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SOUVENIR ALBUMS OF THE NORTHWEST.

Of the series of five Albums described below each contains eighteen full pages of elegant Art Photos,
executed from original sketches by skillful artists, some of them with a national reputation. They are neatly
bound in cloth and elegantly embossed in gold. '

“PORTLAND” contains large panoramic view of the city, and twenty-one other views of public buildings,
private residences, street scenes, etc.

“PACIFIC NORTHWEST” contains thirty-five distinct views of scenery in the Pacific Northwest, including
Mount Hood, Spokane Falls, Lake Cceur d’Alene, Multnomah Falls, Mt. Tacoma,

Crater Lake, Columbia River, Willamette Falls, etc.
“SEATTLE” contains panoramic view of the city, views of Mount Baker, Olympic Range, and twenty-nine
scenes in and around Seattle; also a printed description of that thriving city and its resources.
“NATIONAL PARK” contains a collection of the choicest scenery of the great National Park of the Yel-

lowstone, showing Hot Springs, Geysers, Lake, Falls, etc., ete.

“NORTHERN PACIFIC” contains a fine assortment of the scenery on the route of the Northern Pacific.

These Albums contain just the views tourists and travelers desire to preserve as souvenirs. They also make a neat and comparatively inexpensive present
to friends at a dis'ance, as well as a desirable addition to the library table of our own citizens. Photographs of these scenes cost $5 per dozen, or just
ten times the price of each dozen pages in these elegant Albums. Bent in any quantity or assortment desired, vostage paid, upon receipt of price—one for
75 eents; two for sn‘.w; three for $2: four for $2.50; five for $3. Remit by registered letter, postal order or note, or 2-cent stamps. Address

THE WEST SHORE, PORTLAND, OREGON.

TACOMA, the WESTERN TERMINUS of the N. P, R, B, s e e

=— Sportsmen’s Emporium.
WM. BECK & SON,

Wholesale and Retail Dealerslin
Breechloading Guns and Implements,

Remington, Sharp’s, Marlin’s and Winchester Rifles,
Colt’s, J. P. Clabrough’s, Parker’s and Remington’s
Double and Single Breechloading Shotguns.

The Baker Three-Barrel Gun.

y 2% i = S

$1,000,000 expended in 1884, including railroad (Cascade Branch), water and gas company works, and
street improvements. i

$636,035 for building improvements. Larger amounts expected this year.

Two National banks. Paid-up capital. $50,000 each. One savings bank. Exchange 1884 purchased,
$3.000,000. Deposits, $5,234.451.75. ) ] o )

Churches well represented. Fine public schools, with excellent teachers. First class institute (Annie
Wright) for young ladies. Total business houses in the city, offices, etc., 336.

Large list of Business and Residence Property, Agricultural, Timber, Coal Lands, etc., can be purchased
at reasonable prices. For particulars call at the office of, or address,

G. W' TRAVER’ TACOMA’ W. T. . Hazard’s Sporting and B]nstin Powder, " e Fish-

ing Tackle and Sporting Goods of all kinds.

165 & 167 SECOND STREET,
Between Morris)n and Yamhill, Portland, Or.

=4 < ST reducd Prco Lt
§ sy | N. - LANDS AND LOTS,
N\ A N\ g

| Parties desiring to purchase Town Lots,
i Timber Lands or Farm Lands,

R U : In any part of Idaho, Oregon or Washington,
o E ) SHOULD CONSULT

oPERNH 5 PATTON & M°GEE,

Room 10, New Market Block,

PORTLAND, OREGON.

Oor. Washington and East Park, Portland, Or.
A. 8. GROSS, Proprietor and Manager.

STRICTLY FIRST CLASS FAMILY RESORT.

Admission, 25 and 50_Cents. . We are the exclusive Portland agents for all Lots
2 Rt Tine grast by o i ey Yo Dregon
. . 3 0; ine  owne e d
Opera Every Night, with Full Chorus and Best Leading Talent. |15 viment Gonpas. aad o thnd, oregon Land
fqnaled 1pt(:111cemenm for the iuvestment of small or
arge capital.

beautiful Electric Corsets.
r's ¢ ' le free to those becoming agents. No risk,

quick sales. Territory given. Satisfaction ran-
teed. Address DR. SC , 842 Broadway st.,gll‘iu.l Xe

THE HATTER. ———————
151 FRONT STREET. hikery oy eJEXJﬁ%';&'B‘;%ﬁ‘}’:?ﬁ&%%

First street. Portland,




THE WEST SHORE.

THE FARMERNS AND MECHANICN STORE

TELEGRAM:

NEw York, June 25 (received Portland, June 25, 1885).
To PRAGER BROS,, of the FARMERS AND MECHANICS STORE, 200 and 202 First st., Portland:

Have placed all orders for Staples, including Fall and Winter Goods for our several departments, com-
prising over one hundred cases. Same will be ready for shipment between July 20 and 30. Clear all your
departments at any sacrifice. WILLIAM PRAGER.

In accordance with above telegram we will com-
mence on Monday, June 29, the same to continue for

fifteen days, a

learanee Sale Lnp el i fhe History of Portland!

Which will include the following departments:

Dress Goods department, Domestic department, Fancy
Goods department, Ladies’ Furnishing Goods depart-
ment, Clothing department, Men's Furnishing Goods
department, Youths and Boys Clothing department.
We are determined to make this the Grandest Clearing
Sale ever held in this city, and have therefore marked
the Goods at prices which we know MUST SELL
THEM, no such figures ever having been submitted to
a Portland public.

This is to be a Clearance Sale in the fullest meaning of the word. During the
continuance of the sale we respectfully call attention that NO GOODS WILL BE
SOLD AT WHOLESALE OR TO STOREKEEPERS. We will try and accommo-
date all, RICH OR POOR, and in order to do so will have to limit the quantity.
This sale will end on the evening of the 14th. During this Great Clearance Sale
our store will close during the day at noon and reopen at 1 o'clock.

WE WILL POSITIVELY NOT SELL ANY GOODS AFTER 8 O'CLOCK P. M.

THE FARMERS AND MECHANICS STORE,
200 and 202 First Street, Corner Taylor, Portland, Or.
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"THE TACOMA,

NEW AND DELIGHTFUL SUMMER RESORT,
OPEN ALL THE YEAR,

At the Terminus of the Northern Pacific Railro~d, on Puget Sound.
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AT “THE TACOMA" ONLY.

pping place on
eauty of the rides and drives in the vi

8 it offers. (Competent

to the best fishing and hunting ground
making the ascent to the glaciers of

Substantially built of brick and stone, furnished luxuriously, equipped
Mount Tacoma, the Oascade Mounta

with a hydraulic elevator, electric be u
plateau, 100 feet above the Sound, commanding an unsurpassed view of

the business man, or the invalid. Its cuisine

It offers the most desirable sto
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Circulars and Terms, address W. D. TYLER, Manager, TACOMA, W. T,

Hhﬂ
5

TACOMA,

The Western Terminus of the Northern Pacific R. R.

Th

e Head of Navigation on Puget Sound!

Shows a larger growth during the past year than any point in the Northwest, and

offers the best inducement for investment.

LOCATION UNSURPASSED!

CLIMATE DELIGHTFUL!!

The best point from which Wholesale Business Houses and

MANUKFACTORIES

Can supply Inland and Sound trade.

and at reasonable prices, by the .

TACOMA LAND COMPANY.

For further information, apply to or address

ISAAC W. ANDERSON, General Manager, TACOMA, W. T.

Special inducements offered for the location of
MANUFACTORIES. Choice Property in all parts of the city for sale on easy terms,



THE WEST SHORE.

FAWCETT BROS., TACOMA, W. T,
Importers of and Dealers in WAGONS, BUGGIES, FARM MACHINERY, &c.

Buy the Moline Wagon.
They are the finest finished,
the best proportioned and the

The Moline Wagon Company
make the best Spring Wagon

lightest running wagon on on earth. Manufactured es-
ightest running w

wheel pecially for Western trade.
eels.

General Agents for Moline Wagons, Davenport Plows, Bissell Chilled Plows, Tiger Mowers, Foust's Hay Loaders, Keystone Sulky H{tkvs. Disc Harrows
and Cider Mills, Sterling Hay Tedders, Common Sense Feed Cutters and Potato Diggers, Champion®Hand and Self-Dump Scrapers, Favorite (Barrel) Churns,
Massillon Threshers, Russell & Co.’s Engines, Saw Mills, etc.

The new Front Cut Tiger Mower will}be found to
possess more new valuable improvements and more
points of real merit than any other Mower ever
offered.

The Champion (all steel) Scrapers are the best in
the world.

The Foust's Hay Loader will elevate from the win-
drow a ton of hay in five minutes.

Descriptive Circulars for all goods we handle, together with lowest prices, will be furnished on application by
addressing FAWCETT BROS., TACOMA, W. T.

IO TOS WO, Pz s co.
' Wholesale and Retail Dealers in
|

Dry Goods and Clothing,

\ Gents Furnishing Goods,
‘Hats, Caps, Boots, Shoes, Trunks and Valises.

————

DAVID LISTER,

MANUFACTURER OF

TACOMA, W. T.

New York office, 83 Walker st. San Francisco office, 516 and 518 Market st.

Brass and Iron Castings, SPRAGUE & HAMILTON,

|
i’ Corner Pacific Avenue and 13th Street,

Engines y BOﬂGrS, WHOLESALE

DEALERS IN

HAY,
All Kinds of Machinery. ¢prarn

—AND—

—— " FEED.

| Warehouse,
Near Mouth

—OF—

Galliher
Creek,

—AND—

VREPAIRING PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO.  (fice aud Store, Buras & Metzler's Buildive. Pacifie Av., Tacoma, W. T



THE WEST SHORE.

M. F.

H

ATC]

. & CO,

Manufacturers of and Dealers in

Cedar, Fir, Spruce and Hardwood Ti

her,

MOULDINGS, LATHS AND SHINGLES,
TACOMA, W. T.

FRASER & CHALMERS, |

—MANUFACTURERS OF—

MINING MACHINERY

—AND—

ing and Concentration of Ores.

Builders of Machinery for Anaconda, Lexington,
Cable, Comet and Granite Mountain Reduction Works.

Furnish plans and equipments of machinery for all
kinds of metallurgical works.

Oldest and most extensive exclusive mining machin-

ery house on the continent. Correspondence solicited.

GENERAL OFFICE AND WORKS,
FULTON AND UNION STS., CHICAGO, ILL.
EASTERN OFFICE, WESTERN OFFICE,

2 Wall Street, New York. Barclay Block, Denver, Col.
L. C. TRENT, Manager.

J. 8. Howell.

TACOMA LOAN" AND TRUST COMPANY,

HOWELL, NIXON & CO,
Negotiate Mortgage Loans for Capitalists,

—AND DO A

T. L. Nixon.

General Loan, Real Estate and Insurance Business.
Ten and twelve per cent. net to lenders, and gilt-edged security.

Eaferences: Merchants’ National Bank, Tacoma National Bank, Washington
Fire Insurance Company, Puget Bound Fire Insurance Company,
Tacoma Lime Company, Tacoma Trading Company, etc.

OFFICE, 1007 PACIFIC AV., NEAR TENTH ST, TACOMA, W. T.

(. T. BRACKEIT,

Decorating, Paper Hanem and Wall Tinting,

Machinery for Systematic Milling, Smelt-|

S~ S—

Experienced Workmen furnished on application.
Orders from the country promptly filled.

Railroad Street, bet. 11th and 12th,
TACOMA, W. T.

!

W. G. ROWLAND & CO.,

; WHOLESALE AND RETAIL

GROCERS,

PACIFIC AVENUE,
TACOMA, W.

pes= Write for prices or information.

T.

CHARLES A. ENELL,

Pioneer Real Estate & Money Broker.

Agent for Philadelphia Board of Marine Under-
writers. Agent and Surveyor for “ Record” of American
and foreign shipping. Agent for Manton Windlass and
Steam Steerer Company, Providence, R. L

Office: Rooms 8 and 9, Wright’s Building,
NINTH AND PAOIFIO AV. TAOOMA, W. T.



THE WEST SHORE.

> |JUSTICE o PEACE.

AEJAWRENCE,

" REAL ESTATE #°COLLECTING

- AGCENT.
ov:n FARMERS A0 MECHANICS’' STORE.

TACOMA, W.T.

\10ney Loaned at o Solid 12 Per Cent. Per Annun

—ON—

First Class Real Estate Security

Interest payable semi-annually in New York funds
net. Correspondence solicited. Address

ALLEN C. MASON, Tacoma, W, T,

JAMES WICKERSHAM,

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
Probate Judge of Pierce County,

P. 0. Box No. 5. TACOMA, W. T.
JOHN ARTHUR. FRANK O. 'MEEKER.

ARTHUR & MEEKER,
Attor’neys-at-Law

OUIMETTE BUILDING,
[\C‘OMIX - - - W "

GEORGE FULLER,

ATTORNEY AND COUNSELLOR AT LAV,

Mann's Block, Pacific Avenus,

TACOMA, W. T.

JAS. M. ASHTON,

ATTORNEY AND COUNSELLOR AT AW,
Rooms 5, 6, 7 and 8, Ouimette Block,

]‘A("IFI(‘ AVENUE, - - TACOMA, W. T,

F. CAMPBELL. E. W. TAYLOR
CAMPBELL & TAYLOR,
Attorneys and Counsellors at Law.

Will Practice in all Courts.
Office, Court House, C Street,
TACONMA,; W. T,
DOCTORS

MUNSON & MISNER,
Homeopathic - Physicians and Surgeons,
Office Over Tacoma Nationa! Bank,
Tenth St. and Pa.c1ﬁc Av,, Tacoma, Ww. T.
J.W. VIANT,

—DEALER IN—

FINE GROCERIES, FLOUR, FRUITS, TOBACCO
AND CIGARS. CROCKERY, GLASSWARE,
WOOD AND WILLOW WARE, CUT-

Wholesale and Retail.

Our '\14.11:\ \mull Profits for (ash. Call and see
me—you will be used well. Goods delivered free of
charge.

Pacific Av,, cor, Eighth St Tm'nma. W T

F. S. CHADBOURNE & CO.

Wholesale and Retail Dealers in

FURNITURE e

I'ORT] AND, OREGON.

THE TALOK MANUFACTURING CO.,,

CARSON & JOHNSON,
SASH, DOORS, BLINDS AND MOULDINGS.
TALOK SAW MILL, TACOMA, W. T.

Telephone connections.

THE MODEL RESTAURANT,

JOE ALSOP, Proprietor.

Go to the Model Restaurant if you want a good meal cooked to order.
Meals at all hours and in any style. FURNISHED ROOMS.

Pacific Av., bet. 11th and 12th, Tacoma, W. T.
PIONEER CANDY FACTORY.

L. WALLERSTEIN & CO.,

Manufacturers of American and French Candies.
THE LARGEST CANDY FACTORY ON PUGET SOUND.
N. B.—Outside Orders Promptly Filled.
PACIFIC AVENUE, TACOMA, W. T.

P. O. Box No. 88.

Agency for “Tansﬂl's Punch” 5c. Clgal NORTHERN PACIFICVRAILROAD

WALTER ST. JOHN, LANDS | L.A.NDS'
D R U G G I ST, FOR SALE,

oo W T On filve and ten years’ time, at seven
C. E. CASE M. D per cent. interest.

Formerly Professor of Surgical Audtomy in Califor- |
nia Medical College, Regular Allopathic and Apply to
Eclectic Physician and Surgeon, Prac-
tical Anatomist and Surgeon.

Orthopeedio Surgery a specialty, Rectification of |
malpositions after incompetent |>]Hlsl( 1ans, both in Local
Tacoma and elsewhere, at lowest prices. Visits, in-
side of city limits, one dollar. Midwifery cases, ten
dollars; no extra charge for turning or 1m~trunmnml

W. P. PRICHARD,
Land Agent, Pacific Av. Station,
TACOMA, W. T.

delivery. Will visit patients at a distance, for con- A (g7

sultation and to perform operation. No homeopathy A, l‘, “0;\}\\.

or other humbuggery practiced. % skl ise
Office hours: From & to 9a. m. and 1 to 3 p. m.

R W=y A R e
EEVENE ‘iufe...a..a..JJ

)eru. forrans, me:u.s,
Spurs, Bifs. Stirrups, Etc.

(gl Mot Oty Vacihc Ave.  MEW TACOMA. W, T,

OFFICE AND RESIDENCE,
East Side Pacific Av., bet. 11th and 12th Sts.,
TACOMA, W. T.

HOS, VARWIG, SANITARY PLUMBER, GAS
and Steam l‘ﬂter No. 73 Washington street, be- & 00 Bonde Weerantnd. Geders bt Muit Aee
tween Third and: Fourth, Portland, Or.

Dealor in Lead and Iron Pipe (ogper Bath Tubs :l N CENTS WILL SE( A 'PY OF THE
latest ithproved Water Closats; Marhis Basins, Rub- L) OREGON SPLCT &T(: R :u' h \nd Feb. 3
bor Hoge; &c; 1218 Addrese L, BAMU F y Portland, Or,
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JOHN HOLGATE,

DEATLER IN

Books and Stationery,
Confectionery, Cigars and Tobaccos, Varieties and Notions.
CALIFORNIA FRUIT A SPECIALTY.

LEADING NEWS DEPOT,

Corner Pacific Av. and Ninth St., Tacoma.

LOCAL AGENT FOR THE WEST SHORE.

MERGHANTS NATIONAL BANK

OF TACOMA.
' SUCCESSOR TO OLDEST BANK IN THE CITY.

Authorized Capital, - - = =
Paid up, - - - = = =

$200,000
50,000

W. J. THOMPSON, President. o HENRY DRUM., Cashier.
E. B. SMITH, Vice-President.

DIRECTORS:
E. 8. SMITH, M. F. HATCH,
L. F. THOMPSON, GEORGE F. ORCHARD,

W. J. THOMPSON.

We transact a conservative and strictly banking busi-
ness, yet aim to be progressive and alive to the interests
of our customers.

Collections receive vigorous and careful attention.

Sight Exchange and Telegraph Transfers sold
on principal cities of United States.

Foreign Exchange issued direct and available at
all points in Europe, China and Australia.

We will cheerfully answer Eastern correspondents in
regard to investments or locations for manufacturing,
commercial or farming pursuits.

Call and see us when in Tacoma.

ESTABLISHED 1876.
J. P. CHILBERG. JOHN MACREADY.

CHILBERG & MACREADY,
Shelf & Heavy Hardware,

SPORTSMEN’S EMPORIUM,
Manutacturers & Jobbers’ Agents.

PACIFIC AVENUE, OPP. TENTH STREET,
TACOMA, W. T.

Sole Agents for STOVER WIND MILL for Washington Territory
and British Columbia.

THOMA NATIONAL BANK

FIRST NATIONAL BANK IN THE CITY.

$50,000
20,000

Paid up Capital, - - - - -
Surplus, - -

GEN. J. W. SPRAGUE | Vice-President.... W. B. BLACKWELL
Cashieris ., viss ssas ssa suss s50e We ERASER.

DIRECTORS:.
W. B. BLACKWELL,
GEORGE E. ATKINSON,
1. W. ANDERSON.

President.... .

J. W. SPRAGUF,
ROBERT WINGATE,

This*Bank transacts a general banking business.

Interest is allowed on time deposits.

Sight Exchange and Telegraph Transfers sold on New
York, St. Paul, San Francisco, Portland, Walla Walla,
Olympia, Seattle, Port Townsend, and other points in
United States and British Columbia.

Foreign Exchange sold on London and all other prin-
cipal cities of Europe, and on Hong Kong.

B Special attention paid to collections. &34

JOHN CARSON,

Manufacturer and

DEALER IN LUMBER,

TACOMA, W, T.

New steam saw mill, on the road to the Prairie, near
the southern boundary of the city, where may be had, at
the lowest market prices,

ROUGH AND DRESSED LUMBER, RUSTIC,
FLOORING, PICKETS.

Orders for buildings of any size filled promptly. |

Telephone connections.

JNO. S. BAKER & (0,
Wholesale Grocers and Provision Dealers,

IMPORTERS FINE JAPAN TEAS.

Sole Agents Continental Oil Company. Correspond-

ence solicited. Drayage free.

JNO. S. BAKER & CO.,
910 PACIFIC AV. DAVIS BLOCK,
' TACOMA, W. T.
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Tacoma, W. T. July,

1888. Portland, Or.

ESTABLISHED 1878.
THE WEST SHORE,

An Ilustrated Journal of General Information, devoted to the development of
the Great West.
Published Simultaneously from Tacoma, W. T., and Portland, Or.

Subscription Drice, DO ANIIIM . cx: s 5o s sevn 2 £505s Faws saei Soai § 5oss S0 HoH ¢ $2 00

To foreign countries, including postage..............c.coiiiiiiiiiiianain, p

BING18: CODIOB = s asis i 5.655 & 355 5 5535 56793 BT SO 5.8 5 7 99756 GO SFeE Mo FEER 3 s 8 8
Subscription can be forwarded by registered letter or postal order at our risk.
Postmasters and News Agents will receive subscriptions at above rates.

I.. SAMUEL., Publisher,
PORTLAND, 122 Front 8t. 908-910 Pacific Av,,

VOL. XI. NoO. 7.

TACOMA.

TABLE OF CONTENTS.

A Mysterious Dwelling. .........oeiiin ittt e e e e e
(hronologyu Events.. e e
Crystal Cave, Montana (1lluntrated 212
Editorial ................... ..ol
Firing of Blasts in Mines.
Klamath River (illustrated, 199).
Lumbering on Puget Sound........
Notes of the Northwest. ............
Salem, Or%gon (illustrated, 199).
Shoshone Falls (illustrated, 210-211)... ... ...
Spallumcheen River, B. C. (1llustrated 200) .
The Islands of Puget Sound (1llust.rau3d ZOU)
The Bench Lands of Montana.. = ..
The Russians at Bodega and Fort Ross. ... 000000
Valley of the Laughing Waters, Utah (illustrated, 209)..
‘White Sulphur Sprmgs Montana (illustrated, 221-222)..

ONCE Virginia City was the one great miniug city of
the United States. The honor was for a time usurped
by Leadville, but now beyond question the mantle has
fallen upon Butte City, Montana. In that city more men
are employed, more money is paid for wages, more capi-
tal is invested in mills and reduction works actually in
use, and the bullion output is greater than in any other
mining camp in the world. The next number of Tue
WesT SuorE will be devoted to illustrations of this busy
city and its industries, including views of the mines, re-
duction works, machinery in operation, etc., etc. Accom-
panying these will be given descriptions of the processes
employed in mining and reducing ores. Taken as a
whole, it will be the most interesting number issued
since the magazine was founded.

From Alaska to Mexico, and from the Pacific Ocean
to beyond the great “Backbone of the Continent,” the
“Stony Mountains” of a century ago, e are receiving
sketches of scenery for illustration in THE WEST SHORE.
Our regular and special artists are out in all directions
along the lines of the Northern Pacific, the O. R. & N.,
the Short Line, the Utah & Northern, the Oregon & Cali-
fornia and other routes of travel. They are sending us
sketches of valley and mountain, rivers, cataracts, towns,
cities, mines, mills, and scores of special subjects that
have never before been illustrated. These will appear
from month to month, accompanied by interesting de-
seriptive articles, such as will make THE WEsT Snorr
for the next twelve months a most desirable family vis-
itor. It is a gratification to state that in spite of the
prevailing hard times our subscription list increases
steadily, and we feel that this success is not entirely un-
deserved, since our efforts to lay something new and

pleasing before our readers have not in the least relaxed,
but have been increased to such an extent as to render
the expense of publication much greater than formerly.
For this reason we look upon the continuance of old sub-
scribers and the addition of so many new ones as an evi-
dence of popular appreciation of our efforts and their
successful results.

BEEF shipment in refrigerator cars does not offer
gilded inducements to the small operator, according to
the statements of the Marquis de Mores. Such small
lots as two car-loads cannot be made to pay, and the
shipper must have a cooler in which to store meat until
sold. “Sheep are nearly impossible to refrigerate, do
not give good loading in the cars, and are a drug in the
Chicago market.” He says that the expense incurred in
handling dressed beef renders it necessary to handle from
100 to 150 per day in order to make the business profit-
able. His idea is that shippers in Eastern Oregon and
Washington cannot engage in the handling of dressed
beef with profit, but that if from fifteen to thirty thou-
sand head can be shipped to him at Medora during the
months of February, March and April, he could dress
and ship them from his own establishment. Our ranges
supply better beef at that season of the year than he can
obtain nearer home, and, from his standpoint at least,
such an arrangement would be a desirable one. The loss
in weight and quality of live stock by the long haul from
Yakima or Wallula to Chicago would thus be avoided,
and this saving might more than compensate for the lower
price per hundred at Medora.

COMMISSIONER SPARKS, in his anxiety to find under
existing laws some remedy for the acknowledged fraudu-
lent practices by pre-emption claimants, has ordered that
the issue of all patents shall be suspended until each
individual case can be investigated. His object is a good
one, but this seems a harsh method of attaining it, as
well as one of doubtful legality. It is questionable
whether he has the power to withhold patents upon the
presentation of proofs required by law, unless upon com-
plaint and charges in the way specified by law. This
indefinite suspension of the date for securing complete
title seriously interferes with the honest pre-emptor’s
chances of selling his claim should circumstances render
it necessary to do so, as well as defrauds the county in
which the land is situated of the taxes, which can only be
levied after patent is issued. The best remedy for pre-
emption frauds is the abolishment of the law altogether,
and such modification of the homestead laws as will ren-
der their provisions less burdensome and applicable to a
greater number of people. Our public land is going fast,
and no person should be permitted to acquire more than
160 acres from the Government. Even at that rate it
will all be gone in a few years.



196

THE WEST SHORE.

THAT the needs of the Northwest and Pacific Coast
generally are not recognized by Congress is made evident
by many acts of that body—sins of omission, as it were.
This neglect arises, of course, chiefly from the fact that
our representation is small, while our vote is still smaller.
‘Washington, Idaho, Montana and Dakota, all rapidly in-
creasing their wealth and population, are still in a terri-
torial state, and have no representation in the Senate
whatever, while to the House they each send one Dele-
gate, who can talk, if he knows how, but cannot make his
presence felt with a vote. This neglect is especially
galling in the matter of appropriations for river and
harbor improvements. Streams in the East that Nature
never designed for highways of commerce, in a region
where a multitude of railroads render waterways of but
relative unimportance, receive appropriations that should
be bestowed elsewhere. Congress certainly does not put
these sums where they “will do the most good” commer-
cially, however judiciously they may be apportioned in a
political sense. The business men of the Northwest have
taken this matter in hand, and in a few weeks delegates
from Illinois, Wisconsin, Minnesota, Iowa, Missouri,
Kansas, Nebraska, Dakota and Montana will meet in
convention at St. Paul, to consider the means of securing
adequate appropriations for the improvement of the
upper Mississippi and Missouri. This movement is in
the hands of the St. Paul Chamber of Commerce, and it
would seem a wise move for our commercial organizations
to endeavor to have Oregon and Washington included.
Such a united effort will certainly produce good results,
and we can by lending them our assistance procure their
powerful aid in obtaining the appropriations needed for
our own rivers and harbors. The topography of this
region is such as to prevent it from ever becoming grid-
ironed by railroads as is the East, and for that reason the
improvement of our waterways is a question of vital im-
portance. This is something our Eastern friends do not
realize, and it behooves us to impress it upon their minds.

It is doubly gratifying to know that while throughout
the United States generally the wheat crop will be far
below the average, Oregon and Washington will produce
a larger crop and have a greater surplus for shipment
than ever before. The twofold gratification arises from
the great stimulus business will receive and the favor-
able notice we must necessarily attract in those regions
from which our most desirable immigration comes. The
intelligent farmer of the Mississippi Valley, as he con-
templates his field of winter wheat averaging only from
42 to 60 per cent. of a standard yield, and then learns
that Oregon and Washington average 101 per cent. for
wheat, 102 per cent. for rye and 100 per cent. for barley,
while at the same time meadows and pastures show a
condition of 101 and 102 per cent., cannot but feel a
strong desire to dispose of his possessions and with his
accumulated means secure a desirable home in this
favored region; and this desire must grow as the cold
winter closes in upon him and he reads of the warm rains
and gentle breezes of the Pacific Coast. Montana, though

not yet a producer of wheat for the general market, has
none the less a considerable acreage of grainm, all in a
most promising eondition, while her meadows and pasture
lands are above the average. The time will come when
the thousands of acres of table land in Montana will be
yielding wheat for shipment, and the condition of her
crops the present year is a sure indication of what may
be depended upon. The time is rapidly approaching
when every acre of available land in the Pacific North-
west will be placed under cultivation, and there never
will be a more favorable opportunity than the present for
the Eastern agriculturist to secure a desirable portion.

ForRTUNATELY reduction works in Portland would not
be dependent upon the ore of any one locality or the
whims of any single transportation line. In Southern
Oregon, Jackson, Josephine and Douglas counties have
ledges upon which drafts can be made; the newly discov-
ered ledges of Tillamook, Columbia and Clatsop counties
would contribute their share; the older and better known
lodes of Grant, Baker and Union counties, in Eastern
Oregon, could be called upon for a liberal supply; the
ledges of Yakima, Kittitas and Stevens counties, in
Washington Territory; the many old and many new lodes
of Idaho, and even Western Montana, may be depended
upon. Take, for instance, the case of Missoula, about
whose mines we speak on page 225. The Northern
Pacific has fixed a rate from Wallace to the Wickes
Smelters, near Helena, of $5 per ton for ore. The haul
is quite a long one and up a steep grade. The haul to
Portland is, to be sure, still longer, but the grade is in
favor of this city, and a rate as low as $8 at least ought
to be secured. Both Helena and Butte City have taken
hold of the question of providing smelters for the treat-
ment of ores produced from their numerous smaller
mines. Near each of those cities are numerous good
ledges but partially developed, or owned by parties with-
out sufficient capital to erect works of their own. With
works at which they can sell their ore or have it reduced
at custom rates, the owners of such claims will be able to
add much to the bullion product. Portland must arouse
herself and take decided action in this matter.

THE time is rapidly approaching when another great
line of railroad will span the continent. By the 1st of
January, it is estimated, the great Canadian Pacific will
have the gap of 180 miles in the Rocky Mountain division
closed, and will be ready to compete for through freight
and passenger traffic. Already the trip from Montreal to
Victoria can be made in ten days, including a stage ride
of 104 miles. The completion of this road will be of great
benefit to British Columbia, more especially in the im-
pulse it will give to the settlement of her thousands of
acres of agricultural lands, and the development of her
stock, lumbering and mining interests. To Great Britain,
in the event of a war with Russia, this road might prove
of incalculable benefit, and no doubt this fact had much
to do with the recent additional assistance the company
received from the Dominion Government. Strong com-



THE WEST SHORE.

197

petition may be looked for between the new route and all
the old American lines, especially since an effort will be
made to establish new steamer routes to Australia and
China from the terminal point on Burrard Inlet. The
result will be awaited with considerable interest by the
people of the Coast.

_———

NorHING is more convincing of the fact often stated
in THE WEST SHORE, that the settlement of our Western
valleys and table lands and the cutting up of our great
cattle ranges into farms will not destroy the live stock
interests, than a careful comparison of the stalistics of
different localities. The Commissioner of Agriculture
reported in 1884 that Illinois had 900,948 dairy cattle,
valued at $35 each, and 1,442,344 stock cattle, worth $28
each. In contrast with this stands Texas, with 667,501
dairy cattle, worth $24.50 each, and 4,277,700 stock cattle,
worth $17.51. When the totals are considered we find
Illinois has 2,300,000 cattle, valued at $72,000,000, while
the 5,000,000 cattle of Texas are worth only $90,000,000.
Texas shows eighteen cattle to the square mile, and Illi-
nois forty-two. It is very evident that the settlement and
cultivation of a region, in addition to other advantages,
adds to the numbers and value of live stock it supports,
and to the general wealth, which, however, is taken from
the hands of the few and given with the increase into the
hands of the many.

—————

Froar TiN has at various times been found on the
Coast, but the ledges from which it come have never
been discovered. Prospectors should not neglect any
indications of tin, for a good ledge of that metal would
be worth more to them and the country than a dozen
silver lodes. On this subject the Chicago Mining Review
says: “The discovery of tin in the Black Hills of Dakota
in many localities, the development of mines upon veins
of the mineral sufficient to establish its character and
permanency, and the purchase of mills for the purpose
of utilizing the same, have already attracted the attention
of English capitalists, and a number of investments have
already been made. It would seem, in view of the im-
mense demands for this mineral in this country, and the
great cost to consumers, that capitalists would be awake
to the importance of this discovery, and certainly investi-
gate the probabilities of the advantages offered in this
direction.”

CorPER MINES in the West are very largely dependent
upon the silver contained in the ore for their successful
working. Take, for instance, the great copper producers
of Butte City. Were it not for the large percentage of
silver they could not so successfully compete with the
mines of Lake Superior, where labor and the cost of re-
duction are so much less. Such being the case, the cop-
per men are as much interested in the question of main-
taining the position of silver in our monetary system as
are the great silver kings of Colorado, Utah, Arizona and
Nevada. When the inevitable fight comes in Congress
next winter the silver and copper men will be found pull-
ing together.

HARNEY VALLEY, OREGON.

HE conflicting statements as to the agricultural value
of Harney Valley (in Grant County, Oregon,) still
continue to be made. All the best meadow land is held,
or rather “claimed,” under the swamp land laws, while
the remainder is occupied solely by stockmen, who assert
that it is valueless for agriculture. A gentleman who
recently returned from the valley corroborates these
statements, and adds that the nights are too cool for
grain and corn. He considers the valley good only for
dairying and stock raising. Such does not, however,
appear to be the opinion of others no doubt as well qual-
ified as he to judge of its capabilities. One of these, who
has recently made a personal examination, contributes
the following to the Prineville News: “The area of Har-
ney Valley proper, including the arms that extend up
small creeks which flow into it, is as much as 600,000
acres, most of which is good mowing, grazing and farm-
ing land. Standing on the low hills surrounding this
valley, one can see the herds of horses and cattle, which
sight very much recalls the scenery on the plains, which
in early days were covered by countless herds of buffaloes.
The reports of Indian scares have generally been invente:l
for the purpose of keeping people from settling the val-
ley. There was an Indian excitement a few days age,
which resulted in the finding of twenty Indians, all told,
of whom nine were old, decrepit and nearly blind, and
the remainder women and children. This report is sub-
stantially a fact, as investigated by a company of regular
soldiers sent up from Fort Bidwell about two weeks ago.
Of all the land I saw in Harney Valley, I did not see
more than a section of land that could be possibly con-
sidered as swamp. There are thousands of acres of good
mowing land in different parts, which is made good by
the annual overflowing of the valley from the numerous
streams of water that pour down their channels from the
melting snows in the timbered region lying back of the
low hills on all sides of the valley. These overflows gen-
erally take place in March and April, drying up in the
latter part of May, and remaining so the balance of the
year. The first meadow grass that appears is the wire
grass, which does well while the water covers the ground,
and, when the water leaves, an immense growth of wild
redtop and clover grows up, which, all taken together,
make the most nutritious food, capable of keeping cattle
beef-fat in the winter months. But, for fear one may
think this immense extent of valley is all good, I would
say that it is not all mowing land. There are large
tracts of sage, rye grass and greasewcod lands, of which,
perhaps, not more than one-tenth would be fit for mowing
land on natural meadows. The sage land is good, as is
also the rye grass land, for farming, while the greasewood
land is a never-failing browse which actually keeps cattle
and horses fat during the winter; then comes the meadow
land, which never fails of a crop. I was shown a small
piece of land, which did not look any better than thou-
sands of acres surrounding it, which Mr. Mace, the owner,
said produced forty-two bushels of wheat to the acre in
1884.'!
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CRYSTAL CAVE, MONTANA.
“IX miles from White Sulphur Springs is a mountain
on whose sides are many curious rock formations,
which have won for it the title of Castle Mountain.
Curious and picturesque as the mountain is in many re-
spects, the one great feature of interest is Crystal Cave,
a cavern of unknown extent and manifold beauties.
Though its existence has been known for a number of
years it has never been thoroughly explored, the most
complete investigation of its mysteries having recently
been made by a few members of THE WEST SHORE staff,
accompanied by R. N. Sutherlin, editor of the Rocky
Mountain Husbandman, A. Spencer and 1. Salhinger.
Mr. Sutherlin has frequently visited the cave and called
attention to its attractions in his paper, but never suc-
ceeded in arousing in others the enthusiasm he himself
possesses. When he kindly offered to lead our party to
the cavern and penetrate its dark recesses even further
than he had ever gone before, the decision to accept was
quick and unanimous. Providing ourselves with cloth-
ing whose intimate acquaintance with dirt was a guaran-
tee of its fitness for such a journey, we procured a
conveyance and quickly traversed the half dozen miles
intervening between the city and mountain. In this dis-
tance we had gradually ascended 1,200 feet on the moun-
tain side. A further climb on foot of 500 feet, and then
a descent on the opposite side of the ridge nearly an
equal distance, brought us to the mouth of the cave. The
entrance, over which is suspended a natural bridge of
rock, is a gradual descent of about 100 feet over loose
boulders, similar to the mouth of a steeply inclined tun-
nel, the aperture being some twenty feet wide and fifteen
feet high.
Almost immediately we were ushered into the main,
r “crystal,” chamber, an apartment of irregular shape,
with a perimeter of 250 feet, and a height to the crystal-
studded ceiling of sixty feet. The floor was free from
rocks, but was covered with stalagmites and crystals.
Mud was freely smeared over everything, no doubt
brought in by animals that probably hibernate there in
winter. From this main apartment we penetrated into
twenty-three separate chambers, reaching them by tra-
versing numerous passages leading in all directions.
Some of these avenues are comparatively open and free

from obstructions, while others are choked up with rock

or so small that much difficulty is experienced in passing
through them.

The most interesting of these narrows at one place to
such an extent that it is with much difficulty that the
body can be forced through at all. In fact, one of our
party so exceeded the standard of rotundity that he could
not even get “in with a squeeze and a grin,” and he
“observed that the hole was small.” This we christened
“A Tight Squeeze.” It lead us into a large chamber
where both stalactites and stalagmites were in special
abundance.,, They thrust themselves up from the floor
or hung pendant from the ceiling, little drops of water
trembling on their points, while the walls sparkled with
crystals under even the dim light of our tallow candles.

Stalactites were observed of all sizes, from a mere drop
of water to a pendant cone two and a Lalf feet in length,
one of which we brought away with us as a souvenir and
curiosity. In one chamber we found a spring of ice cold
water. Several of us slaked our thirst, but one member
of the party declined to indulge on the plea that he had
no accommodations for internal stalactites. Many pas-
sages were observed which were so obstructed by rocks
as to be impenetrable. A little giant powder would rem-
edy this defect, and might give access to still larger
apartments and lead still farther into the interior of the
mountain. Fully three hours and a quarter were con-
sumed in our explorations, though but a short time was
spent at any one place, the numerous chambers and pas-
sageways keeping us almost constantly in motion to com-
plete the circuit in that brief time. Crystal Cave will no
doubt become an object of much interest to the thou-
sands who will be drawn to that portion of Montana by
the healing waters of White Sulphur Springs.
—_———— - O —
LUMBERING ON PUGET SOUND.
HE Tacoma News gives the following estimate; based
upon reliable information, of the daily output of logs

at the various logging camps on Puget Sound:
OlFIDIA CERMDBLwa: ssiss apiwis s baiainion Bamiows welodaision saa e

Btk Take - & con.coii suas e o o e S Ry S R 40,000
ORI BB r, .55 o0 3305550505613 PGSR A3 SIS S ST S W o 28,000
thtle Skookum 70,000
WO BT, 1005 oo i S8 565 i o i B PR SRS 22,000
Big BROOKUIM.. .. ovcivs sumi snmasomsivans s dsiwennossesens soe 40,000
North Bay.......... 18,000
Hartstein Island.. 30,000
Henderson Bay.. 49,000
West Passage...... 14,000
Vashon Island. . - 2,000
One on Hood’s Canal .. ... 00l 80,000
Whidby Island.........ociiiiniiieinee coeniierverennneones 31,000
(Jaamano ........... 67,000
R SS S S ——— 210,000
Fldalgo B s 5555 50 i anaa s mam ao s SRS HE0 & Risssins S 21,000
misha......... 74,000
ORIOTIOE 45 55101 .+ 35378 S R385 50 5 008 AT SRR 0766 6500.6 Usiers S010 @ 22,000
Stillaguamish...........oooiiiiiiiiiiiiii i 91,000
POTE BB 6.0 55505 55055 555 5 Erisis SR8 Sa305 SRIGS-STRIF RIS SoE Wi 20,000
BEOKOMIBIG 3 .oxcovocamews samsas vo vimstu o Gash e g e aEng 173,000
Total daily output. s vos e i vsess sovs vass suse wsas ssme 1,167,000

This amount, if correct as far as stated, would be con-
siderably increased by numerous small operators not
mentioned, and by the larger camps on Hood’s Canal not
reported. The mills on the Sound are now all running

on full time, and have a dally ca.paclty about as follows:

Tacoma..
Port Blakely
Port Gamble..
Port Madison.. .
Port Ludlow.
Utsalady...........
Seabec

Total.. G i
By these ﬁgures 1t Wlll be seen that if the mills put
out daily their full capacity there will not, at this rate, be
a large accumulation of logs at the end of the summer’s
operations for the mills to go on during the winter,
should the demand for lumber continue. At present
prices, and with the dull state of the market, with all the
seeming activity, millmen and loggers are enabled to
realize very small profits, even if they are able to come
out whole at the end of the season. Wages in the camps.
vary from $20 to $80 per month. Last year they were
from $40 to $135. A 24-foot fir log recently cut in' Sno-
homish County by Blackman Bros. measured 80 and 96
inches respectively across the smaller and larger ends.
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SPALLUMCHEEN RIVER, B. C.

PALLUMCHEEN RIVER is one of the interior
streams of British Columbia, flowing down from the
Gold Mountains in a general northwesterly course a dis-
tance of seventy miles, and discharging into Shuswap
Lake. For a large portion of its course it is navigable
for small steamers, and boats ply regularly between the
head of navigation and Kamloops, a distance of 125 miles,
following the river, the Shuswap lakes and Thompson
River. Below Kamloops the waters flow through Kam-
loops Lake, the main Thompson River, and finally, by
way of Fraser River, to the ocean. Spallumcheen Valley
lies along the river and extends westward to the head of
Lake Okanagan, being some thirty miles in length. This
is one of the largest and best agricultural districts in the
Province of British Columbia. Crops yield enormously
without irrigation, and natural grasses grow luxuriantly.
A little further west lie the valleys of Pleasant and Salmon
rivers, where the most extensive farming in the Province
is carried on. A wagon road leads from Kamloops to
Spallumcheen, a distance of sixty-five miles. Lake Oka-
nagan extends southward seventy-five miles, the Okana-
gan River issuing from the lower end, and continuing in
a general southerly direction through a series of small
lakes to its junction with the Columbia, in Washington
Territory, 175 miles from the head of Lake Okanagan.
With the exception of a fall of eight feet at one point,
there is no obstacle to steamer navigation the entire dis-
tance. A canal from Lake Okanagan to Spallumcheen
River, which is one of the improvements contemplated
for the future, would open the lake to the steamers ply-
ing on Thompson and Spallumcheen rivers, and but for
the obstruction mentioned would give them open water to
the Columbia. Such a canal would be a direct union of
the waters of the Fraser and Columbia. It would open
to steamer traffic the great Okanagan Valley, one of the
most important agricultural districts in British Columbia,
extending in a successive series along the lake and river
to its junction with the Columbia, sixty miles south of
the international line. The construction of the Canadian
Pacific will give easier access to this region for emigrants
in another year. The line runs along the southern side
of Shuswap Lake, where it will be tapped by the steam-
ers plying up the Spallumcheen. The population in that
region is already quite considerable. Several stores, post
offices, schools and flouring mills are to be found there,
especially in Mission Valley, where the Catholics have
long maintained a mission, and beyond question hun-
dreds of families will ere long be settled in this region,
which is in many respects one of the most desirable por-
tions of British Columbia. The climate is singularly
agreeable; not excessively cold in winter nor oppressively
warm in summer. The rainfall is ample to ensure abun-
dant crops, without creating that continued moist atmos-
phere peculiar to the region lying along the coast. With
settlements and greater production will come better trans-
portation facilities. The scenery is grand and inspiring,
as is indicated by our engraving of Giant’s Castle, and to
the sportsman it offers attractions unsurpassed.

THE ISLANDS OF PUGET SOUND.

O the early explorers Puget Sound, with its multitude
of bays, inlets and islands, was a watery labyrinth.
Vancouver, who first entered and named it in May, 1792,
spent two months in exploring it with the crews of two
vessels, his labors being much increased by the number
of false inlets created by the numerous islands. He was
in particular search of a passage inland, and it must have
been aggravating to be led long distances by apparent
inlets which proved only to be narrow passageways be-
tween two islands or between some large island and the
majnland. The islands of Puget Sound vary from small
timber-crowned bluffs rising abruptly above the surface
of the water to tracts of land many square miles in area.
They are in special abundance near the foot of the Sound
proper, opposite the Straits of Fuca, and extending
northward between Vancouver Island and the mainland
of Washington Territory. Though originally christened
the “Gulf of Georgia,” this island region is now spoken
of as a portion of Puget Sound, a name applied by Van-
couver only to that arm of this great inland sea extending
southward from Admiralty Inlet. Two counties—Island
and San Juan—have been created among these islands,
while many others belong to the counties of the adjacent
mainland. The San Juan islands were those which
threatened to precipitate hostilities between England and
the United States in 1873, the last relic of the long inter-
national boundary dispute. They consist of a group
lying between Rosario Straits, claimed by England to be
the main passage, and the Canal de Haro, the passage
for which” the United States successfully contended.
Lumbering and fishing, dairying, stock raising, and to
some extent general agriculture, are the leading indus-
tries on the larger of these numerous islands. On some
of them, especially those among the San Juan group, are
vast beds of limestone, and there is produced the greater
portion of the lime used in the Northwest. Our artist
has given a sketch of a group of small islands in this
region, which he has christened the “Island Sea,” in the
background of which rise the white dome and lesser
peaks of Mount Baker. It is amid such scenes as this
the traveler on Puget Sound finds himself continually
sailing, scenes from which he departs with regret, and
which long linger vividly in his memory. s
- @ —

IN France and Spain ordinary brick-dust made from
hard-burned, finely pulverized bricks, and mixed with
common line, is universally used as a substitute for hy-
draulic cement. It is in some respects even superior to
the best Rosendale hydraulic cement for culverts, drains,
tanks or cisterns, and even for roofing purposes. It is
regularly known in those countries as an article of com-
merce, and is sold in barrels by dealers at the same price
as cement. A block of this substance one inch thick,
without sand, after immersion in water for four months,
bore, without crushing or splitting, a pressure of 1,500
pounds per square inch. The mixture of a small quan-
tity of brick-dust to ordinary mortar will, it has been
said, prevent disintegration.
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THE RUSSIANS AT BODEGA AND FORT ROSS.
N January, 1811, there arrived in the quiet waters of
Bodega Bay a strange-looking craft bearing a burden
of human freight. They were men with unkempt hair
and shaggy beards, with frames of iron and a physique
that told of their being inured to a life of excessive toil
and exposure to the rigors of an inclement climate. To
them, as they entered the beautiful cove on that midwin-
ter’s day, the surrounding country seemed a veritable
paradise. Accustomed as they had been all their lives to
see naught but the deep snow lying over the face of the
earth at this season of the year, the sight of the vernal
hills glowing in the bright sunshine placed before them
a picture, the most lovely that had ever greeted their
gaze. These brawny strangers were Russians, and had
come from Sitka for the purpose of establishing a mili-
tary post and a rendezvous for a band of trappers, also
proposing to farm extensively, using their producis for
supplying the colonies in the far north. The number of
men was seventy—twenty Russians and fifty Kodiac In-
dians—under the leadership of Alexander Koskoff, a man
with a wooden leg, and to whom on this account the na-
tive Californians applied the nickname of “ Pie de Palo.”
To Bodega Bay they gave the name of “ Romanzoff,” and
and the stream now known as Russian River they called
“Slavianka.”

Knowing full well that they had no just title or claim
to the land, they framed a pretext for landing there by
stating they had been refused a supply of fresh water at
Yerba Buena (San Francisco), to strengthen which they
asserted that they had purchased all the land lying adja-
cent to the bay from the aborigines, a claim which was
ultimately extended until it covered all the land lying
between Point Reyes and Point Arena, and for a distance
of nine miles inland. As a matter of fact the Russians
could not purchase any of this land from the Indians, for
at that time the entire country of the Alta Californias
belonged to Spain; therefore it has been truly remarked
of them that as they came without invitation, and occu-
pied the land without the permission of the owners, they
may, with every justice, be called the first “squatters” in
California. They went to work with a will, however,
whether they had any right to the soil or not. They
proceeded into the interior of the country, about six
miles from the bay, and there founded a settlement;
houses were built, fields fenced and agncultural pursuits
prosecuted with energy.

As soon as the first crop had matured and was ready
for shipment, it beeame necessary that they should have
a warehouse at the bay where their vessels could load.
Accordingly a building for this purpose was erected. It
was very strong and durable, and would probably be
standing now but for the fact that a land-slide swept the
most of it into the bay some years ago. There was an-
other building near the one just mentioned which was
used in later years by the first American settlers as a
kind of boarding house, but it is only from mention of
the fact that its existence has been learned.

1t is not possible to give the exact original number of

their houses in this locality, owing to these having been
all demolished and not a vestige remaining of them to
tell their story, but it is undoubted that there were a
considerable number. These buildings were small and
rough, the boards being hewn from redwood logs. They
were each strong enough for a fortress, and were prob-
ably built to serve the double purpose of shelter from
storms and protection from an enemy.

When Koskoff and his company established them-
selves at Bodega he found most strenuous opposition
from the Spanish authorities of California, who looked
upon them as interlopers, and were ever ready to embrace
any and all opportunities to drive them off. Open war-
fare was threatened, and the Russians had every reason
to believe that the threats would be carried out. There
was another enemy to ward against—the Indians—over
whom the Spaniards, through the missions, had absolute
control, and it was apprehended that this power might be
used. Several expeditions were organized by the Dons
to march against the Muscovites, though they all came to
naught. The Russians would doubtless have been very
well satisfied to have let the Spaniards alone if they
would have reciprocated the courtesy; fearing, however,
to trust them, the new-comers sought for a location which
would afford them natural protection from the foe. Pass-
ing up the coast thirty miles, they came to the level and
extensive tract lying adjacent to the present Fort Ross.
Here they found everything they could desire. Vast
meadows stretched to the eastward, affording pasture to
flocks without number. There stood

The forest primeval ; the murmuring pines and the hemlock,
Bearded with moss and in garments green, indistinct in the twilight.

There was a beautiful little cove in which vessels might
lie in safety from the fury of the northern storms; near
at hand was an ample stretch of beach, on which their
staunch though crude argosies could be constructed and
easily launched upon the mighty deep; no more propi-
tious place could have been found along the entire coast.
The location once chosen, they set to work with a will to
prepare their new homes. A site was chosen for the
stockade near the ocean’s shore, and in such a position as
to protect their vessels lying in the little harbor from
those inimical to them. The construction of this fortifi-
cation is interesting. The plat of ground enclosing it
was & parallelogram, 285 feet wide and 312 long, and con-
taining about two acres. The angles were placed very
nearly upon the cardinal points of the compass. At the
north and south angles there were constructed an octago-
nal redoubt, two stories high, and mounted with six
pieces of artillery. These were built exactly alike and
were about twenty-four feet in diameter. The walls were
formed of hewed redwood logs, carefully mortised to-
gether at the corners, and were about eight inches in
thickness. The roof was conical and had a small flag-
staff at the apex. The stockade approached the towers
in such a way that one-half of them was within the en-
closure and the other half outside it. The entrance to
them was through small doors on the inside, there being
embrasures both inside and out, arranged so as to protect
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those within from an outside enemy, and to also have all
within in range of the guns, thus guarding against possi-
ble eruption from the interior. The stockade proper was
constructed as follows: A trench was dug two feet deep,
and every ten feet along the bottom a hole one foot in
depth was dug, in which posts about six by ten inches
in size were inserted, while between the posts, and on the
bottom of the trench, was a strong girder firmly mortised
into the uprights and fastened with a strong wooden pin.
Slabs of varying widths, but all being about six inches
thick, were then placed in an upright position between
the posts aforesaid, resting on the girder and firmly fas-
tened. At a distance of twelve feet up the posts there
was run another girder, which, too, was fastened by large
pins, these resting on the slabs, which were slotted at
the top, into which a piece of timber was passed, after
which huge pins were driven down through the girders
and the timber in the slots and well into the body of the
slab. The main posts extended about three feet higher,
a lighter girder being run near the tops, and between the
two last mentioned there was a row of light slabs, two
inches thick and four wide, and pointed like pickets. It
is therefore easy to conjecture that when the trench was
filled up with tamped rock and dirt that the stockade was
almost invulnerable, when we consider the implements of
assault that were likely to be brought against it in those
days of rude weapons of war. Around the stockade there
were embrasures for muskets or cannons, of which latter,
it is said, there were several in the fortress.

On the northern side of the eastern angle a chapel
was erected and was used by the officers only. It was
surmounted by two domes, one of which was round and
the other pentagonal in shape, while in one of them was
a chime of bells that were wont to peal only the matins
and vespers in rich mellifluous tones. On the west side
of the northern angle were the barracks, roughly con-
structed, the framework being of large, heavy timbers.
On the northern side of the western angle was a one-
story building, showing a better style of workmanship—
evidently officers’ quarters—while on the southern side
of the western angle was a workshop for the various
branches of industry there prosecuted, and on the eastern
side of the southern angle was a row of sheds, probably
used as stables and forage stores. There were a number
of exterior buildings, and all in keeping with the houses
of the peasants already described as existing at Bodega.
They were small and constructed from rough slabs riven
from redwood. These hardy fellows were so rugged and
inured to the cold of the higher latitudes that they cared
not for the few cracks that might admit the fresh, balmy
air of the California winter mornings.

To the northward of and near the cluster of houses,
situated on a knoll, was a windmill, which was the motor
for driving a single run of burrs, and also for a stamping
machine used for grinding tanbark. This windmill pro-
duced all the flour used in that and the Bodega settle-
ments, while probably a considerable amount was sent
with the annual shipment to Sitka. This was probably
the first flour mill of any description north of the bay of

San Francisco. The stamp for crushing tanbark was
made of solid iron, about four inches square, hung upon
a crank on the main shaft of the wind wheel. For sev-
eral years after the Americans came into possession it
did good service, but not a trace of it now remains. To
the south of the stockade, in a deep gulch at the de-
bouchure of a small stream, there stood a very large
building, the rear portion of which was used for tanning
leather, where they had six vats constructed of the usual
redwood slabs and all the other necessary appliances,
such as scrapers, mullers, etc., but these were.large and
rough in make. The front half of the building was used
as a shipyard. Ways were constructed on a sandy beach
at this point leading into the deep water of the bight,
and upon them were built a number of sea-going vessels.
These craft all did good service, and one of them plowed
the seas not long ago.

Tradition says that to the eastward of the fort, and
across the gulch, there once stood a very large building,
which was used as a church for the common people of
the settlement. Near this place of worship the cemetery
was located. A French tourist once paid Fort Ross a
visit. He arrived after dark, and asked permission to
remain over night with the parties who at that time
owned the Spanish grant on which Fort Ross is situated.
During the evening the conversation naturally drifted
upon the old history of the place, during which he dis-
played so great a familiarity with all the surroundings
that his hosts asked if he had ever lived there with the
Russians. He answered that he had not, but that he had
a very warm friend in St. Petersburg who had spent
thirty years in California as a priest of the Greek Church,
and that he had made him a promise upon his departure
for the Coast, about a year before, to pay a visit to the
scenes of the holy labors of his friend, and it was in com-
pliance with that promise that he was there. Among the
many things inquired about was the church close to the
cemetery. All traces of this building had long since dis-
appeared, and the settlers were surprised to hear that it
ever existed. The traveler assured them the priest had
stated distinetly that such a building had stood there, and
also that a number of other buildings used as homes for
the peasants stood near it.

The Russians had farmed very extensively at Fort
Ross, having as much as two thousand acres under fence,
as well as large tracts that were unenclosed. Their agri-
cultural processes were as crude as their other work.
Their plow was very similar to the old Spanish imple-
ment, so common in California at that time and still ex-
tant in Mexico, with the exception that the Muscovite
instrument possessed a mould-board. They employed
both oxen and cows for draft animals, using the anti-
quated Spanish yoke adjusted to the horns instead of to
the necks. It is probable they used the ancient cart of
the Spaniards, as well as sleds. Their grain was cut with
a scythe when it was ripe and then transported to the
threshing floor, which was constructed of heavy puncheons
elevated somewhat off the ground, and between which
were interstices through which the grain fell. The



204

THE WEST SHORE.

threshing was done in this manner: A layer of grain in
the straw, of a foot or two in thickness, was placed on the
floor. Oxen were then driven over it hitched to a log
with rows of wooden pegs inserted into it. As the log
revolved these pegs acted well the part of a flail, and the
straw was expeditiously relieved of its burden of grain.
It was doubtless no hard job to winnow the grain after it
was threshed, as the wind blows a stiff blast at that point
during the autumn months.

The Russians also constructed a wharf at the northern
side of the little cove and graded a road down the steep
ocean shore, the line of which is still to be seen, as it
passed much of the way through solid rock. This jetty
was made fast to the rocks on which it was constructed
with long iron bolts, a few of which still remain, but
nothing of the wharf is extant. These old Muscovites,
perhaps, made the first lumber with a saw ever manufac-
tured north of the bay of San Francisco. They had a pit
and whip saw, the former of which can be seen at this
day. Judging from the number of stumps still standing,
and the extent of territory over which they extended their
logging operations, they evidently consumed very large
quantities of timber, the forest being only about a mile
distant from the shipyard and landing. The stumps of
trees cut by them are still in view, while beside them
from one to six shoots have sprung up, many of which
have now reached a size sufficient for lumber purposes.
This growth has been remarkable, and goes to show that
if proper care were taken each half century would see a
new crop of timber sufficiently large for all practical pur-
poses, while a hundred years would produce gigantic
trees.

As stated above, the cemetery lay to the eastward of
the fort and across a deep gulch, near the church for the
peasants. There were never more than fifty graves there,
all traces of which, except of a dozen, are now obliterated.
Each of these still remaining shows signs of having had
a wooden structure built over it. Omne manner of con-
structing these tombs was to make a series of rectangular
frames of square timber, each being a certain degree
smaller than the one below it, which were placed one
above another until an apex was reached, and the whole
surmounted with a cross. Another method was to con-
struct an oblong frame of heavy planking, the top being
covered with two heavy planks placed so as to be roof-
shaped. Other graves had a simple rude cross, and
others, again, a cross on which some mechanical skill was
displayed, while one has a very large round post standing
high above the neighboring monuments. The dead were
all buried in graves dug due east and west, with their
heads to the latter point. While there are no inscrip-
tions now visible, judging from their size many of the
pits contain the dust of little children. In an easterly
direction, about a mile from the post, was an orchard, of
which only a few apple and cherry trees remain, moss-
covered and gray with age.

Let us now trace the causes that led to the departure
of these intruders from the vernal shores of California.
1t is stated that the promulgation of the Monroe doctrine

caused them to leave, but that is hardly the fact, for they
remained seventeen years after this policy was announced.
One thing, however, is evident—that they did not depart
at the request or behest of either the Spanish or Mexican
governments. It is almost certain that the Russians
contemplated a permanent settlement at Fort Ross and
Bodega. Of course, as soon as the Spanish authorities
came to know of their permanent location, word was sent
of the fact to Madrid. In due course of time a reply
came ordering the intruders to depart, to which peremp-
tory command their only answer was that the order had
been forwarded to St. Petersburg for the action of the
Czar. Some time later, about 1816, a Russian ship-of-
war anchored in the harbor of Yerba Buena, and to the
commander the Spanish authorities complained of Kos-
koff, but nothing came of it. In subsequent years the
Mexican commandants organized several military expedi-
tions for the purpose of ousting the aliens, but no real
step was ever taken. For more than a quarter of a cen-
tury they continued to hold undisturbed possession of
the disputed territory, and prosecuted their farming,
stock raising, hunting, trapping and shipbuilding enter-
prises; but whatever were the causes that led to it, there
finally came a time when the Russian authorities decided
to withdraw their colonies. They now made a proposi-
tion to the authorities at Monterey to dispose of their
interests, including the title to the land, but inasmuch as
the Mexicans had never recognized such right or title,
they could not well become purchasers thereof. Appli-
cation was next made to General M. G. Vallejo, but on
the same grounds he refused. They then applied to the
late General John A. Sutter, and persuaded him that
their title was good and could be maintained; so, after
making out a full inventory of the articles they had for
disposal, including all the land lying between Cape Men-
docino and Point Reyes, and one league inland, as well
as cattle, farming and mechanical instruments, a schooner
of 180 tons burthen, some arms, a four-pound brass field
piece, etc., a price was decided on. The amount paid by
Sutter was $30,000 in cash, and he became, as he thought,
the greatest landholder in California. The grants given
by the Mexican Government seemed mere bagatelles
when compared with this provincial possession. But,
alas for human hopes and aspirations! In reality he
had paid an enormous price for a very paltry compensa-
tion of personal and chattel property.

Orders were sent to the settlers at Fort Ross to repair
at once to the harbor of Yerba Buena, and there take
passage in vessels bound for the northwest whaling
grounds. The ships sent to convey them from the settle-
ment arrived at an early hour in the day, and the orders
shown to the commandant, Rotscheff. The bells were im-
mediately caused to be rung in the chapel towers and the
cannon discharged, the usual method of convoking the
people for some special purpose. Everything was sus-
pended just there; the husbandman left his plow in the
half-turned furrow and unloosed his oxen, never again to
yoke them, leaving them to wander at will; the mechanic
dropped his planes and saws on the bench, leaving the
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half-smoothed board still in the vise; the tanner left his
tools where he was using them and dropped his apron, to
don it no more in. California. As soon as the entire
population had assembled, Rotscheff arose and read the
orders. Verysad and unwelcome, indeed, was the intelli-
gence, but the edict had emanated from a source which
could not be gainsaid, and there was no alternative but
speedy and complete obedience, however reluctant it
might be. Time was only given to gather up a few
household effects and some of the most cherished keep-
sakes, and they were hurried on board the ships. Scarcely
time was allowed to those whose loved ones slept in the
graveyard near by to pay a last sad visit to their resting
place. Embarkation was commenced at once.

And with the ebb of the tide the ships sailed out of the harbor,
Leaving behind them the dead on the shore,

And all the happy scenes of their lives, which had glided
smoothly along on the beautiful shores of the Pacific.
Sad and heavy must have been their hearts, as they
gazed for the last time upon the receding landscape
which their eyes had learned to love, because it had been
that best of all places—home.  J. P. MUNRO-FRASER.
L
KLAMATH RIVER.

HE great Klamath River rises in the two lakes of the

same name, lying just north of the California and
Oregon boundary line, and in its windings through the
mountains pursues a general westerly course until it
pours into the Pacific, near Crescent City, the combined
waters of the Klamath, Shasta, Scott, Salmon and Trin-
ity rivers, as well as numerous lesser tributaries.
Throughout all its course, but especially below the mouth
of the Shasta, it is hemmed in by steep and rocky walls,
having cut its way through a range of high mountains.
In this respect it is similar to the Rogue and Umpqua.
The volume of water that goes surging through its rocky
gorges and precipitous canyons in the winter season is
tremendous, and the slowly melting snows on the moun-
tain peaks keep the stream a rushing torrent till late in
the summer. Occasional small meadows appear along
the banks of the stream, especially near the mouth of
some small’ tributary, which have long since been con-
verted to the uses of civilization. The current is so rapid
and the channel so rocky that navigation is utterly im-
possible; and, in fact, there are but few places where it
would be advisable for an inexperienced oarsman to at-
tempt to cross it in a rowboat. Several ferries cross the
river at convenient points, two of them being rivals for
the travel between Oregon and California. They are of
the usual kind used in streams with a rapid current. A
stout wire cable is stretched across the river, to which
the boat is attached fore and aft by means of ropes and
pulleys, the pulleys running on wheels along the cable.
By slacking aft and hauling taught forward the head of
the boat is turned partially up stream, so that the strong
current striking the boat quartering propels her across
the stream.

The name “Klamath” is of Indian origin, and was
first applied to the river near its source by the early

f

trappers, who asked the natives what they called the
stream, and were answered “Klamat,” or “Tlamat”
(spelled “Tlamath” by Fremont). Each tribe living
along the stream had its own name for the great river,
but that adopted by the whites is the only one now known.
It is also applied to the lakes which form its source,
though the Indians living about those bodies of water
had different and distinet appellations for them. The
native tribes along the stream were four in number.
Those living about the lakes have generally been known
as “Klamath Lakes,” though their rightful tribal name
is “Luuami.” They have also been known as “ Muck-a-
lucks” and “La Lakes,” the latter being undoubtedly a
corruption and misapplication of the French term la lac,
applied to the lake by tLe early Canadian trappers. This
tribe has always been on friendly terms with the whites,
and its members are now gathered on the Klamath
Reservation to the number of seven or eight hundred.
Along the river, both above and below the mouth of the
Shasta, was the tribe known as the ‘Shastas,” whose
proper tribal name has never been learned by the whites,
an ignorance which is probably shared by the few degen-
erate descendants that have run the gauntlet of disease
and war. Below them, and extending to the coast, were
the Ka-roks and Yu-roks, generally known as the “Kla-
math Rivers.” The Indians of these tribes were the
finest specimens of physical manhood to be found among
the natives of California. They were fierce and warlike,
and gave the whites trouble from the time the first Cau-
casian foot invaded their hunting grounds. In the wars
which followed they were exterminated almost root and
branch, and but a few degenerate specimens may now be
seen of those once powerful tribes.

There is considerable mining carried on along tne
Klamath below the mouth of Shasta River. This river
mining is confined to the bed of the stream and that por-
tion of its banks covered with water in the winter and
spring seasons. As early in the spring as it is possible
to work, the miners begin building wing dams and coffer
dams, so as to lay bare a portion of the channel. This is
a work of much difficulty and expense in a stream so tur-
bulent, and is by no means unaccompanied by danger,
since an unlucky fall into the water places one almost
instantly beyond the reach of aid, the sport of a rushing
torrent against which it were vain for human strength to
struggle. When the water has been excluded, huge der-
ricks are placed in position, and then work begins in ear-
nest. The gravel and sand are shoveled into large buckets
and lifted from the claim by the derricks, after which they
are run through sluices and the gold dust extracted. The
method of procedure varies considerably in accordance
with the location of the claim and its surroundings. It
often happens that high water continues so late in the
spring that only a few weeks remain in which to do actual
mining after the long preliminary work is finished, and
upon the result of this brief season success or failure de-
pends. Some sudden freshet after the dams have been
put well under way, or some untoward accident, may
cause other delay, so that the length of the mining season
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can neither be predicted nor depended upon. The rich-
ness of the ground, too, varies wonderfully, so that the
results of a short season often largely exceed those of a
long one, while two neighboring claims may stand in
strong contrast with each other in the amount of yellow
treasure extracted from them. It may well be imagined
that time is precious, and the aid of powerful electric
lights is invoked to turn night into day so that work need
never cease. Several companies have found mining in
this manner very profitable, even though the preliminary
work of one season has to be nearly all replaced the next,
owing to the ravages of the winter freshets.

To the old pioneer the word ‘Klamath” brings a
thousand memories of scenes grave and gay, of comedy
and tragedy. The thousands of exciting incidents of
mining camp life, the wild rush for new diggings, the
“man for breakfast,” the vigilantes’ court, the Indian
fight, the perils of road and trail, rise up before him and
furnish him a theme of which his tongue never tires. It
suggests, also, the evanescent and almost forgotten glory
of a city of Spanish castles which once bore it. When,
early in 1850, hundreds of adventurers were searching
the coast frantically for the Bay of Trinidad, with the
idea that into it flowed the Trinity River, upon the head-
waters of which wonderfully rich mines had been discov-
ered, one of those parties came upon the Klamath River.
On the south bank of the stream, a few miles above its
mouth, they laid out a most beautiful city, with boule-
vards, parks, universities and public buildings, broad
avenues and streets, and everything that could be desired
of a great city of modern times. It was all done on
paper, and scarcely a tree was felled, except to aid in the
construction of a few brush shanties, yet so captivating
was it that for several days the future great city had a
population of several score and prospects unlimited.
This was to be the great commercial city of that whole
region, not simply a rival to San Francisco, but one be-
fore whose shining glory the city by the Golden Gate
would hide her diminished head in shame. But, alas,
for human hopes! It was soon discovered that the shift-
ing sands at the river’s mouth kept so incessantly altering
and obstructing the channel that it was a matter of much
uncertainty when even a small vessel could enter it in
safety. + Once in, it was equally uncertain when she could
get out again. As this fact became known the people of
the future metropolis vanished like the morning mist,
and Klamath City, with her warehouses, boulevards,
parks and institutions of learning, vanished with them so
completely that even its site is now unknown.

—_—————— @ —

THERE is no doubt that the substitution of tiles for
carpet and wood flooring will in time become universal.
Even now these exquisite little blocks from the ovens of
the tile manufactories are used at the expense of less
costly floorings. The labors of the tile makers are no
longer confined to the manufacture of the plain, ugly col-
ored blocks of concrete. Copies of the most celebrated
art works are reproduced. Sometimes each tile is a gem
of itself.

SHOSHONE FALLS.

HE scene of all others which will probably make the
most vivid and lasting impression upon the mind of
the Western tourist is the great cataract of Snake River,
known as the “Shoshone Falls.” Though not so broad,
and carrying a considerable smaller body of water, they
are in many respects as imposing as the famous Niagara,
while in the peculiarity of their formation and surround-
ings they even exceed in interest that great cataract
which has been the admiration of the world for a century.
More than fifty years ago the wandering brigades of
trappers roaming throughout the Rocky Mountain region
were informed by the friendly Indians of the several
cataracts on Snake River, and especially the great falls
shown in our illustrations. But the trapper was an in-
tensely practical individual. It was his mission to hunt
the beaver, and in the pursuit of this occupation, amid
the peaks and valleys of the Rocky Mountains, his eyes
were surfeited with scenes of picturesqueness and gran-
deur, and he would hardly turn from his path to witness
the most entrancing sight the kingdom of Nature had to
offer. Shoshone Falls could give him no beaver and so
he bestowed upon them scarce a thought. One day the
distant roar of the cataract was borne by the wind to the
acute ears of a party passing through the country, and
remembering what the Indians had told them, they de-
cided to see for themselves this great ‘falling water.”
Led by the ever-increasing sound, they reached the bluffs
and gazed down upon the rushing water from the high
rocky walls that hem it in on either side. They saw the
broad river glide swiftly along, dashing and foaming
around the great masses of rock that obstruct the channel
just above the brink, and then, gathering itself into one
mighty mass, plunge down a sheer descent of 210 feet,
and lose itself in the cloud of spray that ascended from
the rocks below, appearing again in the long white streaks
of foam that were whirled along between the canyon’s
towering walls. Even these impassive men gazed upon
the scene in mute admiration, their ears deafened by the
mighty roar that came up from the canyon below, while

the ground trembled beneath their feet.

Years have passed since those men first visited these
falls and bestowed upon them the name of the Indian
tribe of that region, and the mighty cataract has filled
the air with its ceaseless roar, unheeded save by the few
who have turned aside to pay it homage. But railroads
work wonders in a short time, and the construction of
the Oregon Short Line has brought this great cataract
within the easy reach of every tourist who crosses the
continent. As the line progressed westward a station—
Shoshone, the junction of the Wood River branch—was
established, twenty-five miles north of the falls, and an
enterprising stage driver conceived the idea of profiting
by the traffic to be secured from future sightseers. Pre-
viously the river at that point had only been approach-
able by vehicle from the south. The whole surrounding
country is a large waste of lava rock and sage brush, and
for a distance of twenty-five miles the river flows through
a gorge of almost perpendicular walls from 500 to 700
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feet in height. This farseeing knight of the whip pro-
ceeded to locate all the available land on the north bank
and broke a road through the sage brush and lava beds.
The south side was already claimed by a young married
couple, who had built themselves a rude cabin, within
whose walls their first-born in vain tried to drown the
mighty cataract’s roar with its infant yells. These two
parties combined their claims and for a time held posses-
sion, but afterwards disposed of their interests to a com-
pany of gentlemen, who desired to make suitable provi-
sion for the accommodation of visitors. These gentlemen
located all the available land about the great falls, also
the Twin Falls, three miles above, made a good stage
road to Shoshone City, put on a line of stages, built a
small hotel and made many improvements about the falls.
This has not been done for speculative purposes, but be-
cause of their admiration for and pride in these great
wonders of Nature, and a desire to preserve them from
vandalism and render them easy of access to every one.
They have already expended $18,000 in improvements,
and are preparing to erect this summer a large hotel.
The present accommodations are for only fifteen to twenty
guests, but they will soon be prepared to entertain sev-
eral hundred at a time. These gentlemen are Messrs. W.
A. Clark, of Butte City, and John A. Creighton and
Charles H. Dewey, of Omaha. Great praise is due them
for their efforts to render a visit to this attractive spot so
pleasant and inexpensive. From Portland the fare to
Shoshone Junction is $33.75, being $16.20 to Huntington
over the O. R. & N. Co.’s line and $17.55 over the Oregon
Short Line from Huntington to Shoshone. Stages run
daily from that point to the falls, the fare for the round
trip being only $8. Through passengers going either
west or east can spend from one to three days at the falls
at an expense only of stage fare and hotel accommoda-
tions. Passengers on the Utah & Northern can stop over
at Pocatello and make the round trip to the falls for $18.
The Union Pacific possesses in this great attraction some-
thing that will make it a favorite route for tourists, aside
from the many other advantages it offers.

The following comprehensive description of the falls
was written originally for the Butte City Miner by a
gentleman who made a thorough exploration of them: ‘A
few hours’ ride through the desert, where we saw no liv-
ing thing save now and then a half famished rabbit,
brought to view a dark line produced in the great lava
plain by the first glimpse of the edge of the precipice on
the farther side of the river. Several miles before reach-
ing the falls a heavy sound like distant thunder is heard,
and on a clear day the spray rising upward is clearly
seen. Upon arriving at the brow of the precipice the
horses were detached from the coach, and they and the
passengers entered a narrow gateway where the wall was
broken down a little, and began their descent over a dif-
ficult and precipitous trail to the river at a point just
above, but not in view of, the falls. As we approached
the modest hotel by a great spring, and near a little mea-
dow, the air was redolent of cooking viands, and never
was ampler justice done, than by our little party with

whetted appetites, to an excellent dinner of which fresh
trout was the most delicate feature.

After dinner and a brief repose we walked out a few
hundred yards to see the great cataract, and I am free to
confess my utter inability to convey with words even a
faint impression of the matchless beauty and majesty of
the scene that burst upon my vision as I ascended a table
of trachyte a hundred feet above the brink of the preci-
pice, over which the river falls 210 feet perpendicularly.
The face of the falls is in the form of an obtuse angle,
the side toward the south being much the longest. Above
this, for about 1,500 feet, extends a group of rock islands,
which divide the stream into several channels and pro-
duce two series of rapids and cascades, comprising a great
number, all varying in height and force, and which
heighten the effect of the scene, and break the water into
foamy whiteness preparatory to its final leap. Among
these islands the water descends about 100 feet.

On this side of the river, and 150 feet above the main
falls, is a faithful representation of Niagara in miniature,
sixty feet in height, with a wedge-shaped island dividing
it into two most graceful sheets. Looking across the
river and beyond this is an island rock, fifty feet wide,
then a cascade eighty feet in breadth, which is not per-
pendicular, the water rushing down in a thin sheet over
the rounded face of the rock. Further on is a large
island, eighty feet high, then a narrow fall of a large
volume, then a low rock island, another narrow fall simi-
lar to the last described, then a large island, beyond
which is found the main body of the river broken into
cascades, which front in almost every direction owing to
the distorted condition of the lava channel.

The next morning we crossed the river above the
group of islands in a little boat, and were surprised to
find the stream flowing gently and placidly, seemingly
unconscious of the terrible fury which would in the next
minute mark its descent. Near the shore we passed the
ruins of a willow-thatched cabin, around which were scat-
tered the remains of a gold washing rocker, an improvised
candlestick and other evidences of a miner’s humble
abode. Here, a few years since, dwelt a sort of recluse,
a Scotchman by birth, who was known by the name of
Old Tom Bell. For a long time he had lived there,
gaining a precarious livelihood by washing the auriferous
sands, which at this time employ a number of Chinese
above and below the cataract. Bell had constructed a
rude boat, which served him in carrying his firewood and
in crossing to one of the islands, where he mined during
low stages of water. One morning in the spring time,
when the river was much swollen, there appeared on the
river opposite Bell’'s cabin two Chinese merchants, who
had been on a collecting tour among their countrymen on
the river above, who beckoned to Bell to come and set
them over. Bell rowed safely across, but on his return
one of his oars gave way, when, losing control, the boat
sped quickly away in the strong current. He attempted
to reach the nearest island, but was powerless to manage
his oarless craft, and in the minute following was swept
over the precipice. Two Chinese miners were the only
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witnesses. In that awful moment they all arose and
stretched their arms toward Heaven in a fruitless appeal,
and in an instant were hurled by the relentless waters
into the abyss below. Several weeks afterward the bodies
of the heathens were recovered by their countrymen, but
there werelno vigilant tearful eyes to seek the remains,
no saddened hearts, no mournful sighs over the tragic
fate of poor Thomas Bell.

Passing on from Bell’'s cabin we soon reached the
bluff overhanging the south side of the falls. From this
point all of the rapids and cascades above, as well as the
entire falls, are embraced in one view, which is indeserib-
ably grand and infinitely finer than that from the north
side. The river bank is a precipice worked out into tur-
rets and alcoves. Cedars cling here and there in apparent
desperation and doubtful tenure, and add to the pietur-
esqueness of the scene. The bottom of the falls cannot
be seen for the spray that drifts out like snow before a
blinding storm, and rising upward produces in the morn-
ing sun from every standpoint the most perfect rainbows,
while to the westward the river, deep and green as eme-
rald, flows peacefully away between the basaltic walls.
Looking downward from this spot, upon the narrow
beach, a quarter of a mile distant, a thousand or more
railroad ties that had escaped a boom on the upper river,
and were washed ashore here, appeared like so many
pieces of stove wood, and upon examination afterward we
found them rounded like polished stones by the friction
encountered by buffeting with the rocks in their wayward
journey.

The river’s edge below the falls on the south side is
accessible only at one point, and the descent through a
defile formed by the course of a springlet is very difficult,
but once down, the visitor may easily approach very close
to the falls.. The noise is deafening, and the excessive
moisture has caused a luxuriant growth of grass and
ferns, and the air is fragrant with mint.

Near the middle of the cataract the volume of water is
very great, and it comes tumbling over in great white
masses, resembling, more than anything else I can ima-
gine, huge bunches of cotton incessantly falling over a
precipice. A large abutment near the south side tapers
and narrows toward the top, as though placed there to
support the mighty precipice, and down its face the water
trickles with apparent leisure, in contrast with the tu-
multuous volumes on either side, in a thousand silver
threads.

In this vicinity there is a cavern where the reverber-
ating noise of the falling water resembles the puffing of
a locomotive at high speed. A little farther below, and
in the face of the cliff, is situated Diana’s Bathroom,
which is an ear-shaped grotto, 200 feet high, and sur-
mounted by a dome—an isolated, needle-shaped rock,
almost as high, standing sentinel at the entrance. From
the very dome falls a little thread-like streamlet, which is
broken into minute drops ere it reaches a square cut
basin at the bottom. The tiny, ice-cold drops descend

with dewy softness and impart a refreshing coolness all

around. - We turned reluctantly from this charming spot.

The day following we set out in the early morning to
visit the Twin Falls, three miles above. “The first half of
the journey we made on the water, and the river, being
quiet, is well adapted to boat riding. Our attention was
called to a most remarkable echo on the right wall, and
farther on we passed the Devil’s Corral, a deep gorge
that makes back from the river. ~Above this we reached
the rapids, and were obliged to tie up our little boat and
complete our journey on a very irregular and rocky trail.
There was among the party a gentleman from Iowa, the
father of our hostess, seventy-five years of age, and when
we remarked the facility with which he clambered over
the rocks, he replied that the invigorating air of the
country had rejuvenated him and made him feel like
riding a stick. Now and thén we discovered a group of
Chinamen crevicing in the rocks on the shore for the
precious gold, and passed their dug-out habitations near
by.

The Twin Falls, ninety feet in height, are wonderfully
grand, but have less variety of form and feature than the
lower ones. The river is divided by a large island, and
that section on the north side (the Bridal Train) ap-
proaches the brink in a series of cascades, and the per-
pendicular descent is less than that of the south section
(the Bridal Veil), where the channel is very narrow
and deep and the current breaks over with awful force.
The surrounding features are similar in general appear-
ance to those below—the very picture of desolation. Look
where you will, the vision is confronted with perpendicu-
lar basaltic walls, laid up apparently with architectural
design, as though Nature would jealously guard with im-
pregnable barriers of massive rock this majestic exhibi-
tion of her handiwork.

i e
FIRING OF BLASTS IN MINES.
HE blasting arrangements adopted recently in the
long stone drift or gallery at a mine in St. Etienne,
France, appear to be peculiarly ingenious and effective.
The length of this gallery, when completed, will be nearly
800 yards, and as it is desired to drive with all possible
speed, light machine drills are employed for the boring
and electric ignition of the shots for the blasting. The
cables are carried up to within about six yards of the
face of the work, and are protected by gas pipes through-
out a length of six yards; from the ends of these cables
bare iron wire carries the electric current to the fuses,
from ten to twelve in number. The firing machine is of
the Siemens class, and is very compact and powerful,
and is contained in a box of about one cubic foot capa-
city. Instead of the usual winch handle, a draw-bar is
used to give a rotary motion to the armature; this bar is
provided with teeth, like a rack, and with a cross-head,
which the operator seizes with both hands, while holding
the machine down with his feet—an arrangement which
enables a great power to be exerted upon the armature.
The machine is capable of firing a dozen shots with cer-
tainty, and failures are of very rare occurrence. Fully
‘twenty per cent. of the laborof boring is said to be saved
‘by the adoption of this method. ] ‘
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.. A MYSTERIOUS DWELLING.

HIRTY years have rolled away since I established
myself as a notary in the old maritime and commer-
cial city of ——, where my maternal grandfather and
great-grandfather—influential merchants—had dwelt for
the previous fifty years. The house I had selected for a
residence was situated between two others, totally unlike
each other. On one side stood a picturesque, cheery
habitation, resounding with children’s merry voices; on
the other, a massive and gloomy dwelling, whose narrow,
hermetically sealed windows displayed a goodly array of
spiders’ webs. The paint on its"walls and on its entrance
door had long since disappeared. The bronze handle
and the lion’s head knocker were covered with verdigris.
Although situated in the centre of a bustling thorough-
fare, this house remained silent as death. All through
the day the stillness was unbroken, no signs of life were
visible within; but at night, when all else was at rest,
rumor said that something moved about its rooms.

At the back of the house a long building jutted out
into the garden. The upper portion of this wing—the
only part I could see, in consequence of an unusually
high wall which divided the two properties—was pierced
by a row of large windows. I made up my mind that
this had once been a ballroom, for when the sun shone
full upon the dusky windows, silken draperies, faded and
threadbare, were distinctly visible.

It was commonly supposed that this mysterious dwell-
ing was inhabited by a very old woman named Jansen,
the widow of a -wealthy merchant who had been dead
many years. People believed in the existence of Madame
Jansen, although no one had ever seen her. More than
once in the early morning, before the work-day life had
begun in the busy city, an old woman, who sold edibles
at the street corner, had been seen to knock at the door
of the deserted house. On these occasions the door
opened on the chain, a wrinkled hand and arm protruded
into the old woman’s basket to take what was needed, and
then the arm was withdrawn, the door closed softly, and
all was silent as before.

These rumors served to heighten the mystery im-
mensely. My vocation as notary often took me among
people who professed to know a great deal about Sievart
Jansen and his widow; and these stoutly maintained that
Madame Jansen was dead, that she had only survived
her husband a few months, and that she lay buried at his
side. I once had occasion to search the archives of the
Tribunal. In my search I stumbled across Madame Jan-
sen’s will, duly signed and sealed according to the legal
formula. Isaw at a glance by this document that my
suspicions had been correct, and that Madame Jansen
was not only still living, but had dealings with the outer
world. It was only by idle gossip that she had been
buried all these years.

According to custom, my wife and I called on a Mon-
sieur and Madame Vorbist, who lived“on our right. Quar
conversation seemed naturally to turn in the direction of
the occupant of the house on my left; and after saying
that I considered it unsociable to avoid an uninviting

looking dwelling, both my wife and myself said that we
intended to pay our respects in that direction also. At
these words my friends laughed in our faces.

“You will never get in there,” said Monsieur Vorbist;
“for years, I believe, no one has crossed the threshold.
The old lady keeps house all by herself, no one knows
how; and even if you contrived to force an entrance, your
politeness would be ill requited.”

“But,” I observed, “I am informed, on unimpeach-
able authority, that she gives a quarter of her fortune to
the town and the remainder to a local charity. Such
generosity raises her high in my esteem; she cannot be
wholly unapproachable.”

My neighbor shook his head dubiously.

“That may be true,” said he, at length, “for she had
her hands tied by her husband’s will. But, after all,
what is this charity? The object of her generosity is an
institution which pauperizes and makes worthless those
who might otherwise become useful citizens. This richly
endowed charity is for old soldiers and sailors, and the
institution is so shamefully managed that it benefits only
the most idle and dissolute. Its foundation is due to a
brother and sister who were both wealthy. The brother
was a retired major, and I never heard much good of
him; the sister was the widow of a sea captain. They
had no children, and spent the last few years of their
lives in a large house situated on an eminence beyond
the North Gate. You may still see, in front of that
house, groups of these pensioners, carousing with shame-
less impudence on the proceeds of a charity to which
they have no just claim; and if you care to watch them,
you will see them drink, and will hear them swear at
harmless folk, in a manner which disgusts all respectable
people. It is to such a crew that the bulk of your neigh-
bor’s fortune is devoted.”

I felt indignant at this waste of precious bounty, and
only hoped that the description was overdrawn. At the
same time the mysterious benefactress became more and
more interesting to me, and I resolved to make her ac-
quaintance.

“The old lady must be a character indeed! I think
we will risk a visit,” said I, laughing. )

“We wish you every success,” said Monsieur and
Madame Vorbist, and so we parted.

‘We were not admitted. In response to our knock the
house door opened just far enough to insert a hand, but
there it stopped, held fast by the chain on the inside. I
tapped again, and heard the echoes die away in the long
passages. Just as I was on the point of knocking for the
third time, my wife checked me.

“Don’t you see that everybody is laughing at us?”

And, in truth, so it was. The passers-by seemingly
enjoyed our discomfiture, and had many pleasant things
to say to each other at our expense.

The summer was drawing to a close. Autumn had
begun to whisper of the dread things in store for us.
One day my wife and I went down into the garden to col-
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lect the apples which lay scattered about the grass.
After a time I set a ladder against a fruit-laden tree,
which I proceeded to mount, while my wife steadied with
her foot and hand the somewhat rickety contrivance.
The tree stood close beside the high wall which separated
our garden from the Jansen property. Just as I was
ascending, I heard a noise as of a stone thrown against
the wall, at the same moment our tortoise-shell cat came
- floundering helplessly down and crouched tremblingly at
our feet. I was so much surprised at signs of life issuing
from a garden where hitherto silence had only been
broken by the faint rustling of leaves, that 1 resolved to
mount my ladder high enough to look over the wall.

Never before had I seen such a crop of tangled briars
and weeds! Not a vestige of either flowers or vegetables,
not a trace of a path anywhere! Huge stones lay scat-
tered about just where they had fallen, and the sombre
foliage of the deadly nightshade predominated over all.

Above this wilderness a few fruit trees reared their
heads, and I saw under one of them the crouching figure
of a diminutive woman bent almost double. She was
dressed in an old-fashioned black silk gown, worn and
faded, while on her head she wore a Leghorn hat, from
which a white ostrich feather trailed dismally. The
tangled weeds rose higher than her knees, and I had
some misgivings lest she would disappear altogether be-
fore I had time to catch a glimpse of her features. Sud-
denly she raised herself, and seized a basket fastened to
a stick, which she had probably dropped in order to
stone my cat.

Although the old woman seemed to move with diffi-
culty, she vigorously shook the branches of the tree, and
managed to collect some fine pears, which she dropped
one by one, and with great solemnity, into her basket. I
watched her attentively, while my wife, with the charac-
teristic impatience of her sex, tried to make me descend
by shaking the ladder in a provoking manmer. I con-
trived to remain firm, however, by grasping a strong
branch with both hands. At this moment the old lady,
who had turned round to gather some fruit which had
previously escaped her notice, caught sight of me.
was visibly startled and remained motionless. From
under her large hat shone two black eyes, which lit up
every other feature in her wizened face; as they were
fixed upon me I felt a momentary sensation of shame.
‘While she scrutinized me I also studied her, and dis-
cerned traces of past beauty, marred by a profusion of
false curls. I raised my hat by way of salute; I was em-
barrassed, and hardly knew what else to do. To my sur-
prise the wizened old lady returned my bow, and curtsied
low after the manner of our great-grandmothers. At this
moment my wife again shook the ladder, and to such
purpose that I was forced to descend.

“T have paid our visit to Madame Sievart Jansen.”

On the following morning an old woman, the same
that sold the edibles at the street corner, brought us, with
Madame Jansen’s compliments, a basketfof fruit, hoping
that I would accept them as a sample of her jargonel
pears, which had always been considered excellent.

She | age

We were very much surprised. The fruit was deli-
cious. Shortly afterwards I told my right-hand neighbor
of the incident.

“TIt is a sure sign that her end is near,” said he, sol-
emnly, “ unless, indeed, you possess a mysterious charm,”
and he glanced comically at me from head to foot.

One morning I started on a pilgrimage which my con-
science told me ought to have been made long ago. As I
trudged along alone my thoughts reverted to my child-
hood, until I almost forgot the present in the past. My
memory carried me back to my father’s house, wherein a
few steps led from the corridor to an isolated chamber
which had been built out into the garden. Even at this
great distance of time I never see that room in my dreams
otherwise than bathed in sunshine and bright in the rad-
iance of flowers. Its occupant was a fine and gentle old
man, my mother’s father, who, after a stormy and adven-
turous life, had come here to end his days in peace. How
often had he told me stories of his native town which he
had not seen since his boyhood! His deseriptions were
so minute that I was soon familiar with the arrangement
of the house, its staircases and passages; and one day, to
please him, I made a plan of it.

“If ever you are in those parts,” said he, placing his
hand on my head, “do not fail to visit that house.”

Then he suddenly rose and opened a cabinet where
he kept his treasures.

“Look!” he said, holding up a miniature mounted in
silver, “ that was my playmate; she lived next door to us.
From the gable of her house hung a dried shark’s skin.
Her father was a sea captain.”

As I gazed at the miniature my face lit up with gen-
uine admiration. I saw before me the semblance of a
young girl of rare beauty, and was struck by its simple
charm and the sweet expression which beamed from
those wondrous eyes.

“Does it please you?” asked my grandfather. “Here
she is painted in her bridal attire. Ah! you should have
seen her—that little brown head!-—when she was at your
‘ ”

And he told me many things about his pretty play-
mate which interested me exceedingly.

“ Her-father was often absent on his voyages. When
he came from across the seas he would bring her quanti-
ties of toys, ornaments, bright scarfs and other things.
He was very good to her. She had quite a formidable
collection of strange gold and silver pieces, of which she
was very proud. In the garden we passed the long sum-
mer days, on the steps of a quaint summer house which
her father had constructed for her out of an old boat; we
built castles in the air, and here she would spread out
her rich colleetion of coins for me to see and admire.
Ah! my poor little brown mouse! That was the name
her father gave her. And yet,” continued the old man,
following the train of his thoughts, “when she was clothed
in her Greek robe, with colored feathers in her hair, she
looked more like a bird of paradise than a mouse, and
one almost expected to see her fly away. I remember
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that there was a figure of Fortune over the door of that
summer house; it was the figure-head of a ship; behind
that figure was her favorite place. She would climb up
somehow and spend hours there with a Chinese parasol
over her head.”

While I thought over these things I began to realize
my supineness in having passed so many months in my
grandfather’s native town without attempting to find the
scenes of his boyhood. I searched various quarters of
the town in vain, and was about to-retrace my steps, when
suddenly I saw through an open doorway, at the far end
of a courtyard, a shark’s skin suspended in air.

The house seemed to have passed just as it was from
the hands of its former proprietor to its present one. On
itr roof veered a weathercock in the form of a ship, which
suggested the vocation of its quondam owner, and I knew
that the heuse of my grandfather should have been be-
side it. Alas! there was no house there now, nothing but
disorder, caused by the débris of walls and the gaping
ruins of cellars and basements. My heart sank at the
thought that, after all, I had arrived too late. My eyes
wandered aimlessly over this desolate place, where once
a little world had existed for my forefathers. I entered
the courtyard. Before me stood the well where my
grandfather had told me he had been let down in one of
the buckets. I then climbed to the top of a heap of
rubbish, from whence I could see into the neighboring
garden. In the centre was a little summer house—the
same of which I had so often heard—and the wooden
figure of Fortune was still standing, her cheeks red as
poppies, and a string of blue beads twisted around her
yellow hair. The tangled wealth of ivy which covered
the walls of that summer house must have been there in
those haleyon days when the little madcap mounted by its
tendrils to the Fortune’s back, and silently watched her
companion searching the garden for her in vain!

As T gazed at this relic of the past I remembered the
words with which my grandfather ended his story.

“Even then she was pitiless,” he murmured with a
sigh, “even then without pity.”

When, in due course, the precious miniature came
once more into my hands, my father told me that this
fair girl had not only been my grandfather’s playmate as
a child, but the engrossing love of his manhood. In
after years, when he had established himself as a mer-
chant at Antwerp, they met once more. Alas! they quar-
reled. With hopes shattered and pride humbled my
grandfather accepted a situation in an American firm,
and did not return to Europe until he was middle-aged.
More than this my father could not tell me.

Slowly I turned homewards, my fancy picturing a
bright face adorned by long brown curls, and methought
I saw the child seated at the back of that figure of For-
tune playing with her golden coins. As I walked along
the scene changed, and I saw her in the full glow of
beauty, clothed as a bride, driving my poor grandfather
to seek his fortune in the wide world.

Winter had come. The cold north wind swept howl-

ing over the ice-bound earth. I had just heaped an arm-
ful of wood on the fire when my friend the burgomaster
was announced. He told me that our neighbor, Madame
Jansen, had just been found, more dead than alive, upon
the staircase of her house.

“The old miser only warms herself with the green
sticks from her orchard,” said the burgomaster; “and at
night, when honest folk are asleep, she crawls down to
her cellar to count her gold.”

“So they say,” I murmured.

“Certainly, it must be s0,” he continued, “for there
she was, crouching down in a corner of the stairs, grasp-
ing a dark lantern in her bony hand. The worst of it is
that she is come to life again; but, according to the com-
missaire de police, her reason is quite gone.”

“Well, my dear sir, and what can either you or I do
in the matter?”

“Don’t you see that in her present state she might do
herself some mischief? I shall have to unominate a
guardian over her and the money which she has been
hoarding. You are just the man for that; I shall appoint
you.”

I did not like the duty.

“She has no money. All her legacies have been ar-
ranged under the will of her late husband.”

“ That is the question,” interrupted the burgomaster;
“that point is not very clear. She may yet make some
absurd will. She must be taken care of. Will you un-
dertake to do the best for her?”

There was no escape, and I was obliged to promise
the burgomaster that I would call that very day on the
strange old woman.

As my friend was leaving I inquired from him what
sort of man Sievart Jansen was.

“Not good for much,” he replied. “He was a bon
viveur, and for that matter so was she. I was quite
young when he died, but I remember a good deal of rev-
elry proceeding from that house, a great deal of drinking
and singing. She was very much admired by the young
men in society, and being rich, she coul? afford to enter-
tain them. But it did not last long. Youth and beauty
vanished, and instead of clinking the wine-glass, she had
to be satisfied with the ring and glitter of her golden
crowns.”

With these words the burgomaster departed.

This time I had no difficulty in getting into the house.
A nurse from a neighboring hospital ushered me to
Madame Jansen’s room. A strange scene presented itself.
On the chairs, whose coverings hung in shreds, were
scattered articles of clothing, old bonnets, sauce pans and
other culinary utensils, mingled with scraps of food.
Spiders’ webs hung from the ceiling and stretched across
the curtainless windows. The windows had apparently
been closed for years. When the nurse drew aside the
heavy curtains of the huge, old-fashioned bed, a sound
like the clanking of a chain was audible, and I saw a
large bunch of keys firmly held by a shriveled hand. A
lean form, enveloped in a soldier’s ragged cape, tried to
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raise itself on the pillows. A small, wrinkled face gazed
into mine, while a shrill voice shrieked discordantly:

“Turn out that witch.”

Madame Jansen made an effort to strike the nurse
with her keys. But a moment later the sick woman sank
hack helpless on her pillows. )

“You are come to inquire after my health, sir?” she
said in softer tones, “and I thank you for your neigh-
borly attention. But this person,” and then she raised
her voice again in anger, “this person, who thrusts her-
self upon me, is only come to watch me.”

“But you have met with an accident; your state of
health requires care,” I said, soothingly.

“I have no need of a nurse,” she replied, sharply.
“Last night they tried to rob me. There were strange
sounds in the basement. Masked figures crept through
the garret windows, and all the bells in the house pealed.”

“All the bells!” said I. “That would have been a
most unusual proceeding on the part of thieves.”

“I tell you,” eried the sick woman with rekindled
energy, “I tell you, all the bells rang! My nephew, who
is at the head of the police, is far too stupid to catch the
robbers. He came here and tried to persuade me that I
had been dreaming. Ha, ha! He would have liked it
better if I had dreamt my will also.”

I knew that her nephew was burdened with a large
family, and that his salary was small, so I tried to enlist
her sympathy mainly on the score of the relationship
subsisting between them.

“Your nephew is, of course, one of your heirs,” said
I, interrogatively.

“My heirs?” she exclaimed, disdainfully. “No, no,
my dear sir. My heirs are those whom I am at liberty
to choose, and I have chosen them.”

She then explained, with evident satisfaction, the pro-
visions of her will.

“But,” said I, “that charity is now amply endowed.”

“Is that your opinion?” she muttered. ‘ No matter,
it is my will. I desire these old pensioners to have
something better to drink than vile potato brandy. After
my death they shall taste Jamaica rum that has crossed
the line three times.”

“And your nephew’s large family?”

“Yes, yes,” she said, petulantly, “they increase and
multiply in the confident hope of living on my fortune.
But I,” and she now spoke with much bitterness, “ I have
no children.”

“Will you not, at all events, make a codicil assigning
a small portion of your fortune to these poor girls?”

“Poor girls!” she cried, as her old head shook piti-
lessly and her frame trembled with excitement. “They
shall not have a groschen—not a groschen.”

At these words she sank back exhausted, and I gazed
in horror at this poor wreck, broken by age, apparently
subsisting on the strong passion of hatred.

“ What have you against your nephew?
fended you?”

“Me? Oh dear, no!” she replied. “ Quite the con-
trary. No sooner had he received his appointment than

Has he of-

he came here to pay his respects;” and then added with
bitterness, “to look up his inheritance, of course. Though
I had never seen him before, he called me ‘dear aunt;’
but I saw through him. He brought his eldest daughter
with him. Her name is Matilde—a grand lady—quite a
grand lady, I assure you! They must be rich people, my
nephew and his daughters. She wore a dress trimmed
with rich Valenciennes, and a cameo brooch was fastened
at her throat. She hoped, doubtless, that I would fall in
love with her baby face.. Her little mouth was so sweet
and innocent, it was hard to believe that roast chicken
and other delicacies were all put into it!”

She shook her head meditatively, recalling, perchance,
her own past life. Suddenly she turned toward me, and
with a strange light in her eyes, which seemed to have
been borrowed from her buried youth, cried passionately:

“Look at me, look at me! I also have been beautiful.”

I was for a moment taken aback at the sight of her
shriveled form, held erect as a torch, among the pillows.
But the large eyes had already become dull and fixed.

“You would not think so now, for I am old,” she
whispered. “Death is very near; but the nights, oh!
those nights! Then must I wander about without ceas-
ing; it is fortunate, indeed, that my house is so large.”

“You are suffering from want of sleep,” I said; “that
is a consolation elderly people often woo in vain.”

“No, no, my dear sir. I keep myself awake by main
force—by main force, I tell you. I am.afraid of the old
Scythian; but only when I am asleep—he has so often
taken folk by surprise then! But he shall not catch me
yet. The town authorities would be glad to hear of my
death. Bah! I believe they wish to place me under re-
straint. By the way,” she exclaimed, glancing suddenly
and suspiciously at me, “you are also an official?”

I nodded. Then, with her eyes still fixed intently on
mine, she exclaimed:

“ Have they charged you with a mission to my house?”

“They feared that your weak state of health might
necessitate some kind of guardianship.”

“Weak!” she cried, piteously. “No, no, not weak!
I am rich, very rich, they think, and they want to rob
me; but I will barricade my house, even though I die of
hunger inside.”

So saying, she seized the bed curtains and tried to
put her feet to the ground. She must get up; she must
show me how strong she was.

T called the nurse, and we both did our best to soothe
her. I came round the bed and stood facing her, the
light full upon me. Something in my appearance seemed
to steady her, for she grew calm and listened attentively
to my words. I told her that, in my opinion, there was
no need for personal guardianship, but that the strange
manner in which she had hoarded her wealth suggested
a certain administrative incapacity on her part, and con-
cluded by offering tc find some trustworthy person who
would invest her fortune to the best advantage.

I noticed that while I spoke she never took her eyes
from me, and regarded me with that searching look which
I had before observed in the garden.
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“Some one of trust! Who is there?” she repeated
several times. At length she exclaimed hurriedly:

“You—you may do so if you like.”

“ But, madame, you forget; I am a stranger to you.”

“No. You are a young man, but I know that you
would not deceive a poor, helpless old woman.”

I reflected a moment. Was this due to the charm for
which Monsieur Vorbist had given me credit? Be that
as it may, I readily gave my consent, on condition that
the transfer of power into my hands be made in the
presence of a lawyer, and I asked her to fix the day and
hour. She made no reply, but kept fast hold of my
hand, and when at length I rose to leave her she seemed
to drop it with reluctance. I asked whether she would
like me to send a doctor, who would help to re-establish
her strength. At these words she looked into my eyes,
as though hoping to find some confirmation of the sym-
pathy she detected in my voice, and then, holding up her
left hand, of which two fingers were closed and paralyzed,
she exclaimed, with a hoarse laugh:

“Behold the work of the celebrated Dr. Nicolovius!
No, no, my friend—no doctors for me; they are all quacks.
I know my own constitution better than any one else.”

With these words my task for that day was ended.

On the second day after my visit the old lady was
able to leave her room. I called and brought a notary to
indorse the stipulated contract. Madame Jansen was
seated at a table in a dingy room, employed in folding
and marking small packets of bank notes. All along the
wainscot lay bags of crowns, the bags being mostly made
from remnants of silk dresses. The old lady was as re-
served to-day as she had been garrulous on the previous
occasion. Her trembling hands placed each bag in turn
before us, as with a sad, fixed stare she watched us count
the crowns, seal the bags and number the tickets. When
we had sealed up the last bag I asked Madame Jansen if
there was not something more.

She started nervously, but said drily:

“Is not that enough, my friend?”

“Are there no gold pieces, madame?”

“Gold? People never pay me in gold.”

We had now completed our task; the inventory was
finished, and the old lady affixed her name to it with a
trembling hand. The titles were placed in a strong box,
of which I kept the key. It was arranged that both the
box and the money were to be removed to my house early
on the following morning. We bade Madame Jansen
good night.

When I reached the street I remembered having left
a silver pencil-case behind me. With a few words" of
apology to my friend, I turned back and ran quickly up
the stairs. I knocked at the door, and without waiting
for an answer entered the room. To my surprise I saw,
by the feeble rays of a rushlight, Madame Jansen still
seated at the table, holding in one hand an empty purse
of red silk, while with the other she endeavored to hide a
heap of gold which was spread out before her. On seeing
me she uttered a piercing cry and bowed her head over

the treasure. Then she lifted up her hands supplicat-
ingly and cried:

“Oh! leave me this! It is my sole consolation.”

Then she rose, seized my hand and drew me to the
door, beyond which the staircase was lost in gloom.

“It is all empty,” she said. “All darkness and soli-
tude! I have only my gold! Oh! do not take it. The
long nights are so lonely!”

“I have no right to take what you do not give me,”
said I; “though the plaything is costly, you are rich
enough to afford it. Good night.”

It was spring. The larch woods which bordered our
little bay wore all the brightness and freshness so peculiar
to the month of May.

During the past few weeks an intimacy had sprung
up between us and the family of the chef de police. His
eldest daughter, Matilde, had evinced a romantic attach-
ment for my wife—a devotion reciprocated with true
feminine fervor. It would have been strange, indeed, if
this innocent young girl, with her deep blue eyes, had
not fascinated us both, and we encouraged her to visit us
as often as possible. But we perceived that an unac-
countable vein of sadness stole over her at times, which
contrasted painfully with her otherwise joyous and art-
less nature. It was Sunday morning. We had arranged
to make an excursion across the bay, and had invited
several friends to join us. Before eleven o’clock we were
all on board and gliding merrily over the sparkling
waters.

At one end of the boat a group of girls and young
officers were carrying on a desultory conversation; Ma-
tilde was not among them. She was leaning against the
mast, her graceful figure swaying with every motion of
the boat. Never had she seemed to me more beautiful
as she stood alone under the blue canopy of heaven, the
wind stirring her dress and hair, and her eyes gazing
sadly over the bay toward the wooded shore. Something
in her manner attracted me toward her. “Matilde,” said
I, softly, “would you like to inherit a fortune?”

She looked at me for a moment in mute astonishment,
and then said sadly:

“Why do you ask? I suppose that every one would
be glad to inherit money, though I confess that I have
not much hope of anything of the kind.”

“Look,” said I, “do you see, among those low build-
ings, that high, sombre house? A poor woman lives
there who knows nothing of blue skies or sunshine.”

“I see the house. Who lives there?”

“An aunt of yours and your father’s.”

“Oh! that woman!” replied Matilde, disdainfully.
“She is not my aunt. My grandmother was only her
cousin. We went to call on her once. No. I should
not like to inherit her fortune.”

“Are you so sure of that?” said I, looking steadily
into the depth of those eloquent eyes. She did not wince,
but a sudden flush overspread her face and her eyes lost
their lustre. After a pause she said composedly:

“Well, yes. Perhaps I should, after all.”
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I saw that a dream of possible happiness had dimmed
her eyes with tears. That dream, she thought, could
never be realized. I had been told that she had given
her heart to a young officer, and that poverty was an in-
superable bar to their marriage.

One morning I received a message from Madame
Jansen begging me to call upon her. I lost no time in
obeying the summons. In spite of the heat of that June
day the old woman was pacing up and down her room,
leaning heavily upon her stick. She wore a gray cloak
buttoned to the chin, and on her head a black lace bon-
net adorned by a red rose. Her false curls hung negli-
gently around her face.

“I wish to consult you on a grave matter,” she said.
“T am told that the daughter of a rich merchant is en-
gaged to marry a count. Now, I do not see why my
niece should not also win a coronet.”

“T do not see, madame, how, without money—"

“T have power to alter my will.”

Madame Jansen seemed to be full of this new notion.
She walked briskly up and down the room, talking to
herself. At length she paused and said:

“There must surely be a starving count somewhere in
this town who would be willing for a little money— My
niece—she is not to be despised. During the short visit
she paid me I noticed that she was beautiful. She seems
to have had a good education, and there is that about her
which reminds me of my own youth. Yes, I will leave
her a princely fortune.”

I was much surprised, but said nothing. After the
death of Madame Jansen, Matilde, with millions of thal-
ers in her lap, might choose a husband for herself and
let the shadowy count fade into thin air.

Madame Jansen begged me to prepare the necessary
documents for a revocation of her previous will. “Time
presses,” she said. “ My niece is so beautiful she will
be engaging herself to some one in her own sphere of
life; we have no time to lose. Next week I shall open
my reception rooms. Monsieur le comte shall be invited.
I will present him to my niece, and as to my nephew, the
chef de police, he shall do the honors. Come up stairs,
I want you to see everything with your own eyes.”

The key grated in the lock as with difficulty we opened
the door of the large ballroom. In the embrasures of
the windows lay legions of dead moths, and the floor was
thick with dust. My attention was suddenly arrested by
two full-sized portraits; one was that of an elderly man
with a round, sensual face and small eyes; the other was
a beautiful young woman in the vestments of a Bacchante.
From her shapely shoulders fell a white tunic, while in
her raven black hair—which was clipped over the brows
—a crimson ribbon was entwined. The joy of life seemed
to be reflected by those eyes. I saw in this portrait the
original of my grandfather’s miniature—line for line the
same—only larger and lifelike! A light tap on my shoul-
der recalled my wandering thoughts; Madame Jansen
was smiling placidly at my side.

“It must have been a good likeness, although people

thought that the artist had not quite caught the fairness
of my complexion or the bright sparkle of my eyes.” ’

“Is it your portrait?” I asked.

“And whose else could it be? The celebrated Groger
of Hamburg painted it when I was newly married. My
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