











Several members of the jury were un-
willing to accept Gates' story, and,
after fourteen hours of deliberation,
members were still in disagreement so
the judge dismissed them. :

Goodwin's second trial was less sen-
sational, but it also ended in an im-
passe. The prosecution once more ob-
jected to the word "stool pigeon" so
Attorney Newbury, for the defense, ex-
plained to the jury that "the state of
Oregon has seen fit to give stool
pigeons the name of 'special agent'.
Some of the jurors, who had also served
on the Edwards and Wolgamott cases
later confessed they had voted against
prohibition in the first place and now
felt the county was spending far too
much money to nab and convict only one
man.

The trip to Applegate to visit the
creamery and the purchase of the bot-
tle at the Jackson Street bridge were
again presented in detail, but the
jury failed to agree and were sent home.

A jury that had acquitted Wolgamott,
who by this time was once again hang-
ing fire on his fourth charge, two
juries which couldn't agree on the
guilt or innocence of Shine Edwards in
two tries, and two more which failed
to reach a decision about Goodwin were
certainly proof that the jury list for
the county was made up of an ineffectual
bunch of citizens. The state decided
that they might fare better when a
new list of potential jurors was
published, and the third trials for
Goodwin and Edwards were delayed for
some time.

Almost ten months after he was first
arrested, Shine Edwards went on trial
for a third time. The examination of
the jurors was very slow and deliber-
ate. Neither side intended to ac-
cept any more indecisive folk.
Prospective jurors were asked if they
objected to the prosecution of liquor
cases, if they had followed the pre-
vious trials in the papers, and if
they supported the hiring of special
agents by the county. Except for two
merchants, the jury which was finally
accepted was made up of farmers.

The judge ruled against any dis-
cussion of the joyride to Crater Lake
and the case was thus concerned

mostly with the bottles of booze that
Shine had obtained for Gates. The
defense tried to show that the liquor
had actually been purchased from Joe
Kidd, who was under indictment, but
who was then in hiding somewhere out
of the state, but the story didn't
get Shine off the hook. Agent Gates
was carefully questioned, but he had
apparently been cued not to be ob-
noxious. His answers were brief and
he stuck to his assertions. With the
elimination of the racy details and
the playing down of Gates' trickery,
Shine lost the support he had re-
ceived in the first two trials. After
three hours of deliberation, the
farmers and the two merchants arrived
at the unanimous decision that Shine
Edwards was guilty. Circuit Court
Judge F.M. Calkins sentenced him to
serve three months in jail and fined
him $400. That was his penalty for
being a good guy, and giving a new
comer to the valley--allegedly a
traveling salesman--a memorable week-
end and an exclusive fun-filled tour
through some of the most beautiful
scenery in America.

The indecisive jurors and the acquit-
tals soon became a nagging irritation
to members of the Anti-Saloon League
and the Medford Church Council. There
had to be some way to get those sin-
ners to the mercy seat. The two
organizations joined forces and re-
quested that Attorney 0.C. Boggs, whom
they respected as a devout churchgoer,
be appointed to serve on the prosecu-
tion, and when John Goodwin came up
for his third trial, Boggs represented
the state along with Attorney Rawles
Moore.

The lack of convictions and failure
of the trespassers to repent had be-
come a frequent subject for the weekly
sermon, and when court was convened
the room was filled with a large dele-
gation of ladies who had brought their
babies and their knitting. Among the
spectators were Rev. D.E. Millard and
Rev. E.J. Lawrence. The deputation
of the devout listened to the court
procedure with keen attention. In
selecting the jurors, the attorneys
added a couple of new questions: a)
are there any persons.in the courtroom
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who would influence your verdict? b)
have you heard pulpit remarks condemn-
ing bootlegcases or the defense thereof?

The trial once again concerned the
trip to Applegate on the pretense of
visiting a creamery, and the purchase
of a bottle of liquor near the Jackson
Street bridge. The crucial point of the
case was made when Gates wouldn't swear
under oath that he had seen John Good~
win actually pocket any money. In
spite of his reputation for trickery,
he apparently wasn't going in for
perjury.

At the close of the summations, the
jury retired, deliberated briefly, and
returned with a verdict of not guilty.
This was in spite of the audible tut-
tuts and the occasional sniffing of
the church members in the audience.
Goodwin and his representatives were
jubilant, but many in the audience were
confused. Could it be that the devil
had his finger in there somewhere?

Goodwin's acquittal brought satisfac-
tion to many. Although no one wants the
dangerously guilty to be free to roam
among us, almost everyone seems to re-
sent enticement and entrapment. Today,
in the Wonderful Age of Sting and Scam,
we are faced with ever more and more
elaborate deceptions. Of course the
more artful the crook, the more intri-
cate the strategy to net him. But one
does look back with some regret to the
days of chivalry when a knight was a
recognizable knight and a crook was an
unmistakable crook.

.- .THE ARREST OF FLORENCE HALL

.aking moonshine was a risky busi-
ness, but drinking it was even

% more dangerous. The crude un-
sterlllzed condition of the makeshift
equipment, the surprise ingredients in
the mash and the uninvited creatures
which inhabited the bottles before they
were filled occasiomally produced an
adulterated and lethal batch. Few boot-
leggers knew anything about sanitation,
no one gave them a rating of quality
and they weren't required to exhibit
certificates of purity. It is a wonder
that more southern Oregonian imbibers
didn't peg out and cross the bar; the
fact that they didn't must be credited
to sheer good luck.
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Florence Hall, who set up his still
in the Squaw Lake area, distributed a
case or two of tainted booze and found
himself threatened by a charge of
murder. His customers developed
symptoms suspiciously like those of
ptomaine poisoning, and two of them
almost died. For several days it
was a case of touch and go for the two
victims, as Florence Hall and his
widowed mama held their breaths. but
eventually the men recovered.

With their gradual improvement,
Florence Hall's cantankerous nature
returned. There is little apprecia-
tion for a case of deadly nightshade,
and most of the men around the county,
so the story goes, thought that if
Hall were dealt a lengthy stay behind
bars, it couldn't have happened to a
more deserving candidate. Several of
the local ladies, however, married or
otherwise, found him alluring.

At a preliminary hearing, he was
bound over on a $1,000 bond, but when
Attorney Roberts requested that the
figure be reduced, the judge upped
it to $2,000. "I want it to be a
real bond," he said. '"There has been
too much of this business of convic-
tions...without any change in the
tenor of their ways. The court will
endeavor to put a stop to it." The
bail was supplied by Florence Hall's
devoted mother who offered her small
ranch in Central Point as security.

At the close of the trial, the mem-
bers of the jury returned with a
verdict of guilty. TFlorence Hall
at once stood, and assuming a defiant
attitude, he addressed the audience
in general, ignoring the judge and
jury. He railed against the dis-
honesty of the state witnesses, be-
rated the court because prohibition
had been imposed on southern Oregon
in the first place, and announced
that several members of the jury had
already promised him they would sign
a petition for his parole.

Judge Calkins, considerably out of
sorts with Hall's diatribe, soon cut
him short in mid-torrent. "The trouble
with you, Mr. Hall," he said,V¥is your
inability to distinguish between
truth and evidence, but the jury saw
the difference, as did the court.
Your witnesses were wholly unreliable
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and it has been proved beyond a shadow
of a doubt that you engaged in boot-
legging. The sentence will be severe.
The vile concoction introduced here
nearly killed two men in Central Point
and you are lucky that you have not
been convicted of murder instead of
bootlegging."

No one has ever determined if the
satisfaction one gets from speaking
his piece and telling off the law ever
compensates for the extra time added to
a sojourn in the pokey as payment for
the unsolicited character analysis.
Judge Calkins sentenced Florence Hall
to serve six months in the county jail,
and fined him $500, the maximum penalty
for the first offense. "The court ad-
vises you, Mr. Hall, to mend your ways.'

Apparently Mr. Hall did not return
to his temporary profession. He acquired
a flock of goats and sold milk to the
ladies who had championed his cause.
It was not so lucrative an enterprise,
but it did enable Mr. Hall to make
practical use of his stock of bottles
and to stay in the beverage business.

'

here was never a way to enforce
- prohibition. Liquor continued to
W flow into the United States so
freely that the supply always exceeded
the demand. Moonshiners flourished in
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the most unlikely places--in Iowa
revenuers found an elaborate still in
the sub-cellar of a church. The back-
woods bootlegger thrived before, during,
and after the Volstead Act. He is still
doing business today. Stiff jail sen-
tences for violators would have filled
the prisons to overflowing, just as
today there wouldn't be room behind
bars for pot smokers.

The cases presented in this story are
among the first to arise in southern
Oregon. They were featured as leading
news stories on the front page of the
Tribune, and they were avidly followed
by the readers. As the dry years slipped
by, an announcement of the discovery of
a local still was relegated to the back
pages, read only by those who wanted to
find out if Uncle Hubert had finally been
spotted and thrown into the rabbit hutch.

Sandifer and Gates and their assort-

- ment of deputies must have felt they

were performing a worthwhile and in-
dispensable duty, and they probably
really thought that one day they would
come out of the contest victorious and
triumphant: the flow of liquor would be
dammed up, the distiller would realize
the error of his ways, and the buyer
would lose his thirst. Why didn't their
common sense tell them it was an un-
realistic dream?
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THE SOUTHERN OREGON HISTORICAL SOCIETY NEWSLETTER HAS PRESENTED BIOGRAPHIES
IN SOME DETAIL OF SEVERAL MEN AND WOMAN WHO PLAYED IMPORTANT ROLES IN THE
DEVELOPMENT OF SOUTHERN OREGON. MANY MORE OF THESE HISTORICAL FIGURES, JUST
AS NOTABLE, DID NOT LEAVE DIARIES OR WELL-DOCUMENTED CORRESPONDENCE, AND
THE RESEARCHER CAN FIND ONLY BITS AND PIECES OF THEIR STORIES IN OLD NEWS-
PAPER FILES. SINCE THEY ARE NO LESS SIGNIFICANT TO THE HISTORY OF THE
REGION, THEY MUST NOT BE OVERLOOKED BY HISTORY BUFFS. THE SENTINEL THUS
WILL OCCASIONALLY FEATURE MINI-BIOGRAPHIES OF THESE PEOPLE., HENRY KLIPPEL,
WHO WAS ONE OF THE FOUNDERS OF JACKSONVILLE, FROM ITS GENESIS, WILL BE FIRST.

Henry Klippel

" hen Jacksonville was not much more than a scattering of miners' tents
W and rude shacks, long berore there was any thought that the busy lit-
tle settlement might one day become a city, Henry Klippel, seekinghis
share of the wealth to be found in Rich Gulch, arrived in southern Oregon. Ex-
cept for temporary moves to search for gold wherever it was rumored to be, he
made Jacksonville his home for most of his life and became part of its history.
Henry Klippel was born in Hesse Darnstadt, Wickenheim, Germany in 1833, one
of four children. His two older brothers, Philip and Adam, were also born in
Germany; his younger brother, Jacob, in Ohio. In 1837, when Henry was five, the
family migrated to America, settling near Cincinnati. His father died there
when Henry was fifteen.
The boys and their mother then moved to St. Joseph, Missouri. That city was
one of the last outposts on the trail westward, and the Klippels, seeing so much
activity and hearing so many tales of riches to be had for the digging, soon
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were caught up in the excitement of immigration. Adam, the oldest, was seized
with an attack of gold fever, but, along about the same time, he was seized as
well with an attack of religious fervor. The fervor won out over the fever,
and for several years more he remained in Ohio and became a lay preacher.

Henry and his other two brothers, Philip and Jacob, yielded to the urge and
in 1851 they crossed the plains, arriving in the Willamette Valley in August
of the year. The three boys apparently went their separate ways. There is no
record that they combined their resources and worked together although such a
move would have been logical. Lust for gold, however, is seldom accompanied
with logic. Although sour dough mining is a simple process, becoming a pros-
pector requires some capital to tide over the miner between strikes. Henry
found employment on a ferry boat and worked for a little over a month to
accumulate his grub stake.

Reports of fabulous discoveries were always rife, and persistant rumor had it
that the richest veins were to be found in Siskiyou County. Embellished
accounts brought about a general exodus of miners, all hoping to discover the
right spot before anyone else got there, and among those heading south was
Henry Klippel, who had been hired to drive an ox team in a wagon train. He
arrived in Yreka in December 1851. Yreka then was like Jacksonville, a lively
little mining camp, and, although saloon talk was always of wealth beyond one's
most fanciful dreams, Henry Klippel, trying out his gold pans for the first
time, failed to unearth any legendary mother lode.

As always, like the carrot on the end of the stick, pay dirt was always just
ahead—-at Greenhorn, Shively Gulch, Rich Gulch, Galice Creek. Henry Klippel
joined the tide, this time gradually trudging northward until he arrived in
Jacksonville in February 1852. He was eighteen.

In Jacksonville he found a few of the first citizens, but still to come were
the founders: Jane and John McCully, William Hoffman and his six daughters,
Colonel John E. Ross, C.C. Beekman, John S. Love and the others who had the
determination to stay and make a city after the gold supply had been exhausted.

Making Jacksonville his home base, Henry Klippel mined, with varying degrees
of success, at many camps in the area. He soon, however, began to develop a
public spiritedness about the town, and started taking an active part in the
affairs of the townspeople. In 1853 he joined im the battles against the
Indians, and was present on those occasions when the Rogues threatened to at-
tack the settlement. He took part in the first peace conference on the slopes
of Table Rock, and, after fighting had resumed, he participated in the battle
of Hungry Hill where the whites were practically beaten, losing nine men and
having many wounded while the Indians received not a scratch. He was one of
the volunteers who rescued Mary Ann Harris and her daughter Sophie after the
massacre of October 9, 1855 (Table Rock Sentinel, Vol.I, No.9), and he fought
in the last battles with the Rogues before their final surrender. After the
peace was established, he returned to mining, digging at Gold Hill where he
put up the first quartz mill to be built in Oregon.

quartz mills would leave little time for wooing, but romance seems to

thrive on adversity. About the time Henry Klippel was building the
quartz mill, he met Elizabeth Ann Bigham in Jacksonville. She was an attrac-
tive young lady of 18, who, with her family, had crossed the plains in 1853
and had settled in southern Oregon.

The Bighams, of Irish stock, came from Missouri and had originally hoped to
make their new home in the Puget Sound country. At Fort Walla Walla they pre-
pared to cross the Columbia River, but the Indians refused to take them to the
other side unless the immigrants would give them half of everything in the
wagon train. In an interview made in 1927, Elizabeth Ann told the reporter,
Fred Lockley, "I was scared to death. I thought if they divided the children

ne would think that placer mining, patroling Indians and putting up
O
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in halves, I might be with the half that
went with the Indians."

Drivers refused to meet the terms of the
Indians, and the Bighams, changing their
course, headed south, making their permanent
home in Jacksonville. There fortune de-
creed that Henry Klippel and Elizabeth Ann
should meet. Henry was 27, old enough to
be considered a good catch for any young
maiden, but he probably had to beat down
some formidable competition. At that time
attractive unmarried females didn't lack
for suitors. But woo her, he did, and win
her, he did, and in January, 1860, they
were married, no doubt much to the delight
of the citizens who welcomed any opportunity
for a celebration.

After the wedding, Henry went to Idaho.
Either the lure of the goldfields had not
completely abated, or the desire to pro-
vide a more comfortable living to Eliza-
beth Ann brought about the temporary separa-
tion. This time, however, he was success-
ful. After two years of placer mining, he
acquired a substantial poke and returned
to Jacksonville and Elizabeth Ann. He was
almost 30 and it was time to get a family
and become a solid citizen.

Over the years the Klippels had six chil-
dren: Lannes 1861, Allie 1864, John 1867,
Frederick 1869, Henry 1876, and Ivan (died

Elizabeth Ann Bigham Klippel
young) 1879. In the meantime Henry Klippel She seems to be making a valiant effort

helped get the town off to a good start and to smile in spite of the snow storm which

. . is coming through the roof.
entered an amazing variety .of endeavors.

One wonders how the pioneers who had little academic education, were able to
perform so many duties, ranging from arduous physical labor to intricate paper
work, and to accomplish those duties without telephones, computers, diesel oil
or electric motors. In today's age of production lines, where a man could
spend his working days attaching millions of identical handles to millions of
identical doors, and a woman might spend the same time checking labels on mil-
lions of bottles of mouthwash as they pass in incessant review before her eyes,
the variety of pioneer living and the tireless energy of the first citizens
astonishes the historian. Henry Klippel, like so many others, could do just
about everything that needed doing.

At first he tried operating a billiard saloon, but competition was too
great, and, after a year or so, he sold out. In 1864 he was in on the dis-
covery of rich cinnabar and quicksilver deposits near the California border,
he participated in the operation of the quartz mill in Gold Hill, he became
recorder for the newly incorporated city of Jacksonville, served on the board
of trustees, and became Mayor of the town. In 1870 he was elected Sheriff of
Jackson County on the Democratic ticket. In 1872 he was appointed by Governor
Grover to the commission for the construction of the state capitol in Salem,
and was elected president of the board. In 1874, returning to Jacksonville,
he engaged in construction of the Jewett Quartz Mill in association with C.C.
Beekman. In 1874 he became Chairman of the Democratic Central Committee of
Oregon. In 1877 he organized a company to build a ditch from Squaw Lake to
the hydraulic mines on the Applegate, and for three years he operated several
of those mines. In 1880 he was elected County Clerk and re-elected two years
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The Klippel family, caught in all their dignity by Peter Britt. Top row:
Jacob and Henry. Bottom row: The lady must be Mrs. Adam Klippel; she
seems to be holding the good book and she looks severe and devout. The
two men are Adam and Philip. Philip was a printer, like Adam, and he is
holding a certificate. Let's just say it's his good penmanship award.
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later. In 1884, at the age of 51, he retired from politics. He had earned
the right to sit down and put up his feet for the rest of his life, but there
was no let-up in his activities. He invested in stock-raising in Lake County
and, at the same time, continued his farming and mining operations in southern
Oregon. Finding a little free time, he squeezed in a stint at real estate.

Sometimes during the years, the Klippel brothers reunited. The 1880 census
lists all four of them living in Jackson County. Adam Klippel had married
and had a family of six children. His occupation was listed as printer; he
had apparently found that the post of lay preacher didn't pay a living wage.
Jacob and Philip were both listed in the directory as miners. What happened
to the mother of the Klippel boys is not on record.

Given enough time, even a dynamo runs down. In 1897 Henry Klippel sold most
of his properties, including the family home, and he and Elizabeth Ann moved
to Medford. Although they were still active in the Jacksonville lodge, they
had pulled up their roots and were no longer part of the Jacksonville scene,
and the town, concerned with survival, simply forgot Henry Klippel and his
contributions. ’

On November 2, 1901, he suffered a heart attack and died. He was survived
by his wife and five children. Members of the Oregon Pioneer Association--
Wm. M. Colvig, J.R. Neil and David Linn--wrote a biographical sketch praising
him for his "life of active intense and vigorous Manhood" and declaring that
"a history of southern -Oregon could not be written without frequent honorable
mention of his name...a name that his widow, his children, and members of
this Society may contemplate with solemn satisfaction.”" And amen to that.

Sk The Henry Klippel House
" The housé was built in 1868, It is still standing and is in good condi-
. t+ion. - A news item in an early Jacksonville paper reported that on one
occasion the second floor caught fire. Before the concerned citizens
.could come to the rescue, Elizabeth Ann and her neighbor, Mrs. Thomas
Reames, formed a bucket brigade of two and saved the house for posterity.




TIFFANY MAYO, COLLECTIONS DEPARTMENT AIDE
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or 25 years J. TIFFANY MAYO knocked around Washington, D.C., where
*. she was born mnot very many years ago. The capital is a great

| spot for museum goers, and Tiffany, early on, developed an interest
in historical stuff. She spent hours visiting the Smithsonian,

the famous galleries and the embassies, little dreaming that omne

) day she'd be associated with the history of a state clear across
the nation. But Washington, D.C.'s loss has become an SOHS asset.

After her graduation from Calvin Coolidge High School, she went to work for
a succession of libraries: the Takoma Park Library, a student nurses' library,
church libraries, you name it, you got it. But when romance wiggled its
finger, in the form of Floyd, a specialist at IBM, she married and when he
was transferred to the west coast, she happily left the capital for greener
fields.

The first transfer led to another and another, and the young couple jumped
around all over the state. They lived in Corvallis, Albany, Salem, Coos Bay,
Corvallis, Salem, North Bend, stopping just long enough to make their new
house habitable before they moved on to another town. They did manage to
settle down long enough to produce two nice kids: a girl, Jennifer, now in
Sacramento, and a boy, Mark, chef at the Chautaulin restaurant in Ashland.

The family traveled in their camper all over the west and southwest, and
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there are few places in Oregon that they haven't visited and explored.

When Floyd decided to return to college at SOSC, he and Tiffany went their
different directions. After an amicable divorce, she went to work for the
city of Ashland, setting up and directing the Senior Citizens' Center.

During her stay at the Center she was appointed by Governor Straub to the
Senior Citizens' Commission. In that capacity she served on a legislative
sub-committee, helping to write 52 pieces of legislation for the senior
citizens of Oregon. She reports she is most proud of a dental bill which she
helped put through. Whatever it is, if it makes the teeth pearlier, we're
for it.

After her work with the commission, she became Emergency Room Clerk at the
Providence Hospital, leaving there in 1981 to come to the historical society.
Working as an aide in the collections department, she makes use of skills,
including the Chenhall Museum Filing System, which she acquired while working
in libraries in the east. She also serves as secretary and cleans and pre-
pares artifacts for exhibit.

She offers a little sound advice to the ladies who fall in love with men
who don't respond with equal ardor: Play it cool and indifferent, let the
men make the overtures, and don't come on too strong. She has recently come
to the opinion that this system just may work; the other way certainly hasn't
(she reports).

At this stage of the game she thinks she's had a good life, although nothing
has occurred that's been wildly exciting and overwhelming. She could stand it.
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NEWS NOTES

Top: The McCreadie House. Situated on the J.
Herbert Stone Forest Service Nursery, the house

is on the National Registry. As the Forest Ser-—
vice wishes to have it removed but does not wish
to see it demolished, they are offering the build-
ing for a nominal fee. Cost of moving will be the
largest expense. Those interested should call

776-4281. Top right: Esther Hinger, Manager of the

sales shop, examines the Chronological chart, of-
fered for sale at the museum. It is a lifetime
history of the world from man's beginnings up to
1900. It is printed in five sections. Lower right:
Representatives of the marker committee observe
Rod Reid, Chairman, as he presents an SOHS his-
torical marker to Bob Lima, owner of the Jackson
House Restaurant which was originally the Eagle
Mill Warehouse.

Photographs are by Doug Smith and Jane Cory Van-
Dyke, staff photographers.
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