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  The Olden Days at Haller Lake 

       by Joanne Frances Arnell                  May 4, 2006 

Let’s go back in time to September 6, 1906, when my mother, Nettie Evelyn 

Evans, and my father, Azell Fitch Hills, were married in the First Presbyterian 

Church in Seattle by Dr. Matthews. 

At the time, my mother was the secretary to the Mayor and my father was a busy 

electrician wiring buildings and houses in the thriving young city of Seattle.  They 

lived on Sycamore Place near Woodland Park in Seattle for a short while but soon 

bought land on North 133
rd

 and 1
st
 Avenue NE, northeast of Haller Lake.  Part of 

Roosevelt Way was later built across our property.  The land had to be cleared and 

they at first lived in a tent, as did all the early settlers. 

 

 

After 15 years of marriage and several 

miscarriages, I was born on December 

30, 1920.  While I don’t remember 

living in a tent, I do remember well 

living in the foundation [basement] of 

our house prior to its being completed.  

This was the way early settlers did as 

they all helped each other build their 

new homes.  For instance, my father 

wired many of the homes being built 

at that time.  He also had the Durel 

Company dig a well, which in turn 

furnished water for us and several 

other families nearby.  (Many families 

carried water from creeks or springs 

near their homes.)  Some of the 

families nearby were the Lermusiks, 

the Moores, the Bouchers, the McPhersons, and the Kempes. 

Below: The Hillsô home in about 1925 at 13304 lst Ave. NE.  With some 

remodeling, the house is still standing at its original site in 2006, but the 

address is changed to 116 NE 133
rd

 Street and is just east of 1
st
 Ave. NE. 
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Bathrooms at that time were the traditional outhouse.  We had plumbing at our 

house, but many people did not, and to get water for bathing and laundry, water 

would be carried from a creek to the north of them.  People bathed in a washtub—

usually once a week on Saturday.  After the bath the soapy water was used to scrub 

the floor. As for the outhouse, please note: toilet paper—no—pages from the Sears 

Roebucks catalog or even corn cobs served the purpose. 

Many people still used kerosene lamps for lighting and the first washing machines 

had an attached wringer that one had to hand turn a handle in order for it to 

function.  Prior to the washing machine the washing was done on a wash board. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Instead of refrigerators most people had an ice box; the ice man delivered ice in big 

chunks that fit in the top of the ice box and served to keep milk and other 

perishables cold.  A treat for the kids was a sliver of ice.  We, however, didn’t use 

ice as we had a pump house which also served to keep food cold.  It was usually 

my job to lower a pail into the pump house or bring it up as cooled items were 

needed.  Root cellars, which were located under the house, also were a way to 

preserve vegetables and fruit such as potatoes, carrots and apples.  Canned goods 

were stored there also. 

Joanne and her father in their own yard in 1921 and later in Renton at 

her auntôs home, where the grass was mowed and flowers were planted. 
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Ice cream was a very special treat and had to be eaten right after being purchased.  

But at our neighbors, the Boucher’s, we frequently had the very best treat of all.  

home-made ice cream, made from the rich cream from Bessie cow.  No ice cream 

today is that good.  We all ate big bowls of it! 

Incidentally, we were all very busy.  Juvenile delinquency was practically unheard 

of.  We were too busy at work or play to be delinquent, for instance, taking Bessie 

cow out to pasture every day. 

My father worked for the downtown post office collecting mail.  Before the buses 

started he took the interurban each day and would shop for groceries at the Pike 

Place Market on the way home.  There was also a small grocery store on 128
th
 

Avenue North at the intersection north of the present Haller Lake Community 

Club. 

 

As an only child I was privileged to grow up with 

the Boucher family (four girls and two boys) and 

spent a lot of time with them.  There was a well-

trodden path between our houses.  [Herbert C. 

and Martha Boucher; children: Carolyn, 

Margaret, Lois, Tom (Herbert Thomas), John and 

Mary]  One day Margaret [Boucher], who is my 

age, had stayed overnight at our house.  After 

breakfast, we ran to the Boucher house.  To our 

delight a brand new baby boy was there—John 

Francis Boucher.  Every day, after school, I 

would run to the Boucher’s because Mrs. 

Boucher let me give Johnnie his bottle.  A few 

years later, I was staying at the Boucher’s 

overnight and we woke up to greet a new-born 

Mary Ann, the youngest of the six siblings.  

 

 

Martha Boucher and daughter 

Mary in the Boucher garden, 

with Jackson Park Golf Course 

in the background in about 

1940. 
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As well as Bessie, the cow, the Boucher’s had a fine garden with berries and 

vegetables, and there were chickens too.  One day when Mr. Boucher wasn’t home, 

the job of chopping off the chicken’s head to prepare it for our supper fell to Lois 

and me—an event not forgotten! 

 

After our chores were done, we would play hide and 

seek, run sheep run, or table games of checkers, 

dominoes or monopoly. 

We would all gather around our radio in the evening 

or Sunday afternoon to listen to “Little Orphan 

Annie” “Who’s that little chatterbox?—the one with 

pretty auburn locks?  Who do you see?  It’s Little 

Orphan Annie.”  Arf says Sandy.  Another radio 

program we treasured was “One Man’s Family”.  It 

was on Sunday evenings and had to do with Father Barber’s family.  They were 

Paul, the eldest, who was injured in the war, Clifford and Claudia, teen-age twins 

and Jack the youngest.  The family lived by a seawall somewhere in California. 

And now an incident relating to Johnnie and Tom.  My cousin Helen had come to 

visit and was invited to dinner at the Boucher’s.  Mrs. Boucher had made two apple 

pies and put them on the window sill to cool.  When it was dinner-time, the pies 

were gone!  Johnnie and Tom had each eaten one. 

In 1925, at about the same time Jackson Park Golf Course was getting started, 

Haller Lake Grade School was built.   I went there the first year it opened.  I was 

only five years old at the time and all the other kids were older.  There were 

probably about twelve of us in the first grade. 

I remember Margaret Boucher, who now lives in Chugiak, Alaska, telling me her 

shoe story.  Margaret is about my age and this happened during the depression.  

School was about to start and Margaret had no shoes nor was there money to buy 

them.  Mr. Boucher, who worked at Lakeside School for Boys, found a pair of 

Mary and Lois Boucher 

near their house in about 

1940. 
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boy’s shoes that would fit Margaret, and my mother gave her a pair of her shoes, 

neither of which Margaret wanted to wear to school.  She started out, however, up 

the trail heading to Haller Lake School, but sat down on a log.  Pretty soon the 

recess bell rang, but Margaret still sat there.  In time, she ran home, saying that she 

couldn’t go to school in those boy’s shoes.  She was allowed to stay home until 

money was had to buy shoes for her. 

Probably my avid interest in and love for horses began with the ponies at 

Woodland Park and the “Black Beauty” story.  A stable was at 145
th
 N.E and 5

th
 

Avenue N.E., and it was there that I learned to ride English with our Camp Fire 

Girls group.  My father boarded Lady, a pretty palomino, for me, up until my 

senior year at high school, when I went to Auburn Academy.  However, I had to 

feed and groom Lady and keep the barn clean.  There were miles of trails in that 

area, mostly wooded, and I, with “Lady,” my horse, and “Laddie”, my dog, spent 

hours there.  I also rode many times with young married women or girls older than 

I who owned horses. 

 Mr. Byers had a large orchard on the east side of the 

lake, and Mr. Reynolds, an organist in the pit at the 

Orpheum Theater, had an orchard a little to the east of 

that.  We kids at Haller Lake picked cherries for them 

and earned money doing it.  We would go early, take a 

lunch and stay quite late as long as the cherries lasted.  

There still is a picturesque windmill on the lake by Mr. 

Byers’ property as well as beautiful water lilies.  

 

 

 

In the winter, a favorite pastime was sledding down the hill approaching the 11
th
 

hole at Jackson Park Golf Course, which was across the street from the Boucher 

house.  Frequently Haller Lake would freeze and we would then ice skate very late 

into the night with clamp-on skates tightened to our shoes with a skate key.  There 

would be a bonfire on the shore and marshmallows roasting.  In the summertime 

we swam and rowed boats. 

The Byers windmill, a Haller Lake landmark, in 1949, 

with Howard and Doris Jensen, Jean Taylor (later 

Boucher) and Joanne Frances Hills posing in front. 
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Of course Playland, which ended in the 50’s, was a joy to all—the dipper, dodge-

ems, merry-go-round, etc.  We all loved Playland at Bitter Lake. 

Jackson Park Golf Course was a most important part of our lives.  Mr. Boucher and 

sons Tom and Johnnie collected golf balls that had been lost in the weeds or in the 

creek opposite the 11
th
 hole.  These would then be touched up and sold.  We had a 

lemonade stand that kept us busy daily, and we also sold soda pop, candy bars, and 

used golf balls.  Tom spent most of his time caddying, which led to his later 

becoming a well-known pro golfer, and married to my friend, Jean Taylor.  Elsie 

Moore was also an avid golfer and I golfed with her often when I wasn’t riding my 

palomino “Lady.” 

Some of you may remember Bests’ Apparel, 

located in downtown Seattle.  (I worked in the 

office there, I think, after graduating from Auburn 

Academy, before attending Walla Walla College.)  

Around the corner from Bests’ Apparel was a 

charming tea room called “The Rose Garden”—a 

delightful place.  Bests’ Apparel was subsequently 

purchased by Nordstrom’s, which started out as a 

shoe store. 

 

 

Keep in mind that to get to Bests’ Apparel, “The 

Rose Garden Tea Room” or any other Seattle destination, one would have to walk 

down North 128
th
 Street and wait for the Seattle Edmonds bus, which came after 

the Interurban.  The Haller Lake bus did not run till sometime later.  The bus left 

Seattle from 8
th

 & Stewart.  As you can see, much walking was done by Haller 

Lake residents. 

When we took the Seattle to Everett Interurban, my father would carry me as he 

walked on the board walk beside the dirt road from where the Interurban let us off 

on 128
th
 to our home on 133

rd
 and lst Avenue NE.  But one day my father said 

“Francie, you’re going to have to walk.   You’re getting too heavy to carry.”  Oh 

dear, the price of growing up! 

Tom and John Boucher at their home across from 

Jackson Park Golf Course (now covered by the I-5 

freeway) in about 1940. 
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Some background notes on my family: 

Father: Azell Fitch Hills, b. 7/22/1877, in New York; died when he was 72, in 

Seattle.  Azell’s father, Azell Fitch Hills, Sr., was employed as a foreman by one of 

the railroads, so the family was in Texas when his son Azell left to move to Seattle. 

Azell Jr. had by then trained as an electrician.  While at Haller Lake he took an 

examination at the post office and was subsequently employed there. 

Mother:  Nettie Evelyn Evans, b. 11/11/1885, in Iowa; died when she was 94, in 

Gary, Indiana.  Nettie’s whole family moved to Seattle from Iowa when Nettie’s 

mother developed tuberculosis and the doctor said she would die unless she moved 

to a better climate.  The Evans family consisted of a father (Rastus Evans), mother 

(Elizabeth Jane nee Cooper), and children Charlie, Clyde, Ed, Mattie, Nettie, and 

another son who caught scarlet fever from a family nearby and died when he was a 

child.  Nettie eventually got a job as a secretary to the mayor of Seattle. 

Azell’s brother Charlie was an attorney in Seattle, and one day Azell and Charlie 

were taking an elevator in the Dexter Horton Building when Azell got a glimpse of 

Nettie and told his brother: “that’s the girl I am going to marry”.  And he did on 

September 6, 1906, at the First Presbyterian Church, where Nettie sang in the 

choir.  They were 28 and 19 years old.   

While enjoying a birthday book “Seattle Then & Now”, I ran across a picture of 

the fire department in 1911. The fire equipment was drawn by heavy draft horses.  

My uncle, Clyde Evans, was a firefighter at that time. He loved it!   

My thanks to Jean Boucher, who helped put together this presentation in paper and 

electronic format. 

 

        

      Joanne Frances Arnell 


