brought 

there.  Just as the special size and stature of the tree that brought hundreds of 
people to the First and Main Street lighting. The 1935 news article below 
brought back to mind the special tradition that we have let slip away. Many of 
our citizens want to keep our historic downtown district as it was and this is one     
of the very special traditions that 
had become a landmark for        
Silverton. Now, is the tree       
obscured in our little town square 
park only a little taller that a 
lamppost the best  we can do?

Larry Thomas
A 70 year Tradition on 1st and Main St.

2003  Tree lighting 2007and 2008  
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Whatsit Meeting - November 17, 2008  

  
We had such a fun Whatsit meeting, Monday the 17th, our last of the year.  A great assortment of tools and kitchen 
utensils were brought by several members and visitors.   They had twenty of us scratching our heads and stretching our 
imaginations trying to guess what function they served.
     A wonderful contraption from the Willard Country Store was shown by Jim Toler.  It turned out to be a cigar cutter. 
(who knew tobacco grew around here?)
     Ray Hunter brought a quaint, early day can opener (any resemblance between it and an instrument of torture was purely 
coincidental).
     Jack Hande brought some things from his folk’s hardware store, and Ken Blust would have won first prize, if we had 
one, for the most right guesses.
     And guess what?  One of our museum items now has a name! 

Christmas in Silverton, Oregon
By Cassandra "Cassie" Blackerby Bruce

Our home was a big house on McClaine Street, Marion County, Silverton, Oregon.  A white picket fence 
stretched across the front of the lot—3 terraces up to our 7 room home which papa always painted yellow with 
green trim and red roof.  No matter how much we begged for a white house papa said it was a paint saver by al-
ways putting one coat of the same color.  A front porch, a wonderful place to play on a rainy day, led into the 
hall.  A stairway led upstairs. To the right from the hall was the parlor, straight thru the hall to the dining room.  
A sitting room was thru a big double doorway—the kitchen led from the dining room.

In early fall we began to plan our gifts to grandma and grandpa Gustafson, Aunt Anna, Aunt Susan, Aunt 
Beth, Uncle Martin, Uncle Walter, the Anderson family in Deep River, Wash. We sewed many times at night by 
lamplight in the dining room as we sat around the big table.  Mama generally sewed, papa read, went to the base-
ment for pears or apples, sometimes cracked nuts or popped corn.  We began to string popcorn a week or so be-
fore Christmas, each Meva and I, about 1 yard at time, hung them over the picture frames to keep from tangling 
and later tied them all together for a long string around the tree.  Papa always cut our tree from the nearby 
grove—made a stand for it, and it stood in the woodshed until Christmas Eve morning when it was placed in the 
sitting room.

Christmas eve was the Methodist tree in the church—everyone went for a program, singing and a sack of 
candy, nuts and an orange.  About daylight on Christmas morning we began asking, “Papa is it time to get up?!!” 
The nite before after Meva and I were in bed our darling mama & papa trimmed the tree—opened the many pkgs. 
that had come in the mail and hung them or placed them under our tree.  In the morning we were allowed to look 
at the tree but not until after breakfast could we have our presents.  My mother & father had so little in the money 
but always we got presents—probably by our dear parents sacrificing for themselves.

Then every other year the Jones and Blackerby families changed for the big dinners, one year they came 
to our house, next year we went to theirs.  Dear mother, how she worked for days, making pies—cranberries, a 
delicacy for holidays only—picking and dressing the turkey which my poor daddy had to kill and cut off its head, 
a task his soft heart could scarcely do.

Cassie Blackerby Bruce is the daughter of Dr. Arthur F. Blackerby, an early Silverton dentist.

This December issue of the SCHS newsletter is comprised of Christmas memories from various 
Silverton sources over the years. We hope you will be inspired to let your mind wander back to your own 

special holiday reminiscences.

Merry Christmas and Happy New Year!!
From your Silverton Country Historical Society Board and the newsletter staff.
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Curator’s Corner

The museum’s collection has been blessed this past month with the following donations:
�x A 1948 Cooley’s Iris Catalogue, donated by Warren Levecke.  Slipped into the back of the catalogue was a 
newsletter from an aviation museum that featured a re-print of an article about Silverton’s Airport, circa 1928.
�x Nancy Havens Rose sent us photos of her mother, Mary Delle Davenport, her aunt Cleo and her mother’s 
grade school class circa 1890’s.  Also three certificate cards issued in 1847 to Timothy Davenport from the 
medical school he was attending.
�x Photo and school memorabilia related to the Class of ’38 from the estate of Vera Heidenstrom Almquist.  
These items donated by Arlene Almquist Brenden and her family.
�x Box used by Lydia Dettwyler for selling Brown Bobby Donuts.  A phone number and “Silverton, Oregon” 

as the location are printed on the outside of the box.  This was donated by Barbara Fields Dettwyler; she 
says the donut-making machine disappeared some time ago, but the box remains.

The first two actually arrived in October but ‘yours truly’ missed the board meeting and forgot to get them on 
the agenda so they never got presented to the board for Accession approval to the museum.  This is a process, 
described in our By-laws to keep us from collecting items that aren’t relevant to Silverton.  That certainly isn’t a 
problem with the above items.

The requested history information and photos for the Silverton Inn and Suites project has been completed by 
Chris Schwab and me.  A CD of written history and a selection of photos were burned for Victor Madge.  The 
new owners want to schedule an Open House for January 23 and 24, 1-5 p.m.  A telephone committee will be 
calling for volunteers to ‘man’ each room, not only to relate history but for security as well.

On November 19, I attended a meeting held at Benton Historical Society in Philomath.  Archivists from U of O 
in Eugene, Oregon State, and Lewis & Clark are working on a “Envision Oregon” project, developing a collabo-
rative, communicative and co-operative effort for museums and organizations to work together collecting 
Oregon’s history.  This was the first ‘town hall’ type meeting with others to follow in 2009.  A highlight of the 
day was a tour of the new Collections Facility at Benton Historical Society museum.  State-of-the-art care and 
storage of their collection; 10,000 square feet, humidity and dust-controlled, one-million dollar-plus facility, paid 
for by fund-raisers yet!  I was half-way back to Salem before I finally got my jaw back up off the floor.  It was 
wonderful!

SCHS Needs Bailout??

No, we don’t need tons of money thrown at us (although, admittedly, it couldn’t hurt…).  What we doneed is an 
infusion of members willing to take that extra step of involvement in the organization.  Come January, our Board is 
going to need a new Treasurer and three new members,—people with a love of this town and its past.  In 2009 we 
will celebrate our state’s 150th birthday and the museum will be taking on a major remodeling project -- there are 
exciting, fun  times ahead.   We are asking you to commit one year, even hopefully two years, to sharing in this 
future.  We guarantee you will not be bored and you will have played an important role in the shaping of Silverton’s 
history.  Think about it.  Come on “board.”

Annual Meeting 
January  17th  2009—2.pm.
Location to Be Announced

Be sure to mark your calendars for our annual meeting!  Plan to join us for a 2008 retrospective and a 
preview of what is upcoming for the year 2009.  Check next month’s newsletter for more information.
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Do You Hear the Snow?
By Kenny Magee

Excerpt From Mudwatching, Adventuring with Grandpa, 2008
(Stories for his grandchildren from 60 years ago)

Mom Says Harold’s and my room is sure messy, but doesn’t it look snug!  On these cold winter 
nights, when ice gathers on the inside of the windows, we can just scoot way down under the cov-
ers in our feather bed.  Keep one ear out, so you can hear the night sounds.  With tomorrow being 
Christmas I expect we’ll be hearing snow on the roof.  We really love this attic room!

David, you will love Christmas at our house.  Mom and Dad as kids found an almost perfect tree up 
in the woods.  We’ve got candles on it that we’ll light in the morning while we open presents……..

Listen! Can you hear any snow falling yet?

Let’s sneak down in the middle of the night and see if we’ve got a present under the tree.  If you 
wake up first, get me up.  And if I wake up I’ll get you up.  Uncle Louie and Aunt Lillian sent a 
package.  There’ll probably be a present for us kids.  I’d like to have a truck or a fire engine.  We’ll 
have to sneak real quiet.

Do you hear any snow falling yet? ….

In the morning we’ll all go down stairs.  Dad will have built up a hot fire in the wood stove.  I’ll 
show you how to slowly turn yourself around so you get warm on all sides.  Mom will have made 
us some hot chocolate.  Dad will read the Christmas story; we’ll carefully light the tree candles, and 
then we get to open our presents!

Listen!  Is that snow falling?….

Tomorrow is Sunday so we get to go to church later in the morning.  You’ll love it.  You’ll like 
seeing Worth Coulson, and Aunt Ethel, and Lawrence McCracken, and Fred Jarvill; and my Sun-
day School teacher, Ruthanna.

I love to sit next to Dad.  (We sure miss him when he’s gone away to logging camp during the 
week.)  You can sit on the other side of him.  I especially like the quiet time.  Dad sometimes gets 
up and sings.  His favorite song goes like this:  “Hold on to God’s unchanging hand.  Build your 
hopes on things eternal. Hold on to God’s unchanging hand.”

Do you hear any snow yet?….

Then we’ll come home and eat lunch and play games—Like checkers, or pickup sticks.  You’ll…
really…like…Christmas….

Do you hear any…..

Ken’s father, Will Magee, came to Oregon from Missouri in the late 1800’s and was a farmer-logger. His 
mother, Edith Kellogg Magee, originally from Kansas, taught in Silverton grade schools for several years. 
Ken attended Thomas grade School and Silverton High School and is currently a physician living in Klamath 
Falls, Oregon. For more information go to www.mudwatching.com.
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Email us   
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Your newsletter staff

Carolyn         Chris             Larry

Your S.C.H.S. Board

Larry Thomas      President
Chris Schwab      Secretary
Gina DeCola       Treasurer
Carolyn Hutton   Curator
Ray Hunter          V.P.
Kathy Hunter
Molly Murphy
Irene Armbuster
Scott Guenther
Vacancy
VacancyWinter Schedule—

The museum will be closed 
November, December and January.
(Still  available for special tours)

Thank you to our new and 
renewing members—

Ted and Jeanne Savage
Marvin Thompson
Andy and Rhonda Bellando
Sandra Neville
Charlotte Mader
Ruth and Fred Kaser

And thank you to the 
following donors—

Silverton Zenith Women’s 
Club
Nancy Bleakney—In Memory 
of Victoria Schemmel
Jeff Brekas—In Memory of 
Quintin Estell
Ruth Kaser—In Memory of 
Quintin Estell
Carolyn Fox—donation
Office equipment 

This color edition is for our on line 
members, please forward this email 

to 
your friends and relatives.  


