
Muriel (Mietunen) Van Veen has provided us with an journal of Ida (Yoder) Robart’s 1895 camping trip at 
Netarts on the north coast of Oregon.  Muriel say “It just curls my hair to think of them canning mussels 
and clams without a pressure cooker!”  Ida is the daughter of Levi (Lee) and Jacobine Yoder.  Ida married 
Elmer Robarts.  Their daughter Doris (Robarts) Mietunen was Muriel’s mother. 

CAMPING AT NETARTS BAY 

July and August, 1895 

 

Saturday, July 20 

We arrived here about 2:00 P.M., after driving up and down the beach for a while.  We 
were somewhat disappointed in the place but soon had our tents pitched and were ready 
to eat our lunch, after which Maggie, Pa and I went down to the beach & took our first 
wade in the ocean.  We then went to bed & slept till the broad light of day. 

Sunday, July 21  

This morning we set up our stove & had baked potatoes & beefsteak for breakfast.  We 
had to break the Sabbath a little in order to straighten up our house a little.  We also had 
to spend a good share of the time in cooking as our appetites are beginning to appear.  
Joey & Elsie wanted to eat all the time.  Pa & the other men went up to the lighthouse & 
Mrs. Judd called on us.  It has been rather cool all afternoon & we were all glad to get to 
bed. 

Monday, July 22 

This morning we arose quite early, and Papa & the rest of us children went out to gather 
shells & mussels while Mother cooked the breakfast & the pies for Papa’s homeward 
journey.  We had mussels for breakfast & liked them pretty well.  We had our house in 
quite an unsettled state after the boys & Papa were gone & it took us until dinner time to 
arrange again.  Before dinner Maggie & I took another little wade, then in the afternoon 
we all went down & took our first bath, which we enjoyed hugely.  We had a beautiful 
warm day until evening, when there was quite a cold wind, & we went to bed quite early. 

Tuesday, July 23 

This morning we did not arise very early but when we heard the fire, which Mr. Hughes 
had built in our stove, we thought it time to stir.  Maggie & I went right out to gather shells 
& came back after about an hour’s tramp with an enormous appetite for the mush & 
“flapjacks” which Mama had made.  After breakfast we cleaned our shells which took us 
until dinner time.  After dinner we went down & set up our croquets & played three games.  
It has been quite foggy all day but not very cold.  This evening Mrs. H. & Mama went to 
get some mussels for breakfast.  I am very tired & sleepy & will now go to bed. 



Wednesday, July 24 

Today we thought we would rest most of the day but failed to do so.  We concluded to 
eat breakfast before going after shells, so after a hearty meal of pancakes & mush, we 
left the dishes & all started for a long walk.  We did not find many pretty shells, but enough 
to keep us busy cleaning the rest of the day.  We all went in bathing again this afternoon, 
and of course we enjoyed it because there was quite an audience sitting on the shore.  
This was the day Maggie got fooled.  (ha ha)  Ate our last cabbage today and were very 
sorry of it.  Mama & Mrs. H. took a stroll on the beach & left us in charge of the children 
but we slipped off & went too.  Now Maggie is in bed , & begging for me to come too, so 
I’ll go.  Good night. 

Thursday, July 25 

This morning we (Maggie is kicking me so I can’t write) got up in good spirits but before 
breakfast I went back to bed again & after a dose or two of peppermint & a few other 
preliminaries was able to be at the dinner table.  Maggie was not very spry this forenoon, 
but after a good bath in the ocean she felt much better.  Our mother borrowed a 
washboard & did the family washing.  In the evening Mrs. & Mr. Hughes went out to see 
the sunset & Maggie & I also went for a stroll in that direction & saw the light from the 
lighthouse. 

Friday, July 26 

We did not go for shells until after the dishes were washed, when the whole family sallied 
forth to look for treasures which, I am sorry to record, were few in number.  Mother had 
quite a chat with a certain dude, while we picked shells.  We tried our luck at bread baking 
for the first time which was quite successful, judging from the fact that we consumed over 
a panful for dinner, besides a gooseberry pie & numerous other articles.  It was too cold 
to go bathing today , so Maggie & I reclined on the bed the greater part of the afternoon.  
Mr. H. went out in a boat with a gentleman, who shot two sea-lions, which they brought 
to shore & we all went to witness. 

Saturday, July 27 

This morning we did not feel like going on the beach, but I straightened up the house a 
little while Mother & Maggie washed the dishes, set the bread, etc.  Then Maggie went to 
bed & was there most of the day.  Mr. H. went to dig clams this morning, and this P.M. 
Mother & Mrs. H. went out on the rocks to view the sea, & I read stories to the children.  
We are trying to decide what we will have for supper but cannot.  Had to bake another 
batch of bread today, as we eat like a lot of threshers.  We have been here a week today, 
but are not so very healthy yet. 

Sunday, July 28 

Morning dawned calmly & peacefully & the sea was so quiet that everything seemed quite 
like Sunday.  We all dressed up in our best & lay around until dinner time when we had a 
good bait of clams.  We thought that we would eat a lunch for supper , but grew so hungry 



that we cooked a lot more clams, & the result was that we could not sleep very well, some 
of us having bad dreams, etc.  During the day we sighted two steamers, one being quite 
close to land.  Toward eve. The sea grew very rough & the wind blew real chilly from the 
southwest.  We had breakfast at 8:00 and dinner at 2:30 and supper 7:30.  We had to 
take a little stroll on the beach after supper, because the clams’ necks were quite tough  
& kept threatening to make trouble  if we kept too quiet.  When we returned we sat by the 
fire for a while & listened to Mr. Hughes as he cracked jokes. 

Monday, July 29 

This morning we made up our minds to give the clams a rest.  It was rather foggy & cool, 
& Maggie & I did not feel very cheerful so we went down to the rocks to watch the water, 
& the waves dashed over our feet several times as we were trying to go from one to 
another.  The sea was rougher than any day since we are here.  In the afternoon we 
dressed to go in bathing, but when we got to the water we found it so dirty & full of 
seaweed that we did not go in, only waded a while.  Mr. H. went fishing & came back with 
four, two of which we will have for our breakfast.  I dressed them while the other two 
washed the dishes.  Maggie went out to watch Maggie May milk the cow, while I went 
over to the fire to toast my toes.  O, yes, we heard that the photographer was coming, & 
we flew around to curl our hair & dress up, but he did not come. 

Tuesday, July 30 

We ate the fish this morning & they were most excellent.  Mr. H. went fishing again but 
caught nothing.  We all went in bathing this afternoon, Mrs. Dimick & Mrs. Mills included.  
After the bath Mama & I took a walk to the store for the mail, & rec’d a letter from Papa.  
I was quite tired when we returned, but after dinner I felt better. 

Wednesday, July 31 

The last day of July, but it is so cool & pleasant we don’t realize it is midsummer.  This 
has been an exceptionally pretty day.  We heard where someone had caught some fish 
so Maggie & I started to the same place, but had to sit on the rocks for an hour or two to 
wait for the tide to recede.  By and by Maggie reached the spot & succeeded to land two 
fish, one of which we had for dinner.  It was very fine, considering the way it was caught.  
We felt very lazy this P.M. until we went in bathing when we were awakened to the sense 
of our duty.  Mrs. H. is not very well this evening.  Maggie May made us a flying call & 
afterward led her little sweetheart to better pasture.  Mr. H. is teasing us about the yeast 
stones all the evening. 

Thursday, August 1 

This has been another pretty day, but the wind blew quite hard when we were getting 
dinner, so much so that our stove smoked badly & our baked potatoes tasted like smoked 
meat & the apple pudding was not much better.  Mrs. H. was sick with the head-ache so 
I cooked the rice & potatoes for her.  She was better again in the evening.  Maggie did 
not feel very spry until we went & took a good plunge into the old sea, when she felt better.  
We then went & played a game of croquet, & wonderful to relate I beat Maggie & Mama.  



We were very tired with a keen appetite for supper, which consisted of tomatoes & mush.  
After supper we went & called on Maggie May before it was time for bed. 
 

Friday, August 2 

This morning we arose a trifle earlier than usual as the artist was coming to take a picture 
of our tents.  He came before the sun was up  & we all had our photos taken before 
breakfast.  We soon had breakfast but our biscuit tasted quite smoky.  We baked bread 
again today & Mrs. H. did likewise.  Maggie & I took a little stroll up the mountain & stayed 
until time to cook dinner.   We only had “nepps” & meat for dinner.  Maggie, Mrs. Phelps 
& Mr. H. went to the store, & I washed the dishes & the table-cloths.  When Maggie 
returned she brought a letter from Henry  & said that she & Mr. H. had a fine boat ride.  
Mr. H. treated us to peanuts & candy, & after supper Maggie made some cream candy 
for us, & we all sat around the fire eating it.  Mrs. Phelps made us a little call in the evening.  
Maggie & I are planning to go along after clams in the morning. 

Saturday, August 3 

This morning we were awakened by the gentle voice of Mr. H. telling us that it was five 
o’clock, & we immediately arose & prepared us some breakfast, then started for the clam 
bed.  We found plenty of clams & on the way home stopped at the photograph gallery, 
then to pick up some fire-wood, & arrived home about 10:30, & Maggie was so hungry 
that she had to have a lunch right away.  We soon went to preparing clams for dinner, & 
they tasted excellent after not having any for some time.  After dinner we canned a quart; 
then Maggie & I went to the water.  Oh, how cold it was today: the wind blows the spray 
into our faces so as to nearly choke us.  It made me scream every second or two & Maggie 
scolded me all the time  & threatened to give me a slap, which she finally did.  Once I lost 
my footing & was floundering around with only my head out of the water.  The wind blew 
so hard today that our tent flops & creaks frightfully.  Mr. H. went to tighten it a little, & 
when he came around the corner & saw the stove pipe blown over he lay on the ground 
and rolled & laughed so that we thought he would take a “hydriastic fit.”  Maggie & I took 
a little walk up the hill to try to get warm, & poor Mama tried to cook supper, but the wind 
blew so she could hardly get enough fire to boil the mush.  Mama is over her sick spell & 
we all feel real well today.  We are beginning to be afraid that our provisions will not hold 
our if we keep on eating so much, but we can’t possibly stop, we are so hungry.  It is 
almost bedtime so I’ll stop writing.  Maggie was greatly disappointed by not receiving a 
letter today. 

Sunday, August 4 

This morning the sun was peeping over the hill before we arose & cooked our mush & 
clams for breakfast.  We spent the forenoon in reading, & after dinner we went to the 
beach & all sat on the sand & rocks & watched the children playing for a while.  We 
managed to get along with two meals today by eating a lunch this evening.  Mr. & Mrs. H. 
have gone for a climb up the hill.  We saw the sun set beautifully this evening. 



Monday, August 5 

Maggie & I went on a little tour on the beach to see what beauties & wonders had been 
washed out by the tide.  I did not find anything very precious, but Maggie found a Sea 
Urchin!!!  We came home & after breakfast cleaned our shells, baked a cake & bread.  
The sun was so nice & warm that we went in bathing before dinner.  We got through just 
as dinner was ready & brought a hearty appetite to the potatoes & dumplings.  The wind 
blew so hard that we thought our shack would collapse, so we betook ourselves to the 
rock & sat there & read until some people came & talked to us for a while.  Then we went 
onto the point & picked shells, then came home & ate a cold supper.  We watched the 
sunset, & it was the most beautiful I have ever seen.  Maggie & I went over in the meadow 
to sing a while before going to bed & were soon joined by Mr. H. and so we sang until 
dark. 

Tuesday, August 6 

This day’s events will be remembered without much recording.  Before breakfast we 
began to clean our shells, & as soon as we had made way with our mussels (which tasted 
excellent) we started for the lighthouse, & we know the rest.  Now I am trying to make 
some jam out of our huckleberries, & Maggie & Mama are laughing at me.  I guess I will 
not write any more but will go to bed & rest my weary self.  So good night. 

Wednesday, August 7 

We made preparations to do a washing this morning, viz.. emptying the sand out of the 
tub and trying to borrow the washboard, which we failed to do, so we had to put it off until 
in the P.M.  Then Maggie & I went down to the rock to get some mussels for dinner.  After 
dinner Mrs. H. & I went into the old sea for a bath & left Mama in the wash-tub & Maggie 
in charge of the graham bread & also making some of her delicious salal jam.  After the 
work was done we lay on the grass a while, then took a little walk around the “medder” to 
get up a circulation, & on the way home stopped to call on Maggie May, & she gave us a 
piece of turnip (“ah luscious”).  We had a “cold snack” for supper, after which we had 
company, viz. Mrs. Phelps & Maggie May.  We all stood out at the hammock & talked 
until we were stiff & blue, & I hardly got warm all night.  (N.B.  Today Maggie rec’d. her 
long-looked-for letter & it was a good one.) 

Thursday, August 8 

This was another picnic day.  Mr. H. borrowed the team & wagon & the whole crew of us 
got in & went to the clam-beds, & it was only by chance that we got any clams for dinner, 
as our friend had loaned his shovel before he came.  After we had the clams we found a 
beautiful spot by the sand hills where we thought we would have dinner.  Then Mr. H. got 
a boat, first took Maggie & me in it & we tried to catch some fish, but failed.  Then we 
went back, & while Mr. H. constructed a table we fried the clams.  My, but they were 
delicious.  How we all did eat!  Then they left the dishes for the “invaleeds” to wash & all 
the rest went for a boat-ride.  The “invaleeds” had a nice time lying on the sand & reading 
until the others returned, when we all started homeward, only stopping at the store for 
some provisions.  Before we came we saw a company of cavalry men riding by on their 



way to camp on the beach for a few weeks.  We had potato-soup for supper, but the wind 
blew so badly we could scarcely cook at all.  Had a fine camp fire & all had a nice talk by 
it excepting one “invaleed” & the children. 

 

Friday, August 9, 10:30 A.M. 

We did not arise very early this morning & consequently when we went on the beach & 
tried to go around the rock it was too late, so we just found a few little shells on this side, 
then came in & combed  & sat down to rest.  Mother is baking bread again today.  We 
had a fine mess of clams for breakfast; we like them better all the time.  I have been 
searching the premises for one of my garments but have failed to discover it.  7:30. We 
had mussels for dinner but I had no craving for them today.  We have not had the courage 
to go in bathing as it was so cold & foggy.  This evening we are trying to keep ourselves 
warm.  We just boiled some mush for supper & tried to keep warm while eating it.  (N.B.  
Maggie said, “Don’t forget to put down how dreadfully cold & windy it is.”) 

Saturday, August 10 

We got up at six this morning, & after breakfast M. & I went on an exploring tour but could 
not get around the point, so we walked southward to the other rock-pile, but did not find 
any shells.  The tide came up & ran over Maggie’s feet, & she had to come home once & 
change her foot-wear.  We came back & combed our hair, & then it was soon time to 
butcher the mussels for dinner.  We fried our mush & mussels, & the wind blowing so the 
fire would make no heat, & we were so hungry we could not wait until the potatoes were 
done, so we ate the first course & had potatoes later on.  We are so economical nowadays 
that we save the potato water & make soup out of it the next meal.  In the P.M. we were 
so cold we did not know what to do, so M. & I got some reading matter & went to bed, but 
that did not help much.  Finally Mama said she would go to town with Mrs. P. & we should 
go & stay with Maggie May, which we did until supper time.  Mama came home without 
any letter, so we are still unable to tell when they will come after us.  After supper I cleaned 
my shells, & after we had warmed the “yeast stone” & sat in the smoke of the bonfire for 
a while, we all went to bed to dream that the wagons came after us. 

Sunday, August 11 

This is the 4th Sunday we have spent on the coast, & we are wondering if we will spend 
another.  This day has been quite windy & cold, but the sun has been shining in place of 
the fog.  We spent the day in much the same way as we did preceding Sundays.  We 
went down to the rocks before breakfast for mussels for soup for dinner, as we had 
purchased a pt. of milk last night & we did not know what else to eat.  The soup was 
simply delicious in the extreme; just as good as oyster.  After dinner we took our #5 and 
went to the neighbors’ & sang until we were tired.  We saw a steamer quite near the land.  
Mr. H. entertained us for some time by telling us how bad he used to be when a boy.  
Then we took a little spin down to the rock, & the wind blew the sand so we could hardly 
see.  Oh, the sea looked so beautiful & blue today, that I never tired looking at it.  Next, 



we ate lunch & now are about ready to retire for the night.  Oh, yes, Mama told M. to make 
the mush for breakfast, but she had to help finish it after all. 

 

Monday, August 12 

When I heard the milkmaid calling the cow I hopped up & tried to dress & go out to ask 
for some milk, but she was too quick for me.  We went down to the rocks to try to get 
mussels for breakfast, but the water was too high, so we had our last mess of meat.  After 
breakfast we sat around a while.  Then all went down to try to get around the rock but 
could not.  While there, we saw Miss Bircham & her friends.  They went in wading, then 
dried their feet in the sand.  After dinner, which consisted of some of that excellent soup 
& dumplings made out of our last potatoes, we all went bathing this P.M.  The wind blew 
quite coldly, but we enjoyed it immensely.  Maggie & I then took a little spin on the beach 
to get up a circulation, then took a couple of quilts & lay on the grass to read.  This has 
been a beautiful sunny day, but the wind has been quite strong.  P.S.  We did not take 
any of the pictures of the tents, as they were not good.  We saw a sail ship this eve. bound 
northward. 

Tuesday, August 13 

We slept quite late this morning, & right after breakfast M. & I started on an expedition 
down to Union Camp, the store, the clam-bed, P.O., etc., but it was entirely fruitless, 
except a good supply of fresh, free, unadulterated sea-breeze.  We arrived home too late 
for the first table but did ample justice to the mussel soup which had been reserved for 
us.  The rest of the afternoon was spent mostly in lying on the bed & resting.  Mama baked 
bread today, but it is somewhat sad for some cause.  Mr. H. & Joey went fishing, & 
between catching one & having one given them, we each expect to have one for 
breakfast.  At the supper table Maggie thought she heard the wagon & sent Mama to see, 
but we concluded that it was simply a scheme to be left at the table alone so she could 
eat more berries.  It has been warmer today than usual, but none of us went in bathing.  
There has been considerable smoke in the atmosphere too.  I think I’ll go to bed early 
tonight as my eyes don’t feel very well. 

Wednesday, August 14 

This has been quite a warm day compared with some that have passed.  We arose before 
the sun this morning, & after breakfast we children went to the rocks & sat there in the 
sun reading, fishing or watching the waves.  The “mamas” came down, & we reached 
down into the water to get some mussels for soup.  Mrs. H. got a shower bath in the 
meantime, but no harm resulted.  This evening we went over to keep Maggie May 
company, & Mr. H., went over to fish but caught 0.  We had dumpling soup for supper & 
almost the last mess of mush.  We are beginning to think we will have to go to the poor-
house if the wagons do not come, for we are coming to the last of everything.  Now we 
must take a little spin on the beach yet before bed-time.  

Thursday, August 15 



We did not get up until the sun came peeping over the hill.  After breakfast we sat & tried 
to read a while after we had cleaned up our house, but it was too cool, so we betook 
ourselves to the sand on the beach to warm & sit & look for the wagons; finally we went 
to the rock & tried to get mussels for dinner but failed, & so we only had dumplings & rice 
for dinner.  When we were just ready to eat Mr. H. called out that the wagons had come, 
& after that there was more or less excitement in camp.  The newcomers went in bathing 
after dinner but chattered badly after coming out of the water.  We children all played in 
the sand for a while, then came up & arranged for the night.  We were all quite concerned 
about the non-appearance of Perry, but he finally came in time for dinner. 

Friday, August 16 

The boys roused us out this morning at 4:00, & they went for mussels & had to come back 
over the hill.  We had to fry three skilletfuls for breakfast, & the boys all pronounced them 
good.  Mama washed in the forenoon.  We girls went down to the rock to sun ourselves.  
Some of the men tried to go out to the rocks but at first attempt broke an oar, & second 
(after dinner) the boat capsized & nearly resulted in drowning Perry, but he was all right 
by supper time.  We don’t seem to be quite so hungry since we have plenty of provisions 
around us. 

Saturday, August 17 

The boys were too sleepy to arise quite so early, but soon after 6:00 a half-dozen of us 
were on the way to the clam-bed and others to the mussel-rock.  We all came back with 
a good supply of meats & shells, etc.  We canned one jar of mussels.  Mrs. White and 
Mrs. Gray were here calling.  Five of us rode to the lighthouse & had a little horse-fight, & 
Maggie had a tumble.  Maggie May came up to spend the evening, & the boys were very 
much excited. 

 

 

 

 

 

 


