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Over fifty years ago, Woodrow Clevinger documented the existence of a great many closely knit Appalachian 
families along the Cowlitz and Skagit rivers of the Pacific Northwest. 1 All the families could still trace their 
origins back to specific locations in the Southern Appalachians -- Clevinger's own ancestors, for example, had 
moved in from Pike County, Kentucky. Other families originated from throughout the Cumberland Plateau and 
along the valleys of the Kanawah, Clinch, and Big Sandy rivers. Wherever these people had migrated, Clevinger 
wrote, they tended to congregate around relatives and neighbors whom they had previously known back East. 

In the summer of 1988, while using a James Still fellowship to study the connections between poverty, literacy, 
and educational attainment in Southwestern Kentucky, I came across Clevinger's earlier research. I wondered what 
had happened to these Cascade Appalachians in the fifty years since he had written about them. If they were still 
around and part of identifiable groups, it seemed to me that they might profitably be compared with the kin they 
had left behind. After all, both populations were derived from the same stock, inhabited similar terrain, lived for 
the most part in isolated and self-contained communities, and made a living from small scale farming, lumbering, 
and mining. I wondered if Eastern and Western Appalachians were also still sharing much of the same material 
and expressive culture. I wondered if they were still corresponding with each other. Most importantly, I wondered 
if the Appalachians of the Cascades had surmounted some of the problems faced by their relatives back east and, if 
they had, how they had managed to do so. The two issues I had been examining in Southeastern Kentucky (poverty 
and low educational attainment) seemed intractable, for example. If the Western Appalachians had had better 
success in dealing with these problems, then I certainly wanted to know how they had been able to do it. 

In July and August of 1990, thanks to grants received form Berea College's Appalachian Center and the Faculty 
Scholars program of the University of Kentucky, my wife Laura and I finally had a chance to visit the Washington 
Cascades. While there, we did research in the libraries of the local historical societies and also collected a number 
of oral histories. 2 All of our informants were members of families who had originated in the Southern 
Appalachian mountains, and they seemed to possess a number of common characteristics. They continued to live 
lifestyles strongly dependent upon lumbering, they maintained strong ties with the kin back East, they lived near 
and often intermarried with families who had migrated from the same area as they had, and they possessed a 
cultural identity which seemed to differentiate them, at least in their own minds, from their neighbors in their 
adopted state. We found they had interesting stories to tell about why they moved, the adjustments they made after 
they arrived in Washington state, and the ways they still felt a kinship with other people from the Southern 
highlands. 

The Setting for the Interviews

Considering the role environment plays in the lives of our informants, it is important that we begin by giving some 
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sense of where these Cascade Appalachians live. The families we talked to had certainly moved from one 
mountainous region to another, but while there are similarities between the two areas, there are also differences. As 
Willie Madden, one of our informants, put it, "One thing, you go back there and they talk about the hills, don't you 
know. And they got hills back there, but here you got a hill it's fourteen thousand feet. You take any of our hills 
around here, they hills." Mr. Madden's point is well taken: from his front window in Eatonville, one can see the top 
two miles of Mt. Rainier rising from its surrounding countryside. Not only is Mt. Rainier (at 14,410 ft.) the tallest 
volcanic peak in the continental United States, but its flanks are large enough to hold a permanent glacier 
comprising fifty square miles. Just south of Rainier lies Mt. St. Helens, still twice the height of the Appalachians 
even after its top fifteen hundred feet have blown off. Above Rainier are the North Cascades, clusters of snow 
capped mountains which march in an unbroken line to the Canadian border. 

The western Cascades where most of the Appalachians settled featured lush vegetation, predominantly cloudy 
skies, and mild temperatures. When the migrants first arrived, some of them, including Iva Forrister's mother, 
thought it would never stop raining (as recounted on Forrister tape). Nevertheless, they became accustomed to the 
climate, so much so that when couples like Frankie and Regal Nations returned to the Southeast to visit, they found 
it difficult to sleep because of the combination of heat and humidity. 

The Washington Cascades are pierced by four mountain passes which rank among the most spectacular in the 
United States. During the winter these passes may be closed by snowfalls as heavy as any recorded in our country. 
Nevertheless, for most of the year, communities in the Cascades are relatively accessible from the lowlands of 
Western Washington. Good roads would take most of our informants to major population centers like Tacoma and 
Seattle in less time, say, than it takes to get from Perry County, Kentucky, to Corbin, or from Cherokee to 
Gatlinburg. Thus it would be true to say that the communities we studied are more physically isolated from other 
parts of the Cascades than they are from the lowlands to the east and west. This east-west orientation extends to the 
political structure of the region: Cascade towns are part of large counties which stretch all the way to Puget Sound 
and the Pacific Ocean.  

The first predominantly Appalachian community in which we conducted interviews was Darrington, northeast of 
Seattle. Darrington is most associated in the minds of other Washingtonians with the "Tarheels" -- a term, by the 
way, which is often used to describe any Southern mountaineer now living in the state. Willie Madden, for 
example, was born in Knott County, Kentucky, but he calls himself "just a Tarheel." The word has even become a 
verb: "when people go back east to visit, they are said to be "tarheeling." In any event, a newcomer to Darrington 
quickly makes the connection to Appalachia. The town is the site of a long-running Bluegrass festival. Its Southern 
Baptist church publishes a cookbook with a recipe for stackcake, a traditional Southern mountain delicacy, and it 
still takes part in a singing convention every fifth Sunday. As recently as 1947, writes Elizabeth Poehlman, a good 
five hundred of Darrington's 850 residents were from the area immediately surrounding Silva, North Carolina 
(119). 

When we pulled in to register at Darrington's Stagecoach Inn, we were greeted at the front desk by Dave 
Buchanan, a relative newcomer to Washington. In our interviews with him and with Regal Nations and Charlie 
Jones, we got the sense that many Darrington residents had moved there because they or their parents felt they had 
lost the freedom of the frontier back in North Carolina. Washington state seemed to be bigger, wilder, freer. Yet 
civilization had reached here too. The immigrants who had come to Washington to hunt without limits and be free 
from federal timber policy now found themselves in the thick of the fight over the last stands of old-growth forest 
in the Pacific Northwest. The anger Darrington loggers felt toward environmentalists was almost palpable; it was 
in Darrington, for example, that we were told our first spotted owl joke. 3 
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The towns of Mineral and Morton, Washington, lie south of Darrington. These communities were largely settled 
by Kentuckians. Woodrow Clevinger's father had come from Pike County, Kentucky, along with over one hundred 
others, and Clevinger was later to estimate that over two thousand families in the immediate area of Mineral and 
Morton had a Kentucky ancestry (Clevinger tape). Corbett Hale, one of our informants, was responsible for a 
number of those migrants all by himself. For over forty years he attended Old Regular Baptist church association 
meetings back east, and every return trip he brought some more former neighbors back with him. 

Just down the slope from Morton are Riffe (now under water because of a new reservoir) and Mossyrock. These 
were West Virginian communities. The first immigrants from the Mountain State may have been Anthony and 
Laura Bown, who arrived with their five children in 1889 (Nix and Nix 91). They were soon joined by others, 
including the sixty families who chartered a train from hawk's Nest, West Virginia, in 1893. We were privileged to 
join the descendants of these families in worship when we attended the annual communion ceremony at Western 
Union Old Regular Baptist Church in Silver Creek, Washington, a couple miles down the road from Mossyrock. 
The West Virginian families were joined at worship by Kentuckians who had previously attended a Morton Old 
Regular church now disbanded because of disputes over governance, use of church funds, and bobbed hair ( Hale 
and Toler tapes). The more liberal Western Union congregation (along with another small congregation near 
Raymond, Washington) still "corresponds" with sister churches in the Friendship Association of Old Regular 
Baptists, a loosely affiliated denominational group otherwise located along the West Virginia-Virginia border. The 
lined a capella singing, the rhapsodic preaching, and the emotional intensity felt during the footwashing ceremony 
powerfully demonstrated that a vital part of Appalachian culture could be transplanted and take root in the West. 

The Themes of the Interviews

After conducting interviews in all of these communities, we think we have discovered a number of themes -- 
themes relating to the needs to create a decent life for one's family, to test one's limits in a land of huge forests and 
abundant wildlife, to maintain spiritual wholeness and personal identity thousands of miles from one's place of 
birth. Here, briefly, are some of them. 

Most of our informants had stories to tell of their trip west and seemed to regard it as one of the great adventures of 
their lives. The migration story Frankie Nations told us was probably typical. "We came here," she told us,  

in 1937. All us kids were born during the Depression, so my dad, it was hard for him to get work 
there, so we started on out on September 1, 1937. There was ten of us in the car, a little '31 
Chevrolet, and we had a little utility trailer pulling in the back with all our belongings in it. And 
those kids ranged from one year to seven -- there were four of us, four children -- Mom, Dad, and 
two uncles and an aunt, and a guy who came with us to help drive. So we all got in this car and we 
started out and it took us ten days to get from North Carolina to Darrington. My sister and I, we had 
to sit on a can on the floor between one of our uncles' legs, because there wasn't enough room to sit 
in the car, and every time I moved my uncle would say, "Sit still." Well, being five years old, you 
can't see out the window or anything. I had a ring on my bottom for a long time for sitting ten days 
on that can, and so did my sister.  

Frankie remembered there was so little room in the car that most family belongings had to be left at home. Her 
family did bring their feather beds with them, however. When night came on the trip west, her mother took out 
these feather comforters and the family slept on them by the side of the road. Other Appalachians came west with 
even less; Corbett Hale told newcomers traveling with him that they were restricted to one suitcase. Time and 
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again we asked people what they possessed from their family's first trip to Washington. Only Mabel Hale Compton 
could tell us the story of material possessions with an Appalachian origin -- some quilts brought by her family 
from Wolf Pen Creek, Kentucky. 

When they arrived here, some families were set up in already furnished houses. Others were not so fortunate and 
either had no close relatives who could assist them or else somehow missed connections. About their own arrival 
in Washington state, recounts Ethel Toler, 

We come by train to Chehalis. We were a day earlier than what the people were looking for us, and 
here we got off the train we didn't know where we was at, we didn't know where Riffe was and we 
had twenty dollars in our pocket. So the taxi was just across the street from the railroad station. So 
Homer went over there and we got a taxi which cost us sixteen dollars to go to Riffe. He didn't 
know where Riffe was, the taxi driver didn't. He knew what vicinity it was in. He'd seen somebody 
had had a trip to Riffe and what they had charged for going. Well, he said, it's sixteen dollars and 
we'll find it. 

And find Riffe the Tolers eventually did, though they arrived in town with only four dollars between t hem. 
Nevertheless, they considered themselves fortunate to be in their new community, as evidenced by the stories of 
privation they told us about their previous life in West Virginia. Typical meals back home, said Ethel, were 
"biscuits watered gravy for breakfast and corned bread and beans for dinner. One month we had a little money left 
over, so we went down to Krogers and they had this beautiful curly kale, so we had enough to get that and we had 
enough to get a little package of yeast. We went home, we cooked that kale and I made hot rolls and we really eat 
that. That was treat." The Toler home near Welch, West Virginia, was also remembered as a sign of their former 
poverty. "The last house we lived in before we left West Virginia," Homer Toler told us, 

was built in January out of green hemlock: two little rooms. The front door was a barn door. It was 
made out of green lumber. They put up two corner boards here and two over there and two over 
there and the roof was sloped one way and no studding in it, and we swept four inches of snow off 
the floor part of it and put a roof on it of lightweight tarpaper, and we moved in. And they just 
nailed the green hemlock up and down and then one by four over the cracks. And one place in front 
of the front door where it was kind of cut cross grain, why she woke up one night and pow, scared 
to death. And she wanted to know what it was. I said that's just a board seasoning and cracking. 
And her dad had given us a big old wool rug. And she woke me up one morning, she said what's 
that cat doing? And it was laying right up close to where the stove was. It had come up under the 
house, raised the rug up, the cat was laying there asleep. In front of the front door there was a piece 
busted out in one of the floor boards about that big, it was kind of wedge shaped, and the cat went 
in and out of that hole. 

The Toler memories of grinding poverty are similar to other memories our informants shared with us. What 
Barbara Ann Austin remembers most about her first trip to Kentucky, for example, was their lack of indoor 
plumbing. Other Cascade families remember their former homes with more affection. The Darrington Tarheels 
seem convinced that conditions back east have improved so much that there is no longer an economic incentive to 
cause people to move to Washington. Still other families keep alive a nostalgic picture of life in the East. In the 
home of Mabel Hale Compton there is an oil painting of a modest Kentucky log house owned by her family. It 
would be instantly recognizable to many people interested in Appalachian studies because it is the Amburgey 
cabin once lived in by James Still. 
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To a greater or lesser degree Cascade Appalachians also retain memories of family food traditions. When we ate 
lunch at her home, Frankie Nations served us leather britches beans and corn bread. Stack cake seemed to be 
remembered fondly by all our informants, and Sis Dolleyheide is still supposed to bring it regularly to church 
dinners (Toler tape). The Jones family reported a family tradition, now ended, of raising bears for meat. Frankie 
Nations remembers with amusement a story about her mother who, in Frankie's words, would "try anything": 

One morning there was a porcupine under the house. When Dad went to work he saw this 
porcupine. That evening he came home from work and there was a real nice plate of chicken on the 
table. During the day Mom had got the twenty-two. She'd gone under the house, she'd shot the 
porcupine and she'd skinned it. Somebody had told her that was real good to eat, and all, so Mom's 
a real good cook, so she cooked up this porcupine, but she made the mistake of one of my sisters' 
still being at home. She was sick and she didn't go to school. Well, we were all eating this chicken. 
That night this one that had stayed at home from school and my Dad, you know, he used language 
that wasn't too good at times, and he looked across and the younger wasn't eating any chicken. 
"Well, what's your problem that you're not eating any chicken?" He looked at Mom and he said, 
"You're feeding us that porcupine." That was the end of the chicken. Nobody ate chicken after that.  

Within some families another food tradition, of course, is moonshine. For a number of Cascade families, this was 
an important Depression-era business. Mabel Hale Compton recalls a relative just tin from Kentucky. Her father 
put him up for a few months until he could get on his feet. Finally, her brother noticed the relative spending a lot of 
time down in the woods by the creek. When she and her brother investigated, they found the relative's new still. It 
was certainly not the only still operating in eastern Lewis County during those years. As Woodrow Clevinger 
reported to the Lewis County Historical Society, 

I don't want to mention names, but there was one merchant in this town who didn't make his money 
selling groceries to loggers and lumberjacks who wanted credit. He really made his money from 
bringing in corn, ground corn, and wholesaling it to X number of Kentuckians and West Virginians 
and Virginians. Unfortunately they couldn't grow corn in this climate, and God knows they couldn't 
grow sugar. But they was brought in over the Tacoma Eastern Railway by the carload and unloaded 
here and distributed out through the hills here, [and] converted into good white whiskey. It was ten 
dollars a gallon, and two dollars and a half for a small pint. And this money did not go in the State 
Bank of Morton either. These mountain knew better than to build up a bank account, because the 
revenue people like to audit bank accounts and so it was in cash, hard cash carried around. I hate to 
say, I laughingly say, that the only pin money I made in 1926, '28, '29, and '30 was picking up 
moonshine bottles behind the dance halls in this town and along the road to Davis Lake road, 
bringing t hem down, getting five cents a bottle. And every Monday I'd come in, I go to my buyer, 
who I won't mention, my relative. Five cents a bottle, and I'd always come through with at least ten. 
Fifty cents -- that's a lot of money for a kid in 1928, '29, '31. (Clevinger tape) 

The moonshine tradition continued until well after the Second World War. Charlie Jones remembers working with 
Stogie Parker for the Morison Lumber Company. Stogie used to quit work early every Friday "to get his saw 
fixed." Everybody knew, says Charlie, that Stogie needed the time to tend to his moonshine business. Stogie had 
high standards. When he arrived in Washington state, he once told another interviewer, he and his brother "went up 
there on the hill and got a half gallon from an old guy. I wouldn't drink it. Didn't have no bead on it like Carolina 
whiskey" (Strickland 41). Stogie's high standards were adopted by other moonshiners. When I asked David 
Buchanan about moonshine, he said, "Oh, you must have been reading about my cousin." His relative had been 
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arrested in1989 for distilling a product which the federal agents said was the best they had ever tasted. 

Still another theme in our interviews is the bigness and openness found in their adopted state. When they go back 
east, the Cascade Appalachians say, everything seems smaller. The Tolers now consider the river they once lived 
along in West Virginia to be just "a little bitty branch." When Laura asked them what had caused the change, 
Homer Toler said, "Just being here in the open spaces. There was no difference in the size of it-- only in your 
mind." The Cascade Appalachians told us that people in the East could not accept the scale of things in the state of 
Washington. "So when we went back and told people about what big timber there was," says Willie Madden, 
"they'd laugh and make fun of us, you know. It just couldn't be that way, you know. It's just not true." All the 
loggers we talked to had saved photographs of logging crews standing by logs measuring twelve feet or more "at 
the butt." It was a measure of their manliness that they had felled some of the largest trees on earth. And it was a 
measure of eastern provincialism that relatives in Kentucky or West Virginia had thought these pictures had been 
faked. 

A final theme in the interviews is the relationship these Cascade Appalachians had with their church. Willis 
Weatherford and Earl D.C. Brewer have repeated the observation that Appalachians may be the most religious and 
the least churched people in America (161). To an extent that was also true of our informants. Some of them were 
regular church attenders; others were not. But religion still seemed important to them. Partly this was because 
church was indexed to so much of life as they knew it back in the Southern mountains. The dinners on the grounds, 
the hymns, the emotional services, the familiar accents-- all of these things could be found on Sunday mornings 
when, for a time at least, people could imagine themselves back home. They could fall back into familiar gender 
roles, sing the beloved hymns, and in general feel the comfort of "the good old-fashioned way." For people who 
had been born and raised in West Virginia or Southeastern Kentucky, the church was a cultural institution through 
which they could maintain and take pride in their distinctive heritage. And it was about the only such institution: 
surrounded by a larger culture with a completely different tradition, cut off from their relatives back east, working 
in a "democracy of the woods" which accepted any man, so long as he was a hard worker, watching their children 
bussed off to receive a secular education none of them had been given, the Cascade Appalachians viewed their 
faith as a bulwark against a larger and more sinful world. Old Regular Baptists in Washington state continued the 
unique lifestyle and worship practices they had known in Appalachia. 

When the first generation began to die out, however, something began to happen to Old Regular membership in the 
Cascades. It appears to be what other migrant churches have experienced in this country (and the Old Regulars are 
very much a migrant religious group once they leave the Appalachians). H. Richard Niebuhr has said the following 
about migrant churches: 

During the first period of competition and of economic conflict between immigrants and natives the 
churches of the immigrants tend to differentiate themselves as cultural organizations, which 
maintain and emphasize their separate individuality not on doctrinal but on cultural grounds. But 
after accommodation has set in, after the old language and the old ways have been irretrievably 
lost, after contacts with native churches have increased, the battle ground of competition changes. 
Ecclesiastical and doctrinal issues replace the cultural lines of division, and the loyalty of an 
English-speaking, second generation is fostered by appeal to different motives than were found 
effective among the immigrants themselves. The need for continued differentiation and for the self-
justification of an organism which is strongly desirous of continuing its existence, are responsible 
now for a new emphasis. Denominational separateness in a competitive situation finds its 
justification under these circumstances in the accentuation of the theological or liturgical 
peculiarities of the group. (229-30) 
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Niebuhr says two things here: that first generation migrant churches concern themselves with cultural values, and 
that the second generation churches, seeing themselves dissolving in America's melting pot, feel compelled to re-
emphasize their doctrinal differences. That observation seems to apply to the Cascade Appalachians. In the 1930s, 
there were eight Old Regular churches in eastern Lewis County, Washington. By the fifties there were still six of 
them. Now only two Old Regular churches exist in the whole state. Some of this attrition is due to the fact that 
there is no longer a significant Appalachian migration to the Pacific Northwest. In the first forty years of this 
century, people like Corbett Hale could practically guarantee work for all who came. In the days when whole 
families arrived, and then sent back for their relatives, the Old Regulars could always maintain some kind of 
"critical mass" with which they could maintain their cultural integrity. But the influx of new families from 
Appalachia has dried off to a trickle, and the timber industry is in t he tenth year of a depression. The children of 
Cascade Appalachian families have also been much more willing to use education as a ticket to the thriving 
communities along Puget Sound. At any rate, the towns we visited were no longer prosperous, if indeed they ever 
had been, and they could no longer keep their younger residents from looking longingly elsewhere. 

I shall claim here, then, that the Old Regulars have gone through a transition like that which Niebuhr predicted for 
other immigrant churches when the first generation gives way to the second. Without their children, without the 
replenishment of adults from back home, the Old Regular churches found their memberships dwindling. A natural 
tendency when something like this happens is to seek converts. But the Old Regulars were not used to doing this 
and had not developed the naturalization processes that would make the assimilation of new converts from other 
traditions easier. Outsiders brought disturbing ways with them -- singing out of noted songbooks, for example, or 
bringing womenfolk with bobbed hair (Hale tape). In the absence of a culture no longer shared in common, what 
Niebuhr predicted would happen in the immigrant church, an emphasis upon religious peculiarities, happened to 
the Old Regulars as they fought to retain their distinctive identity.  

Whether or not to bob one's hair, for example, was an explosive issue which swept through the Washington 
churches during the 1950s and 1960s. This shows how, after the passing of the first generation, an immigrant 
church retreats to doctrine in order to differentiate itself from the outside world. When he joined a little over forty 
years ago, Corbett Hale found himself in the middle of this transition. "They was a lot of older people," he told us, 
"and all of them passed on, and it got down to me. I moderated the church for I guess twenty some years after the 
older ones went out. We had six churches at one time, and before they all died we began losing them. People 
coming in from other denominations and overpowering the majority of the vote, and just pulling them out of the 
Association." Hale referred here to the New Salem Association, a large group of Old Regular churches, 
headquartered in Kentucky, to which the Washington churches belonged. In 1955, the New Salem Association 
passed a resolution restricting the admission of women with bobbed hair. In 1968, the Western Union Old Regular 
church in the state of Washington asked for a reconsideration of this rule. When the resolution was softened some 
churches in the East protested, and newcomers found themselves arrayed against the Old Guard. 

Other issues arose to exacerbate the difference between the two church factions. In Washington state the 
intramural fights over faith and decorum brought the Old Regulars to almost total disarray: the church at 
Mossyrock left the Old Regulars altogether, Morton locked its doors, the Mt. Olive and Western Union churches 
switched to the more liberal Friendship association, individual congregants also switched their affiliations or 
stopped attending altogether ( Hale and Toler tapes). The bitterness is still there after more than twenty years. "It's 
a shame what they done up there," Dovie Hale told us. "They'll have to stand before God for it." Of the breakaway 
churches, her husband says, "They call themselves Baptists and they lying when they do." 
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Mt. Olive and Western Union are the last of the Old Regular churches in Washington state. When we attended a 
service at Western Union two summers ago, a combined service for the two congregations, we sat among forty 
members. Only one younger couple was there. Despite their obvious devotion, the congregants could quite 
accurately be described as a "faithful remnant." 

Fifty years after Clevinger's first studies, therefore, we could still find worshipping Cascade Appalachians whose 
mountain religion had bonded them together in a new home for a hundred years. Of course, very little else exists 
that can take the place of their old-time mountain faith in giving a sense of social cohesion and a feeling of 
distinctiveness. Little of an Appalachian material culture got transplanted to the West because these families 
arrived with so little. Once they began work in their new homes, they found themselves scattered throughout a 
heterogeneous workforce which included, besides Americans from a dozen or more logged-out states, a number of 
other nationalities. Then, as has happened with so many other immigrant groups, they found their educated 
offspring learning new skills and different values. Finally, the small communities in which they clustered found 
themselves subjected to a decade-long recession. Why stay among one's fellow "Tarheels" when the prosperous 
towns along the nearby I-5 corridor can offer so much more? 

Conclusion

We hope that there will be additional opportunities to visit these Cascade families and learn more about their lives. 
As we have indicated, though, they may be a dying subculture, because the influx of new families from Appalachia 
has dried to a trickle and the timber industry is in the tenth year of a depression. The children of these families 
have also been much more willing to use education as a ticket to the world outside. It was a point of pride to our 
informants that their children had all completed high school. Many had gone to college. In the process they learned 
the skills that made them employable in the thriving communities along Puget Sound. The land as homeplace has 
not seemed to exert as strong a pull on these Western Appalachians -- perhaps because their ancestors had already 
broken roots in going to Washington in the first place, partly because the outdoors is in the heritage of everyone in 
the state and is not lost just because one moves to the city. At any rate, the towns we visited were no longer 
prosperous, if indeed they ever had been, and they could no longer keep their younger residents from looking 
longingly elsewhere. Fifty years after Clevinger's first studies, we could still find these Cascade Appalachians, but 
someone looking for them in another fifty years may very well find that they have disappeared into the general 
population. Before they do disappear, however, we think there is much more they may be able to tell us, not only 
about their present lives in Washington, but about the Appalachia they left behind. 

Notes

1. The first articles I found were published by Clevinger in the Pacific Northwest Quarterly in 1938 and 1942. 
These were based upon research which appeared in his master's thesis and later formed part of his doctoral 
dissertation, "The Western Washington Cascades: A Study of Migration and Mountain Settlement." These and 
other Clevinger titles are listed in the "Works Cited" section of this paper. 

2. Unless otherwise indicated, all attributions are to the person named previously in the sentence. All the 
interviews we personally conducted have been duplicated on audiotape and presented to the archives of the 
Kentucky Oral History Commission (PO Box 537, Frankfort, KY 40404). These tapes, arranged alphabetically by 
interviewee, are individually listed in the "Works Cited" section of this paper. Two other audiotapes used in this 
article's preparation can be found in the archives of the Lewis County Historical Society, Chehalis, WA. 
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3. Spotted owls have become a major issue in deciding how much wood can be removed from the Northwest's old 
growth forests. The story concerns a logger who had roasted and eaten a number of them. After sentencing the 
logger, the judge called him over and asked him, confidentially, what spotted owl tasted like. "Oh," replied the 
logger, "about halfway between a condor and a bald eagle." It should be added, however, that this story does not 
reflect the loggers' sincere love of the woods in which they work. They do think that their experience gives them a 
right to say how the forests should be "managed." They certainly believe they have a greater understanding of the 
issues than "those bureaucrats back in Washington." 
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FIFTY YEARS LATER: THE APPALACHIAN POPULATIONS OF THE WASHINGTON CASCADES 

Harry Robie 
Berea College

Over fifty years ago, Woodrow Clevinger documented the existence of a great many closely knit Appalachian 
families along the Cowlitz and Skagit rivers of the Pacific Northwest. 1 All the families could still trace their 
origins back to specific locations in the Southern Appalachians -- Clevinger's own ancestors, for example, had 
moved in from Pike County, Kentucky. Other families originated from throughout the Cumberland Plateau and 
along the valleys of the Kanawah, Clinch, and Big Sandy rivers. Wherever these people had migrated, Clevinger 
wrote, they tended to congregate around relatives and neighbors whom they had previously known back East. 
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In the summer of 1988, while using a James Still fellowship to study the connections between poverty, literacy, 
and educational attainment in Southwestern Kentucky, I came across Clevinger's earlier research. I wondered what 
had happened to these Cascade Appalachians in the fifty years since he had written about them. If they were still 
around and part of identifiable groups, it seemed to me that they might profitably be compared with the kin they 
had left behind. After all, both populations were derived from the same stock, inhabited similar terrain, lived for 
the most part in isolated and self-contained communities, and made a living from small scale farming, lumbering, 
and mining. I wondered if Eastern and Western Appalachians were also still sharing much of the same material 
and expressive culture. I wondered if they were still corresponding with each other. Most importantly, I wondered 
if the Appalachians of the Cascades had surmounted some of the problems faced by their relatives back east and, if 
they had, how they had managed to do so. The two issues I had been examining in Southeastern Kentucky (poverty 
and low educational attainment) seemed intractable, for example. If the Western Appalachians had had better 
success in dealing with these problems, then I certainly wanted to know how they had been able to do it. 

In July and August of 1990, thanks to grants received form Berea College's Appalachian Center and the Faculty 
Scholars program of the University of Kentucky, my wife Laura and I finally had a chance to visit the Washington 
Cascades. While there, we did research in the libraries of the local historical societies and also collected a number 
of oral histories. 2 All of our informants were members of families who had originated in the Southern 
Appalachian mountains, and they seemed to possess a number of common characteristics. They continued to live 
lifestyles strongly dependent upon lumbering, they maintained strong ties with the kin back East, they lived near 
and often intermarried with families who had migrated from the same area as they had, and they possessed a 
cultural identity which seemed to differentiate them, at least in their own minds, from their neighbors in their 
adopted state. We found they had interesting stories to tell about why they moved, the adjustments they made after 
they arrived in Washington state, and the ways they still felt a kinship with other people from the Southern 
highlands. 

The Setting for the Interviews

Considering the role environment plays in the lives of our informants, it is important that we begin by giving some 
sense of where these Cascade Appalachians live. The families we talked to had certainly moved from one 
mountainous region to another, but while there are similarities between the two areas, there are also differences. As 
Willie Madden, one of our informants, put it, "One thing, you go back there and they talk about the hills, don't you 
know. And they got hills back there, but here you got a hill it's fourteen thousand feet. You take any of our hills 
around here, they hills." Mr. Madden's point is well taken: from his front window in Eatonville, one can see the top 
two miles of Mt. Rainier rising from its surrounding countryside. Not only is Mt. Rainier (at 14,410 ft.) the tallest 
volcanic peak in the continental United States, but its flanks are large enough to hold a permanent glacier 
comprising fifty square miles. Just south of Rainier lies Mt. St. Helens, still twice the height of the Appalachians 
even after its top fifteen hundred feet have blown off. Above Rainier are the North Cascades, clusters of snow 
capped mountains which march in an unbroken line to the Canadian border. 

The western Cascades where most of the Appalachians settled featured lush vegetation, predominantly cloudy 
skies, and mild temperatures. When the migrants first arrived, some of them, including Iva Forrister's mother, 
thought it would never stop raining (as recounted on Forrister tape). Nevertheless, they became accustomed to the 
climate, so much so that when couples like Frankie and Regal Nations returned to the Southeast to visit, they found 
it difficult to sleep because of the combination of heat and humidity. 

The Washington Cascades are pierced by four mountain passes which rank among the most spectacular in the 
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United States. During the winter these passes may be closed by snowfalls as heavy as any recorded in our country. 
Nevertheless, for most of the year, communities in the Cascades are relatively accessible from the lowlands of 
Western Washington. Good roads would take most of our informants to major population centers like Tacoma and 
Seattle in less time, say, than it takes to get from Perry County, Kentucky, to Corbin, or from Cherokee to 
Gatlinburg. Thus it would be true to say that the communities we studied are more physically isolated from other 
parts of the Cascades than they are from the lowlands to the east and west. This east-west orientation extends to the 
political structure of the region: Cascade towns are part of large counties which stretch all the way to Puget Sound 
and the Pacific Ocean.  

The first predominantly Appalachian community in which we conducted interviews was Darrington, northeast of 
Seattle. Darrington is most associated in the minds of other Washingtonians with the "Tarheels" -- a term, by the 
way, which is often used to describe any Southern mountaineer now living in the state. Willie Madden, for 
example, was born in Knott County, Kentucky, but he calls himself "just a Tarheel." The word has even become a 
verb: "when people go back east to visit, they are said to be "tarheeling." In any event, a newcomer to Darrington 
quickly makes the connection to Appalachia. The town is the site of a long-running Bluegrass festival. Its Southern 
Baptist church publishes a cookbook with a recipe for stackcake, a traditional Southern mountain delicacy, and it 
still takes part in a singing convention every fifth Sunday. As recently as 1947, writes Elizabeth Poehlman, a good 
five hundred of Darrington's 850 residents were from the area immediately surrounding Silva, North Carolina 
(119). 

When we pulled in to register at Darrington's Stagecoach Inn, we were greeted at the front desk by Dave 
Buchanan, a relative newcomer to Washington. In our interviews with him and with Regal Nations and Charlie 
Jones, we got the sense that many Darrington residents had moved there because they or their parents felt they had 
lost the freedom of the frontier back in North Carolina. Washington state seemed to be bigger, wilder, freer. Yet 
civilization had reached here too. The immigrants who had come to Washington to hunt without limits and be free 
from federal timber policy now found themselves in the thick of the fight over the last stands of old-growth forest 
in the Pacific Northwest. The anger Darrington loggers felt toward environmentalists was almost palpable; it was 
in Darrington, for example, that we were told our first spotted owl joke. 3 

The towns of Mineral and Morton, Washington, lie south of Darrington. These communities were largely settled 
by Kentuckians. Woodrow Clevinger's father had come from Pike County, Kentucky, along with over one hundred 
others, and Clevinger was later to estimate that over two thousand families in the immediate area of Mineral and 
Morton had a Kentucky ancestry (Clevinger tape). Corbett Hale, one of our informants, was responsible for a 
number of those migrants all by himself. For over forty years he attended Old Regular Baptist church association 
meetings back east, and every return trip he brought some more former neighbors back with him. 

Just down the slope from Morton are Riffe (now under water because of a new reservoir) and Mossyrock. These 
were West Virginian communities. The first immigrants from the Mountain State may have been Anthony and 
Laura Bown, who arrived with their five children in 1889 (Nix and Nix 91). They were soon joined by others, 
including the sixty families who chartered a train from hawk's Nest, West Virginia, in 1893. We were privileged to 
join the descendants of these families in worship when we attended the annual communion ceremony at Western 
Union Old Regular Baptist Church in Silver Creek, Washington, a couple miles down the road from Mossyrock. 
The West Virginian families were joined at worship by Kentuckians who had previously attended a Morton Old 
Regular church now disbanded because of disputes over governance, use of church funds, and bobbed hair ( Hale 
and Toler tapes). The more liberal Western Union congregation (along with another small congregation near 
Raymond, Washington) still "corresponds" with sister churches in the Friendship Association of Old Regular 
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Baptists, a loosely affiliated denominational group otherwise located along the West Virginia-Virginia border. The 
lined a capella singing, the rhapsodic preaching, and the emotional intensity felt during the footwashing ceremony 
powerfully demonstrated that a vital part of Appalachian culture could be transplanted and take root in the West. 

The Themes of the Interviews

After conducting interviews in all of these communities, we think we have discovered a number of themes -- 
themes relating to the needs to create a decent life for one's family, to test one's limits in a land of huge forests and 
abundant wildlife, to maintain spiritual wholeness and personal identity thousands of miles from one's place of 
birth. Here, briefly, are some of them. 

Most of our informants had stories to tell of their trip west and seemed to regard it as one of the great adventures of 
their lives. The migration story Frankie Nations told us was probably typical. "We came here," she told us,  

in 1937. All us kids were born during the Depression, so my dad, it was hard for him to get work 
there, so we started on out on September 1, 1937. There was ten of us in the car, a little '31 
Chevrolet, and we had a little utility trailer pulling in the back with all our belongings in it. And 
those kids ranged from one year to seven -- there were four of us, four children -- Mom, Dad, and 
two uncles and an aunt, and a guy who came with us to help drive. So we all got in this car and we 
started out and it took us ten days to get from North Carolina to Darrington. My sister and I, we had 
to sit on a can on the floor between one of our uncles' legs, because there wasn't enough room to sit 
in the car, and every time I moved my uncle would say, "Sit still." Well, being five years old, you 
can't see out the window or anything. I had a ring on my bottom for a long time for sitting ten days 
on that can, and so did my sister.  

Frankie remembered there was so little room in the car that most family belongings had to be left at home. Her 
family did bring their feather beds with them, however. When night came on the trip west, her mother took out 
these feather comforters and the family slept on them by the side of the road. Other Appalachians came west with 
even less; Corbett Hale told newcomers traveling with him that they were restricted to one suitcase. Time and 
again we asked people what they possessed from their family's first trip to Washington. Only Mabel Hale Compton 
could tell us the story of material possessions with an Appalachian origin -- some quilts brought by her family 
from Wolf Pen Creek, Kentucky. 

When they arrived here, some families were set up in already furnished houses. Others were not so fortunate and 
either had no close relatives who could assist them or else somehow missed connections. About their own arrival 
in Washington state, recounts Ethel Toler, 

We come by train to Chehalis. We were a day earlier than what the people were looking for us, and 
here we got off the train we didn't know where we was at, we didn't know where Riffe was and we 
had twenty dollars in our pocket. So the taxi was just across the street from the railroad station. So 
Homer went over there and we got a taxi which cost us sixteen dollars to go to Riffe. He didn't 
know where Riffe was, the taxi driver didn't. He knew what vicinity it was in. He'd seen somebody 
had had a trip to Riffe and what they had charged for going. Well, he said, it's sixteen dollars and 
we'll find it. 

And find Riffe the Tolers eventually did, though they arrived in town with only four dollars between t hem. 
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Nevertheless, they considered themselves fortunate to be in their new community, as evidenced by the stories of 
privation they told us about their previous life in West Virginia. Typical meals back home, said Ethel, were 
"biscuits watered gravy for breakfast and corned bread and beans for dinner. One month we had a little money left 
over, so we went down to Krogers and they had this beautiful curly kale, so we had enough to get that and we had 
enough to get a little package of yeast. We went home, we cooked that kale and I made hot rolls and we really eat 
that. That was treat." The Toler home near Welch, West Virginia, was also remembered as a sign of their former 
poverty. "The last house we lived in before we left West Virginia," Homer Toler told us, 

was built in January out of green hemlock: two little rooms. The front door was a barn door. It was 
made out of green lumber. They put up two corner boards here and two over there and two over 
there and the roof was sloped one way and no studding in it, and we swept four inches of snow off 
the floor part of it and put a roof on it of lightweight tarpaper, and we moved in. And they just 
nailed the green hemlock up and down and then one by four over the cracks. And one place in front 
of the front door where it was kind of cut cross grain, why she woke up one night and pow, scared 
to death. And she wanted to know what it was. I said that's just a board seasoning and cracking. 
And her dad had given us a big old wool rug. And she woke me up one morning, she said what's 
that cat doing? And it was laying right up close to where the stove was. It had come up under the 
house, raised the rug up, the cat was laying there asleep. In front of the front door there was a piece 
busted out in one of the floor boards about that big, it was kind of wedge shaped, and the cat went 
in and out of that hole. 

The Toler memories of grinding poverty are similar to other memories our informants shared with us. What 
Barbara Ann Austin remembers most about her first trip to Kentucky, for example, was their lack of indoor 
plumbing. Other Cascade families remember their former homes with more affection. The Darrington Tarheels 
seem convinced that conditions back east have improved so much that there is no longer an economic incentive to 
cause people to move to Washington. Still other families keep alive a nostalgic picture of life in the East. In the 
home of Mabel Hale Compton there is an oil painting of a modest Kentucky log house owned by her family. It 
would be instantly recognizable to many people interested in Appalachian studies because it is the Amburgey 
cabin once lived in by James Still. 

To a greater or lesser degree Cascade Appalachians also retain memories of family food traditions. When we ate 
lunch at her home, Frankie Nations served us leather britches beans and corn bread. Stack cake seemed to be 
remembered fondly by all our informants, and Sis Dolleyheide is still supposed to bring it regularly to church 
dinners (Toler tape). The Jones family reported a family tradition, now ended, of raising bears for meat. Frankie 
Nations remembers with amusement a story about her mother who, in Frankie's words, would "try anything": 

One morning there was a porcupine under the house. When Dad went to work he saw this 
porcupine. That evening he came home from work and there was a real nice plate of chicken on the 
table. During the day Mom had got the twenty-two. She'd gone under the house, she'd shot the 
porcupine and she'd skinned it. Somebody had told her that was real good to eat, and all, so Mom's 
a real good cook, so she cooked up this porcupine, but she made the mistake of one of my sisters' 
still being at home. She was sick and she didn't go to school. Well, we were all eating this chicken. 
That night this one that had stayed at home from school and my Dad, you know, he used language 
that wasn't too good at times, and he looked across and the younger wasn't eating any chicken. 
"Well, what's your problem that you're not eating any chicken?" He looked at Mom and he said, 
"You're feeding us that porcupine." That was the end of the chicken. Nobody ate chicken after that.  
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Within some families another food tradition, of course, is moonshine. For a number of Cascade families, this was 
an important Depression-era business. Mabel Hale Compton recalls a relative just tin from Kentucky. Her father 
put him up for a few months until he could get on his feet. Finally, her brother noticed the relative spending a lot of 
time down in the woods by the creek. When she and her brother investigated, they found the relative's new still. It 
was certainly not the only still operating in eastern Lewis County during those years. As Woodrow Clevinger 
reported to the Lewis County Historical Society, 

I don't want to mention names, but there was one merchant in this town who didn't make his money 
selling groceries to loggers and lumberjacks who wanted credit. He really made his money from 
bringing in corn, ground corn, and wholesaling it to X number of Kentuckians and West Virginians 
and Virginians. Unfortunately they couldn't grow corn in this climate, and God knows they couldn't 
grow sugar. But they was brought in over the Tacoma Eastern Railway by the carload and unloaded 
here and distributed out through the hills here, [and] converted into good white whiskey. It was ten 
dollars a gallon, and two dollars and a half for a small pint. And this money did not go in the State 
Bank of Morton either. These mountain knew better than to build up a bank account, because the 
revenue people like to audit bank accounts and so it was in cash, hard cash carried around. I hate to 
say, I laughingly say, that the only pin money I made in 1926, '28, '29, and '30 was picking up 
moonshine bottles behind the dance halls in this town and along the road to Davis Lake road, 
bringing t hem down, getting five cents a bottle. And every Monday I'd come in, I go to my buyer, 
who I won't mention, my relative. Five cents a bottle, and I'd always come through with at least ten. 
Fifty cents -- that's a lot of money for a kid in 1928, '29, '31. (Clevinger tape) 

The moonshine tradition continued until well after the Second World War. Charlie Jones remembers working with 
Stogie Parker for the Morison Lumber Company. Stogie used to quit work early every Friday "to get his saw 
fixed." Everybody knew, says Charlie, that Stogie needed the time to tend to his moonshine business. Stogie had 
high standards. When he arrived in Washington state, he once told another interviewer, he and his brother "went up 
there on the hill and got a half gallon from an old guy. I wouldn't drink it. Didn't have no bead on it like Carolina 
whiskey" (Strickland 41). Stogie's high standards were adopted by other moonshiners. When I asked David 
Buchanan about moonshine, he said, "Oh, you must have been reading about my cousin." His relative had been 
arrested in1989 for distilling a product which the federal agents said was the best they had ever tasted. 

Still another theme in our interviews is the bigness and openness found in their adopted state. When they go back 
east, the Cascade Appalachians say, everything seems smaller. The Tolers now consider the river they once lived 
along in West Virginia to be just "a little bitty branch." When Laura asked them what had caused the change, 
Homer Toler said, "Just being here in the open spaces. There was no difference in the size of it-- only in your 
mind." The Cascade Appalachians told us that people in the East could not accept the scale of things in the state of 
Washington. "So when we went back and told people about what big timber there was," says Willie Madden, 
"they'd laugh and make fun of us, you know. It just couldn't be that way, you know. It's just not true." All the 
loggers we talked to had saved photographs of logging crews standing by logs measuring twelve feet or more "at 
the butt." It was a measure of their manliness that they had felled some of the largest trees on earth. And it was a 
measure of eastern provincialism that relatives in Kentucky or West Virginia had thought these pictures had been 
faked. 

A final theme in the interviews is the relationship these Cascade Appalachians had with their church. Willis 
Weatherford and Earl D.C. Brewer have repeated the observation that Appalachians may be the most religious and 
the least churched people in America (161). To an extent that was also true of our informants. Some of them were 

http://spider.georgetowncollege.edu/htallant/border/bs9/fr-robie.htm (15 of 20)4/7/2008 12:03:18 PM



Fifty Years Later: The Appalachian Populations of the Washington Cascades

regular church attenders; others were not. But religion still seemed important to them. Partly this was because 
church was indexed to so much of life as they knew it back in the Southern mountains. The dinners on the grounds, 
the hymns, the emotional services, the familiar accents-- all of these things could be found on Sunday mornings 
when, for a time at least, people could imagine themselves back home. They could fall back into familiar gender 
roles, sing the beloved hymns, and in general feel the comfort of "the good old-fashioned way." For people who 
had been born and raised in West Virginia or Southeastern Kentucky, the church was a cultural institution through 
which they could maintain and take pride in their distinctive heritage. And it was about the only such institution: 
surrounded by a larger culture with a completely different tradition, cut off from their relatives back east, working 
in a "democracy of the woods" which accepted any man, so long as he was a hard worker, watching their children 
bussed off to receive a secular education none of them had been given, the Cascade Appalachians viewed their 
faith as a bulwark against a larger and more sinful world. Old Regular Baptists in Washington state continued the 
unique lifestyle and worship practices they had known in Appalachia. 

When the first generation began to die out, however, something began to happen to Old Regular membership in the 
Cascades. It appears to be what other migrant churches have experienced in this country (and the Old Regulars are 
very much a migrant religious group once they leave the Appalachians). H. Richard Niebuhr has said the following 
about migrant churches: 

During the first period of competition and of economic conflict between immigrants and natives the 
churches of the immigrants tend to differentiate themselves as cultural organizations, which 
maintain and emphasize their separate individuality not on doctrinal but on cultural grounds. But 
after accommodation has set in, after the old language and the old ways have been irretrievably 
lost, after contacts with native churches have increased, the battle ground of competition changes. 
Ecclesiastical and doctrinal issues replace the cultural lines of division, and the loyalty of an 
English-speaking, second generation is fostered by appeal to different motives than were found 
effective among the immigrants themselves. The need for continued differentiation and for the self-
justification of an organism which is strongly desirous of continuing its existence, are responsible 
now for a new emphasis. Denominational separateness in a competitive situation finds its 
justification under these circumstances in the accentuation of the theological or liturgical 
peculiarities of the group. (229-30) 

Niebuhr says two things here: that first generation migrant churches concern themselves with cultural values, and 
that the second generation churches, seeing themselves dissolving in America's melting pot, feel compelled to re-
emphasize their doctrinal differences. That observation seems to apply to the Cascade Appalachians. In the 1930s, 
there were eight Old Regular churches in eastern Lewis County, Washington. By the fifties there were still six of 
them. Now only two Old Regular churches exist in the whole state. Some of this attrition is due to the fact that 
there is no longer a significant Appalachian migration to the Pacific Northwest. In the first forty years of this 
century, people like Corbett Hale could practically guarantee work for all who came. In the days when whole 
families arrived, and then sent back for their relatives, the Old Regulars could always maintain some kind of 
"critical mass" with which they could maintain their cultural integrity. But the influx of new families from 
Appalachia has dried off to a trickle, and the timber industry is in t he tenth year of a depression. The children of 
Cascade Appalachian families have also been much more willing to use education as a ticket to the thriving 
communities along Puget Sound. At any rate, the towns we visited were no longer prosperous, if indeed they ever 
had been, and they could no longer keep their younger residents from looking longingly elsewhere. 

I shall claim here, then, that the Old Regulars have gone through a transition like that which Niebuhr predicted for 
other immigrant churches when the first generation gives way to the second. Without their children, without the 
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replenishment of adults from back home, the Old Regular churches found their memberships dwindling. A natural 
tendency when something like this happens is to seek converts. But the Old Regulars were not used to doing this 
and had not developed the naturalization processes that would make the assimilation of new converts from other 
traditions easier. Outsiders brought disturbing ways with them -- singing out of noted songbooks, for example, or 
bringing womenfolk with bobbed hair (Hale tape). In the absence of a culture no longer shared in common, what 
Niebuhr predicted would happen in the immigrant church, an emphasis upon religious peculiarities, happened to 
the Old Regulars as they fought to retain their distinctive identity.  

Whether or not to bob one's hair, for example, was an explosive issue which swept through the Washington 
churches during the 1950s and 1960s. This shows how, after the passing of the first generation, an immigrant 
church retreats to doctrine in order to differentiate itself from the outside world. When he joined a little over forty 
years ago, Corbett Hale found himself in the middle of this transition. "They was a lot of older people," he told us, 
"and all of them passed on, and it got down to me. I moderated the church for I guess twenty some years after the 
older ones went out. We had six churches at one time, and before they all died we began losing them. People 
coming in from other denominations and overpowering the majority of the vote, and just pulling them out of the 
Association." Hale referred here to the New Salem Association, a large group of Old Regular churches, 
headquartered in Kentucky, to which the Washington churches belonged. In 1955, the New Salem Association 
passed a resolution restricting the admission of women with bobbed hair. In 1968, the Western Union Old Regular 
church in the state of Washington asked for a reconsideration of this rule. When the resolution was softened some 
churches in the East protested, and newcomers found themselves arrayed against the Old Guard. 

Other issues arose to exacerbate the difference between the two church factions. In Washington state the 
intramural fights over faith and decorum brought the Old Regulars to almost total disarray: the church at 
Mossyrock left the Old Regulars altogether, Morton locked its doors, the Mt. Olive and Western Union churches 
switched to the more liberal Friendship association, individual congregants also switched their affiliations or 
stopped attending altogether ( Hale and Toler tapes). The bitterness is still there after more than twenty years. "It's 
a shame what they done up there," Dovie Hale told us. "They'll have to stand before God for it." Of the breakaway 
churches, her husband says, "They call themselves Baptists and they lying when they do." 

Mt. Olive and Western Union are the last of the Old Regular churches in Washington state. When we attended a 
service at Western Union two summers ago, a combined service for the two congregations, we sat among forty 
members. Only one younger couple was there. Despite their obvious devotion, the congregants could quite 
accurately be described as a "faithful remnant." 

Fifty years after Clevinger's first studies, therefore, we could still find worshipping Cascade Appalachians whose 
mountain religion had bonded them together in a new home for a hundred years. Of course, very little else exists 
that can take the place of their old-time mountain faith in giving a sense of social cohesion and a feeling of 
distinctiveness. Little of an Appalachian material culture got transplanted to the West because these families 
arrived with so little. Once they began work in their new homes, they found themselves scattered throughout a 
heterogeneous workforce which included, besides Americans from a dozen or more logged-out states, a number of 
other nationalities. Then, as has happened with so many other immigrant groups, they found their educated 
offspring learning new skills and different values. Finally, the small communities in which they clustered found 
themselves subjected to a decade-long recession. Why stay among one's fellow "Tarheels" when the prosperous 
towns along the nearby I-5 corridor can offer so much more? 

Conclusion
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We hope that there will be additional opportunities to visit these Cascade families and learn more about their lives. 
As we have indicated, though, they may be a dying subculture, because the influx of new families from Appalachia 
has dried to a trickle and the timber industry is in the tenth year of a depression. The children of these families 
have also been much more willing to use education as a ticket to the world outside. It was a point of pride to our 
informants that their children had all completed high school. Many had gone to college. In the process they learned 
the skills that made them employable in the thriving communities along Puget Sound. The land as homeplace has 
not seemed to exert as strong a pull on these Western Appalachians -- perhaps because their ancestors had already 
broken roots in going to Washington in the first place, partly because the outdoors is in the heritage of everyone in 
the state and is not lost just because one moves to the city. At any rate, the towns we visited were no longer 
prosperous, if indeed they ever had been, and they could no longer keep their younger residents from looking 
longingly elsewhere. Fifty years after Clevinger's first studies, we could still find these Cascade Appalachians, but 
someone looking for them in another fifty years may very well find that they have disappeared into the general 
population. Before they do disappear, however, we think there is much more they may be able to tell us, not only 
about their present lives in Washington, but about the Appalachia they left behind. 

Notes

1. The first articles I found were published by Clevinger in the Pacific Northwest Quarterly in 1938 and 1942. 
These were based upon research which appeared in his master's thesis and later formed part of his doctoral 
dissertation, "The Western Washington Cascades: A Study of Migration and Mountain Settlement." These and 
other Clevinger titles are listed in the "Works Cited" section of this paper. 

2. Unless otherwise indicated, all attributions are to the person named previously in the sentence. All the 
interviews we personally conducted have been duplicated on audiotape and presented to the archives of the 
Kentucky Oral History Commission (PO Box 537, Frankfort, KY 40404). These tapes, arranged alphabetically by 
interviewee, are individually listed in the "Works Cited" section of this paper. Two other audiotapes used in this 
article's preparation can be found in the archives of the Lewis County Historical Society, Chehalis, WA. 

3. Spotted owls have become a major issue in deciding how much wood can be removed from the Northwest's old 
growth forests. The story concerns a logger who had roasted and eaten a number of them. After sentencing the 
logger, the judge called him over and asked him, confidentially, what spotted owl tasted like. "Oh," replied the 
logger, "about halfway between a condor and a bald eagle." It should be added, however, that this story does not 
reflect the loggers' sincere love of the woods in which they work. They do think that their experience gives them a 
right to say how the forests should be "managed." They certainly believe they have a greater understanding of the 
issues than "those bureaucrats back in Washington." 
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