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                                         John Logan Holwell 
                                      2/24/1867 - 9/15/1934 
           c. 1899 at his mother's home

            with his pet horse, Pearl 
            John lived with his mother.   
            Crescent City, Missouri 

 
 

       Sallie Marie Holwell Moore          

         Colorado Springs      1936  
         

It is interesting to wonder why Grandma (Sallie Marie Holwell Moore) saved this 
letter.  I do recall that Grandma was a letter saver.  Linda and I loved to visit 
Grandma and Grandpa while growing up in Denver.  One intriguing aspect for me 
was to go down in their basement to a storage room holding one or two trunks 
filled with such letters.  I recall looking through them, and, somehow, even as a 
child, I knew they contained valuable family information and that I would like to 
end up with them.  Well, when Grandpa died in 1964, and Grandma subsequently 
moved out of their home into a small apartment, I was 700 miles away in college 
and not thinking about old letters in a basement trunk.  Too bad…  I now miss 
them.  The good news is that there were still a number of letters that did get saved, 
which I have had a wonderful time transcribing over the years, learning much about 
those who came before me and life in their times.  
                  John Logan Holwell--and dog!  

                      c. 1912 
Here is one such letter, which was an exciting find, as I have relatively little on great-great-Uncle John Holwell.  
I certainly remember Grandma talking about him, and Linda and I are quite familiar with who he is as the 
brother of Grandma's mother, Mary Louisa Desdemona Holwell Holwell.  John and Mary's other siblings who 
grew to adulthood were Alice and Bertie, who are regularly featured in Holwell stories.    
 
Sooo….how nice that Grandma's Uncle John wrote to her from White Sulphur Springs, Montana.   
 
This brief summary of John is done without looking back at my notes on him and his life.  
Cousin Patrick Holwell has done an excellent account of John in his amazing Holwell 
stories.  What I remember at this time is that John was married to a Minnie White, 
reportedly a cousin.  They had one son, Otto Leroy Holwell.  Minnie eventually returned to 
Adrian to be with another man.  Otto was in the military.  John spent some time in Idaho 
and then the last years of his life in White Sulphur Springs where his sister, Alice, and her 
husband, Henry Sartain, lived.  I don't know why John moved there, nor what his 
occupation was.  He died six years before Alice and Henry were tragically killed in an 
automobile accident in Nebraska.  More of John's life can be explored through other family 
documents.                    
                 Otto Leroy Holwell born 1892  



 

This photo is in my "John Logan Holwell" computer file.  The 
top reads, "Stage coach getting ready for mountain trip."   
Comparing the crossing of "t." with that on the postcard below, 

it may have been written by John.  However, they seem less 
labored than that in the story at the end. The bottom line is by 
Grandma (Sallie Marie Holwell Moore). 

  

Now to the letter, which was fun in providing a peek inside Uncle John's head and to see what life was like in Montana in 
1932.  I transcribed it as written.  
 
So, what do we learn from this letter, now 86 years old…  
 
It is nice to have the envelope that Uncle John addressed to Grandma, having a date for the address in Colorado Springs 
on W. Pikes Peak.  
 
It is interesting that John knew how to type and that he had a typewriter.  I wonder where he learned this skill.  
 
While he signed his name at the end as being Sallie's uncle, his greeting addressed her as "cousin" rather than "niece."   It 
seems common back then to use a more formal signature which John did, typing his initials and last name instead of 
"Uncle John."   
 
Grandma noted on the back of the envelope, "My last letter from my only uncle, John Holwell."  Since he lived over 2½ 
years more, Grandma would not have known at the time that it would be his final letter to her.  Guess he wasn’t much of a 
correspondent, so she may have been quite happy to receive this one.   It sounds like John had not been living in White 
Sulphur Springs very long.   
 
John's sister and my great-grandmother, Mary Louisa Desdemona Holwell Holwell, was up visiting from Adrian.  I 
wonder what was the purpose of the visit and how long she stayed.  She was clearly staying with Alice and Henry.  I 
assume Mary took the train, which would have been quite a ride from Missouri.  It is a helpful piece of family information 
to learn that John called her "Louisa" rather than "Mary."  We know from another communication that Mary's husband, 
Robert Emmet Holwell, apparently called her "Lou."  Perhaps she went by her second name to distinguish herself from 
her mother, also named Mary (Mary Louisa Desdemona White Holwell Jenkins).  I learned from Mother (Laura Louise 
Moore Hendee) that "Louisa" was pronounced "Lew-eye'-za."  
 
This letter was written while our country was still in the throes of the Great Depression, hence John's emphasis on hard 
times.   
 
But, there were diversions with the "picture show" and dances.  I do hope the movie theater remained open for the town's 
enjoyment and that Uncle John made it to some dances.  Perhaps he saw Cimarron, having won best picture in 1931, or 
Lionel Barrymore as best actor in Free Soul.  Marlene Dietrich was nominated for best actress in Morocco.  
 
 



John also mentions churches and that they may not have had as big attendance.  I bet 
Aunt Alice made it to more church services than to movies and dances, being quite 
religious, as well as active in temperance movements.  She was certainly one of those 
to whom John referred as having high morals for the citizenry of White Sulphur 
Springs.  
 
But, his statement on it being smaller than Adrian seems highly inaccurate.  The 1930 
census shows the population of White Sulphur Springs as 2,272, while Adrian was 
934.   
  
 
 

John Logan Holwell and his sister, Alice Leona Holwell Sartain, in White Sulphur Springs, as identified by the sign "Meagher."   

 
"Wet grocerie stores" was an interesting phrase.  Must mean the opposite of the Denver Dry Goods Company 
department store I grew up with….known as "the Denver Dry." 
 
John uses the term "dryland farmers."  Wikipedia states, "Dryland farming encompass specific agricultural 
techniques for the non-irrigated cultivation of crops.  It is associated with drylands, areas characterized by a 
cool wet season that is followed by a warm dry season."   
 
White Sulphur Springs is the county seat of Meagher County.   I was unable to identify the judge, but found 
John's observations of interest.  
 
We learn that John did have a car and that Grandpa (Percy Lee Moore) still had the 1916 Ford touring car that 
had transported the Moore family from Bates County, Missouri to Colorado Springs in 1920.  Grandpa did not 
drive by the time I knew him, and I wonder how long he kept hold of the car.   Oh, to have Mother or Grandma  
back for a few hours…or Grandpa.   
 
John seemed to have a bit of a sense of humor, closing by asking forgiveness for any poor spelling as "this 
typewritter wont spell the hard words right."   
 
Both of Uncle John's nieces had married Percy.  His older niece, Minnie Nadine Holwell Moore, was Grandpa's 
first wife and Linda's and my birth grandmother.  After Minnie died of tuberculosis in 1926, Percy and Sallie 
married in 1929, Sallie being whom Linda and I knew as "Grandma."   

 
Following is my transcription of John's letter and a scan of the original and of 
the envelope.  Attached at the end is my story of a postcard sent by John to his 
mother, Mary Louisa Desdemona White Holwell Jenkins. 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
John wrote, "Big me on Depot platform."   
Grandma identified as being taken in Adrian, Missouri about 1909.  



 
White, Sulphur, Springs. Mont.  Jan. 22. 1932. 
 
 Dear cousin Sallie.  I will write you a few lines and put it in with your mothers letter.   She is over at my 
place today.  I have been sick some but am feeling better now.   We are having a nice day of it day , Montana 
has been on its good behavior for two winters, not so cold by odds as it usually gets some times.   It gets 40 
below am glad it has not been so cold since your mother came.  
Louisa seems to look better than when she came out here.   
It is no use for me to tell you anything about how I am fixed up here as louisa will tell all about when she 
comes.   Have two rooms and they are so crowded that I have only a little room in the middle of the floor.  
Times are shure dull here and there is lots of folks out of work.  Of course there is always some who would not 
work if they had a job.  
For amusement we have picture show and dances though not so many dances as in the past yet some will find 
money to go to a dance even if they do owe a big store bill.  
Where they get money for that is more than I know.  
There has been some talk of closing our picture show. 
We have a generous supply of wet grocerie stores, of late they are having their trouble.  The Judge is getting 
verry careless about what he does with their time when they are brought up before him the third time.  He says I 
am tired of seeing your face and gives them their medicine right away.  
We have a Sunday School and also religious service but of course the path leading to the church is not crowded.  
This valey has gone bad since I came here    there is not very dryland farmers left any more    All froze out.  
People are not running around in their autoes as much as they use to.  
Our town is not so large as Adrian in size but in variety of citizens and morals we are second to none.  
Stock men were hard hit in this place and as it is a stock country we feel the affects of it.   
Stock men sold off pretty close ,  It is a pitty they did do it last year for half of the stock last year would be 
worth more than all they have now.  
Plenty of feed  . 
My old ?itt setts out back of the house  .   It is a 1922 model   don’t use it only when I have occasion to in a 
business way   no use to burn up gass unless I am getting something out of it.   Well as Percy has an old Ford he 
knows how they suffer from low blood pressure of a cold morning when you want to start it up. 
Tell Percy that when his engine gets a knock in it To loosen up the fenders a little and that does away with the 
sound of the knock.  But it is so constipated it cannot pass a thing on the road.  they all go around me.  But I get 
there just the same over the same roads  the old girl is a snorter to take a hill.  Just get Lizzie a little lipstick 
along with the gass and that puts her in a good humor.   
Well as your mother is getting ready to go to the office I will close. 
Now excuse mistakes as and bad spelling , as this typewritter wont spell the hard words right.  
Hoping all are well.   
       Your uncle. J L Holwell  

  
             Note 2¢ stamp of George Washington.                                                        written by Sallie Marie Holwell Moore  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
And, the story ends with an intriguing studio photo, labeled as John Holwell.  Sadly, the little girl is 
unidentified, and it is undated.  It was colorized.  Ah well, we have what we have.   

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

This was taken in 1951, but I don't know by whom.  It shows the tombstone of 
John on the left and that of Alice and Henry on the right.   

 

          "John Logan and friend"  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 



POSTCARD  PHOTO  OF 
JOHN  LOGAN  HOLWELL  

Undated 
by  

Cynthia Ann Hendee Henry 
December 2014; June 2017 

 
John is my great-great-uncle, sister of my grandmother, Minnie 
Nadine Holwell Moore, and of my great-aunt and step 
grandmother, Sallie Marie Holwell Moore (Minnie's sister).  
 
John wrote on the back of the postcard, “Idaho  Diar Mothir    
Mrs. mary L. Jenkins   from your son John L. Holwell.”   
 
Below that is written, “our mother’s brother, Uncle John.”  This 
is in the handwriting of Sallie Marie Holwell Moore, niece of 
John and granddaughter of the recipient, Mary Louisa 
Desdemona White Holwell Jenkins.  
 
Since John’s sister, Alice, also has a postcard photo of herself on 
the caboose of a train (leaving Soo Falls), it appears this was a 
common thing to do.  
 
 

 


