
Mv dearest Gag te -
O w ing  to the  fa c t th a t we are  g o in g  to y o u r fia n ce  s house fo r  d in n e r  I have a 

h it o f  lim e  fo r  w h ic h  I have been v a in ly  s e a rc h in g  e ve r s ince  R aym ond got home 
I w a n t so m uch to ta lk  to you  th a t I can h a rd ly  w a il even u n t i l  Wednesday Yes I 
confess 1 was a l i t t le  su rp r ise d  I th in k  c h ie f ly  because I have spen t a ll sum m er 
te l l in g  fo lk s  0 no you are m is taken  n o th in g  se n tim e n ta l I assure vou ju s ta  
com m on love fo r  horses ou t doors etc etc u n t i l  I had co n v in ce d  m y s e lf too B u l l  
guess you don t need to see it  sp la tte red  out in  in k  to know  (ha t n o th in g  on e a rth  
th a t I know  o f could please me b e tte r In  fa c t i t  is one o f those th in g s  th a t seems so 
ideal th a t i t  can t possible be tru e  Raym ond I suppose to ld  you how  he b roke  the 
news he came up to the house to b r in g  the  m occasins and baskets and b e in g  as 
E lls w o rth  and m o the r w ere  th e re  he iust beamed a ro u n d  on fo lk s  in  g e n e ra l But I 
needed to go dow n tow n  so I w e n t out to go w ith  h im  hut instead o f s ta r t in g  down he 
started up and lo o k in g  out o f the  c o rn e r  o f h is  eye he asked me i f  1 knew  w h e re  I 
was g o in g  and on my d e c la r in g  com plete ig n o ra n c e  he said n o n c h a la n t ly  To look 
o v e r the  o ld C urtiss place He 11 n e v e r know  how close I came to g ra b b in g  h im  
a ro u n d  the  neck but 1 th o u g h t th a t m ig h t be p re m a tu re  So we w e n t on up and 
c lim bed  out and w hen  we got ins ide  by the  creek I faced h im  and o p e n ly  accused 
h im  o f b r in g in g  Gagie C a rte r up h e re  m  the capac ity  o f  M rs R aym ond M cK ennon  
and he lu b ila n t ly  fessed up He goes a ro u n d  in  the  most ecsta tic  fizz o f happ iness 
you e v e r saw And 1 am o n ly  one peg b e h in d  h im  ’

l  e t te r  J B to G C 
Septem ber I I  1914

up beneath their feet They dropped down vertical trails to tiny, sweet 
meadows picketed among the cliffs A Stellar s Jay oversaw the setting 
up of their camp one evening

Biscuits were started and the girls lay in the flowers washed in the 
tcy stream, and Jean scaled a pine tree further up the trail to better visit 
w ith Grace

The moon began to tip over the ragged inky horizon and paused 
elegantly for a timeless moment in the prickly spear of a f ir  The stew 
murmured gently in a black pot over the flames and trout browned in a 
skillet The Dutch oven squalled, steaming half buried under glowing 
embers Someone shook out a blanket Nearby, a horse sneezed into the 
dusk starting up a toad s grumbling down by the creek

tip in her pine tree Jean s head was careening with memories and 
voices and people, and most of all. spinning clearest of all. were the words 
of a nine year-old girl

I w r ite  you th is  w ith  a happv face Goodbye 
w ith  love y o u r  tru e  fr ie n d  Grace

Raym ond dear -
So you w eren  t able to s u rp r is e  anybody I don t see how people are such good 

m in d  readers 1 guess i t  w on l be a case o f ke e p in g  people guessing w i l l  i t ’  Unless 
it  is about the  date That was too fu n n y  about George g re e tin g  you w ith  
c o n g ra tu la tio n s  the  m in u te  you came in

1 w ish  I could have been in  h e a r in g  d is tance w hen  you and J in n y  w ere  ta lk in g  
about i t  Wasn l she even a l i t t le  l in y  b it  su rp rise d  P ing  it  I suppose no t My la m  
glad she is p la n n in g  to come down soon So you th in k  the  C urtiss  p lace w i l l  do?
I l l  bet Jean was tic k le d  w h e n  you m en tioned  i t  V h a t is the  house l ik e 7 You II have 
to get J in n y  to sneak m  th e re  and size it up w hen  no one is lo o k in g

l e tte r  G C to R McK 
Septem ber 14 1914

"Of course I m ig h t w a il and see w h a t J in n y  has to say be fo re  I w r ite  to you but I 
re cko n  1 11 iust w r ite  a l i t t le  note to so rt o f le t o f f  steam I can h a rd ly  w a it fo r  
Jean to come th e re  s so m uch to ta lk  about I got $u< h a fu n n y  l i t t le  le t te r  fro m  h e r 
today te l l in g  how tic k le d  she was alm ost as m uch so as you w ere  She even said 
she was a l i t t le  h it  su rp rise d  V e il th a t s so m e th in g  to have sorta  s u rp r is e d  two 
fo lk s  -- h e r  and M iles

V h a t do you suppose I 'v e  been d o ing  th is  m o r n in g 7 C a n n in g  i r u i l  fo r  o u r c e lla r  
S trange  bu t c a n n in g  n e v e r did seem so in te re s t in g  before

Jean says th a t she f in d s  she w i l l  have to b r in g  me home w ith  h e r 1 guess you 
know  how  I w ou ld  love to come 1 h a rd ly  see how 1 can as 1 w i l l  have to make two 
t r ip s  to P o rtla n d  but maybe it w i l l  w o rk  out n o c  way V o u ld n  t it be (m e  i f  I could 
be th e re  a ll th is  fa l l  to p lan  th in g s  w ith  y o u 7 Don t you suppose you 11 have to come 
dow n w ith  ca ttle  soon7 1 rea lize  th a t you haven  t been home a week yet but o f 
course i t  seems lo n g e r

L e tte r  G C to R McK 
Septem ber 16 1914

Grace and Raymond were married in January. 1915 They lived in La 
Grande and had three children. Jean. Martha. and Dallas Now lhat Grace 
and Jean were both married women they began to organize Hen Party 
camping trips w ith their friends into the near by mountains Over the 
years dozens of women joined the forays into the wilderness (Xten men 
were banned from the eipedilion. the girls preferred to lough it out on 
their own Sometimes George and Raymond went along hut they were 
usually set the task of wrangling the horses (Once the English author 
Neville Shute learned of the trips, became intrigued, and managed io get 
himself invited along ) Grace loved these trips She put together scrap 
books and albums documenting the outings She loved to stand on top of 
Eagle Cap and look down on the rivers lacing away in all directions like 
spokes in a wheel

The span o f l i le  is no t lo n g  enough 
Nor broad enough  the sea

Nor broad enough  th is  w ea ry  w o rld
To p a rt my fr ie n d  fro m  me

From  Jean B irm e  s notebook

There  are s tra n g e  th in g s  done in  the  m id n ig h t sun 
By the  men w ho to il fo r  gold

The A rn e  tra i ls  have th e ir  secret tales 
That w ou ld  make y o u r  blood ru n  cold,

The N o rth e rn  L ig h ts  have seen queer s ig h ts  
But the  queerest th e y  e ve r did see

Vas (ha t n ig h t  on the  m arge o f l ake l.e Barge 
I crem ated Sam McGee

Robert S erv ice

C loistered welcom ed wooed by the  M inam  
D ream ing  d ro w s in g , s ta m p in g  o l horses.

Sun on the  h ig h  peaks and we m ust be g o in g  
- M im aG  Cooper

Stand on the  c o rn e r  o f Eagle Cap 
Gaze on the  Basin o f Lakes

Those are the  p laces I m go ing  to 
Pack t r ip s  the  Hen P a rty  takes
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After her three children w'ere born Grace s health became a little  run 
down She was so busy w ith her fam ily she payed little  attention to 
herself A persistent bronchial infection would not leave her alone and 
eventually she had to be hospitalized for tests, and to give her a chance to 
put on some weight She remained cheerful, mainly worried about 
Raymond and the kids Grace spent her last year in La Grande She had 
her friends Jean and George. Raymond and her sweet children to f ill her 
world Quite suddenly a bout of scarlet fever took the last of her energy 
and fight Grace was forty one years old It was the 28th of August,
1926

Jean Birme stepped in and helped raise Martha and Dallas For the 
rest of her eighty seven summers, she continued to go on her Hen Party 
trips into the Wallowa Mountains, riding eighteen miles across the dusty 
Grande Ronde Valley io the foothills, then on up into the high mountain 
meadows Soon they would wake up on a rough, springy bed of grass 
Friend Mima w'ould be cooking peaches for breakfast, words beginning to 
fly  up inside her as she watched the sunrise brighten the forest Jean 
would be saying good morning to the horses They would spend the neit 
few days on the high trails, where mountains carved of solid stone rose
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T h is  ends o u r th re e  p a rt series on Grace C a rte r M cK ennon  V e th in k  
Grace is the  type  o f person w hom  we w ou ld  e n jo y  sp e n d in g  tim e  
w ith  no m a tte r w h ic h  lim e  we may be l iv in g  in  and  we w ish  we could 
have kn o w n  h e r  ou rse lves  But h e r  m em ory  and h e r  s to ry  s t i l l  re m a in  
and fo r  th a t we are g ra te fu l

A lt th re e  copies o f  A S h o rt T r ip  to A laska in  1914 The Jo u rn e y  and L ife  
o f Grace C arte r are re a d ily  a va ila b le  th ro u g h  th e  U pper L e ft Edge o r  at 
J u p ite r  s Rare and Used Books in  C annon Beach Ve shou ld  m e n tio n  a g tm  
th a t the  s to ry  was com p iled  and w r it te n  by M a r t i Reece and Jessica la c k a f f  
Grace s d a u g h te r and g rea t g ra n d d a u g h te r re s p e c tiv e ly  and re s p e c tfu lly


