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THE vigorous stand for law, order and justice to the
Chinese, taken by the citizens of Portland, has had its
effect. The voice of the agitator is no longer potent to
breed trouble, and the fear of riot has passed away. It
is wonderful into what a fever of apprehension a com-
munity can be thrown by a half dozen brawlers and a
few score of irresponsible tramps.

So MucH interest has been manifested in the Janu-
ary number of TeE WEST SHORE, describing and illus-
trating Portland, and so great has been the demand for it
since the edition was exhausted, the publisher has de-
cided to issue a special pamphlet entitled “ Portland II-
lustrated.” The engravings will be tinted, and the cover
will be a handsome design executed in colors. The large
colored picture of the High School will be a feature of
this special publication. It will be ready in a few days,
and will be sent, postage paid, to any address, upon the
receipt of twenty-five cents.

Durine the month of March the WesT SHORE LiTHO-
GRAPHING AND ENGRAVING CoMPANY executed in two and
three colors the illustrations for the April number, and
a second edition of the January number, designed and
printed half a dozen pamphlet covers, some of them in
three and four colors, colored labels, several forms of
certificates in colors, besides a large variety of general
stationery, lithographed work of various kinds, cata-
logues and general printing for some of the largest firms
in Portland. Our business men seem to appreciate the
fact that they can now obtain here work equal in every
respect to the best done in the East. The illustrations
of THE WEST SHORE are an evidence of this which will
convince anyone who will compare them with the en-
gravings of any other publication.

OUR ILLUSTRATIONS.

Eight miles below Hood River, there juts into the
Columbia one of those high rocky bluffs which render
the line of the O. R. & N. Co. one of the most charming
for the beauty and glandeur of its scenery, as well as
one of the most expensive to build and operate. It is
known as “ Mitchell's Point” (see engraving on page
124), in honor of the foreman who had charge of the con-
struction of the line at that place. In blasting a way
for the track around the face of the bluff, seven tons of
giant powder were used. This quantity was only ex-
ceeded at one other point, called “Shell Rock,” where
eight and one-half tons were required to cleave a rocky
bed for the rails. As tourists are whirled rapidly
around the point, above them rising the huge rocky
wall and below them flowing the grand Columbia, they
little think of the days and weeks required to blast out
a pathway for their flying train.

The only all-rail route into the National Park of the
Yellowstone, is that of the NortLern Pacific, which has
a branch line running up the canyon of the Yellowstone
from the town of Livingston, a fact which has conferred
upon that place the title of « Gateway to the National
Park.” Livingston lies at the very head of the Yellow-
stone Valley, at the point where the railroad strikes
into the Belt Mountains, the dividing ridge between the
Yellowstone and the headwaters of the Missouri. It is
a flourishing commercial point, and is one of the live
towns of Montana. The Northern Pacific has con-
structed there quite extensive machine shops and round
houses, its position as junction of the National Park
branch rendering it of much importance. Near by are
the fertile acres of Shields River Valley, and to the north
lie extensive coal measures, now being developed. Its

‘prominence as the possible starting point for a branch

line to White Sulphur Springs, Great Falls and Fort
Benton, gives additional interest to Livingston at the
present time, when the air is full of railroad rumors.
The town contains many substantial brick buildings,
and occupies a site both healthful an picturesque.

For fully five hundred miles below the junction of
the Gallatin, Jefferson and Madison rivers, the Missouri
is hemmed in by rocky walls which are carved and tinted
by nature in a most peculiar and striking manner. The
Castellated Rocks of the Missouri are as much of a curi-
osity as the Pictured Rocks of Lake Superior, especially
those along the line of the Northern Pacific between
Bozeman and Helena. On page 125, our artist presents
a sketch of one of these, known as “Red Rock,” from
the fact that its barren rocky walls have been stained
with iron rust through the action of the elements. These
cliffs rise high above the river, great masses of detritus
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lying in heaps at their base. Along the river’s edge runs
the railroad, so that these pictured rocks can be seen by
everyone passing along that portion of the line in the
daytime. An artist would hardly dare risk his reputa-
tion by attempting to reproduce Red Rock with fidelity
of tone to the original, since it is so different from any-
thing ordinarily seen in nature, that the critics would
no doubt deem the painting the work of an amateur
dauber with no eye for color whatever. It is one of
those things which must be seen in the original, or not
at all.

The Willamette Steam Saw Mills (see page 126)
form one of the most important industries of Portland.
They are situated on the west bank of the Willamette,
in the northern edge of the city, and give employment
to about one hundred and fifty men. Logs from the
various tributaries of the Columbia and Willamette are
towed in rafts to the mill, and large vessels load lum-
ber at its docks for various ports in California, Mexico,
Central America, Peru, Chili, Hawaiian Islands, Aus-
tralia and China. Large quantities of lumber are
shipped eastward, along the line of the Northern Pacific
and Oregon Short Line. The greater portion of the
manufacture is for export purposes. The mills were
built in 1871. They are under the management of
George W. Weidler and are superintended by J. Ordway,
a mill man of large experience. These mills were the
first to open markets for Oregon Lumber east of the
Rocky Mountains, thus inaugurating a movement which
will doubtless prove of great benefit to this region.

The cascades and waterfalls of the Western moun-
tains are legion, and each has its charm, its claim to
special notice. Some are buried in the heart of dense
forests, while others leap and roar among barren and
rugged rocks; but whether their surroundings be sylvan
or rocky, they charm the artist’s eye and well repay him
for his labor, when, after much exertion, he penetrates
their wild surroundings and gazes upon their silvery
fronts and the foam-crested pools at their feet. One won-
ders at the ceaseless energy thus displayed in the depth
of nature’s solitudes, so far from the activities of human
life, and the practical man deprecates the apparent
waste of power, the unproductive expenditure of a
force sufficient to turn the wheels of the world’s indus-
tries. One of the most beautiful of these cascades, both
in the general appearance of the falls themselves, and
their surroundings of rocks, trees and verdure, is that
of Fall Creek, Southern Oregon, presented on page 136.
The streams of that region possess attractions to the
disciple of the rod as well as the pupil of the brush, and
along their banks the sportsman will not find his gun
an idle companion.

The Sacremento River finds its source in the little
rills which flow from the eternal snows of Mount Shasta.
It is the main waterway of California, and with its tribu-
taries drains the upper half of the great Sacramento
Valley and the adjacent portions of the Coast Range

and Sierras. In a similar manner its chief affluent, the
San Joaquin, which joins it just above the point of its
discharge into Suisun Bay, forms with its tributaries
the drainage system of the southern half of the valley
and the contiguous mountains. Properly speaking, the
Sacramento heads in Goose Lake, on the boundary line
between Oregon and California, since its largest north-
ern tributary, Pit River, which rises in Goose Lake, is
larger than the main stream above the point of junction.
This was in early times known as the “ East Fork of the
Sacramento,” but has long been called “Pit River” from
a custom of the natives, who dug pitfallsin the trails for
the purpose of catching wild animals or hostile invaders.
The scenery of the upper Sacramento, and of Pit River,
McLeod River and others of its northern tributaries, is
beautiful, as one will readily admit who has ever passed
through that region by the stage road, or spent a few
days in one of the numerous delightful summer resorts.
The Sierras and Coast Range unite here to close in the
valley. The gracefully sloping mountains are thickly
clad with timber and vines, the brillant colors of the
latter combining in October with the perennial green of
the pines to make a picture of transcendent loveliness.
Deep canyons there are, and high mountains, but the
jagged rocks are covered with a mass of verdure, which
reaches to the summit of the mountains. Only here
and there appear barren rock formations, such as Castle
Rock, or Devil's Castle, which occupies the back-ground
in our engraving gn page 113. In strong contrast with
this universal tint of green, are the white sides and top
of Mount Shasta, which rises eleven thousand feet above
its base and reaches an altitude of fourteen thousand
four hundred and forty feet above the level of the sea.
Another exception is Black Butte, a miniature counter-
part of the great mountain, at whose base it stands.
As a summer resort the region about the base of Shasta
is unexcelled on the Coast. Cool nights, comfortable
days, beautiful scenery, clear, cold mountain water,
forests teeming with game and the numerous streams
which unite to form the Sacramento inviting the sports-
man to whip their shady pools for delicious mountain
trout, all urge the seeker for health or pleasure to look
for both in that beautiful region.
———— > @ C———————————

Mge. C. W. SHANE sends the following notes from To-
ledo, W. T.: The steam saw mill has passed intc the
hands of Messrs. Cattermole & Nelson, who are excellent
mechanics. As soon as the machinery is overhauled,
and some improvements made, they expect to be able to
furnish everything in their line equal to the best. To-
ledo is a very healthy location, and is backed by a large
extent of settled and unsettled land of the first quality,
lying, mostly, east of here. Messrs. Patterson Brothers
are now building a substantial two-story house. They
will open a full and complete stock of goods as soon as
the building can be completed. We invite families who
desire to locate in a healthy place to come here, where
thay can educate their children and enjoy as fine a cli-
mate as can be found on the Coast.

[t
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A VOICE FROM TENNESSEE.

he is in danger of suspecting the progress at

home. If I were to make any comparisons since

I left Washington Territory and Oregon, especial-
ly with this Southern country, just now their most prom-
inent rival in the line of immigration, they could not be
to the disadvantage of the Northwest. Take this place,
for instance, save Atlanta, the most conspicuous of
Southern towns. One is painfully impressed everywhere
with the want of enterprise. There is nothing of that
push and elasticity with which one is so familiar among
us. Talk with the business men, and they will tell you
that they have trade enough to live on. What would
we say in our community, if we had a town like Nash-
ville, boasting sixty thousand people, and no Merchants’
Exchange, Chamber of Commerce or Board of Trade !
The State of Tennessee has a population of one million
five hundred thousand, and yet the combined ecircula-
tion of the three largest dailies in the State, the Ap-
peal and Avalanche, of Memphis, and the American,
of this city, does not amount to twenty-five thousand
copies, while Oregon has two dailies that have a com-
bined circulation greater than that, and the California
dailies have, probably, a circulation of one hundred and
forty thousand.

I have just returned from a visit to the famous
“ Hermitage.” If there is one place which this country
ought to revere, it is that. And yet, it is a ruin! Mrs.
Jackson’s flower-garden, which must have been a marvel
in her day, is nothing but a waste of weeds. Jackson’s
paintings, pictures, etc., are strewn about promiscuously
on the floor. The house is in decay. The graves about
it are dilapidated. The fence is partly down. The
whole aspect of the historic home only raises regrets in
the American heart. The State of Tennessee owns the
place, so there is no excuse for such a condition of
thicgs. I have mentioned it to about forty citizens here,
and not one of them has been near the place for ten
years. Such hardihood of neglect I believe we are in-
capable of at home.

I think one of the most noticeable features of society
here is its castes and cliques. What Mrs. Browning
called “ The pale spectrum of the salt” is a very sub-
stantial ghost here. People do not mix. The rich and
prosperous exact from the laboring men of both colors
a habitual respect. Those who are neither rich nor
prosperous, men of family or of temporary official im-
portance, emphasize strongly in their demeanor that the
employee or subordinate belongs to a different social
order. Of course these assumptions are amusing to us.
The unexpected change of fortune in our country is
an element forbidding such a state of things. The
spirit of independence fostered by our agricultural, min-
ing and their related industries, is hostile to any such
underbred displays. Aristocracies follow monopolies.
This spirit of caste is what DeTocqueville, years ago,
prophesied would ruin this Republic. I believe there

THERE are times when, unless one move abroad,

is self-preservation enough in this Commonwealth to
avert any such danger. And yet, I must say it is much
more agreeable to live in a locality where every man of
fortune meets every man of misfortune as if his clothes
were invisible. That is democratic and manly.

Yet, as a result of these same fissures and canyons
in society, fencing it apart into isolated classes, there
are here the most perfect servants I have seen anywhere.
Such service is not in Oregon or Washington Territory.
I call to mind now the companions with whom I have so
many times driven all day through the Alkali dust of
the Palouse and Powder rivers, or * prospected ” among
the long swales of bush, so matted together one had to
struggle to get through them, companions with whom I
have waded morasses and climbed moraines, and all this
unflinchingly and good-humoredly, only at last to suc-
cumb, and, amid circumstances that should have been
comfortable, but were not, lose temper before an inso-
lent servant or boorish hotel-keeper. How we have im-
precated in the last stress of lost patience for some in-
terposition between us and the causeless, but inevitable,
bruise. One can not journey from Portland to Walla
Walla without experiencing many petty and reasonless
annoyances at hotels from waiters and porters, annoy-
ances that would not be tolerated here, for here it does
not seem to be the anxiety of servants to advertise and
demonstrate that their social position and full equality
have been in no wise compromised by their present pur-
suit. They are willing to do their work well, and to im-
agine and supply wants before they are expressed, and
are incapable of harrassing a tired traveler with cause-
less delays, careless stupidities and neglect, and a hun-
dred irritating, because unnecessary, inflictions. Why,
I remember on the way here, and before leaving Mon-
tana, at the hotel in Bozeman (that lovely town, more
like a town of New England than any other out of it),
that at breakfast, after the serving-man had stood at
my side, seemingly dumb, for two long minutes, I ven-
tured to make an excursion toward his possible bill of
fare, by the half-apologetic remark: « Well, I would like
some breakfast, sir.” “Well, by —— sir, so would I,”
was the response, “I haven’t eaten anything since five
o’clock this morning.” It was in Miles City, further on
my journey, that, as I was endeavoring to bargain with
one porter to transfer my baggage, I heard the follow-
ing colloquy between a fellow-passen.er and the other
porter: “ Will you black my hoots ?”  “ Well, I guess
not, to-day; come around to-morrow when I'm blackin’,
an’ most probably T'll blacken 'em.” The price for
blacking boots was twenty-five cents.

Of course, these are fleeting phenomena among us.
The Northwest is in its earlier adolescence, and changes
are rapid.

'The negroes are leaving here in numbers, but many
of them are coming back. They must live in the laud
of the pine knob. They eagerly devour eur immigration
pamphlets, which are rainbows rather than landscapes.

CHARLES J. WOODBURY.

NasuviLLs, TENN., March 15, 1886.
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ATHABASCA AND TRIBUTARIES.

west of Edmonton is almost unknown, save along

the few trails extending from here toward the

mountains. Those large rivers, taking their rise
in the foothills and first range of mountains, are the
most southerly branches of the great Mackenzie River.
Leaving Edmonton for Jasper House, the first river of
this system passed is the Pembina, a stream about eight
chains wide, carrying a large volume of water in the
spring and rainy season, but not subject to rushes of
high water from the mountains, as it does not head far
enough in the mountains to feel the effects of the melt-
ing snow and glaciers. The banks are high and tim-
bered with a fair growth of poplar, balm of Gilead, and
in some places, of spruce.. The river winds its tortuous
course in a general northeastern direction. Coal in
quantities is found on its banks, and some seams are
known to have been burning for years. The watershed
which divides the waters flowing to the north from those
which flow to the Saskatchewan is, in some places, very
narrow, the Indians say only a day’s travel; in other
words about fifteen or twenty miles. ILarge quantities
of timber are to be found in the valleys at the head of
this stream.

The McLeod River is the next stream of importance
beyond the Pembina. It also flows between high lands
clothed with poplar and some spruce, and is very wind-
ing in its course. Its heads well into the first range,
and is subject to sudden and great floods during the hot
weather of the summer, but dwindles to a small body of
water in the fall, with a wide stretch of gravelly beach
on either side. In high water this stream will have a
width of about six chains. Its current is very rapid,
rendering it totally unfit for steamboat navigation. In
the lower forty miles of the river is a succession of falls
and basins. They are about a mile apart, over archy
rapids from two to three feet in height. In the antumn
the basins are very deep, with no perceptible current,
while on the rapids there is hardly enough water to
float a canoe. In the summer, with a high stage of
water, the rapids are hid, and the steady fall of two or
three feet to the mile gives a current of tremendous ve-
locity. Gold in quantities sufficient to pay for working,
if access could be had with provisions, is to be found,
and will in time be worked, no doubt. The country
along the river has, at one time, been very heavily tim-
bered, but fires have done their work there as well as
further south, and any timber which still exists will be
found to be surrounded by a network of muskegs and
creeks. Coal is also to be found, but is not likely to be-
come of any economic value for some generations.
Sandstone is the only rock seen in this place, while the
drift is of the kind usually found in the bars of some of
our western rivers.

The Athabasca, called by the Indians the “big
river,” takes its head far in the mountains, its western
and southern branches rising close to the Fraser and

THE country immediately to the north and north-

Columbia rivers, respectively, and flows eastito’the junc-
tion of the McLeod. The Jasper Pass, through which
the Government route of the Canadian Pacific Railroad
was located, is the head of the river. The Indians of
the Jasper country are descendents of the Iroquois, of
Quebec, and still speak that language, as well as Cree,
which they have learned from their neighbors. Leather
from the east side of the mountains, years ago was taken
by boat to Jasper, then transferred by horses to the boat
encampment on the Columbia River, and taken thence
to the coast for sale to the Indians of British Columbia.
The banks of the Athabasca are high and are covered
with brule and second-growth poplar, spruce and pitch
pine, the result of the ravages of fire willfully or care-
lessly set out years ago, when no value was set on the
primeval forests. Coal is to be seen, but not in such
quantities as on the Pembina or Saskatchewan. Gold
can also be found from the head of the river to the
Landing, but whether in paying quantities remains to
be demonstrated.

The river is about twelve chains wide at the mouth
of the McLeod, with a strong current, and could, un-
doubtedly, be navigated by steamer as far as the Ghost
Rapids, some distance above that point. The awful cur-
rent lasts to Old Fort Assiniboine, where the river takes
a bend to the north, and becomes wider, with more bars.
Nothing now remains to mark the site of Fort Assini-
boine, save the heaps caused by the fallen chimneys
and half-filled cellars. It was situated on a prairie of
about two hundred acres, on the north side of the river,
and about forty feet above it. It was the connecting
link between Edmonton and Lesser Slave Lake, and a
pack trail extending to the north and a cart trail to the
south. The goods were forwarded by water via the
Athabasca and Little Slave River and Lake, to the Hud-
son’s Bay Post, on the west end of the lake. The Up-
per Athabasca has very little flat land along it, the high
banks, in many places, rising straight from the river.
A number of fine streams come in from the north, some
of them rising in close proximity to the Smoky River;
notably the Baptiste, Big Hawk, Burnt, Halfbreed and
Little Slave rivers. These are from two to five chains
wide and drain a large extent of country. They are
high in the spring, but as they do not rise in the moun-

tains they add little to the volume of water that pours
down the Athabasca during June, July and August.
After leaving the mouth of Little Slave River the Atha-
basca bends to the south with a somewhat swifter cur-
rent than for the previous eighty miles, till the Landing
is reached, thence after its somewhat erratic course it
seems to make up its mind and strikes away northward
to join its waters with those of the great Mackenzie.

Much good land, though timbered, can be found in
the regions traversed by these rivers, and much that is
bad, covered with a small and stunted growth of poplar,
spurce and pitch pine. Much of it by thorough burning.
could be made good grazing land. The snow-fall is not
extensive, and good water is plentiful. But, altogether,
it is not a country that will be sought by settlers until
the vast prairies both to the south, on the Saskatchewan,
and to the north, on the Peace River, have been settled.
—Edmonton Bulletin.
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MORRIS W. FECHHEIMER.

one of her most valued citizens, and humanity a

friend, yet only the few who knew him intimately

can appreciate the loss. A close friendship, begin-
ning while boys together in a store in Sacramento, and
continuing uninterruptedly to the moment of his death,
enables the publisher of THE WEST SHORE to speak of
him with a knowledge of his character few possess.

IN the death of Mr. Fechheimer, Portland has lost

Mr. Fechheimer was born in Cincinnati, Ohio, Sep-
tember 11, 1844, and died in this city, March 15, 1886,
in the prime of life and enjoying the full vigor of his
mental faculties. He began commercial life early, in
Sacramento, and being ambitious of securing a higher
range for his abilities, entered upon the study of law in
his hours of leisure. Later, in Canyon City, Oregon, he
pursued the same course persistently and industriously
until he was admitted to the bar, and abandoned mer-
cantile pursuits to devote himself to his chosen profes-
sion. In 1866 he began practice in Portland, and in the
twenty years of active service in this city rose to be the
acknowledged head of the bar in Oregon. He was a
lawyer and not a politician. His energies were devoted
to advancement in his profession and to the elevation of
the profession itself above the level to which the con-
duct of so many tends to drag it down. Clean, pure
and noble in every instinct, he inspired those of his
compeers with whom he came in contact with a higher
regard for their calling, and a deep respect for himself
as a man and an exponent of that noble profession which
has drawn to itself the greatest minds and hearts of the
human family for ages. What he sought for he gained,
if persistence and ability rendered the gaining of it pos-
sible, and what he once acquired his mind grasped and
held for all time. There was no leak, no aperture
through which hardly-acquired knowledge escaped and
was lost. With a memory retentive of every detail, he
possessed a logical mind of the highest order and the
power of concentrating his faculties upon a problem, so
that his judgment was seldom in error. So much had
he employed these faculties, his logic seemed almost an
instinet, and his mind quickly penetrated the mist of
sophistries with which any subject might be obscured,
and went direct to its core, seizing upon it and holding
it up to the view of those who had been too mystified by
false reasoning to see it for themselves. With such
abilities, such habits of industry and thought, such
persistence in following his chosen path, there was, ap-
parently, no limit to what he might have accomplished
had not the Reaper’s dread sickle ended his career when
it had but fairly begun.

As a man, apart from his profession, he was less
known by the community, though here was the greater
glory of his life. Although of Jewish parentage, his
mind rose above all distinctions of race or creed, and
looked upon the human family as one common brother-
hood, alike entitled to the enjoyment of the gifts of na-
ture, no matter how unequal mentally and physically

they had been rendered by circumstances affecting them
as individuals or races. His religion was that of nature,
and he took a broad and philosophic view of life, its
duties and possibilities. He was generous by impulse,
and his charities, both in person and through his family,
were extensive. In this he made no parade, always
avoiding publicity, and refraining from mentioning even
to his most intimate friends his numerous acts of be-
nevolence. Every organized charity, sectarian and non-
sectarian, was in receipt of generous contributions from
him, and at his death he made them liberal bequests.
In this he has set an example which others of our suc-
cessful men should follow. He was a liberal friend of
education, and an earnest advocate and promoter of in-
dustries that would aid vhe city and furnish work to me-
chanics and laborers. He held stock in several manu-
facturing enterprises, as a practical way of assisting la-
bor. He also built the Casino, not as an investment, for
he knew it would not be a profitable one, but to furnish
the people a place of cheap and harmless amusement.
He was originator and President of the Oregon Fire
and Marine Insurance Company. He was also the
originator of a scheme for supplying the city with water
at cheap rates. Though always liberal in the use of his
money, without being in any sense profligate, he left an
estate valued at over two hundred thousand dollars, ac-
quired honorably and without the exercise of parsimony
in any particular. In everything he sought the high-
est good of humanity, aiming so to live, as he ex-
pressed it on his death-bed, that the world would be bet-
ter for his having lived in it. As a husband and father
he was kind and indulgent, a guide for their conduct
and a strong rod for his loved ones to lean upon in time
of trouble. He did not believe in secret orders and so-
cieties, thinking they contained a principle of selfish-
ness not in harmony with his ideas. He belonged to no
organizations that were not of a purely benevolent char-
acter. He was very fond of pictures, flowers, music
and everything that was beautiful in nature and art.
He possessed one of the largest and best private libra-
ries in the State, and his law library was large and well
selected. His sound common-sense and cultivated
mind rendered his judgment of the value of books or
works of art almost faultless. No one could converse
with him on these subjects without being struck with
his knowledge and the refinement of his taste. Like
all meun of a positive nature he necessarily made ene-
mies, though they were few. Nor was his list of inti-
mate friends large. He never sought popularity nor
social distinction, and though always courteous and
pleasant, he never made special effort to gain the friend-
ship or good will of any one, his friends being those
who, during a course of social or business contact, had
won his esteem. The few who became acquainted
with him in his inner life were more like brothers than
friends, and his conduct toward them always transcend-
ed the limits of mere friendship. It is they who feel
his loss most keenly, and ’tis one of them who pays this
faint tribute to his memory.
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LAVA BEDS OF SNAKE RIVER.

AN INDIAN TRADITION.

the writer is thoroughly acquainted, having been

born and reared among them, are a people who,

having no means of recording history or events,
possess many strange and interesting traditions, which
have been handed down from generation to generation
till their origin has become lost in the dim past. Many
of them are founded on some physical peculiarity of the
country in which the Indians live, and this evidence of
their truth wins for them credence, and inspires rever-
ence for many objects held by these traditions to be sa-
cred. One of these traditions, explaining the origin of
the lava beds of Snake River, in Idaho, is quite inter-
esting, as told by the Shoshone and Bannack Indians.
These two tribes, as far back as the white race has
known them, have intermarried and remained peaceable
with each other, but have engaged in oppressive war-
fare with their less powerful neighbors. At times they
carried on savage and inhuman warfare with the front-
iersmen, who were fast settling up the vast scope of
country dominated by them, and who have now wrested
it from their possession, are tilling the soil and search-
ing for the precious metals in the high and rugged
mountains, from which Idaho, the “Gem of the Moun-
tains,” derives her name.

THE ABORIGINES of the Pacific Coast, with whom

Snake River runs through a continuous lava bed for
nearly six hundred miles, and affords many strange and
interesting sights to the tourist. The stream is a large
one, and at one time a steamer was used above what is
known as “The Canyon,” at the west end of the vast
lava field. At one place, this large volume of water falls
three hundred and seventy-five feet, in two leaps.
These are known as “Shoshone Falls,” and are pro-
nounced superior in grandeur to the great Niagara by
those who have seen both. North and south of the
river are ranges of high mountains, some of the peaks
being white with snow nearly the year round, forming a
grand scene for lovers of the works of nature. In the
valley proper, which is one vast field of lava rock, the
molten mass seems to have cooled suddenly, as in many
places the hard, basaltic rocks lie in waves, while in
others there are large openings, into which good-sized
creeks flow from the mountains and are lost. At one
point, just below the Shoshone Falls, where the river
runs through a deep gorge, a large volume of water
flows from an opening in the perpendicular bank, and
falls into the stream. When we consider these strange-
ly interesting freaks of nature, it is not surprising that
the imaginative natives should have traditions of them
handed down by their forefathers. 1n this great field
of lava there are no visible craters, and to-day the point
from which flowed the lava which covers this vast val-
ley, is unknown. But the Bannacks and Shoshones
have a tradition on the subject, which they believe
with great faith, and as proof that it is indisputable

point to the lava fields, unable to understand why the
white man remains incredulous in the face of such con-
vincing proofs.

The tradition states that away back in the dim past,
the number of “snows ” of which they do not attempt
to enumerate, the valley was covered with forests, in
which game of all kinds roamed in abundance, and
where flowed clear streams, the homes of large numbers
of delicious fish. The red men held full possession and
were as happy and contented as if in Paradise. But at
last a strange people came in large numbers, who com-
menced to usurp the hunting and fishing grounds.
Valley after valley and forest after forest the tribes
were obliged to yield to the intruder, who lived in caves
and huts built of stone. They were skilled and brutal
warriors, and soon killed so great a number of the In-
dians that the head chiefs called a council of the two
tribes, to consult as to what course to pursue to get rid
of the usurpers and again come into possession of the
beautiful lands of Snake River. They assembled in
large numbers on the summit of a high mountain, and
the great Medicine Man, who alone could receive inspi-
ration from the Great Spirit, carried on incantations
and prayed long and fervently for wisdom, after which
he made a long and eloquent speech, in which he ad-
vised the braves to be patient, and not arouse further
trouble. He would go into the deep forest and pray for
more knowledge, and hoped and expected to receive
such wisdom that he could devise plans for expelling
the usurpers from the country. All assented to his sug-
gestions, and he departed alone on his journey.

For awhile he wended his way through the heavy
forests, occasionally catching a glimpse through the
sighing pines of a bright star, toward which he kept
traveling. The hooting of owls, howling of wolves and
mournful sounds of other animals, with an occasional
cry of a panther, filled his soul with fear; but he kept
on his journey, all the while praying to the Great
Spirit to protect him, for the safety and freedom of his
much-wronged people, who were anxiously waiting for
his return. At last he entered an opening where there
was light, and saw a large number of mountain lions,
wolves, foxes, panthers, wild cats and kindred animals.
One of the mountain lions, which was very large, had
hands instead of fore feet, and a head like an Indian.
The Medicine Man realized that he was in the land of
spirits, and that this animal was the ruler of them all.
He tremblingly approached, when the lion greeted him
kindly, and told him, in the Shoshone language, that he
had been apprised of his coming. Then in a loud voice
he summoned all the animals around him, and requested
the Medicine Man to state to thera the nature of his
mission, as they were all good spirits, and ready to hear
what he had to say. The Medicine Man, in the most
pleading language, told them of the great sufferings of
his people at the hands of a tyrannical race, who had
seized their lands and were gradually and surely annihi-
lating the two great tribes. He could not tell who they
were nor whence they came, but implored the spirits to
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send them back to their own country. The spirits told
him the strangers were great warriors, and if sent away
would not heed the warnings of the spirits, and would
surely return. The Medicine Man was again very des-
pondent, but the Great Spirit told him the spirits could
get rid of his enemies, but he must promise for his
tribes implicit obedience to their divine will for all time
to come. He was told that mountain lions, cougars,
panthers, wolves and all kindred animals were spirits,
that for the people of his tribe to kill or partake of the
flesh of any of them, would be considered rebellion
against the Great Spirit, and that if this injunction were
ever violated the animals would appear in great num-
bers, and eat up every Bannack and Shoshone Indian in
the land. He was then told to go to his home and re-
turn as soon as possible with all his people, when an-
other great council would be held. He again entered
the dark and dismal forest, and following the bright
star as before, reached the Indian council mount before
the dawning of another day.

The Medicine Man related the strange story of his
journey, told them of the promises exacted of him, and
ordered all the warriors, old men, women and children
gathered together on the mount as soon as possible.
Some of the warriors denounced him, saying that no In-
dian could see the Great Spirit and talk with him,
when he touched a stone, and it took fire, melted and ran
like water. The Indians then believed in him, and
started on their mission to gather the people together.
Several “suns” later they were all collected on the
mount to go to the land of spirits. This journey was
also made in the night, and when the opening was
reached nothing could be seen save animals sitting
around on their haunches, and the Indians again doubt-
ed him and commenced making preparations to put him
to death, when he called piteously to the Great Spirit,
who appeared before them and addressed to them words
of caution and wisdom. He exacted a promise from all
the Indians in council not to go to war any more with-
out first securing the advice and instruction of the
spirits, which would be imparted to the Medicine Man
and his successor for all time to come, and in return
promised that their prayers to be restored to their coun-
try would be fulfilled. Then the Medicine Man was
lifted high into the air, and his companions soon lost
sight of him in the darkness. He was carried above the
tree-tops to a high, rocky mountain in the valley. He
was ordered to touch the pinnacle with his finger, and
when he did so it instantly ignited and burned fiercely.
He was carried back and told to depart with his people
immediately to the mount on which they had held their
previous councils. On their journey a bright light
gleamed through occasional openings in tle forest, and
the return was easy and rapid. On reaching the mount
all beheld the mountain of fire, with melted rock run-
ning down its sides like red water. The fire increased;
adjacent hills and cliffs smelted and rolled into the val-

“ley; the forests were rapidly consumed, and in a short
time the valley was a lake of fire as far as the eye could

see. The invading warriors were totally destroyed.
After many “moons” the lava cooled, but it was several
“snows” before the forests began to appear again on
the foothills, and game and fish became plentiful. The
valley was left barren by the Great Spirit, and when
others of the destroyed race came and saw what a terri-
ble calamity had befallen those who had preceded them,
they hastened back to the land whence they came.

The Shoshones and Bannacks are to this day firm
believers in the truthfulness of this tradition, and point
proudly to the great lava beds as indisputable evidence
of the fact. The injunction never to kill or eat of the
flesh of mountain lions, panthers, wolves or kindred ani-
mals is strictly obeyed by the members of these tribes.
It may be that when the eruptions took place some ex-
traordinary Indian among them deceived the ignorant
races, and impressed them with the idea that he had
conversed with the Great Spirit on some important
event in their history, from which this strange tradition
originated. E. W. Joxgs.

e — e @ —

TuE native Newfoundland deer is the caribou, or
reindeer, a specimen superior to those of Lapland or
Norway, and sometimes weighing as much as six hun-
dred pounds. These deer inhabit the interior of the
island, not in hundreds, but in thousands; some who
have seen their armies in the marching season think in
hundreds of thousands. The interior being a wilder-
ness, they find no interruption, save now and again when
an explorer pushes his way across the region, which,
through the summer, they make their home. The
marching time of the herds is as regular as the seasons.
When snow covers the ground in the northwestern por-
tion of the island they turn their faces toward the south,
and by steady marches along the leads, reach the south-
western, or less severe part of the island, where, through
the winter months, they can get browse and lichens.
Parties who have camped near the main lead in march-
ing time, have left on record that the deer do not move
in very large bodies, as that would prevent them graz-
ing freely, but that they march in herds of from twenty
to two hundred; that one such body is connected with
another by means of a sort of picket, and that each de-
tachment is led by a tall stag. It is a glorious sight for
the huntsman, from his eminence, to see body after body
of these bright-eyed, nimble-footed animals bending
their course in true parallel lines, either toward the
north or the south, with the regularity and order of
masses of soldiers.

———— @ > —————————

CrEMATION Porurar IN ALASKA.—Most of the In-
dians of Alaska believe in cremation. No dead Indian
is taken out through the door, but through the roof or
side of the house. The body is then plrced on a pile of
logs, while the people stand round and sing. beating
time with carved poles while the body burns. When
all is consumed, the ashes are put in a box and placed
in one of the dead houses built near the town for the
purpose of holding the ashes of each particnlar family.
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AT «“ THE POINT.”

getting well after a severe experience with yel-

low fever—Don’t fancy that I am going to inflict

a romance built on the horrors of that scourge;
the thing has been written out, done in every possible
way. But Dr. Hall, aged twenty-seven, having no par-
ticular interest in living, and having always felt a curious
fascination in the disease, went South among the very
first who volunteered. He satisfied his curiosity and en-
thusiasm fully.

He took common-sense care of himself. He did not
consider suicide heroic. He ate and drank and slept
just as wholesomely as he could, but he never spared
his strength. He worked patiently, faithfully, intense-
ly. The fever passed him by day after day, week after
week, though he cared as little about living as a sane
man could. Perhaps for just that reason, not fearing
death, death took revenge by leaving him.

DR. GEORGE HALL was at “The Point” slowly

At last—1I say at last, though it was only August, the
time had dragged so like an eternity—just as the little
town had begun to believe that the curse had burned
itself out, partly for want of fuel, the young Yankee
doctor’s professional sense told him that his turn had
come. He made his final arrangements, lay down and
gave himself up, and three weeks later went North—on
a mattress.

I think he had a little disappointed sense of weari-
ness in having to take up his life again. But he did
that, as he did everything else, without the least unnec-
essary fuss over the inevitable.

And so he was at The Point, very gaunt, very yellow,
as ugly a specimen of humanity as a straight, well-made
young man can be.

Every sea-port has its “ Point.” Chester Point had
been baptized something fantastic and inappropriate,
and was just as sandy and rocky after as before. It had
always remained “The Point” in the mouths of the old
town dwellers, and came to that shortly with most of the
new-comers. A great barn-like hotel had been built,
but it had never been a financial success. It had a curi-
ous look of unfinished disrepair, and its empty corridors
and galleries were about as forlorn as a habitable house
could be. Still a few people came back year after year
—people who loved the sea or solitude, or had need of
quiet, and must secure what they wanted inexpensively.
They kept up a feeble life about the place, but it was
not a cheerful, not to say gay, resort.

It would have been hard for Dr. Hall to tell what
had brought him here. Some one told him to come,
perhaps; and, in his utter prostration of mind and body,
for the first time in his life, perhaps, he did what he
was told unquestioningly.

He had an attendant at first, and took his meals by
himself; but as he became more humanized in appear-

ance he dismissed the man, and went down to the gen-
eral table.

The first time he entered the long hall, there was a
noticeable hush among the guests congregated there.
He thought it was his ghastly look, and was as impa-
tient about it as if it had been a personal injury. He
did not know he was a hero, and that the hush was a
tribute to him in that character.

The man who had cared for him had been one of his
own patients, who had come North with him. With un-
bounded faith in, and gratitude to, the savior of his life,
the ignorant, good-hearted fellow was never tired of
sounding the praises and relating the exploits of the in-
visible invalid. Hall would have been a good deal
amazed at some of the things credited to him.

Perhaps he had over-estimated his strength; perhaps
the little flash of temper had been too much for him.
There was a little rush toward him of the nearest wait-
ers, and he sat blindly down in the first chair.

A glass was  pushed within the hand that rested on
the table.

“Drink !” a cool, imperative voice said, and he
obeyed.

The wine revived him at once. He turned to thank
his neighbor. It was a woman, thin, pale and weary-
eyed. She simply bowed in acknowledgement and went
on with her meal.

She was eating very little. He got through a very
robust programme in very business-like style, and then
he turned to her again.

“I shall pair your order. Eat!”

A quick, surprised smile, an amused one, too, ran
over her face and transfigured it for the instant.

“ And be merry, for to-morrow ”—and then she stop-
ped and looked frightened.

“Not a bit of it,” he said heartily. * Clearly you are
not professional or you would see that I am on the up
grade instead of the down.”

They left the table then and went up the stairs to-
gether. He had to call on a waiter, and she stood at
the top and looked distressed, but undemonstratively,
till he was beside her.

They went out on the veranda together.

“ As I have no one to do the honors, I must present
myself. I am Dr. George Hall, of Clairview, Connecti-
cut.”

“And I am Irene Roberts, of New York; a public
school teacher when I am well enough.”

He turned and gave her one full, level look. She
was thin, almost to attenuation; her face was colorless,
and the heavy hair growing low on the broad forehead
made the pallor of her skin the more noticeable. Her
eyes were hollow and sad, but after all she did not look
like a sicic woman.

“QOverworked and overfretted, but with the endur-
ance of three men yet,” he said to himself. And then
he made some trifling remark about the sand or water,
or something else, just to hear her voice again.

She talked without animation, a monotonous contral-
to—one of those voices that keep one expectant.
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They sat and chatted till the sun went down, and the “Are you going to teach again ?”
moon came up over the darkening plain. People passed “Not until after the Christmas holidays. I am too
them and looked at them curiously. She had been at | tired.”
The Point three weeks, and had not made a half dozen “Pardon me, why do you teach at all ?”
acquaintances. And now she had monopolized this “Because I am too poor to live without. I have

young doctor, whom everybody was prepared to lionize,
and did not seem conscious nor triumphant about it.

The sea damp crept up about them. She shivered
in her light dress.

“You must go in,” turning to him.

“You must gc in. Remember, I speak with author-
ity.”

She rose at once.

“Good night, then,” and went away.

He looked after her. She walked as she talked,
without the slightest anfmation. But she had a grace-
ful figure, lithe and strong with that slender strength
that is a gift to New England women.

Afterward, when Mrs. Smythe and Mrs. Robinson,
and a little later, Mrs. Jones, all came and laid down
their tribute of flattering words for his acceptance, and
tried to make him tell stories of his experience, he was
grateful to her that she had made no allusion to what
she must have known as well as they.

George Hall was not a good talker. His early train-
ing had made him distrustful of himself. He knew
nothing of what is called polite society. He went off a
farm where he had studied by himself, and fought his
way, against every kind of opposition, to the medical
school which had graduated him. He was a hard stu-
dent, underestimating the social graces, perhaps—at all
events, not cultivating them. He went back to his na-
tive town, unmindful of the proverbial prophet, and had
walked straight into success. He developed some un-
expected tastes; he dressed well, and spent money as if
he had always had it, which was by no means the case.
Whatever he set his hand to, a game of croquet or an
aggravated fracture, he did it without effort and always
well. But for one fatal weight that he carried, he might
have become a power in the community that had begun
by contemning him.

It is quite unnecessary to say that he utterly refused
to be lionized. Little by little, Miss Roberts and he
grew into a friendliness that rather shut out other peo-
ple, but, for a wonder, nobody gossiped about them.

A week later they were walking down the shore. At
the first pile of rocks Miss Roberts stopped.

“I can not go any farther,” she said.

He sat looking at her till her breath came slow and
even again.

“Why do you not get well,” he said at last, “there
is nothing the matter with you.”

She smiled and shook her head.

“Are you going home from here ?”

“I have no home. That is, I have a married broth-

E2]

“With a houseful of children ?”’
“ Yes,"

er.

taught seven years.”

“In a city public school !
idea calls woman weak !”

They said no more about it. She asked him pres-
ently—and there was the first tone of interest he had
ever heard in her voice—to tell her something about the
experience he had just had.

It was the first allusion she had ever made to it. He
talked uninterruptedly for half an hour. She had not
spoken, hardly stirred; the fine strong hands lay clasped
in her lap; he turned and looked into her face. It was
flushed a little; her eyes were very wide and very dark.

“And I might have helped. I should not have
died.”

“No, I don’t think you would,” quietly. “Be pa-
tient, Miss Roberts, there is another summmer coming.”

“You speak as if you were almost eager for it.”

“God forbid ! But, with you, I think it easier to
lay down life in one supreme effort than to wear it out
by ignoble inches.”

“ And you are so young,” she said musingly.

“ And you are so old.”

“Oh, I-—am twenty-five. A woman is old at that.”

“Is she ? Miss Roberts, if you have any absurd idea
in your head that you are to be one of the early called,
just dismiss it. You are of the make that is good for a
half century yet.”

And then the popular

“Mercy on me !” catching her breath.

Then she laughed, a sudden, low, pleased laugh, like
a child; and Dr. Hall knew she had taken the first step
toward living again.

The summer lingered long that year. September
was lovely. No frosts, fervent sunshine, large-starred,
soft-breathed nights; there were no departures. But as
the time for the inevitable breaking up drew nearer, the
little company drew closer. With returning health Dr.
Hall grew more companionable. He talked more, was
easier talked to, which was the chief thing.

It was found out that Miss Roberts could sing; and
there was a happy dearth of performers at The Point.
So her small talent came into demand, and she was very
good-natured about it. Then a tableau party was set
on foot, and it was found that Miss Roberts knew more
about effects and causes than all the rest of them put
together. She made a very telling Iphigenia, and was
a saintly nun in the Consolation.

“Taken altogether you are rather a wonderful per-

LR

son.

She looked up at him. She just reached his shoul-
der. It was such a different face; but then there never
was another capable of so many changes. She did not
look twenty, with that soft red in her cheeks, and the
light in her eyes:
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She would come down to breakfast next morning,
probably, twenty-five again; but if she was in one of
those calm, even, undisturbed moods, she would be just
as charming. Dr. Hall felt a little as if this new being
was a credit to his own powers of resurrection.

Miss Roberts was at her happiest at breakfast next
day. She was already seated quite away from her usual
place, the center of a little group of ladies, and she was
talking easily and happily.

The doctor watched her while he ate his breakfast.
There was a look in his eyes of late as if he were dream-
ing—a happy dream, but still not a part of every-day
living. But that, perhaps, was because he was con-
sciously getting well, and enjoyed the unusual leisure,
knowing it could not last.

They came out through the hall together, a dozen of
them, all laughing and talking at once. As usual, he
found himself beside her. She had on a white dress,
and golden rod in the breast of it. She was not coquet-
tish nor girlish; she was simply enjoying herself, with a
soft forgetfulnesd that, perhaps, she had not known for
years.

They sat together talking merrily, when a carriage
from the early train drew up.

“ A new-comer, just as everyone is going ?”

Dr. Hall watched the proceeding idly. But as the
door opened and a young man stepped out, he started a
little. A curious change passed over his face—an ex-
pression of strong self-control, as if he had received a
sudden blow and would not betray the shock and pain.
He rose and went slowly down the steps.

“Hello, George! You're looking fine, man;” and as
they came toward the door, “ Alice was getting uneasy,
and sent me to look after you.”

Dr. Hall turned toward Miss Roberts.

“De not forget that you are to walk with me in an
hour.”

It was the first she had heard of it, but she simply
assented. The young man gave her a wide-eyed, scru-
tinizing stare as he passed into the house.

See just sat and waited. I do not think she thought
much. She was conscious that something had happened,
or was about to happen. Some of the others came and
spoke to her, but she paid little attention.

He came after awhile, and she went with him.
There were a few remarks about nothing, a kind of sac-
rifice to the proprieties, till they were out of sight of the
house. They stopped at the rocks where he had told
her about his Southern experience.

“I am going away, Miss Roberts, my wife’s brother
has come for me.”

She said it over after him—

“Your wife’s brother.”

There was a white, strained look on his face.

“I wanted you to hear it from me, rather than from
a stranger. I ought to have told you sooner. You will
not think that I have been regardless of your feelings—
that I have selfishly exposed you to remark. My life
has no sunshine in it. I have allowed myself to breathe

fresh air and stand in the light for awhile. It is all
over now. I am going back to prison. I wanted to die
—down there in that hell out of which I have just come,
and I could not. It will not be any easier living now.”

He had gona on and on, as if he dreaded hearing her
voice. It was the first outbreak of his life. He had
taken his punishment without a sign of flinching all
these years; without even acknowledging to himself that
he needed pity. Now, it seemed to him as if the world
must needs stop moving because his courage had failed
him.

She looked up at him when his voice stopped.

“Yes, I wish that I had known,” she replied in a
dull way.

He gazed into her face a minute, a look of deadly
surprise and pain came into his own. Whatever it was
that he saw there, his next words were more a groan
than a speech.

“T never thought of that.”

“I do not suppose you did,” quietly.
back, now ?”

‘What more was there to be said between those two ?
Not another syllable passed between them till they
reached the house. The morning’s arrival was uneasily
pacing the veranda. Hall presented him to Miss Rob-
erts. He had faith in her nerve.

She greeted him with quiet grace.

“You are late in coming to the shore.
a very delightful summer.”

“ Business brought me, I shall go away immediate-
ly,” with a glance at Hall.

He had a weak, good-natured face, a face that might
easily be bad, in an irresolute way. Miss Roberts won-
dered if his sister’s was like that. He was thinking that
she was much older—not nearly so pretty as he had fan-
cied her at that first glance.

Hall did not go into the house. The two men
walked away together. At the very spot where Irene
Roberts had sat just a few moments before Brainerd
paused.

“You've brought evil news, of course.
ute.”

He turned away and went a dozen paces down the
shore, and back again.

“Now,” he said, through his clenched teeth.

“Alice !”

“Yes, go on.”

“You must come back. We can do nothing with
her. You've been gone now almost four months. Stacy
is back again.”

Hall ground his teeth with a smothered groan.

“You'll come back, won’t you?” Brainerd said
weakly.

“Come back to what ? A disgraced name—a house
that is perdition—to that—that—"

“Sue is my sister,” with feeble defiance.
quieting suddenly.

“Shall we go

‘We have had

‘Wait a min-

«rll

“Yes, she is your sister,”
go back with you, Joe.”
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Miss Roberts was in the hotel parlor. She had some
bright netting in her hands, and was quietly absorbed
in that.

Hall walked straight up to her.

“I have come for good-bye; I am called away on im-
portant and immediate business.”

A little circle gatheted about him. There was much
shaking of hands and many exclamations of regret. He
touched Irene’s hand the last of all, but he did not
speak.

There was a buzz after he had gone.

“Who was the young man ?” some one asked.

“Mrs. Hall’'s brother,” Miss Roberts answered, un-
concernedly.

“Is Dr. Hall married ?” in chorus.

“QOh, yes;” with a quiet smile.

The train slowed down at the Clairview station. Dr.
Hall roused himself and gathered up his belongings.
All through the ride he had sat speechless, leaning
against the window with closed eyes. Brainerd tried to
talk at first, being one of those people whose speech
must babble on incessantly. He got the shortest an-
swers, or none at all, and gave it up finally.

The dull, chilly twilight was settling down. The
station lamps were lighted. As they stepped down on
the platform a woman seized Hall, and whispered his-
terically, with a semi-regard for appearances—

“She has gone.”

“Gone !”

“Qh, not so loud. Come over here and let me tell
you.”

She drew him away into the obscurity of the farther
-end of the platform.

“She drove away this afternoon, she and Stacy.
She said she was going to visit Grace, in Upland, you
know; but Frank says he met her on the Rushville
road.”

“T understand,” standing quietly a minute.

Then he turned toward the train that had given its
warning whistle and was just then moving again.

“ Where are you going ?”
« After them.”

He stepped on the already moving car; there was no
time for further words. Mrs. Brainerd turned slowly
away, with tears, toward the doctor’s deserted home.

Seven years ago, the winter that George Hall was
twenty years old, and a raw, green country boy, he was
teaching school and boarding with a sister of Mrs.
Brainerd. Alice Brainerd, three years younger, pretty,
silly and vain, had been getting herself talked about by
accepting and reciprocating the attentions of a wild
young agent of a city firm. George Hall was the oldest
son of a rich farmer, who opposed the boy’s fancy of
studying medicine, after the good old pig-headed coun-
try fashion; and, to further the chances of renunciation
of his purpose, had cut off supplies. But Mrs. Eddy,
and Mrs. Brainerd with her, remembered the paternal

riches, and if George did cling to his crazy fancy for
medicine, he would be the first Hall who had departed
from the traditions of the fathers. George was easily
caught by a pretty face; he was too young to see through
the wiles of the two artful women; he saw Alice only
under judicious circumstances, and the end of it was
that the next news the Hall family received was that
George had added to his enormities by marrying Alice
Brainerd, nominally without the knowledge of her fam-
ily.

It was rather a dangerous experiment. George
worked and saved, and borrowed money and went away
to his studies. The Brainerds acknowledged that they
had made a mistake. A country doctor was not such a
brilliant prospect. He was starving and pinching him-
self through a thorough course of training, instead of
going back to the plentiful pork and cabbage of the pa-
rental roof, for the same grain of determination to carry
his point existed in son as well as father.

Alice stayed at nome; the Halls would never recog-
nize her. George spent his short and infrequent vaca-
tions with her, at every visit growing more and more
“city-fied.” At the end of three years he came back for
good—a resolute, keen-witted, widely-developed man.
The end of his first year of practice proved that he had
entered the high road to success.

Meantime, Alice had retrograded as much as he had
advanced. She had grown peevish and ill-tempered;
she had never been a brilliant girl intellectually; she
showed positive feebleness of judgment in some direc-
tions. Dr. Hall found, after awhile, that there was
something londer than whispers against her propriety
of conduct. Her mother came to him and begged him
to make a home, if it was ever so humble, where he
could have her under his direct care and influence.
With such a weight as that, George Hall began his ca-
reer.

‘What the last three years had been to him nobody
but Lhimself knew. She was not only weak and silly,
but she had fits of rage that seemed little less than in-
sanity. The last recollection of her that he had carried
away with him, as he went away to the South, was that
she lay screaming on the floor of her mother’s house,
because he insisted on leaving her there instead of tak-
ing her back to town. He simply dared not do it, for
her own sake. But she had gone afterward, in spite of
everything; and her mother, unable to control her, had
followed her, hoping to keep up at least a show of the

proprieties.
And this was his home-coming.
* * * * 5 * * * *

He had thought rapidly after Mrs. Brainerd's story.
A branch road connected Rushville with the city, from
whence several main lines ran to the great towns of the
country. If they really contemplated flight, they would
be almost certain to start from this place, having thrown
off suspicion by going to Rushville.

The event proved him right. Almost the first face
he saw was Stacy’s evil, handsome countenance in the
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crowd of men waiting to buy tickets at the just-opened
office.

He walked straight through to the ladies’ waiting
room. His wife was sitting a little apart, glancing
about uneasily. A shudder ran over him. It seemed
to him that she had grown coarser in these few weeks
since he had seen her.

He walked straight over to her and touched her
shoulder. She gave a little smothered cry of terror as
she saw his face.

Did I startle you ?” he said quietly. “It is fortun-
ate I saw you. A shopping excursion ? Where are
your packages ?”

He gave her time to recover, and a hint as to what
she could say. There was no pretense of joy at meeting
—there never was any more.

“T have been disappointed,” she faltered.

“The train is making up,” he said, “we had better
take our places.”

She glanced furtively about, then rose and followed
him.

“When did you come ?”’ she gathered courage to ask
him, after a little.

“To-day—to-night.”

And so, for this time, Alice Hall was saved from the
depth of destruction into which she seemed determined
to plunge.

There was no attempt at explanation. She did not
know how much he knew or suspected. The matter was
simply ignored. He received greeting and welcome
from everyone with whom he came in contact, enough
to have warmed any heart less chilled and weighted
than his. He always fancied a sort of pity in it all, as
if there was a shade more of kindness accorded him in
the wish to separate him from any misdoing of his wife.
So he took up the burden of his life again, a little
heavier and more hopeless than ever, since the shadow
of almost certain open disgrace hung over it.

Mrs. Brainerd consented to remain with them. It
gave him a semblance of comfort in his house. Coming
in tired, cold and drenched from some long ride, it was
something to find a fire and palatable food awaiting him.
Mrs. Brainerd, to do her justice, did her best to repair
the wrong she had done him. She was with her daugh-
ter constantly; she seconded every effort of his to save
her. She did not preach; she did not obtrude herself.
She showed most unexpected good sense in the line she
took. But Alice never left the house without her
mother or husband. She did not rebel. She had wit
enough to know the uselessness of it. George never re-
fused her anything. She wasted money recklessly; he
gave it to her without question or remark. Fortunately,
her experience had been so circumscribed that she did
not know any very extended means of spending.

So the time went on for three months.. It was dead
winter—desolation all over the land. George Hall’s life
flowed in the old channel, but steadily growing worse
atid worse, He was growing as thin as a shadow—the
terrible, hunted look of a man who never knows an

hour’s repose of soul, grew on his face. Of the scenes
that transpired in his own home, no one but Mrs. Brain-
erd knew. The one servant had been dismissed; it was
too open a channel of communication with the outer
world. The man and woman were ready to do anything,
make any sacrifice, to shield wife and daughter. In the
mother it was, perhaps, natural euough, but human pa-
tience is not inexhaustible. Who knows what inward
reproaches of conscience strove to quiet themselves in
this almost superhuman endurance in the husband ?

One night—and the outbreak followed a cause so
slight that it was evidently only a pretext—he stood in
his office bathing his arm where she had bitten him.
There was a blue and swollen wound; her teeth had
nearly met through the white flesh. His was not a
pleasant face to see—disgust, weariness, hopelessness in
it.

Mrs. Brainerd came in, weak and trembling. When
she saw what he was doing, she began to cry, in a hys-
terical, sobbing way. He set his teeth harder and made
no remark. His over-taxed nerves would not stand
much more.

‘When he did speak, his voice was cold and meas-
ured.

“Is there insanity in your family, do you know,” he
asked.

Mrs. Brainerd’s sobbing ceased. The question al-
most stunned her. She comprehended, but found no
words for reply. It opened a possibility before her
worse than death, and a possibility that she could only
recognize as probable. She stared at him speechlessly.
He repeated his question. -

“Is there insanity in her blood ?”

“ My father’s sister died insane.” :

“That explains it. Madam, your daughter, and my
wife, will be a mad woman before she is a year older.”

It was the first tone of reproach she had ever heard
from his lips. She rocked herself backward and for-
ward tearlessly now.

“It is useless to waste words or hope.
make the best of it.”

He did not allude to the subject again in any way.
The fact was always before their eyes. After that
storm Alice was no longer violent. She was moody and
sullen; if she felt any special aversion for her husband,
she did not betray it. She rarely left the house now;
there were few visitors. Sometimes callers came and
she would spend a half hour with them, prettily dressed
—she had undisputed taste—and there would be noth-
ing unusual in appearance or behavior.

The Christmas season came on. For a week mat-
ters had gone very smoothly. To an indifferent eye
Dr. Hall’s domestic atmosphere was serene enough. He
had ocecasion to entertain two brother physicians from a
distance, and he overheard a remark of one of them just
before they went away—

“ Pretty, silly little woman, Hall’'s wife. After all,
men do choose their wives for their hearts instead of
their heads.”

‘We must
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During Christmas week he was summoned to a con-
sultation in a distant town. He would be detained for
two days. Joe Brainerd came to stay with his mother
and sister. When the minute of departure came he
went to say good-bye to his wife. It was a ceremony
he never omitted. Sometimes she met him with a blow,
sometimes with sullen silence. To-day she looked up
with something of the old childish smile on her lips,
and, to his amazement, put her arms about his neck and
kissed him.

Some way it did not reassure him. As the train
rolled away through the darkening afternoon, a sense of
danger grew upon him more and more. It impressed
him like the positive knowledge of an impending catas-
trophe. At last he could endure it no longer; by the
time the train had reached the junction his resolve was
taken. The consultation might go. A cross-country
train would land him within five miles of home. If
there was no conveyance there—it was a lonely little
place—he would have the distance to walk over these
horrible roads. No matter. Anything was better than
this. .

It was nearly midnight when, as he had expected, he
set out on his lonely walk. A winter thunder storm had
come on, and the night was black as pitch. A mile from
the station he heard approaching wheels. There was
nothing unusual in that, but it brought his heart into
his throat. He took his stand by the roadway and
waited. The carriage came on slowly, floundering
through the mud-clogged road.

In the next flash of lightning he thought the faces of
the occupants were revealed to him. Without a second’s
consideration he sprang at the horses’ heads and had
the startled animals by the bits. An oath came from
the driver, and the whip fell in a stinging blow upon
the plunging horses. Hall kept his hold. He was a
man of unusual strength in his unexcited minutes; now
he had the nerve of desperation. They dragged him—
he was almost under their hoofs—but he did not lose
his grasp, and at length he was on his feet again. An-
other flash must have showed his face; there was a
smothered shriek, and then a pistol ball stung his shoul-
der sharply.

“You have not killed me, John Stacy, but by heaven,
unless you leave that carriage in one minute, I will kill
you.”

The doctor’s voice was very steady. The horses
were standing in comparative quiet, and John Stacy did
what was, perhaps, the wisest thing, under the circum-
stances—dismounted at once.

“You idiot,” Hall half whispered, “ don’t you know
that you are running away with an insane woman ?”’

‘Words and tone carried conviction. The guilty man
stood bewildered and helpless. Hall took his vacated
place, and left him standing.

“You will find your team at Lewis’ stable to-mor-
row,” Hall said, with perfect composure, as he turned
back on the road they had just traveled.

Not a word was spoken. Alice sat motionless in her
corner. When he reached his house no one was stir-
ring. Her escape had not been discovered.

There was a wretched scene next day. For once
Hall broke over his stern resolve of silence.

“What am I to do, Alice ? This is twice that I
have saved you. How many times must I, can I, stand
between you and ruin ?”’

“Ruin !” with a cold rage in her voice. “ What
right have you to talk of that to me ? I never belonged
to you. I was married to John Stacy three months be-
fore I ever saw you.”

Hall turned away without a word. He went straight
to her mother and told her.

“Is it true ?”
Mrs. Brainerd wrung her hands.

“T don’t know—nobody knows.
him three days once.”

“ And that was the girl that you gave me for a
wife.”

That was all he said. He went straight to his office
and locked the door. All that afternoon there was
utter silence within. Mrs. Brainerd came and went
anxiously. Once she knocked timidly, but no answer
came and she went away again. If she could have en-
tered the darkened, fireless room, she would have found
the doctor outstretched on the floor, like a woman—sob-
bing, too, as a few women do sob. In all these weary
weeks and months he had rigidly shut out all voluntary
thought of those weeks beside the sea. It had not been
so difficult as it might seem. Body and brain had both
been taxed to the uttermost with stern present necessi-
ties. But now it came back on him—the pure-faced
woman that had crossed his path, that might have been
so much to him.

And this other ? In the eyes of God and man she
had no claim on him. But if he let her go out of his
keeping, what would become of her ? She had been
put into his hands. In the eyes of man he was free.
In his own eyes—in the eyes of the Power above all—
That was the way it ended, no matter by what train of
thought he wrought out the problem. He went over it
again and again, and the evening found him worn out
with the struggle, but seeing no way but this. Not his
wife, thank God; and yet in his care while she lived.
He would stand between her and the shame and suffer-
ing she was struggling toward. It was hardly likely
that Stacy would renew the attempt. If he did he
would confront him with her statement. If he could
prove it—a sudden sense of relief set his heart to
bounding, and then it sunk again just as suddenly. He
could not believe her. There was nothing to do but to
face his duty, and his duty set him as guardian over her
physical well being at least.

Half the night the doctor’s steps went back and
forth. There was stillness again. When Joe Brainerd,
alarmed at the silence, forced the door next morning, he
lay asleep on the lounge: It was a sleep that proved &

She was away with
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stupor, from which he was roused only to toss and rave
in the delerium of brain fever.

Six long, weary weeks afterward the doctor began to
get “hints and echoes of the world ” that had swung on
unheeding. A week after he first opened intelligent
eyes, he turned suddenly to the man who was sitting
near him, and asked for—he could not say his wife.

“ Where is Alice ?”

The man stared for a moment, muttered something
unintelligible and fled the room. The doctor lay back,
faint with apprehension.

Mrs. Brainerd came. She wore a black dress. He
looked at her. She did not speak till he questioned her
with a shaking voice—

“'What has happened ?”

“ Alice is dead.”

He dropped back against his pillows breathless and
faint, but consciousness did not leave him. He heard
the whole story, little by little. Dead, and by her own
hand, but whether by accident or design no one could
tell. A fit of raving violence, and then an overdose of
morphine, obtained, no one knew how. At all events
she was gone.

It was not many days later, and the doctor, feebly
staggering about his chamber, was trying to settle with
himself what should come next. Professional common
sense told him that entire and complete rest for a time
was a necessity too imperative to be neglected. But
there were some very solid obstacles in the way, and he
was in a condition that made mole hills look like moun-
tains. Under it all, one constant sensation of relief lay
like a spring of new strength. He did not call himself
heartless; he was not ashamed to face the consciousness
that he was thankful the burden had been lifted. He
could not blame himself. He had done the best that he
knew how.

Then came Mr. Hamilton, the rich man of Clairview.
A year ago Dr. Hall had stood over this man’s only
child, and, watching night and day, had saved his
life.

“I want to send Frank abroad for a year,” he said,
after a few preliminary remarks. “He isn’t very strong
I want you to go with him. Will you go ?”

“Is it yes or no on the spot ?” Dr. Hall said, with
one of his old smiles.

“Not precisely. See here, George,”— the young doc-
tor would always be George to some of those men who
had known him all his life—“I know all about your
story; you want to get out of this. Let your practice
go for a year, take the time to forget and get well, and
begin over again. I owe you what money will never re-
pay, already. Put me under further obligation and
spend a year with the boy. He can’t go if you don’t.”

“I have business in New York first, after that is fin-
ished I will tell you—in a week.”

The words seemed to speak themselves.
ken, the matter had arranged itself.

Being spo-

‘tors will.

He went to New York two days later. It was small
guide that he had—her name and the casual mention of
her employment, and she had said that her home was in
New York.,

He found her name in the school lists—all the bare
items that he wanted; the name of her school, her grade,
the number of her room. He felt as if she was only in
the next room; that he might open the door and find her,
sweet and still and strong. ,

He waited till the hour for afternoon dismission. A
noisy troupe of urchins was streaming away from the
great building. He found his way to the rather preten-
tious reception room, summoned an attendant and asked
for Miss Roberts.

The Principal was passing the door.
question, and stopped.

“Miss Roberts—Miss Irene Roberts—she was one
of our best teachers. She did come back after the sum-
mer vacation, and she was married week before last.”

He heard the

For nearly a year Dr. Hall and his charge had wan-
dered up and down through the highways and byways
of Europe. They had seen churches and cathedrals till
the boy averred that he never wanted to see another;
they had scaled mountains and explored ruins. Now
they were in Paris making some final arrangements for
a winter trip on the Nile, after which they were going
home.

They had lingered in Paris much longer than they
had at first purposed. It had its fascinations for both -
of them. TFrank Hamilton went wild over its sights;
the doctor was a little less frantic over its opportunities
for medical study. He had made friends with various
wise men, and found the attractions of the city grow-
ing.

“I have a case of sympathy on my mind to-day,”
one of his new friends said to him. “Itis a luxury I
don’t often allow myself, but this case is too much for
me. Itisa young woman who came out as governess
with a family who were doing Europe. She fell sick,
went into a decline, and they left her, friendless, penni-
less, in a charity hospital. Sheis a lady, and an Ameri-
can.

Hall stopped to listen with closer attention.
“I wish you would come and see her. You know
the American constitution better than I1.”

Hall went, of course. Quite at the end of the public
ward, a little removed from the rest, stood the cot occu-
pied by the American girl. Hall followed his guide
unconcernedly. He was ready for some ordinary case
of hardship not beyond the reach of money, and he al-
lowed various matters to attract his attention—as doc-
It was not till he stood quite beside the cot
that he glanced at the patient. She was asleep as they
came up; it took half a minute to recognize in the
wasted features the pure outlines of Irene Roberts’
face.

“This is she,” in a low voice.

Good Lord !

“You see—a lady.
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The exclamation was for Dr. Hall’s benefit. He
was leaning against the wall, utterly white and breath-
less.

It woke the sick girl. As she opened her eyes her
first glance fell on his face. For a minute she lay gaz-
ing while the confusion of sleep cleared away from her
consciousness. Then a faint smile crossed her lips, and
she said very quietly, putting out a shadowy hand—

“Dr. Hall. Yes, I knew you would come.”

* * * * * * * * *

Three days afterward, in one of the most comfort-
able of the private apartments of the hospital there was
a wedding. It was quite a distinguished affair, apart
from its peculiarity. The American consul gave the
lady away; the consul’s wife shed the necessary mother-
ly tears. The room was crownded with flowers; the
bride, who reclined in an easy chair, wore the prettiest
white cashmere wrapper that could be found. The doc-
tor who had helped Hall to the discovery was best man,
and took on some airs of proprietorship of the whole af-
fair.

The trip up the Nile was postponed a few weeks till
Mrs. Hall was able to go, too. She came home in the
early summer, feeble still, but showing no intention of
dying.

* * * * * * * * *

“You see, when I went to your school in New York,
and they told me that you were married, I gave you

up.,’
“But I never taught in New York.”

“You didn’t! It must have been another Irene
Roberts.”

“1 hope she is happy.
e

THE BEDOUIN DUEL.

The Bedouins have a strong feeling of personal dig-
nity, and are quick to resent insults. Duels of a pecul-
iar kind are not uncommon, always supervised by the
elders of the tribe, who never permit them to come to a
fatal termination. Sometimes the two adversaries, sep-
arated by two parallel ropes about a yard apart, are
armed with courbashes (a fearful whip made of hippo-
potamus hide, which brings the blood with every cut),
and they are encouraged to lash each other until their
wrath is cooled. In more serious cases the combatants
are seated flat on the ground, face to face, as close as
they can get. One single knife is given to the man who
wins the first cut, after which he passes it to his adver-
sary, who strikes the second blow; and so on alternately.
They are forbidden to strike at a vital part, and while
they are slashing at each other’s arms, legs, thighs and
shoulders—not without a chivalrous ceurtesy—the judges
of the combat watch each stroke that is given, and when
in their opinion enough blood has been shed, they rise
and separate the adversaries, who proclaim themselves
satisfied, and return quietly to their tents to have their
wounds dressed.

KOOTENAY AND ITS DEVELOPMENT.

The Columbia River and Kootenay Railroad Com-
pany intend to build this season a railway twenty-five
miles long, extending from the mouth of Kootenay
River, on the Columbia, to Kootenay Lake. It was orig-
inally intended to be a narrow gauge road, but it will
probably be made of the standard gauge. Itisintended
to tap the rich mining region of Kootenay Lake, which
is now inaccessible, except from Sand Point, on the
Northern Pacific. In connection with the railroad the
company will build steamers to run from their western
terminus up the Columbia River to Farwell—the west
crossing of the Columbia by the Canadian Pacific Rail-
way—and also steamers to run on Kootenay Lake to the
boundary line between British Columbia and the United
States. The company has a grant of seven hundred and
fifty thousand acres of land from the British Columbia
Government. Of this it has already taken up fifty
thousand acres in the rich mineral belt on Kootenay
Lake. The remaining seven hundred thousand acres
will be selected along both banks of the Columbia River,
from the boundary line to the head of navigation on
that stream. A reserve of six miles wide on each side
of the Columbia has been made by the Government
to continue till the end 1888, before which time the
company must make its selection of lands. The mining
region of Kootenay Lake District consists of an argen-
tiferous belt of galena ore, several miles in width. In
this belt exist the most extensive deposits of lead ore
probably in the world. The assays of the various veins
of ore vary from $15 to $175 worth of silver per ton.
The facilities for smelting are very great. Iron ore
and limestone exist in the immediate vicinity, both being
needed for a flux in smelting. A clay capable of pro-
ducing fire brick is also found on the borders of the
lake. Charcoal can be obtained from the forests which
surround the lake. It is the opinion of good judges
that within a few years the Kootenay District will be
the largest base metal producing district on the Pacific
Coast, and that hundreds of tons of pig lead will be
shipped daily from that region. Northerly from the
immediate vicinity of the lead mines, along the rivers
emptying into Kootenay Lake, placer gold diggings
were found during the season of 1885, and a railway is
now projected from the town of Farwell to the head of
Upper Arrow Lake, thence across a low divide to Koot-
enay Lake mines. South of the boundary line, in the
Colville District, rich silver and lead mines have been
opened during the past season, and it is probable that
the belt will be found continous throughout Idaho and
Montana. North of the town of Farwell, in the Big
Bend region of the Columbia, some very rich gold bear-
ing quartz veins have been discovered, which will attract
a great many miners and capitalists during the coming
gseason. Steamboats will be put on the Columbia River,

from Farwell upwards, to supply this district. This min-
ing region will provide a large body of traffic to the
Canadian Pacific, as the lead of Kootenay, in pigs, will be
shipped over the road to Montreal en route to Swansea.
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FISHERIES OF ALASKA.

ra Inlet, and may add tkat a number of these in-

dustries are scattered here and there in the south-

eastern horn. They seem to be growing steadily
in numbers, which would indicate prosperity. They are
graded below Columbia River salmon in quality and
price, but the cost is so much less that I think they
make more per case, twenty thousand cases having been
shipped in 1883. These waters swarm with salmon dur-
ing the summer, and the main objection against the in-
dustry in this district is the inferior quality of fish com-
pared with those of Oregon, which will always be against
very high profits, however cheap they may be able to
get the fish. As the data to the salmon industry is
more accessible in this part of Alaska, I will pass, with
the above few remarks, to a district where much less is
known, and where, I think, the prospects are much bet-
ter. I refer to the large rivers of Alaska, and especial-
ly those flowing into Behring Sea, the Yukon, the Kos-
koquim and others, whose waters have not even been pros-
pected with this idea in view. From the fact that all the
important salmon canneries of the Pacific Coast are on
the larger rivers, the Fraser, of British Columbia, the
Columbia, of Oregon and Washington, and the Sacra-
mento, of California, while none worthy of mention exist
on the smaller streams, the same might have been infer-
red in Alaska, and thus drawn attention to these rivers,
even if they were so remote and apparently inaccessible.
I descended the Yukon River its whole length, two thou-
sand and forty-five miles, in 1883. At two thousand
miles from its mouth salmon commence appearing in
sufficient quantities to enable the Indians to live upon
them in summer, while running, and put by a small
quantity, smoked and dried, for future use. The
amount thus preserved steadily increases as one de-
scends the great river, and as the natives increase in
numbers, until at about five or six hundred miles from
the mouth, to that point, the natives live almost wholly
upon fish the year round, besides feeding large numbers
of their dogs upon them. The drying yards of the na-
tive fishermen on the lower river are simply acres in ex-
tent, and it seems folly to me to attempt to estimate the
amount, except by allowing wide margins for approxi-
mation. One person roughly estimates the catch on the
Alaskan rivers at ten millions. Allow half that to be
correct and we see that the amount annually taken from
the Columbia—about six hundred thousand cases, three
fish to the case—and which requires most rigid laws to
prevent extermination, would have no appreciabls effect
on this great northern river, the Yukon. There are a
very few white traders on the lower Yukon, in the em-
ploy of the Alaska Commercial Company, who, keeping
their own dogs, purchase salmon from the natives for
their winter’s maintenance. The natives catch them in
traps and weirs, clean them, slice them longitudinally
so they will dry faster, put them on trellises to dry,
store them away in their eaches, and when w.nter eomes

I HAVE spoken of a salmon cannery in Bocade Quad-

on take them out, sledge them to the trader’s store and
sell them for a cent apiece, in trade, which means two
or three mills. Transferring the Columbia River catch
to the Yukon, with the difference of price in the fish,
would show a saving of so much over a million dollars
that the increased cost of canneries, shipping to and
from, etc., would not lower it much below that sum to
show as clean profit over that on the Columbia. I saw
at least a half dozen fine sites near the mouth of the
Yukon, fulfilling all requirements demanded by a can-
ning establishment, as far as water, wood and minor ac-
cessories are concerned—a number that could undoubt-
edly be increased by a person searching with that ob-
ject in view. The best quality of the Yukon River
salmon is said to excel the Chinook salmon of the Col-
umbia River, and so I thought when there, but am will-
ing to acknowledge that a person just ending a long
exploration, on the roughest fare, may not be in the best
condition to judge, and may be conscientiously deceived.
I believe that the best variety is called the “ king sal-
mon,” with a pinkish, firm, hard meat, and weighing
double the Chinook of the Columbia. They comprise,
roughly estimated, about one-fifth of the catch of the
natives, who treat them the same as the others; one va-
riety, however, the dog salmon, being fed only to their
dogs, except in cases where they are pinched for food.
The king salmon catch, therefore, could be made equal
to that of the Columbia River, giving the others secured
to the natives who would be employed as fishermen.
Another variety, however, comprising about two-fifths
of the native catch, locally known as “red-back,” I be-
lieve, are claimed to equal the Chinook salmon; but I
am inclined to think they might be graded a little lower.
The Roskoquim, south of the Yukon, and the Kowak,
north of it, are large rivers also, and said to be as good
in salmon-canning prospects as the Yukon, although I
never visited them personally. I feel confident that the
salmon fisheries of Alaska, in their entirety, the merest
portion of which has been invaded so far, are as supe-
rior to those of the northwest of the United States prop-
er as they are superior to those of California; or, in
short, that they are the most important in the world. I
might say, in closing the salmon subject, that the
mouths of all the Alaskan streams flowing into Behring
Sea, which is very shallow on its eastern shore, have
built up ngly bars with river sediment, and these must
be noticed in calculations about commerce with any in-
dustry on the streams themselves. None of them are
fatal, however, to such schemes, but simply hindrances
of greater or less magnitude to be overcome.

The whale fishery of Alaskan bays and contiguous
waters is just the reverse of the salmon fishery, in the
knowledge of it by the public; that is, its most impor-
tant whaling grounds are well known and thoroughly in-
vaded, yielding us an average income of about $1,000,-
000.00 per year. All data and statistics of the North
Pacific whaling fleet can be so easily procured in San
Francisco that I will not follow them wup, but in drop-
ping the subject I should say there is getting to be a
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tendency to establish whaling stations along the Alaskan
Coast, which, by the utilization of natives as whalemen,
allows small capital to enter this field, heretofore held
by those able to fit out ships. Whales are caught for
their oil, at Killisnoo, southeastern Alaska, and found
profitable; but-experiments with other fisheries set them
to making herring oil and drying codfish, where from
two thousand five hundred to five thousand cases are an-
nually tursed out, of a quality said to be superior in
every way to that of the East. In its cod fisheries,
Alaska is undoubtedly destined to lead the world, if
supply and accessibility are worth anything in compu-
tation. I have spoken of the shallow shores of Eastern
Behring Sea, and these submarine plateaus, the largest
in the world, extend in almost every direction from
Alaska’s shores, and simply swarm with codfish. To
compare them with the Atlantic banks would be like
comparing the population of China with that of the
Hudson Bay Territory; none of them would make a cou-
pon to the cod banks of Alaska. Some of the Alaskan
natives live on these fish the year round, mixing them,
singularly enough, with the dwarfed potatoes they raise
in little patches. The Shumagin Island banks are the
favorite ones, and from here they extend westward to
nearly one hundred and seventy degrees west longitude
(as now located, but probably beyond), into the Arctic,
till navigation becomes unsafe, and to British Columbia
on the south. On the Shumagin Islands an infant in-
dustry is established, on a small scale, catching about a
million a year, with but a little over a half dozen men,
their daily catch per man being two to three hundred
cod, while double that number are often secured. The
fish are taken to San Francisco to be cured, and this de-
grades their quality, a process that more wholesale
methods of dealing would obviate. The only element
now against the Alaskan cod banks is the demand, which
has, heretofore, been only the Pacific Coast, and that in
a very restricted sense. With the competition of the
Northern and Canadian Pacific, and projected roads to
the Northwest, and the resumption of business prosper-
ity, it is probable that this industry may share some of the
latter. While there never will be a “bonanza” in the
cod fisheries that is probable in the salmon of the
Yukon, and the cedar of the southeastern horn, it will
always be the corner-stone of Alaska’s wealth, when the
population of the Pacific, or cheap transportation east-
ward, creates a demand for it.—F'rederick Schwatka, in
Bradstreet's.

e — @ - C—

To CreEAN WiNnpows.—Chamois or buckskin, cleans a
window very nicely; but if the wings of turkeys, geese or
large fowls are saved and well dried there is nothing bet-
ter—far more economical than ¢chamois, beside removing
all the dirt more effectually. With the wings all the dirt
can be taken out of corners, and when done there will be
no lint on the glass. Nothing is better for cleaning
stoves, brushing out corners or brushing off furniture

than a good, clean wing.

THE CROW RESERVATION.

That tract of country commonly known as the “ Crow
Reservation” was set aside by the Congress of the
United States, in the 1865, for the use and benefit of the
Crow tribe of Indians. It lies in Southeastern Montana
and its boundaries are described as follows:

Beginning at the point of the Yellowstone River
crossed by the one hundred and seventh meridian of
longitude west from Greenwich; thence following the
south shore of the Yellowstone river to the mouth of
Boulder Creek at the point on the Yellowstone crossed
by the one hundred and tenth meridian of west longitude;
thence southerly up Big Boulder Creek to the point
upon the east fork of same crossed by the one hundred
and tenth meridian; thence due south along the course
of said meridian to the base of the Snow Mountains;
thence due east forty-five miles; thence due south twenty
miles, to a point situated on the north boundary line of
the Territory of Wyoming; thence east along the boun-
dary between Wyoming and Montana, to the crossing
upon that line of the one hundred and tenth meridian
of west longitude; thence due north along the course of
this meridian to point of starting. The magnificent
region thus outlined is three hundred miles in length
from east to west, and averages forty-two miles in width
from north to south, therefore containin. twelve thou-
sand six hundred square miles, or eight million six hun-
dred and sixty-four thousand acres. Reference is here-
with called to excutive orders from Washington City,
dated October 20, 1875, and March 8, 1876, and the Act
of Congress of July 10, 1880.

The lands included in this vast territory may be
classified and apportioned approximately as follows:
One-eighth arable (with irrigation), one-fourth timber,
one-eighth mineral, one-half pastoral.

The Boulder, Clarke’s Fork, Rosebud, Rock Creek,
Pryor Creek, Big Horn, Little Horn, and Pompey’s
Pillar Creek, flow through it from south to north, per-
ennial mountain streams, from each of which sufficient
water can be taken at comparatively slight cost to irri-
gate the contiguous areas of agricultural lands.

The intermediate elevated plateaux are everywhere
richly clothed with that peculiar variety of steppe vege-
tation known in local parlace as “bunch grass,” which
throughout the northern mountain districts of the con-
tinent, has been demonstrated to be of inestimable value
in the profitable conduct of the live stock industry.
At the sources of the streams which water the district
are large bodies of merchantable timber, principally of
fine cottonwood and ash, sufficient for all possible future
local wants.

Limestone and coal abound throughout, and satisfac-
tory evidence is at hand to ina.ate the existence of ex-
tensive deposits of the more important metals, particu-
larly in the western portion, bordering upon the Boulder,
New World, and other now well-known mining districts.
Extensive fields of superior bituminous coal have been
discovered on Rock Creek, samples of which have at
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different times been thouroughly tested both for domes-
tic and manufacturing purposes, with most satisfactory
results. -

The Crow Indians, the putative occupants of this
splendid domain, number, according to the official census
of 1880, something over three thousand, but estimates
made by parties whose intimate relations with the tribe
enable them to speak with authority, place the entire
number at less than two thousand souls. During 1885
these Indians were removed to the eastern borders of
their reservation, and there granted lands in severalty,
which, however, are occupied by but a few of their num-
ber, the remainder still continuing to roam about the
country at large, depredating the ranges and the settle-
ments. It is stated by the members of the Yellowstone
Round-up Association, that an average of one beef ani-
mal per day is killed upon the Yellowstone range alone
by marauding bands of savages belonging to the various
tribes of Eastern Montana.

The country included within this magnificent reserve
contains all the elements necessary for the support of
the varied industries of modern civilization, and for the
maintenance of a population of twenty thousand souls.
The principle of withholding this magnificent tract from
the public domain is a wrong to the Indians and an in-
justice to the white race. At present it yields to its
possesssors no single tithe of revenue; it is almost
utterly destitute of game, and it retards the civilization
of the Indian by tending to unsettle and discontent
him, affording, as it does, a wide field over which he
may roam and perpetuate the nomadic habits of his an-
cestors.

Its broad areas of agricultural and pastoral lands, now
an unoccupied and forbidding solitude, would, if in the
hands of a progressive and intelligent people, soon be-
come a source of great and prolific wealth to the nation.
It is impossible for the savages who hold it to occupy
one-twentieth part of its area for any purpose whatever,
and it is a fact that a larger part of its southern and
western portions is never even seen by the Indians.
The increasing needs of Western growth and advance-
ment demand every acre of the soil available, and there
is no shadow of excuse for delay in the correction of an
abuse which is patent to every mind.—A4. H. Hersey, in
the Billings Gazette.
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SEVEN VALUABLE Hints.—Ripe tomatoes will remove
ink or other stains from the hands. Kerosene will soften
leather hardened by water, and render it as pliable as
new. To heal cut fingers with rapidity, grasp them in a
cloth saturated with alum water; they will sting sharply
for a little while, but the pain will subside quickly and
for good. The same remedy will cure chafing, but it is
too severe to be used upon children. To keep tinware
nice and bright, scour it every two or three weeks with
finely sifted coal ashes. To clean willow furniture, use
salt and water, and apply with a horse brush, and dry
thoroughly. Machine grease may be removed from wrap
goods by dipping the fabric in cold rain water and soda.

WHAT EVERYONE SHOULD KNOW.

STAINED HaNDs.—1. Never attempt to wash stains,
from whatever cause they may arise, from off the hands
by using soap and water. In nine cases out of ten this
will only serve to set the stains and lengthen the time of
their disappearance. Salt of lemons is the best thing to
use if you have it near you; if not, common salt. Use
either of these as you would common soap. If, after
this, the hands are not sufficiently white, wash them in
horse radish and milk.

2. The removal of walnut stains from the hands
may be accomplished simply by rubbing with slices of
apple or of pear, the cleansing power being due, it is
supposed, to the presence of the acid, which therefore
may, ;perhaps, be advantageously replaced by -citric
acid or lemon juice. If, however, the stains be at
once thoroughly washed in fresh water, without using
soap, they may be made to disappear almost entirely;
but soap is unadvisable, since its alkali acts as a mordant
and fixes the color.

To Avorp SurrocaTioN.—To avoid suffocation in a
house on fire, steep a handkerchief or towel in water and
tie it round the head, covering mouth and nostrils. In
that condition a person will be in a position to breathe
freely and walk in the densest smoke to be met with in a
burning building.

SweEPING HINTs.—In sweeping do not scrub your
broom into your carpet ‘as if you were sawing a pine
board, but sweep lightly and gently, and you will get the
dust together just as well, save making half the dust, be-
sides saving a great deal in the wear of the carpets.
Many housekeepers wonder why their carpets do not last
as well as their neighbor’s, which were put down at about
the same time, or why this carpet does not wear as well
as a previous one of the same kind, and the weaver gets
the blame, when nine times out of ten it is the sweeper
who is to blame. We don’t care how smart our help is
in other ways, if she digs her broom into the carpet in
that pitching, scrubbing way which so many do, we begin
to feel nervous, and wish the “help” was somewhere
else, for we know how soon the carpet will begin to show
it. Nothing in the world sooner spoils good pictures
than dust. It gets into the cracks and corners, where it
cannot be got out, so that we think it best to always
dampen the broom before sweeping. Some people wear
out the broom all on one side. Nothing is more sugges-
tive of carelessness than this. When sweeping, hold the
broom mnearly straight up and down, and brush rather
than sweep, being careful to keep the longest side next
the carpet. A broom kept straight will last three times
as long as one allowed to wear out all on one side. When
sweeping, take a teacupful of corn meal, moisten a little,
and sprinkle on the carpet before sweeping. It will all
sweep off, and will keep the dust from rising. It also
has the effect to scour the carpet and keep it perfectly

clean. When sweeping, dip your broom occasionally in
water, hot is best, and keep the dust from flying over
everything. Coarse salt sprinkled over the floor ocea-
sionally is said to keep the moths out of the carpet.
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FUR TRADE OF THE PACIFIC COAST.

(CONTINUED—TIII ).

pedition, explored the Columbia River, in 1792,
he ascended to a point a short distance above
the mouth of the Willamette, which he named
“Point Vancouver.” In 1821, the Northwest Company
established a post at that point, which became known as
“Fort Vancouver.” After the consolidation of the two
rivals, this was selected for a general headquarters for
the Pacific Coast trade, and was placed under the charge
of Dr. John McLoughlin, the chief factor of the Hud-
-son’s Bay Company in this region, subordinate agents
or ‘“factors,” having charge of the out-lying posts.
During the next decade the company extended its opera-
tions in all directions, from California, on the south, to
Alaska, on the north, and many new trading posts were
established in eligible localities. A branch headquar-
ters was established in the town of Yerba Buena (now
San Francisco), for the convenience of the trapping
brigades sent to California, and the company was repre-
sented there by W. G. Rey and J. Alexander Forbes,
the first English historian of California.

The operations of the Hudson’s Bay Company were
carried on in a most thorough and systematic manner.
The majority of its employees, or servants, were bound
by contract for a term of years, only a few experienced
trappers being engaged for transient periods. Fort
Vancouver was the hub upon which the entire system
turned. To it were brought all the furs collected at the
various interior posts, the Columbia River being the
chief artery of communication. At stated periods ves-
sels arrived from England with cargoes of woolen and
cotton cloth and garments, groceries, hardware, oils,
paints, ship stores, trinkets, etc., etc., which were un-
loaded there and distributed among the various posts in
the interior or along the coast, being transported by
small sailing vessels, boats and pack animals. The
ships returned to England with cargoes of furs. The
fort consisted of an enclosure seven hundred and fifty
feet long, by four hundred and fifty broad, surrounded
by a palisade twenty feet high, defended at each angle
by a bastion mounting two twelve-pound cannon.
area within contained forty strong, one-story buildings,
devoted respectively to offices, residence apartments, fur
warehouses, storehouses for goods, workshops for car-
penters, blacksmiths, coopers, wheelwrights, tinners,
saddlers, etc., school house, chapel and powder maga-
zine. In the center stood the chief factor’s residence,
a large, two-story house, containing the dining room and
public sitting room. All the clerks and officers, includ-
ing the chaplain and physician, dined together, the chief
factor presiding. The mechanics and other servants of
the company did not enjoy this privilege, but lived in a
separate village, without the enclosure, numbering about
sixty houses. Behind the fort, and on both sides along
the river bank, was a magnificent farm of three thou-
sand acres, divided into orchards, fields, gardens and

\VHEN Lieutenant Broughton, of Vancouver’s Ex-
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meadows, interspersed with dairy houses and servants’
cottages. A grist mill, saw mill and threshing mill
completed the more important details of the establish-
ment. An associate organization, known as the “ Puget
Sound Agricultural Company,” carried on quite exten-
sive farming operations on the Cowlitz and at Nesqual-
ly, with headquarters at Fort Steilacoom, on the Sound.
This company shipped the product of its farm to the
Sandwich Islands and the Russian posts in Alaska and
Kamtchatka, besides supplying the Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany.

At the various posts a regular trade was carried on
with the Indians, who brought in furs to barter for the
sundry articles of clothing and ornaments which struck
their eccentric fancy. Regular trapping parties of
about a hundred men scoured the country, trapping the
streams and trading with the native tribes living at
points remote from the company’s forts. These parties
consisted chiefly of the company’s servants, accompa-
nied by a few free trappers, the former employed on a
stated salary, and the latter receiving a certain price for
each beaver skin or other pelt captured. A few Indian
women, wives of the men, generally accompanied each
party or “brigade,” the whole being under the charge
of an officer of the company. It frequently happened
that a trapping party was compelled to go into winter
quarters in the mountains, but in such cases, whenever
possible, a detachment was sent back to headquarters
with the furs which had been collected, and to secure
needed reinforcements and supplies. In this manner,
gradually extending its operations, the great Hudson’s
Bay Company trapped and traded from California to
the Arctic, and from the Pacific Ocean to Hudson’s Bay.
One feature of its operations was the “ Montreal Ex-
press,” which maintained communication between Van-
couver and Montreal, passing once each way annually.
Almost the entire distance was traveled in canoes and
boats, the expressmen being none other than the famous
voyageurs who had been connected with the fur trade
in that capacity for several generations. They ascended
the Columbia almost to its source in the Rocky Moun-
tains of British Columbia, where they left their boats
and made a portage across the summit to the headwaters
of the Saskatchewan, down which they rowed to Lake
Winnipeg and the settlements on Red River. Thence,
by an almost continuous water route, they were enabled
to reach Montreal.

In their intercourse with the numerous tribes of the
vast region over which their operations extended, it was
imperatively necessary that some common language be
employed, since it was manifestly impossible for them
to learn this multitude of dialects, and equally imprac-
ticable to teach the Indians to speak English, especially
the more remote tribes with whom they came less fre-
quently in contact. This great want was filled by what
is known as the “ Chinook Jargon,” a conglomeration
of bad English, poor French and distorted Indian words.
It was but a vocabulary of nouns, verbs and adjectives,
possessing no grammar nor structural formation of any
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kind. The Chinook was not deliberately invented or
concocted by the Hudson’s Bay Company, as has been
often asserted, but was a growth, requiring many years
for its evolution to the stage in which the Oregon pio-
neers found it in the “forties.” The first traders at the
mouth of the Columbia, nearly twenty years before the
founding of Astoria, were English and American skip-
pers, as has been related in a previous article. In bar-
tering with the natives they naturally evolved a special
trade language, consisting of both English and Indian
words, the latter applying chiefly to articles with which
the natives were familiar, and the former to those which
were new to them, such as “musket.” The Indian
words, and English words mispronounced or combined
with Indian words, naturally predominated. After As-
toria was founded and became the headquarters of the
Northwest Company, this jargon rapidly increased in
size and flexibility, and was carried inland by the traders,
who found it mnch easier for the Indians to learn than
English. In the course of its evolution, a great many
French words were incorporated into it, as the majority
of the company’s servants were descendants of the
French settlers in Canada, and spoke a patois of the
language of their mother country, which, indeed, many
of those still living in the older Provinces of Canada, as
well as the halfbreed descendants of the voyageurs and
traders along the Red, Assiniboine and Saskatchewan
rivers, continue to do to the present day. The Indians,
among whom this trade language had its birth, were the
Chinooks, living on the north bank of the Columbia,
near its mouth. From this fact it is known as the
“ Chinook,” though, as has been stated, it is purely of a
composite nature, and is by no means the mother tongue
of the Chinook Indians. This jargon is spoken by
every Indian tribe throughout the whole region row
and formerly dominated by the Hudson’s Bay Company.
The early pioneers of this region became familiar with
the jargon, and even now frequently rattle it off as glib-
ly as a Greek professor his Anabasis. It is related of
the late Senator Nesmith, that while making a political
speech in the East, he dumbfounded his audience by
shouting in a dramatic manner a few disjointed frag-
ments of Chinook, receiving credit for having made an
extremely classic quotation from the Latin.

Soon after the consolidation of the two English com-
panies, American traders entered the field in competi-
tion with them. The base of these operations was St.
Louis, between which city and Santa Fé there existed a
large trade in furs, the latter being headquarters for
trappers in New Mexico, then a Province of Mexico.
The two leading organizations were the American Fur
Company, and the Rocky Mountain Fur Company. The
former had been founded by Mr. Astor, a third of a
century before, and now, under the management of
Ramsey Crooks, transferred its base of operations from
Mackinac to St. Louis. The latter was organized by
General William H. Ashley. There were many changes
of copartnership in these companies, and numerous pri-
vate fur enterprises, the details of which have little

interest, save to show how unsystematic was the Ameri-
can method of conducting the business, and how little
hope there was for them to successfully compete with
the great Hudson’s Bay Company. The most promi-
nent names in the list of American traders are John
Jacob Astor, Ramsey Crooks, W. H. Ashley, William
Sublette, Milton Sublette, Jedediah S. Smith, David
Jackson, Ewing Young, Major Pilcher, Captain B. L.
E. Bonneville, James Bridger, Robert Campbell, Thos.
Fitzpatrick, and Nathaniel J. Wyeth. These men were
proprietors of large enterprises. Second to them was a
host of trappers and hunters, those reckless and in-
trepid mountaineers, whose deeds have been often re-
corded in border tales, and have served as the inspira-
tion for hundreds of dime novels and tales in the sensa-
tional serial papers. Such names as Pegleg Smith, Joe
Walker, Joe and Stephen Meek, Kit Carson and Jim
Beckwith suggest the general character of them all.

The first invasion of the Columbia River region by
these Americans (except those early enterprises pre-
viously mentioned), was by Jedediah S. Smith, a part-
ner in the Rocky Mountain Fur Company, who crossed
the mountains to California in 1825, and again the fol-
lowing year, proceeding up the coast to Oregon in the
spring of 1828. His party was attacked by Indians near
the mouth of the Umpqua, and only Smith and two of
his men succeeded in escaping to Vancouver.* From
this time on the competition between the Americans and
the English company was intense, until, after some fif-
teen years, the latter, having driven the former from the
field, was itself compelled to withdraw north of the
forty-ninth parallel, which was, in 1846, agreed upon as
the boundary between the United States and Great
Britain’s possessions in America. The details of this
competition would be tedious, but not so a statement of
the distinctive features of the contest.

The chief difficulty in the pathway of American
traders, was a lack of unity of purpose and combination
of capital and effort. They were independent traders,
operating alone or in transient and shifting partner-
ships. Separately they had not sufficient capital to
carry on business in the systematic and comprehensive
manner in which the Hudson’s Bay Company operated.
The trade was not fostered for future advantage, since
none of them cared to build up a business for some one
else to enjoy. As each sought to make all the immedi-
ate profit possible, the competition among them was
ruinous to all, and in a few years the whole trade, so far
as the Americans were concerned, was destroyed. In
their conflict with the English monopoly they were at a
fatal disadvantage. One unsuccessful season with them
was often financially disastrous, while to the great cor-
poration, covering so vast a scope of country, dealing
with so many tribes of Indians, and handling such
varied classes of furs, such a thing as a completely un-
successful season was impossible. Gains in one section
compensated for losses in another. For this reason,

* It has been charged that this massacre was instigated by the Hudson’s
Bay Company, but the charge has little else than prejudice to rest upon.
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whenever'twolbrigadesfofftrappers met in competition for
the fur trade of a tribe of Indians, the Americans, ex-
cept in the few cases in which they succeeded in out-
witting their rivals, were forced to the wall. The En-
glish factor had full authority to use his discretion in
such cases, his only instructions being to erush his rival
at all hazards. He could give away every dollar’s worth
of goods, and receive the approval of his superiors, pro-
vided he defeated the rival trader by doing so. On the
contrary, the American, his entire fortune invested in
this one venture, could neither afford to give away his
goods, nor lose the opportunity to trade; for often it was
the only one of the season, and to miss it meant ruin.
The spectre of bankruptey shook its bony finger in his
face, and the vision of an angry and distrustful partner
rose up before him. The contest was too unequal to
admit of a doubt of the final result.

Candor compels the admission of other reasons for
the success of the Knglish and utter failure of the
Americans. These were the great difference in their
treatment of the natives, and in the character of the
men who composed the trapping brigades. The Ameri-
can trappers were, to a great extent, a class of wild,
reckless and unrestrainable men, many of them fngitives
from justice in the States.* With them might made
“right, and Indian fighting was one of their ciiief accom-
plishments. A state of perpetual hostility existed be-
tween them and the Blackfeet, Commanches, and other
warlike tribes, and the trapper was not always careful
to ascertain the state of an Indian’s “tum tum” (Chi-
nook for “heart”) before shooting him.f They cared
nothing for the interests of their employers, were in-
subordinate and quarrelsome, and the history of their
lives and adventures, written for the glorification of a
few of the most noted of them, convince us, that, as a
whole, they were not a desirable class of citizens.
Irving, in one of many passages of like tenor, speaks of
one phase of their character, as follows: “ The arrival of
the supplies gave the regular finish to the annual revel.
A grand outbreak of wild debauch ensued among the
mountaineers, “drinking, dancing, swaggering, quarrel-
ing and fighting. Alcohol, which, from its portable
qualities, containing the greatest quantity of fiery spirit
in the smallest compass, is the only liquor carried across
‘the mountains, is the inflammatory beverage at these ca-
rousals, and is dealt out to the trappers at four dollars a
pint.. When inflamed by this fiery beverage, they cut
all sorts of mad pranks and gambols, and sometimes
burn all their clothes in their drunken bravadoes. A
camp recovering from one of these riotous revels pre-
sents a serio-comic spectacle; black eyes, broken heads,
lack lustre visages.”

As has been said, the American method was by no
means systematic. The Rocky Mountains were their

* This is not to be taken too comprehensively, for there were many good
men among them, fome of whom became early pioneers of Oregon. Such men
were Joseph Gale, Dr. Newell, and others. For the character of some of the
mountaineers, the reader is reforred to the diary kept by P. L. Edwards, of the
expedition to California for cattle, in 1837.

T _See the pubhshed sdventures of Joe Meek, Jim Beckwith, and others,
as well as Irving’s ““ Bonneville.’

favorite trapping grounds. Fach company, when there
was more than one, organized several brigades of trap-
pers, sufficiently strong to protect themselves from hos-
tile Indians, and sent them out in various directions,
under the leadership of an interested partner or trusted
agent. Once a year these brigades assembled at an ap-
pointed rendezvous, generally on Green River, where
a settlement was made. There they met the partner
who was the connecting link between them and civiliza-
tion, such as it was, at St. Louis. He had come up with
a train of supplies and packs of goods for the Indian
trade, and turning these over to his partners, he loaded
his train with the accumulated furs, and conveyed them
to market at St. Louis.

Often, furs were sent down to Missouri in a nonde-
script boat, made of buffalo skins, a craft of eccentric
unreliability. With the supplies came a liberal quan-
tity of aleohol. Whisky was too bulky to carry, and as
the palates of the trappers and Indians were none too
refined, sour mash and bourbon were omitted from the
wine list. There was plenty of water at hand, and the
spirits could be easily diluted to any strength desirable,
but there were not a few who scorned to tamper with
good alcohol. Frequently two or three rival bands of
trappers assembled at the same rendezvous, and it was
not unseldom that a thousand white men and three or
four times that number of Indians were gathered in one
of these summer camps. The appearance of the train
from St. Louis was invariably followed by one of those
wild debauches described above by Irving, the greatest
excesses being committed by the “free trappers,” who
had been the longest in the business and had abandoned
all thought of any other existence than the wild and
untrammeled life of the mountains. These men worked
for themselves, receiving a stipulated price for all furs
taken by them. In return for a contract to sell all
furs to the company, they were allowed almost unlimit-
ed credit, which privilege they exercised as freely as it
was offered. Their heaviest expenditures were for spir-
its, horse, gun, traps, clothing and gaudy adornments of
every kind for the squaws, of whom each possessed at
least one, who temporarily occupied a high place in his
good graces. It not unfrequently happened that in a
few days their reckless excesses and heedless generosity
to their fair ones not only exhausted their balance
with the company, but ran up such an enormous bill of
credit that their labor for a year was pledged in advance.
When it is known that some of these men, when em-
ployed on a salary, received as high as two thousand
dollars a year, the full extent of their extravagance
will be understood. This is certainly an enormous sum
to expend in two or three weeks for spirits and gew-
gaws, even with the “drugstore profits” of the fur traders.
Many impositions* were practiced on the Indians, and
the men being irresponsible and without restraint, were
guilty of many acts of injustice. Their sale of spirits to
the Indians, and wanton intarference in their domestic

* buch for instauce, as the impious Joo Meek palming himself upon the
Nez Perces as a missionary.
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relations, were constant sources of trouble, and led
to serious demoralization among the natives. The In-
dians learned neither uprightness nor morality from
their contact with them, and had respect only for their
bravery.

The reverse was the case with the servants of the
Hudson’s Bay Company, chiefly half-breeds and de-
scendents of the French settlers of Canada—the officers
and factors were generally of Scotch nativity—who had
had been reared to the business, as had been their fath-
ers before them, and cheerfully submitted to the rigid
discipline maintained by the company. It was the com-
pany’s policy to avoid all trouble, and as a means to this
end its agents were forbidden to sell or give liquor
either to the Indians or its own servants when on an
on an expedition. It was by pandering to the aborigi-
nes’ proverbial weakness for “ firewater ” that the Amer-
icans occasionally defeated their opponents in competi-
tion for the trade of a tribe, supplying free spirits and
holding high carnival with their dusky guests; still, it
sometimes happened that after the noble red men had
been hilariously, even pugnaciously, drunk, for a week,
on American alcohol, they sobered up sufficiently to sell
their furs to the English trader, who could offer them a
greater quantity of goods in exchange, and left their
bibulous hosts to mourn. The company sought by jnst
and generous treatment to bind the Indians to them in
a community of interest, as well as to give them a whole-
some impression of its power by permitting no act of
bad faith or treachery to go unrebuked or unpunished.
By this means it obtained an influence among the tribes
covering a region a thousand miles square, which
amounted to almost the authority of government; and
this influence was sufficiently powerful to cause the
tribes of the Columbia and Snake rivers to refuse to
trade with Bonneville, Wyeth and other Americans, or
“Bostons,”* and even to decline selling them provisions
when in the greatest distress.

Under these conditions the American competition
became feebler every year. In 1835 the Rocky Moun-
tain and American companies combined, and a few years
later ceased operations as an organization. Numerous
small trapping parties then operated independently, and
the trappers roamed the mountains in squads of two and
three, trapping in partnership and selling their furs
wherever they could find a market, frequently to agents
of the English company. Gradually they abandoned
their old pursuit and settled in the valleys of Oregon,
California and other Western regions, and became the
nucleus of American settlements on the Pacific Coast.

Harry L. WELLSs.
( Continued).

* Just when the title * Bostons ”” was first bestowed upon Americans is
uncertain, but probably in 1832, when Wyeth undertook to trade with the In-
dians of the Willamette and Columbia. His party was from Boston, and they
were called ** Bostons " by the Indians to distinguish them from the English, or

‘“King George’s Men.” This distinction prevailed as long as the Hudson’s -

Bay Company remained in this region. It is still used, but signifies any white
man as distinguished from a soldier or a missionary. In Indian wars the In=
dians classify the troops as ‘‘ soldiers,” and the volunteersae *‘ Bostons.”

MISSOULA, MONTANA.

Missoula is the largest town in Northwestern Mon-
tana, and the most important point on the line of the
Northern Pacific between Helena and Spokane Falls.
It lies at the mouth of Hell Gate Canyon, a few miles
above the point where the Hell Gate and Bitter Root
rivers unite to form the Missoula, which, further north,
is known as “ Clarke’s Fork of the Columbia,” its prop-
er title. The town contains a number of good brick
buildings, a fine public school house, a large school and
hospital maintained by Sisters of the Catholic Church,
a hospital established by the Northern Pacific for its
employees, and quite extensive railroad improvements.
It has a population of about two thousand and is a thriv-
ing commercial point. Two weekly papers, the Missou-
lian and Times, are published there, emfoying a good
circulaton and occupying a high position in the press
of the Territory. Missoula is the seat of justice of Mis-
soula County, one of the largest in Montana. It con-
tains thirty thousand square miles, and possesses great
resources in timber, precious metals, and agricultural
and pastoral land. The Bitter Root and Coeur d’Alene
ranges, which occupy the western end of the County, as
well as the whole northern portion, are covered with a
dense growth of merchantable timber, which may be
said to be practically untouched, though millions of feet
of it have been cut for railroad construction, mining
timbers and general uses. There are numerous valleys
along the courses of the principal streams, varying in
length from fifty to one hundred miles, and in width
from one to ten miles. These contain thousands of fer-
tile acres open to settlement, where an industrious man
can soon make a home for himself and family. One of
these, in the midst of good timber, is Flathead Valley,
just north of a large lake of the same name, and one
hundred and twenty miles north of Missoula. The larg-
est body of agricultural land is Bitter Root Valley,
which is an almost level belt of land, from three to fif-
teen miles in width, extending along either side of Bit-
ter Root River to a distance of eighty miles above its
mouth. It has many settlers, several small towns,
school houses, churches and mills. General farming,
stock and sheep raising and fruit growing are carried on
with pronounced success. There are numerous good lo-
cations yet to be had in this valley, one of the most fer-
tile in Montana. A branch line will, no doubt, soon be
constructed from Missoula by the Northern Pacific,
which will not only render the Bitter Root Valley one of
the most prosperous and desirable valleys in the West,
but will add largely to the business and importance of
Missoula. In the region tributary to the town have been
discovered and located many valuable quartz lodes, and
mining is becoming an important industry. Timber and
water are to be had in abundance everywhere, and the
importance of these in a mining country can not be over-
estimated. Missoula lies in the midst of resources that
enable her to maintain a leading position in Western
Montana.
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THE METROPOLIS

OF

[HE PACTEIC NORTHWENT

A handsome pamphlet, giving eomplete information

about Portland and the country tributary to
it, has just been issued, and will be
sent, postage paid, on

receipt of

TWENTY-FIVE CENTS.

In addition to the information it contains, it
gives two general views of the city, and twenty-
three of Streets, Parks, Harbor, etc., etc., etc, and a
large 18x24 colored picture of the New High
School Building.

It is just what every Tourist and Emigrant ought

to have. Address

SAMU KL,

PORTLAND, OREGON.

1.

P. O. Drawer 3.

1\ ) in C nnfedemto Money sent for 25 c., or #50 for

Y 10 ¢. List showing premium paid f()r rare U.

S. coins, 10e. T. 8. (luno\ Jr., Anderson, 8. C.
for DR.SCOTT'S heauti-

AG[“]‘ WANTED £} 2852 Toraata:

Sample free to those becoming agents.
’\o nxl\ quick sales. Territory given.
Satisfaction guaranteed. Address

DR. SCOTT. SCOTT, 842 Broadway, NEW YORK.

LADIES

Bupcrﬂuous Hair is forever
removed by the application of

Partlculars Gnts " PILLA SOLVENE ”

“ANTI-CORPULENE PILLS” rapidly re-
duce Superﬂuoue FlLSh Panlculars 4 cents,
W 1lcox Specific Co., Phllndelphm. Pa.

NERVOUS
DEBILITATED MEN.

You are allowed a free trial of thirty dags of the use
of Dr. Dye’s Celebrated Voltaic Belt with Electric Sus.
pensory Appliances, for the speedy relief and per-
manent cure of Nervous Debility, loss of Vitality and
Manhood, and all kindred troubles. Also for many
other diseases. Complete restoration to Health, Vigor,
and Manhood guaranteed. No risk is incurred. Illu
trated pamphlet in sealed envelope maileqd free, b E
dressing VOLTAIC BEL'I‘ CO.. Marshall, ¥

OCH &SON’S

Celebrated I‘ahg.lgnﬂ(n'l aldg
sENT FHEE mer, lgBﬁ. ‘riaaély Mba‘}'ﬂl
10th, to any address. Illustrates and lists

every thing for Ladies’, Gents’, Childrens’
and Infants’ wear and Houqekeeplng

Goods, at Erlces lower than those of any

house in the United States. Complete
satisfaction guaranteed, or money re-
funded. H. C, F. KOCH & SON,
6th Ave. & :20th St., N. Y. City.

Purtlnd Steam Candy Manufactory.

ALISKY, BAUM & CO,, Proprietors,
French and American Candies and Coufectionery.

Retail department, 145 First st. Wholesale depart-
ment and factory, cor. E and Sixth, Portland, Or.

NEIMEYER

LEADING
ONIAVHAT

LA™\ QR

128 FIRST ST., UP STAIRS, Portland, Or.

WILLIAM BECK & SON,

Wholesale and Retail Dealers in
Sharp’s, Remington's, Ballard’s, Marlin and
Winchester Repeating Rifles,
Oolt's, Remington's, Parker's, Moore’s and
Baner's Double and Three Barrel
Breech-loading Shotguns.

Fishing Tackle of every description ard quality,
Leaders, Fly-Books, Baskets, Brsided and Ta sercd
0Oil Silk Lines, six-spliced Split Bamboo Rode,
Sturgeon Lines and Hooks of all kinds.

165 & 167 SECOND ST., PORTLAND, OR.

HOS. VARWIG, SANITARY PLUMBER, GAS
and Steam Fitter, No. 73 Washington street, be-
tween Third and; Fourth, Portland, Or.
Dealer in Lead and Iron Pipe, Copper Bath Tube,
ll:atest m1proved Water Closets, Marble Basirs, Rub-
r H
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THE LEADING BUSINESS FIRM

| 8. T. HAUSKER, President.
E. W. KNIGHT, Cashier.

Surplus and Profits, - -

FIRST NATIONAL BANK OF HELENA | UL 5 DEPOSITORY, HELENA, MONT.

PIONEER NATIONAL BANK OF MONTANA.
Designated Depository and Financial Agent of the United States.

Paid in Capital, - - - - - e -

S OF MONTANA.

AUTHORIZED CAPITAL
PAID-UP CAPITAL.. ...

MONTANA NATIONAL BANK,

A. 1. DAVLS, Vice-President.

.81, (1')0 000
T. H. KLEINSCHMIDT, Assistant Cashi er. 250,000

OFFI( ERS—C. A. Broadwater, President; A.
Clarke, Vice- Prtunlent E. blmrpv (Cashier;
S ‘E. Atkinson, Assistant Cashier,

DIKh( TORS—S. (. Asht vy, B. F. Potts, N. H.
V\ebnu-r H. Gans, H. F. (mlen 8. H. Crounse,
. W. Cannon. R. B. Harrison, A. H. Wilder.
Lf.fvr to the following stockholders: \ermtor

HSOO.UOO i]o]ml\?]wrmmz th‘l\(‘{m](;)r SbJ 13{ l (ﬁhl-
o an innesota: A Vilder, St. Pau on
- - - - - 300.000 ‘ W. (. DePauw, New Albany, Ind.

ey

HELENA 1RON WORKS.

= = ESTABLISHED 1867.

WEST MAIN ST., HELENA, MONT ANA,
B. H. TATEM, Proprietor.

Mining, Milling and General Machinery.
Iron Aml Brass (a as of every deserip-

Chilled Casting nf 1-w zeelled gquality.
Special Machinery Ordered from the Man-
ufacturers.
rgo’s Patent Stamp Guide,
Authracite, Bituminons and Blacksmith's
Coal Wholesale and Retail.

Largest hotel in Helena, Montar a. Entirely
new and first class in every respect. Rooms
single ard in suits. Charges moderate, Pri-
vate dining rooms for ladies.

A. Saxps, Denver, J. Saxps. New York,
, Helen . Saxps & Boxck, Batte, Mon.

SAN DS BROTHERS,
HELENA, MONTANA,
Wholesale and l’wtailﬂ Dealers in
+ Dry Goods, Carpets, Wall Papers, House Furnishing
(ro0ds, Ladies' & Children’s Cloaks & Suits, &e.

Orders by mail promptly and carefully filled.

R. S. HALE & CO,,
Whlesale and Refail - Druggists,

—AND DEALERS IN—

Assay Goods and Lubricating Olls,
MAIN STREET,

HELENA, MONTANA.

JNO. R. DREW. MATT CARROLL.

J. R. DREW & CO,,

Successors to Nick Millen,

DEALERS IN BOOTS AND SHOES,

SIGN OF THE BIG BOOT,

MAIN ST., HELENA, MONTANA.

ALBERT KLEINSCHMIDT COMMERCLAL COMPANY,

GRANITE BLOCK, HELENA.

Heaviest Importers in Montana of every grade of

GENERAL MERCHANDISE.

—OF THE—

PACIFIC NORTHWEST.

ASK YOUR DEALER FOR THEM.

They are the finest in the market, made by the |
Pioneer Landscape Photographer of ()wrum and are |
published in three sizes—Stereoscopic, B(mdmr DX8, |
and Imperial, 7x9. The Boudoir and Imperial are |
finished on dark mounts, with beveled gilt edge. i
The Stereoscopic is the pnpular size, 4x7. All views |
have names on them. Send for descriptive cata- |

logue to
¢ CRAWFORD BROS,

Alh.m) A ()regon

~ DAYION & HALL,

IMPORTERS

ELECTRICAL GOODS,

BATTERIES, BELLS, WIRE, &ec.
end for Illustrated Price List.
PORTLAND, OREGON.

The BUYERS’ GUIDE fa ' ) MMAR SCHOOL.
meraergss || I ST GUNL S

each year. B3~ 256 pages,
814 x111; inches,with over The eighth year under its present management
3,500 illustrations —a begins September 1. Boys of any age or degree of
Whole Picture Gallery. advancement admitted. Boys fitted for college or
GIVES Wholesale Prices husiness. Three Yale graduates among the teachers.
5 | Special instruction in penmanship, drawing, music
direct to consumers on all goods for and modern languages. Discipline strict. No bad
personal or family use. Tells how to boys admitted. For catalogue and circular, or any
order, and gives exact cost of every= | information, address J.W. H
thing you use, eat, drink, wear, or | . 0. Drawer 17, Portland. Or Head Master.
have fun with., These INVALUABLE i ﬂVLRY L‘\DY s(n("-

BOOKS contain information gleaned ;" ing me 95 cents in

from the markets of the world. We [ o 5T will mall the
will mail a copy FREE to any ad= | .P{‘?‘)}I’lése Soaret’ of
dress upon receipt of 10 cts. to defray | ironing and polishing
expense of mailing. Let us hear from | Shirts, Collars, Cuffs
you, Respectfully, | and Skirts, with mater-
1
|

1al enough to do up 4

MONTGOMERY WARD & CO. | doz. articles. Address
227 & 229 Wabash Avenue, Chicago, Il } Mrs. E. W. RAYMOND
o Coupeville, Island Coun ty, W. T.
i . [ Agent,s wan
N T JOERNSON,

Stock L.ruker, Wholesale Butcher and Packer, (‘ENTS WILL SECURE A COPY OF THE
and Dealer in all kinds of 10 OREGON Sl“ECTA’I‘OBE ﬁmbh.shed Feb 5,

Fresti aud Cured Mem’ an’ Hams and Lard. Address L. SAMUEL, Portland, Or

Special attention given to supplying ships. Stalls AGE"TS fz;emgne;ﬁ‘gecﬁggfzam& pecial
26, 27 and 28, Central Market, Porﬂamf Or. inducements.

EMPIRE COPYING CO., 38t Canal Street, M.¥.
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E. . Meugpdoriyer,

THE HATTER.
I5] FRONT STREST.

HIGGINS HOUSE, THE OCCIDENTAL,
Corner Wharf and Johnson Sts., Yictoria, B. C.
T T’KE PITHER Prom'lefor

Three-story Fireproof Brick Hotel.

$1, $1 %5 and $1.50 per da.y, according
to room.

THE COSMOPOLITAN HOTEL,

HELENA, MONTANA.

Only Fiest Class House at White Sulphur Springs, M. T. ®2*
JONAS HIGGINS. Proprietor.

CARLTON HOUSE,

OLYMPIA, W. T,
A. D. WHITNEY, Proprietor.

Is again under the personal management of Schwab
& Zimmerman, who haye made this house the most

DRIARD HOUSE.
It is centrally located, is first

ul Monta
The ONLY FIRST CLASS HOTEL,SF&ES ?x: g\]m 'Orxzes;r)‘gct and charges will alwaye be
In Victoria, B. C. Imoderat,e e shall be pl to see all our old

S —— friends, and invite the public in general to give the
REDON & HARTNAGEL, Props.

‘Cosmopolxtan a trial.

This house offers special attractions for fammes\
and tourists. It is located in the healthiest part of|
the city, and contains large, airy apartments in suits
|

mn%z,a;vhlle the table 1s unsurpassed by any hotel
ILLER & WEST

COMMISSIUN MERCHANTS

And Daughter,

Attorneys-
at-Law,

Mulkey's Build-
ing, Portland, O.

Particular_ at-
ntion is paid to
- collections, in-
cludm§ Govern-
ment claims.
| LANDS FOR SALE.—160 acres, with good new
|house and fine orchard, all under fence and greater

|part prairie. 115 acres ‘of the Jesse Applegate Dona-
Flour,DFeed Hay, Grain, Potatoes, Butter, Eggs, 3} /9ion Land Claim ; railroad runs right through the
Cheese, Dry and Fresh Fruits handle |land. 63 acres near the Jesse Applegate Donation

CRESCENT CREAMERY BU'I'I‘ER. glmm with ﬁ‘hOd miw lé(;use and 15 6gcres lil young

) LLE WEB Tuit trees. ese lands are situated near Yoncalla
4. 6. M1 i ~ FVIJJL *I.i T J‘Statlon in the Umpqua_Valley, Oregon, and have
leverlasting rlvulets running through them. To be
sold without nni **ifs or ands.” so 640 acres on
Goose Lake, Lake County, Or. Also garden and fruit
land, three miles southeast of East Portland, in
small tracts. For further partlmi'lare, call on or ad-

DOWE
Mulkey’s Building, Port.land Or.

BUTTERFIELD BROS,

|Watchmakers, Jewellers and Engravers to the trade.
Orders from the conncr&rpmmpﬂ.y attended to. 162%
First street. Portlan

COINS ¢

San Francisco, Cal.

111 FRONT S

HINGTON & STAR V.

Consignments solicited and returns
promptly made.

The Corbett Fireproof Livery, Hack & Feed Stables,
Corner Third and Madison Sts., Portland, Or.
MAGOON BROS., Props. Telephone No. 831.

s,?A p. book, lCc Egg lists,
reany 827 Brannan st. -

B F. DOWELL!JOHN MUIR, Traic X

| INO. 3. BYRNE Gen. Pass. and Ticket Agent.
|

o

Ureron Pacitie Ralroad.

Willamette Varey to San Fran-
cisco via Ya.quina..

Trai s leave Corvalhs. Tuesday, Thursday, Satur-
day, at 9:00 a. m.

Leave Yaquina, Monday, Wednesday, Friday, at
8:00 a. m.

The Fine A 1 Steanship YAQUINA,”

Bails from Yaquina, Sunday, April 4; Wednesday,
April 14; Sunday, April 25.

Sails from San Francisco, Friday, April 9; Tuesday,
April 2).

The company reserves the right to change sailing
days. Fares: Cabin, $14; Steerage, $7; freight at re-
duced and moderate rates. River Boats on the Wil-
lamette connect at Corvallis. Low fares and rates.

For further information, apply to

C. C. HOGUE,
A.G.F.&P. Agt Corvallis.

Oregon Railway and Navigation Company.

OCEAN ¢ DIVISION.
Between Portland and San Francisco.

From Portland—12 Mid. | From San Fran.—10 a. m.

State of Cal........Apr. 4 Columbia........... Apr. 8
(‘olumbia. .........Apr. 9Oregon.............. pr. 8
Oregon .. Apr. 14 Smte ot Cal iine sosi Apr. 13
State of Cal.. Apr. 19 Columbia...........Apr. 18
Columbia. .Apr. 24 Oregon ......... ..Apr. 23
Oregon .... r. 20 State of (‘.al ..Apr. 28
State of Cal......-- l\ ay 3 Columbia. . May 2

RAIL DIVISION.

Transfer steamer connecting wnh Atlantxc Express
leaves Ash street wharf, Portland, daily at 8 p. m.

Pacitic Exp. arrives at Portland daily at 10:30 a. m.

Main Line Passenger Trains run daily, connecting
at Wallula Junction for points on Northern Pacific
Railroad.

Through Sleeping Cars—Pullman Palace Drawin
Room Sleeping Cars between Portland and St. Pa

Emigrant Sleepers are run from Wallula Junction
to St. Paul. and from Huntington to Council Bluffs,
without change.

MIDDLE COLUMBIA RIVER DIVISION.

Daily, except Sunday. Boat leaves Portland for
Dalles at 7 a. m. Boat arrives at Portland from Dalles
at 5 p. m. Leaves Portland for Astoria at 6 a. m.

~ Leave = 5 g 3 o B
Portland S g | 83| &
for | F |8 2 “ 5 { 5 ] ¢
Astorm&Lowram a.m. a.m. |am|am fa.m.
Columbia.. ‘6(1)‘6(1) 600 600| 600600
Dayton, Or. 7(1)[ ...... 700 ...... R T
C°‘;f’;1'1"§j;;§leoolsoo 600600 [600.....

| General Offices, cor. Front and D Sts.

C. H. PRESCOTT, Manager.
Manager.
WELL, Ticket Agent, Portland.

The Royal Route,

OOMPOSED OF THE

Chicago, St Paul, Minneapolis and Omaha

—AND—

Chicago and Northwesters Railways,

| From 8t. Panl to Chicago, and running in close

connection with the

Northern Pacific Railway,

Is the best and most popular route with all classes
of travelers. No transfers, no delays, and the equip-
ment and track is the very best between 8t. Paul and
Chicago.

Try THE ROYAL ROUTE when you travel.

W. H. Mead, General Agent, Portland.

T. W. Teasdale, Gen. Pass. Agent, 8t. Paul.

A G[FT ple box of goods that ‘will put you in
the way of making more money at

once than anything else in America, Both sexes of

all ages can live at home and work in spare tlme, or

all the time. Capnal not required, e will start

Immense sure for those who start at once.
I e SON & CO. Portland, Maine,

Send 10 cents postage, and we will
mail you free a royal, valuable sam-
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JOHN CARSON,

Manufacturer & Dealer in Lumber of all kind
TACOMA, W. T.

ALSO SASH, DOORS, ETC.

S

F. S. CHADBOURNE & CO.,

Wholesale and Retail Dealers in

URNITURE

s VY,

K% s cvane

FIRST AND YAMHILL STREETS, PORTLAND, OREGON.

THE OLDEST RETAIL DRUG BUSINESS IN THE CITY. ESTABLISHED 1867.

S. G. SKIDMORE & CO.,

(CHARLES E. SITTON),

No. 151 First Street, between Morrison and Alder, Portland, Or.

; and Lung Diseases. Physicians’ Prescriptiohs and Private Recipes a pecm ty.

DRUGGISTS AND APOTHECARIES,

Manufacturers and Proprietors of Pectoral Balsam (Trade Mark re; stered) for Coughs, Colds, Throat

7
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‘Tnis aelightrul LITTIe WOTE Tpon Ouw
door gardening for ladies is full of
useful information for laying out
flower borders, ribbon beds and the

of 1 plants,
selection of seeds for the annuals and
weeding, plant-
lng out and pruning. The great satis-
faction of yard or tion is to
have it a success, that one’s labor and
care shall not be bestowed in vain.
Many things must either be earned
from our own, perhaps bitter, expe-
rience, or the experience of others
upon whom we can rely, and ladies
will find the suggestions given in
these pages such as they can put into
practical use.
TABLE OF CONTENTS.

CHAPTER 1. The Flower Garden—Its
Uses, etc. CHAPTER II. Construction
of Beds—Beds in Lawn, Ribbon Gard-
ening, Rockeries, Directions for
Massing Flowers, Diagrams for lay-
ing out Gardens. CHAPTER III. Annu-
als—Their Culture and Varieties, A
List of the Most Desirable for Ama~
teur Gardeners. CHAPTER IV. Peren-
nials — 1s — Theiz Tr
etc., Lists of Most Desirable Varieties.
CHAPTER V. Geraniums—Pelargoni-
ums—The Difference between the two
Plants, Their Culture and Varieties,
Double Geraniums, The Zonale Ger-
aniums, The Lilliputian Tribe, List of
Desirables and Noveltles, CHAPTER
VI. Bedding out Plants— Pansies,
Verbenas, Heliotropes, Feverfews,
etc. CHAPTER VIIL. The Fuschia, CHAP-
TER VIIL The Cultivation of the Rose.
CHAPTER IX. Ornamental Vines.
CHAPTER X. Ornamental Shrubs for
Garden and Lawn. CHAPTER XI. The
Carnation and Picotee Pinks. CHAP-
TER XI1. Herb Plants-F
Phloxes, Chrysanthemums, Delphi.
niums, and a Select List of desirable
Herbaceous Flowers. CHAPTER XIIL
Immortelles. or Everlasting Flowers
and Grasses— Acrolinfums, Globe
Amaranths, Helicrysums, Helipter-
fum BSanfordi, Rodanthes, Xeranthe-
mums—and & Belect List of Grasses,
annual and perennial. CHAPTE2 XIV
Ornamental Foliaged Plants—Coleus,
Achyranthus, Caladiums, SBilver Lea-
wed Plants, Cannas, etc.—Tri-colored
Geraniums, Gold and Bilver Edged.
CuapTER XV, Summer Flowering
‘bulbs—Japdn Lilies, Gladiolus, Dah-
lias, Vallota,etc. CRAPTER X V1. Spring
Flowering Bulbs—§nowdrops, Cro-
cuses, Hyacinths, Tulips, Daffodils,
J ils, Narc!ssus, Poly Nar-
cissus, Lilies of the Valley, etc. CHAP-
TEr XVIL Old Fashioned Flowers.
CaarTER XVIIL Vegetables and Hot-
beds. CHAPTER XIX. Arrangement
of Bouquets, Vases, etc.—Flowers in
Churches. CmipTER XX. General

ment of the Guden—'l‘he Soﬂ.
sel:c.g:n of ‘Weeding, Wi

ing, Planting out, Pruning, m—
Baving of Seodl. Preparing Pots, Tak-

up and Preserving Flowers in
anmr Bleer of F‘lowau Insects,
Cultivate the Beautiful everywhere,

of Mrs. Howitt, Let us Teach
our Children to Love Flowers rather
on.

Cloth bound, . . $L00
sentposttmonnodptot price.
Address

The West Shore, Portland, Oregon.

6. SHINDLER & CO.

SCHOOL DESKS OFFICE FURN'ITURE A SPECIALTY BEDDING
l 166 First st., through 200 feet to 167-169 Front st., next door St. Charles Hotel, Portland, Or.
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ARK LEVp~

. WHOLESALE .

"= AND GENERAL ~ o
ssion MERCHANT

122 FRONT ST., PORTLAND, OR.
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SAMUEL’S

nir of Portland.

Contains large panoramic and twenty-one

other views in and about Portland, finished in
the very highest style of the art. For sale by

W. B. AYER & CO,

93 FIRST ST., PORTLAND.
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