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Fare Reduced. 
COITIlnenclng Jail. 1st, th .. Nort,herll Pacifi(' 

UaiIJ'oad will reduce its local rates of fare in 
10lltana, Idaho and "\Vashillgtoll Terl'itory on 

ullits n~ai ll line and hranches to a unit'o)'rn ba-
8i~ of [) celltR pel' Inile. The manage ment con
siders that ill th e inte r ests of the people along 
the line, and in , 'iew of the incl'eased earnillgs 
and d e , 'elupluent of local travel, it can co n
sistently n~ak e t h e reduction to a 5-cent basis. 
The rf'duction is ahout 20 pel' cent. in ,"Tash
ington and 30 pel' cellt, in IdallO and l\lontana, 

THE OLD PLAN AND THE XEW. 
r From Ihe f;ew York Financial Rel,icw.] 

111 r, James F. Morse, Vice-President of the SECUR
ITY MUTUAL BENEFIT SOCIETY of New York, 233 
BroRdway, has recentiy placed insurance to the 
amount of Sltl(l,OC(I OU th£' Ii ves of Ex-Senator Arkell 
and his son, W. J, Arkell, proprietor of th e Albany 
r:'·""inf/ Journal. aud the Judr;e. ThiH in huran ce 
loa ' been placed in the above named amI other leHd
in~ compan i e~ doing btl ine~s on the a~seFsment 
plan. The aunl1al cost of carrrinf'( it will be le.s 
than a thousand dollars. In the old life or level 
premium companies tllfl COBt would be juur tll01l ,0-
find fire hundred dolla?·s. The Arkells are among 
the leading bUdin esA men of the country. anu their 
£'1I <iorBement of thiR ml'thod of lief' insnrance will 
carry weight in tht' husineRs community. 

TlI.E SECUUITY MUTUAL BENEFIT SOCIETY was or
gan ized in I ~ 1. anrl we learn that thf> CORt for af<SeSA
ment A to n member forty yea r~ of af'(e has bt'en les" 
t han five doUarR a year for each thou~und dollars of 
in8uran('l'. 

CONSUMPTION. 
I have 8 positive rem edy for the above disease ~ by tts use 

thousAnds of CH.ses of the worst khFi Rnd of l ong 8 andlng 
have hppn cn Trd. I nc1ePll. flO Rtrnn!!, l!'l my faith In Its efticacy 
tha.t I "'tll .Rend TWO BOTTLF.~ FHEE. to~ether with a Y AL· 
U A BI..E THEAT1SE 1111 t his rllseaA~. to :lily slIffer er. Gh~p e:::· 
pre.s & r. O. address. IHt. '1' . A. SLOCUM, IBII'earlSL N Y 

AGENTS WANTED! 
Relllunerati,"e E lllp1o),lllPUt" o11'et'ed e n ergetic 

all(1 ,'eliable lI1('n. Add "ess 

Security Mutual Benefit Society, 
2:13 UHO .. UHL.\ Y, l'\ E"- YORK. 

I START MEN 
OF SllIA LL illJ<: ANS ill the Ne""' I,wmliv. hUSlllCSS 

of "HOlliE PHO'l'OGRAPHY." 
B ytll(' r cccllt :.,:rci.ltJ l sCOVt:lY III ~llbstltulllI/-:' a DRY Gelntinp 

film fur WET Cnl lOlllon , the ellllre matenal IS IIOW prepan.'Ll 
III lafcf' P hoto. FactOries, anu SOLD R EA DY FOR USE. StnJl j;lf 
to Cartndcf>s for a Gun; Enahhne: ~I en or W llmt'll Wi th 
no expel'ience, to prodll ~ t" ~lIJlPno r Photos to what form
flrl\' reqlltred IUIl~ ,'cars ofdtffirllit practIce ; (" o~ttng-le~s thi'Hl 
50 cts. for one Soze" larec photos. Ihat ,ell for $4 to $6. 
Is pal'lIll( hl~ Wl lh other business in stores or s/lops, 
Uf at 110lUC, or from h01.tRe to /Louse. The novel t'urpri~(' uf a 
man wllh cnmplf'tA HpparaLm., nppe~lTin~ at the door ready to 
photo. an\'thlOe-. P('r~ons, Gronps. Hu d(1I 1le:~, or An mmls, 
fif"r'lrc~ prnfit rl hla orde rs 10 1I11V' nut of 1('11 home~ : Aflurds 
Steady Work and pa,', 300 per cellI. prnfil. 

Tu EARN F.ST applicant. (OIl<' COI'\' ) uf Pro(,fx., ,/lII,'t,'aled , 
Fnf:F.. Sample Ph ntos.] 0 r.ents. FRANKLIN Pt:TN AM, 
!H 'fr& Dea leri" Photo. Appnratu • . 483. 485 O,maISl. N.Y. 

WILLIAM BECK & SON, 
Wholesale and RetRil DealerB in 

Sharp's, Remington's, Ballard's. Marlin and 
Winchester Repeating R' ties, 

Oolt's, Remington's, Parker's, Moore's and 
Baner's Double and Three Barrel 

Breech-loading Shotguns, 

Fisbmg Tackle of every deFcription andguality 
Leaders, FIr-Books, Baskets, Brliidpd and Tapered 
Oil Silk Lmes, six-Bpliced I:)plit Bamboo Hods, 
Stu.rgeon Lines and Hooks of all kinds. 

165 & 167 SECOND "To, PORTY,AND , OR. 

THE WEST SHORE. 

HTORK FOR ALI.. $30.00 a week and expenses 
VV paid. Valuableonttitand particulars free. 

P . O. "VICKERY, Augusta, Maine. 
-------

PA~rENTs ,THOS. P. SIMPSON, Wash
, . mgto,n, D. C. No pay aBked 

for patent untIl obtamed. W l'lte for inventor's guide. 

SCAR/IE AND CURIOUS I have a peculiar kind of 
V - books man~' people would 

like to bave bnt don 't know where to get them. Cir
cularB 2cts. J. G. STAUFFEH, PalmyrM, IOu. 

SONGS 100 new and popular soogs sent free 
to all who ~efld 4 cents to p~y post
age. 100 pieces chOICe m URIC tl ets, 

Catalogue free. P. O. VICK:I£KY, Augu sta, Maine. 

BUTTERFIELD BROS., 
Watchmakers, Jewellers and Engravers to tbe trade. 
~~1r:t;~r ~~~~~~()r~romptly attended to. 162';' 

P I L E S lnsLantrelief. Final cure and never 
• returns. 1\ 0 i nuclicaey . 1\ either 

knife, purfCe, salve or suppository. Lh'cr, kidney 
and all bowel tl'oubles-eslwcially constipation-cur
ed 1ikem~ic. Suffcrcrswilllearnofn s impl e r PJlledy 

free, by addressing, J. H. HEEVE;;, 78lio.ssau St. , li, Y 

A BIG OFFER. T~~rltG¥~~<j.!~~fA~ 
1,000 Self-Operatin g Washing lIIachines. If 
yon waot one send us your nlime. P. O. and 
express office at once. The National Co., 

23 Dey St., N. Y. 

TROS. VARWIG. SANITARY PLUJIlBER, GAS 
and Steam Fitter, No. 73 Washington street, be

tween Third and Fourth, Portland Or. 
Dealer in Lead and Iron Pipe,J'Jopper Bath Tubs, 

latest improved Water Closets. ll'larble Basins, Rub
ber Ho~e. @ , 

I hen Q, g 18.I(~e"n flIp 8m Ir a 
time and then 11~\.\' e t hem return (Ll;ain, I in can a radical cure 
I ha"e made t he disease or FlTS. EPILEPSY or FALLIl'G 
SICK:"JESS a li fe,Ionl! study. Iwarrant my remedy to curo 
the worst cases. Becau'3e others hBve (RIled is no rea.son for 

~~;oJl~~~~C~}%~?I~fn~fiehle ~~'~~e~~~~nbi:.~rE~~~~:;l:~:'i-~s~ 
OlHee. It coc;tsyon T1 othln~ for a trinl, nno I will cnre you. 

Ati ore"'R n r. II . ( ; . l{OOT. 1~3 P('Rrl ~t .• K ~w Y ork. 

A. H. JOHNSON, 
Stock Broker, Wholesale Butcher and Packer, 

and Dealer in all kinds of 

Fresh and Cured Meats, Bacon, Hams and Lar~ 
2il~~7e~aJ ~~Ce~~aJ~{aer'k!~. P~it1~~d~ l~.ps. Stalle 

RING T O HORSE OWN ERS , 

BONE A new discovery which we warrant 
to cure a ny caRe of Bing Bone or Spa

AND yin or we will refund moo er. Price, 
:1'1 per box, prt'paid b)' us to any part SP A VIN of the U. 8. o r Canada. Addres,. D. 
S, P EaK, P enn YRn . YateR Co .. N. Y. CURE Heference:-i\liller &; Beebe's Sub-

___ ' __ ,,_c_ri..:.p_t_ioo Agency, Penn Yan. N. Y. 

SCRIBNER'S ~1AGAZINE, 
]' l"BLISHED l\IOXTHLY 

WITH ILLUSTRATIONS. 
-- -

FIRST NUMBER READY DEC, 15. 
Scribner's Magazin e will be in the widest sense a 

magazine of general literature, and each numher will 
be fully illustrated. 

80mfl of the most notable papers to appear during 
the firRt year are a series of Unpnblished LetterF of 
'l'backera~ of very great autobiographical value; ex
Mini ster K B. Washburne's Hemini"cences of the 
Siege and Commune of Paris ; Glimpses at the Diari es 
of Gonvenenr Morris, Minister to .Frallce at the close 
of the last century, lZiving descriptions of socialhfe 
and characters at the time;, a collection of contempo
rary letters describing EarlY New York and New En
gland Society. 

TherE' iR much excellent fiction, including a ~ertal 
hy Harold Frederic; stories extending through sev
eral numbers by H. ('. Bunner, J. 8. of Dale. and 
otherF; and short stories by R. L. Stevenson, Joel 
Cbandler HarriB, T. A. Janvier, lI1iss J ewett, Oct.ave 
Thanet, R. R. Boyesen, lI1iss Crosby, and a host of 
others. 

Notable special papers are General F . A. Walker's 
on Social ism : Dr. William H~~'es Ward's on Babylo
nian C~'linde rb; Mr. John C. Hopes' on the Portraits 
of (';usar; Captain Greene'A on Coast Defen se, etc. 

Scribner's Magazinp will be published at S:3.00 a 
year, or 25 cents a copy. Subscriptions may be 
sellt to Rny newsdealer or bookseller, or to 

OHARLES SORIBNER'S SONS, Publishers. 
7-l-!\);n'd 74 :> Hronilway, Np"" York, 

LAD:J: El S! 
"PILLA SOLVrNE" ~~wn Hai~~~';,"~ 
1y .tissolves SUPEftFLUOUS 'in:±l, r oot and 
branch~ in five minutes, without pa.in discolor
ation or injury. Send 6e. (atam.r.s) for sca.ied p3tticD
lars. Wilcox Specific Co .• Philadelphia, Pa. 

Portland Steam Candy Manufactory. 
ALISKY, BAUM & CO. , Proprietors, 

MANUFAOTURERS OF 

French and American Candies and ConfectionerY. 
Betail department. 145 First st. Wbolesale depa~t

ment and factory, cor. E and Sixth, Portland, Or. 

\VOODBURN NURSERY. 
Fruit, Shade, Ornamental aDd Nut Trees, 

.... ines and Shrubbery. 

Largest Stock on the Northwestern Coast 

Apple Trees, ::;" to ::;10 per 100. Pear, Peach And 
('hern', $12 to S16 per 1W. Plum and Prune, "S to 
SU per hundred. H eavy di "count on U XX' lot ~ . Send 
for catalogue. J .. 1-1. SETTLI-;l\1JEU, 

\ Yoo<lburn, 0 ... 

aODAYS'TRIAL 
DR. 

WEI.! 
BEfORE - AND - AFTER 

Electric App liances are sent on 30 Days' 1 ri al. 
TO MEN ONLY, YOUNG OR OLD, 
~o are su ffering from NERVOUS DEBILITY, 
l'f LOST '~IT.ALITY . L .'LCK OF KERYR FORCE AND 

YIGOR. '\'ASTIXG \ \'EAKSESSES, nnd all those diseases 
of n PEP.30XAL NATt:RE resulting- from Ant:SES nnd 
OTl-lER CAt,"SES. Speedy r elief a n d complet e r esto
ration of HEALTH , \"IGonand MANHOOD GUARAKTEED. 
The grandest discove ry ot the Kineteenth Century. 
Send at once for Illustra ted Pamphlet free. Addnlss 

,OLTAIC IIELT CD. , MARSHALL , MICH. 

After Forty years' 
experience in the 
prepnration of more 
than One Hundred 

~eolf:i~d a~r~ \~~ ti~:d i'?~r~i~t::r;,,;u ~~ 
tries, the publi shers of the Rci entific 
American conti nue to nct a!\ sf)licllors 
for patents, cl\.vel\ts, trade-mnrks. copy
rights. etc., for the Unite d ~late8. and 

to ohtain patents in Canada, Ens"'nd. :Fran ce, 
Germany, aod 8,11 other countries . Their experi
ence is unequaled and their facilities are un8ur
passed. 

Drawings and specifications prepl>red nnd filed 
in the Patent Office on short n otice . Tenns very 
rea.eonal?le. No cha.rge for e xn. .. linal ion of models 
or drnT'llDgs, Advice by mllil free . 

Patent' obt"in en through Mu nn&Co,arsnoticed 
Inthe SCIENTIFIC AnIERICAN, which bas 
the largest circulat.ion and is the mos t int1uential 
newspnper of its kind published in the world, 
The advantages of such a notice every patentee 
understands. 

is ~~~I::h~~ a,~jEIft~ ~iui~:&~~,~~;:s.1':Ji~ 
admitted tv b e the best paper devoted to sc ience. 
Dlecbanics. inventions, engineering works. and 
other departments of industrial progress, pub
liaoed in any country. It cont.ains the name! of 

:~lcf,a;:~et~.e.T;'yd Ut~~~~ e~eo~ih:e;~~o::n~"~~lt:~ 
Sold by all newsdeal ers. 

If you have a n invention to patent write to 
Munn &; 00., ~uhli.hers of Soientifio Amerioa.n, 
361 Brolldway, New York. 

Handbook about patents mailed rr-

• 



For~ tMIODleia- thepapen . NiohollMl. 
Do fOU 00, .. &bout it-how trOOd itia"h w cl~ a~d 
pUl'eand helpful? If there are 1 boJ8 or I{lrls ill 
10m ho Will J'OIl not tr7 a number. or try It for. a 
year, and _ if it isn't jut the element you need ill 
YOUl' household? The London Time. has said: .. We 
ha~ nothinp; like it on this side." Here are some of 
the leading features of 

ST. NICHOLAS 
FOR 1886-87. 

Btories by Louisa M. Alcott and Frank R. Stockton 
_era! by each author. 

A abort serial story by Mrs. Burnett, whose chann
ing .. Little Lord Fauntleroy" has been a great fea
ture in the past year of St. Nicholas. 

W at' Stories for Buys and Gir~s. Gf,ln. BI,ldeau, chief
of-sgrlf, biographer, and confidentIal frIend of Gen
eral Grant and one of the ablest and most popular 
military writers. will coutribute a number of papers, 
d escribing in clear .aI).d vivid style s.ome of the leat,l
ing battles of the CIvil war. Tbey will be pano~mlc 
d8@Clriptions of single .contests !:Ir short campaIgns, 
pre nting a sort of hterary pIcture gallery of the 
grand and heroic contests in which the parents of 
many a boy and girl of to-day took part. . 

The Serial Stories include "Juan and Juamta," an 
admirably written story of Mexican life. by Frances 
Courtenay Baylor. author of "On BotlI Bides;" also, 
.. Jenny's Boarding House," by James Otis, a story of 
life in a great city. . . . 

Short articles, instructive and entertaining, will 
abound. Among these are: .. How a Great Panorama 
is Made" l>¥ Theodore R. Davis, with profuse illus
trations'· "Winning a C-<>mmission" (Naval Academy), 
and .. &collections of the Naval Academy;" .. Bor
ing for Oil" and" Among the Gas Wells," with a 
number of striking pictures; .. Child-B~etches from 
George Eliot," by Julia Magruder; ., VIctor Hngo's 
Tales to his Grandchildren." recounted by Brander 
Matthews; .. Hist?ric ~irls." by E. S. Brooks. Alf!o 
interestin.g contrIbutions from Nora Perry, Harnet 
Pregcott Spofford~ Joaqu.in Mille!" H. H. B~yesen, 
Washington Gladuen, Alice Wellmgton Rollins, J. 
T. Trowbridge. Lient. Frederick Schwatka, Noah 
Brooks. Grace Denio Litchfield, Rose Hawthorne La
throp, Mrs. B. M. B. Piatt, Mary Mapes Dodge, and 
many others. etc., etc. . 

The subscription price of ST NICHOLAS 1.8 $3.00 a 
year 25 cents a number. Subscriptions are r eceived 
by ~k8el/,ers and new,dealers everywhere, or I)y the 
publl.8hers. New volume begins with the Nove mber 
number. Send for our beautifully illustrated cata-
10.7ue (free) containIng full prospectus, etc., etc. 

THE CENTURY CO., New York. 

THE CENTURY 
FOR 1886-87. 

The Century is an illustrated monthly magazine. 
having a regular circulation of. about two hun~red 
thnusand copies, often reaching and sometimes 
exceeding two hundred and t'Yenty-five thousB!ld. 
Chief among its many attrac~IOns ~or the com~Hg 
ye"r is a serial which .has ~en In actIve preparation 
for sixteen years. It IS a hIStory of o~r own country 
in its most criti('.al time, as set forth 10 

THE LIFE OF LINCOLN, 
By his Confidential Secreta-ries, John 

G. Nicolay and Col. John Hay. 
This great work, begun with the sanction of l;'resi

dent Lincoln. and continued ~nder ~e auth9ntyof 
his son, the Hon. Robert T. Lin,?oln, IS the only f~ll 
and authoritative rpcord of the lIfe?f Abraham Lil?
coIn. Its authors were friends of Lmcoln bef<?re hiB 
election to the presidency; they were mO!'t mtlmat&
ly associated with him as private secretarIes through
out his term of office, and t~ the!D were transferred, 
upon Lincoln's death, all his private P!lllers. Here 
will be told the inside histol'l; c:>f thE! ClVlJ war, and 
of Pre:;ident Lincoln's admlDlstratIOn-Important 
details of which have hitherto remained ~re~ealed, 
that they might first appear ill thlR authentic history. 
By reason of the publication of this work, 

THE WAR SERIES, 
Which has been followed with unflagging interest by 
R great aurlience. will occuP.y less spacf,l during the 
coming year. Gettysburg Will be descnbed by Gen. 
Hunt. Chief of the Union Artillery, Gen. Longstreet, 
Gen. E. l\L Law, and others; Chickamauga, by Gen. 
D H. Hill; Sherman's March to the Baa, by Generals 
H~wRrd and Slocum. Generals Q. A. Gillmore. Wm. 
F. Smith. John Gibbon, Horace Porter and John S. 
Mosby will describe special battJ.es BI!d incidents. 
Stories of naval engagements. pnson life, etc., etc., 
will appear. 

NOVELS AND STORIES. 
.. The Hundredth Man." a llPvel by Frank R. Stoc

ton . author of " The Lady or the Tiger?" etc., begins 
in November. Two novelettes by George W. Cable, 
stories by Mary Hallock Foote. "Uncle Remus," Ju-
lian Hawthorne, Edward Eggleston, and other prom
lDlIIlt American authors, will be printed during the 
78&r. 

SPECIAL FEATURES 
(With illustrations) include a series of articles on 
affairs in RUBBia and Siberia. by George Kennan , au-

• 

THE WEST SHORE. 

thor of .. T t Life in Siberia." who has ~u8t returned 
fro a 4m!D.tful visit to Siberian prIsons; papers 
on the Food Question, witlI reference to its beariug 
on the labor problem; English Cathedrals; Dr. Eg
gleston's Religious Life in the AmerIcan Colonies; 
Men and Women of Queen Anne's Reign, by Mrs. oli
phant; Clairvoyance, Spiritualism. Astrology, etc., 
by the Rev. J. M. Buckley, D.D., editor of the Chris
tian Advocate

b
' astronomical papers; articles throw

ing light on bi Ie history, etc. 

PRICES. A FREE COPY. 
Subscription price, $4.00 a year, 81i cents a number. 

Dealers, postmasters and the publishers take sub
scriptions. Send for . our beantifully illustrated U
page catalogne (free), contaming full prospectus, 
etc., including a special offer by which new readers 
can get back numbers to the beginning of the War 
Series at a very low price. A specimen COllY (back 
number) will be sent on request. Mention thIS paper. 

Can IlOU afford to be without The Century? 

THE CENTURY CO., New York. 

1887. 

HARPER'S MAGAZINE. 
ILLUSTRATED. 

Harper's Magazine duriug 1887 will con.tain a novel 
of intense political, social, and romantic illterest, en
titled "Narka"-a story of Russian life-by Kathleen 
O'Mera; a new novel, entitled" April Hopes," by W. 
D. Howells: "Southern Sketches," by Charles Dud
ley Warner and Rebecca Harding Davis, ill1:lstrated 
by William Hamilton Gibson; "Great AmerICan In
dustries "-continued; "Social Studies," by Dr. R. T. 
Ely; further articles on the Railway Problem by com
petent writers; new seriS'! of illustrations by E. A. 
Abbey and Alfred Parsons; articles by E. P. Roe; and 
other attractions. 

HARPER'S PERIODIOALS, 
Per Year: 

HARPER'S MAGAZINE ........... .... .......... $4.00 
HARPER'S WEEKLy . ........ .. .... .... .... .... 4.00 
HARPER'S HAZAR.... .. . . .. .... .. .. .... .... .... 4.00 
HARPER'S YOUNG PEOPLE .......... . ....... 2.00 
HARPER'S FRANKLIN SQUARE LIBRARY, 

One Year [52 numbers] .. . . .. . ..... .......... 1C.00 
HARPER'S HANDY SERIES, One Year [52 

numbers] .. .. . . .. .. .. .. . . .... .. . . .. . . .. .. .... 15.00 

Postage Free to all subscribers in lhe United States 
or Canada. 

The volumes of the Magazine begin with the num
bers for June and December of each year. When no 
time is specified, subscriptions will begin with the 
number current at time of receipt of order. 

Bound volumes of Harper's Magazine for three 
years back, in neat cloth binding, will be sent by 
mail, postpaid. on receipt of $;\.00 per volume. Cloth 
cases, for binding, 50 cents each-by mail, postpaid. 

Index to Hart>f,lr's Magazine, Alphabetical, An8~yt
ical, and Classlfied. for volumes 1 to 70, mcluslve, 
from June, 1850. to June, 1885, one vol., 8vo, cloth, :£4. 

Remittances should be made by post office money 
order or draft, to avoid chance of loss. 

Newspapers are not to copy this advertisement with
out the express order of Harper &: Brothers. 

Address HARPER & BROTHERS, New York. 

1887. 

HARPER'S WEEKLY. 
ILLUSTRATED. 

H~rper's Weekly maintaiI)s its position as t~e lead
ing illustrated newspaper III America; and Its hold 
upon public esteem and confidence was never strong
er than at the present time. Besides the pictures, 
Harper's Weekly always contains installments of one, 
occasionally of two, of the best novels of the day, 
finely illustrated. with short stories, poems. sketches 
anrl papers on iml2..ortant current topics by the most 
popular writers. The care that haR been succeBBfully 
exercised in the past to make Harper's Weekly a safe 
and welcome viSItor to every household will not be r~ 
laxed in the future. 

HARPER'S PERIODIOALS. 
Per Year: 

HABPER'S WEEKLY .. . ....... ............ .... $4.00 
HARPER'S MAGAZINE..... .. . . . ... .... .... ... 4.00 
HARPER'S BAZAR . . .. .... ............ ........ 4.00 
HARPER'S YOUNG PEOPLE . ................. 2,00 
HARPER'S FRANKLIN SQUARE LIBRARY, 

One Year [52 numbers). ................ . .... 10.00 
HARPER'S HANDY SERIES, One Year [52 

numbers] . ............. . ... ..... ............. 15.00 

Postage Free to all subscribers in the United States 
or Canada. 

The volumes of the Weekly begin with th!l fi1'!'t 
number for January of each year. When no tIme 18 

mentioned, snbecriptions will begin with the number 
current at tinIe of receipt of order. 

Bound volumes of Harper's Weekly for three years 
back, in neat cloth binding, will be sent by mail, 
postage paid, or by expressl free of expense [provided 
the freight does not exoeea one dollar per volume], 
for $7.00 per volume. 

Cloth cases for each volume, suitable for binding, 
will be eent by mail, postpaid, on receipt of $1 each, 

Remittances should be made by post office money 
order or draft, to avoid chance of loss. 

Newspapers are not to CoP1l this advertiseme·~t with
out the express order of Harper &: Brothers. 

Addreas HARPER & BROTHERS, New York. 

1887. 

HARPER'S BAZAR, 
ILLUSTRATED, 

Harper's Bazar combines the ohoicest literature 
and the finest art illustrations with the latest fash
ions and the most useful family reading. Its stories, 
poems and essays are by the best writers, and its hu
morous sketches are unsurpassed. Its papers on 80-
ci .. l etiquette, decorative art, housekeeping in all its 
branches. cookery,- etc., make it indispensable in 
every household. J.ts beautiful fashion plates and 
pattern sheet supplements enable ladies to save many 
times the cost of subscrilltion, by beintt their own 
dressmakers. Not a line IS admitted to Its columns 
that could shock the most fastidious taste. 

HARPER'S PERIODIOALB. 
Per Year: 

HARPER'S BAZAR ........................... .. $4.00 
HARPER'S MAGAZINE ........... ....... ...... 4.00 
HARPER'S WEEKLY . .... .. .. .. .... .. .. .. .. .... 4.00 
HARPER'S YOUNG PEOPLE ................. 2.00 
HARPER'S FRANKLIN SQUARE LIBRARY, 

One Year [52 numbers]. ..... . .. . ............ 10.00 
HARPER'S HANDY SERIES, One Year [52 

numbers] .......................... .. ....... . 15.09 

Postage Free to allll'Ub.criber. in the United States 
or Canada, 

The volumes of the Bazar begiIl with the first num· 
ber for Januarr of each year. When no time is men
tioned., subscnptions will begin with the number 
current at tiI.ne of receipt of order. 

Bound volnmes of Harper's Bazar for three years 
back, in neat cloth binding, will be sent by mail. 
postage paid, or by express\ free of expense [provided 
the freight does not exceea one dollar per volume]. 
for $7.00 per volume. 

Cloth cases for each volume, snitable for binding, 
will be sent by mail, postpaid, on receipt of $1 each. 

Remittances should be made by pose office money 
order or draft, to avoid chance of loss. 

Newspaper. are not to copy this advertisement with
out the express order of Harper &: Brothers. 

Address HARPER & BROTHERS, New York. 

1887. 

HARPER'S YOUNG PEOPLE, 
An Illustrated Weekly. 

Harper's Yonn~ People has been called" the model 
of what a periodIcal for young readers onght to be," 
and the justice of this com.mel!dation is. amply sus
tained by the large CIrculation It has attamed ooth at 
home and in Great Britain. This success has been 
reached by methods that must commend themselves 
to the ju~ment of parents, no less tlIan to the 
tastes of children-namely, by an earnest and well 
sustained effort to provide the best and most attrac
tive reading for YOJ?-Ilg people at a low I!rice. Th~ il
lustrations are COPIOUS and of a conspICuously hIgh 
standard of excellence. 

An epitome of llver}'thing that is attractive and de
lightful in juvenile literatnre.-Boston Courier. 

A weekly feast of good things to the boys and girls 
in every family which it visits.-Brookllln Union. 

It is wonderful in its wealth of pictures, informa
tion, and interest.-Christian Advocate, N. Y. 

TERMS, Postage Pt.epaid, $2.00 per year. 

Vol. VIII Connnences NlYOOmber 2, 1886. 

Single nnmbers, Five Cents each. 
Remittances should be made by post office money 

order or draft, to avoid chance of loss. 

Newspapers are not to copy this advertisement with
out the exp"ess order of Harper &: B,·others. 

Addrese HARPER & BROTHERS. New York, 



THE WEST SHORE. 

Frank Brothers' Implement Co., 
1875. FARM AND MILL MACHINERY. 1887. 

Largest line Fine Buggies and Car
riages on the North Pa-

cific Coast. . . 

Write for our 1887 Catalogue. Address 

Frank Brothers' Implement Co., 
68 and 70 Front Street, 

POR'l'LAND, OREGON. 

Walter A. Wood's Mowers, Reapers and 
Twine Binders, 

Thomas Sulky Wheel Rakes, 
Hodge's Improved Headers, 
Gaar, Scott & Co's Threshers, Enginefl, etc., 
LaBelle and Rushford Farm Wagons, 
Rock Island Gang, Sulky and Walking 

Plows, 
Randall Pulverizing Harrows, 
Havana Press Drills, 
McSherry Drills and Seeders, 
Pacific Broad0ast Seeders, 
Bennet Bob Sleighs, Cutters, etc. 

Corbitt & Macleay, 

SAN FRANCISCO, CAL., AND PORTLAND, OR., 

COMMISSION MERCHANTS. 

---...... ~--

Importers and Exporters of Oregon Produce. 



I 
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THE WEST SHORE. 

PARKE & LACY, 

MACHINE DEPOT, 
No.8 North Front St, 

PORTLAND, - OREGON. 

Agents for Ingersoll's RocK Drills ana COIDDressors1 
ALSO WESTINGHOUSE AUTOMATIC ENGINES. 

Hoisting Engines, Boilers, Pumps, Wire Rope, Rock Breakers, Cornish Rolls, Car 
Trucks, T Rails, Batteries, J essops Steel, Iron Pipe and Fittings, L UBRI

CATING OILS, etc., etc., etc. Smelters, Mills and Concentration 
Plants, Wood Working Machinery and Machinists' Tools. 

THE PORTLAND REDUCTION WORKS, 
INOORPORATED. AUGUST 17. 1886. - --...... --.. --

President, - - - - - W. S. LADD, I Treasurer, - - - - - JAMES STEEL, 

Vice President, - - - - W. A. JONES, I Secretary, - - - - - J. M. ARTHUR. ---.. ---.. _ .. --

Ores of all kinds received, sam
pled and treated. 

,. . . 
Rates for Treatment are moderate, and returns are based upon 

NEW YORK VALUES OF LEAD AND SILVER. 
.. . .. 

Ores in lots of not less than one hundred pounds, and upon which freight to the 
works is prepaid, will be 

SAMPLED AND ASSAYED FREE OF CHARGE. 



THE WEST SHORE 

Mitchell & Lewis Co., 
LIMITED. 

l\lanufa.cturers of and Dealers in 

Fine Carriages, Buggies, 
Phmtons, Road Oarts, Sleighs, Etc. 

Send for Oa.talogue and Price List Free. 

i88 to 194 Front St., PORTLAND, OREGON. 

PLEASING TO THE PALATE. 
and Death to a Oough! 

GREEN'S 
LUNG RESTORER, SANTA b.BIE, 

THE KING OF CONSUl\IPTION. 

The Original and only Genuine scientific compound of Abietine 
Gum and Yerba Santa, for Coughs, Colds. Lung 

and Bronchial Troubles, Etc. 

BETTER THAN GOLD! 
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. None genuine unless the ,",ords .. Lung 

Redtorer." .• SANT.~ ABlE." are on tbe labels of each 
bottle. Not a secret compound. For sale by lUI 

druggists, Wholesale and Retail. 

PREP ARED ONLY BY THE 

ABIETINE MEDIOAL CO. 
Oroville, Butte Co .• Cal., U. S. A. 

Owners of the only Abietine Grove and Distillery il.. the world. 

nrSEND FOR CIRCULARS. 

C. E. DEAL. 

Ask for Santa Abie and Catarrh ( ·UI· ... 

CAT-R-CURE! 
GUARANTEEO A POSITIVE ( "r;UE 

for Catarrh, Cold in the Head. Hay F ever, 
Rose Cold, CAtarrhal Deafness and Sore Eyes, 
Restore~ the Sense of Taste and Smell, Re
move" Bad Taste and Unpleasant Breath re
sulting from Catarrh. Easy and pleasant to 
u&e. Follow directions and a cure is war
ranted. Price, $1.00 per box. $1.10 by mail. 
For Sale by all druggists. 

SNELL. HEITSHU &:; WOODARD, 
Wholesale Agents, Portland, Oregon. 

J. C. O'REILLY. Sole Agents for the Pacific Northwest, for Trojan But
ton Fastener Co., Bon-Ton POlish, Ladies' 

French Polish. DEAL & O'REILLY, 
HERBERT BRADLEY & CO., 

IMPORTERS OF 

Shoe Store Supplies, Shoe Brushes, Dressin[s, 
BLAOKINGS, ETO .• 

LEATHER AND FINDINGS. 
M"nufacturers of Boots, Shoes and Gaiter Uppers, SUppers, etc. 

No. 73 Front St., PORTLAND, OREGON. 

Wholesale and Retail Dealers in 

STOVES AND TINWARE, 
And Manufacturers of Tin, Copper and Sheet Iron Ware. 

Grand Gold Medal awarded at the Portland Mechanics' 
Fair for best Stoves and Ranges. 

Plumbing and Gas Fitting. Metal Roofing and General 
Jobbing. All Work Guaranteed. 

N. E. Cor Second and Yamh ill Sts., PORTLAN D, OR. 

MESTON & DYGERT, 

· Book Binaers ana Pa~er .Rulers. 
Magazines, JY.I u:::;ic, E tc., Bound 

in any style desired. 

112 and 114 Front Street, 
PORTLAND, OREGON. 

KELL Y. DUNNE & 00 .. 
Manufacturers, Importers and Dealers in 

PAIN TS, OILS, GLASS, VARNISHES AND 
BRUSHES, 

42 Front St., PORTLAND, OR. 
Agents ior Berry Bros' Varnishes, Detroit, Mich .. 

John W. Masury &; Sons' Colors New York and Chi
caso, Skidegate Oil CoO's Oils, Victoria, B. C. Pro
pnetora ofPhrenixOil Works. 
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B C ' C rts d V I ',1 , F 11 ki d I Four Spring, Platform. HIIH Platfor1ll "l'hree-~pring Thimble J:;kein, 8teel I:'kem , and T ubular Axl e Wag-
14 g ,t>tl, a rnages, a an e uc cS o. II n s, 8lld Express Wagons. ' ons, and everythmg on wheels. 

STAVER & W-ALKER 
DEALERS I N ' 

Farm, Dairy and Mill Machinery, Wagons, Buggies and Carriages, Binder Twine, Belting, Oils and Machine 
Supplies of all kinds. 

208, 210, 212, 214 Front Street, PORTLAND, OREGON. 

B R ANCH H OUSES, Walla Walla, W . T. , L aGran,de, Or., Moscow, I daho. It will pay intending pur
chasers to call and examine our large stock, or send for handsomely illustrated catalogues and price lists, inailed 
free on application. 

Roes Feerl Cutters. guaranteed best in the world. 

F. 8. AKIN. BE ~' . SILLING. 

AKIN, SELLING & Co. 
Importers and Manf'rs of 

BOOTS AND SHOES, 
PORTLAND , OREGON. 
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Jay Eye See Sulky Plow. Lightest and strongest I Hoo~ier Force F c-ed Drill~ Ilnd Seeders with Truss 
Plow in the market. Axles and Wide 'fires. 

D ry Plate Outfit s and 
OOMPLETE 

Photographic Supplies a 
SP ECI ALTY. 

Send for Illust'd Catalogue 

141 First and 26 Alder Sts., 
PORTLA ND, OR. 

H. E . DOBOH. 

J. K. GILL & CO" 

BOOKsellers & Stationers, 
No. 73 FIRST STREET, 

PORTLAN'D, OREGON. 
• 

A Complete Line of School Books used in 

the Northwest. 

Agents for" Scotch Linen Ledger," "Mount Hood" 

and" Columbia " Writing Papers, Carter's 

Inks and Mucilage, Mabie, 

Todd & Co's Gold 

Pens, etc. 
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For Honest, Reliable Goods, selected with reference to 
Good Service and Comfort to the Wearer, 

Oall upon or send to 

EGCi-EET,. YOUNG & Co. 
109 First Street, 

PORTLAND, OREGON, 
Two Doors North of 

Lip:rnan's. 

" PACIFIC " 

BOOT & SHOE HOUSE. 
SEND FOR OUR OATALOGUE. 

Leading Dry Goods House I 
-------••.. -..-------

SHOPPING BY MAIL 
Is a practice which has proven satisfactory for years, both East and West. It 
brings the largest and best assortment to the most distant out-of-town resiuents, 
and gives them the same advantages as those residing in the city; it saves money, 
is easy and practicable. 

We feel amply rewarded by the success of our last season's illustrated cata
logue; our new catalogue you wi1l find a great improvement over our former is
sues. We have endeavored to make it as perfect and complete as possiblE', however, 
we will cheerfully give any further information by letter that may be requested . 

Our business has assumed such proportions that we have been compelled 
to greatly enlarge our stores, and are now occupying the entire lower floor, full 
depth of the building, together with the second floor, which is reached by an 
Otis Elevator, giving us at once the most complete and largest establishment of 
the kind ·on the coast. 

We have never increased prices, and always decreased them when possible 
This process, followed through a term of years, has brought our rates down to 

the lowest notch. ~~' W8J,r' The size of our business may be taken as a . 
sure indication that we present solid advantages 
to purchasers. 

OUR NEW CATALOGUE is now ready 
for distribution, and will be mailed FREE OF ~~ 
OHARG E to any address upon application. ~J 

Cor. First and Washington StSt, Portland, Or. 

TO THOSE WHO COME WEST,AND ALL 
Others whithersoever dispersed, GREETING: 

• • • 

3 3 
YEARS AGO I was moved from East to West expressly to engage in Job Printing for the 

benefit of the public, employes, the country generally and myself. I would simply sug
gest that you would do yourselves a favor by calling upon me when you come to Port
land. You will find the best appointed printing office in -the state, in capacity, reliability 
and competent workmanship, and its range of GENERAL PRINTING, BINDING and kindred 

branches, as wide as the boundless Occident will permit. I want to know you-the benefit might be mutuaL 

aarThe l~~~~s!o~t~~!. of L:~!~~!n~n:! ~~. the state. G EO. H. HIMES, The Printer, 
169-171-173 Second Street, Portland, Oregon. 

J 
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KNAPP, BURRELL & COMPANY, 
IMPORTERS O F 

A~ricultural, Millin~ and·Wood 'Vorkin~ Macninery. . . ., 
Bain and Olds Farm Wagons, Spring Wagons, 

Buck Boards, Buggies and Road Carts, 
Buffalo Pitts Threshers, Powers and Engines, 

McCormick and Deering Harvesters and 
Binders, Reapers and Mowers, 

Hodge's Improved Headers, Monitor Grain Drills 
and Seeders, Casaday Sulky and Gang Plows, 

Flying Dutchman Sulky and Gang Plows, 
Moline and Garden City Steel Walking Plows, 

Harrows, Cultivators, etc., Oliver Chilled Iron 
Walking Plows, Buckeye For e Pumps, Iron 

Turbine W ind Mills, Iowa Barbed Wire, 

RUBBER AND LEATHER BELTING, ETC., ETC., ETC., 
Together with a complete assortment o f Agrir.ultural Imp lemen ts of ever y var i e ty k n o w n 
to the trade. Correspondence solicited. Catalogu es, p rice lists and m a nufact u r er8' p a mph
l ets sent to any address upon application. 

)~o'ii-'A\.wALLA, Was~~ngton. I OFFICE AND WAREROOMS: 
BRANCH HOUSES: 1fs'{-r:.~YbTY, O r egon." Front, First and Ash Sts., PORTLAND, OREGON. 

E S TABLISHED I N ~85~ . 

,. . ., 

ALLEN & LE-WIS, 
WHOLESALE DEALERS IN 

Staple & Fancy Groceries & Provisions. --_ ..... _.--

SHIPPING AND COMMISSION MERCHANTS. --_ .. ... _ .. --

Nort h Front S t ., bet . 0 and D, 

PORTLAND, - - OREGON. 
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Oar bett, Failing & 00. 
Importers and Jobbers of 

HARDW"ARE, 

IRON AND STEEL. 

AGENTS FOR DUPONT'S GUNPOWDER. 
- ..... -.. 

81 AND 83 FRONT STREET, 

PORTLAND, OREGON. 

______ _ _::::!!3X£!! ... _ == t _ ='" ~ =-------
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CHAS. H. DODD & CO., 
Front, First and Vine Sts., Portland, Oregon, 

Importers of Hardware, Iron, Steel and Farm Machinery. 
SOLE AGENTS FOR 

Deere's Harrows, 

Buckeye Mowers, 

Hall's Safes, 

New Deal 

DEERE'S NEW DEAL GANG PLOW. 

California Powder 

Works, 

Haish Celebrated 

Steel Barb Wire 
(Best in the World. ) 

Gang Plow. 

JOHN DEERE BREAKING, STUBBLE, NEW DEAL GANG AND SULKY PLOWS. 
We are also agents for the SUPERIOR SEED DRILLS, SUPERIOR BROADCAST SEEDERS; all our Superior Drills, also Broadcast Seeders have 

grass-seed attachments, and are complete with neck-yoke, doubletrees, etc., and are positive force-feed. 
801e agenta for SCHUTTLER FARM WAGONS, which have stood the test for half a century; CORBIN STEEL DISC ROLLING HABROW, 

with or without seeding attachment. 
We keep a full assortment of ROAD CARTS AND VEHICLES, Cook Buggies, Carriages and Phretons of every description. Send for Special Cir

culars and Price Lists. 

-WADHAMS & ELLIOTT, 
WHOLESALE 

Grocers and Commission Merchants. --_ .. -.•.. ..-.. --
Agents for J. O. Hanthorn & Co's Premium Brand of 

Columbia River Salmon, and Red Crown ~oll-

er Mills Snow Flake Flour. ----- ... _ .. --

46 AND 48 FRONT ST., PORTLAND, OREGON. 
---- ... - ---

SAN FJ{ANCISCO, CAL., OFFICE, 206 FRONT ST. 
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Clocks, Silver and Silver Plated 
~THE~ 

Manufacturing and Repairing 
WARE. A SPECIALT Y . 

~e\l)T House 
Leadln~ ~e 

of the 
. North west. 

COR. FIRST AND MORRISON STS. , 

I ALBERT FELDENHEIMER, -
1. ----------

Only Direct lIn PORTLAND, OR. \\e,S &1 ewelry. 
'Porter of Diamonus, ~ <\\C 

Optical Good~ of All 
Dl'>;CUIPTIO:"\S. 

Interior View of Wisdom s Drug Establishment. 

All the Fashionable 
]\"OYl'~LT1ES. 

Manufacturing Druggist, 
And Importer of fine French, English .and German 

Perfumes, Toilet Soaps and Fancy Goods, 
Rare Chemicals, Drugs, Essential 

Oils and Pharmaceutical 
Preparations. 

• 

We carry in stock a full line of Dr. Squibb's celebrated medicines, which are exclusively dispensed in physi

cians' prescriptions. It is conceded by all that we have the most elegantly appointed Drug Store on the Pa~fic 

coast, and to those familiar with the general character of the establishment it is needless to say that the quality of 

the goods and the skillful manner in which they are handled are in perfect keeping with the general elegance and 

neatness of the store, which at oncP stamp it as a first class pharmacy-a fact of which the public is fast becom-

ing awar~. 

THE PRESCRIPTION DEPARTMENT 
Is in charge of MR. JULIUS HEUBNER, the well known German apothecary, who will be pleased to meet 

his friends and acquaintances at this popular stand, 

Cor. First -and Stark Sts., Portland, Oregon .. 
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SHOPPING BY MAIL. . . -
There are no difficulties in the way of purchasing goods by mail, 

either imaginary or real, which can not be overcome if proper care is 
exercised by both buyer and merchant. Many who have become fa
miliar with the simple details find it oftentimes less troublesome than 
shopping in person. The advantages gained in buying in Portland 
are so great that one can ill afford to lose them, if any way is afforded 
by means of which they may be obtained. 

To be agreeably served, buyers must perform their part thor
oughly and well, state their wants clearly and fully, omit nothing, 
such as the size of hose, gloves, etc., the color desired, or their NAME 

or address, and must allow sufficient time for the transit of letters 
and goods. They must remember, also, that the merchant is limited 
in what can be procured, that all things are not possible with him, 
and that the supply of any kind of goods may be quickly exhausted; 
it is, therefore, not always possible to send just what was ordered, no 
more than it is to find it by a tour through the stores of so large a 
city as this, and possibly, here lies a principal cause of dissatisfac
tion. For illustration: certain kinds of goods may become extremely 
popular after samples have been sent almost broadcast, and may be 
sold before the orders from such samples can be received; as it re
quired months to produce the stock &lready sold, it is 'out of the ques
tion to manufacture more; what shall be done ?-if the purchasers 
live within a day's mail route of the city they can be notified that 
such is the case, and qther samples submitted; but if they be far 
away much time would be lost in doing this; were they at the counter 
similar goods would be shown them from which to make another 
choice; as they are· absent the difficulty is ov-ercome by making the 
choice for them and sending it subject to their approval, they having 
the same opportunity to reject as though present, for their money 
will be refunded if they return the goods, which they are at perfect 
liberty to do. 

That those who live away from town may stand on the same foot
ing with those who come to our stores, samples of nearly all kinds of 
goods are sent without charge; these samples are lot scraps, odd 
pieces and remnants, but are cut from the rolls of goods as received 
from the manufacturer, and are sent freely and willingly. Mistakes 
occur in spite of the utmost care, but when made known are corrected 
and made good. 

As letters are sometimes lost, a failure to receive a reply indi
cates that the letter never reached us or our answer has gone astray; 
if you do not receive a reply in due season, write again. Confidence 
in the merchant is the key-note to success in shopping by mail. The 
reputation of our house is a guaranty that its principles and dealings 
are correct, and open and above board, and that it is worthy of confi
dence; if we sell goods subject to their being returned, for which we 
must refund the money, it is evident that it is for our interest to send 
only the goods wanted; and as it is desirable to retain the same cus
tomers;year after year, it is proof that the general treatment must 
have been satisfactory to have resulted in so large a business. 

Our catalogues of information will be sent without charge to all 
who desire. 

--------.~-•. ~.---------
FARMERS' AND MECHANICS' STORE, 

200, 202, 204 First St" and 6 Taylor St., 

PORTLAND. OREGON. 
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GEO. 'v. SNELI .. SAMCEL HEITSHU. FRED. K. ARNOLD. C. H. WOODARD. 

~. -.... ~---

SNELL, HErrSHU & WOODARD, 
(Successo]'~ to HODGE. DAYIS & CO., and HEITSHU , ·WOODARD & CO.) 

Importing Wholesale Druggists, 

92 AND 94 FRONT STREET, COR. STARK, 

PORTLAND.'! OREGON. 

Portland Steam Candy Manufactory. 
ALISKY, BAUM & co., Proprietors. - -..... ~--

MAN U FAO T U H,ERS OF 

FRENCH AND AMERICAN CANDIES, 
AND CON]j-'}1~cr~lIONERL}1~S. 

- ---.. ---

FAOTORY: SALESROOM: 

Cor. E al'ld Sixtll Streets, I Cor. Front and Stark St::-4., 

PORTLAND, OREGON. 
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~HITTIER, FULLER & 00,. 
Manufaoturere and Importers of 

Paints, Oils, Window ·Glass, Colors, Varnishes, &c., 
SASH, DOORS AND BLINDS, 

NOS. 60 AND 62 FRON,T STREET, PORTLAND, OREGON. , 

~ Sole Agency Df the French and Belgian Plate Glass Companies for the Pacific Coast.~ 

P. O. Dra'Wer 4. In oorresponding, please :mention this paper. 

A. B. STEINBAOH & 00., 

THE CLOTHIERS AND HATTERS~ 
Cor. First and Morrison ~treets, PORTLAND, OR. .. . . 

Manufacturers and Importers in all the Latest Novelties in 

CLOTHING, HATS AND FURNISHING GOODS. 
WE MAKE A SPECIALTY OF FINE GOODS, 

And keep constantly on hand a full line of the finest fabrics made in the latest styles. Country orders solicited. 
Samples with plain rules for self-measurement sent free to any address. 

Send for a OOPY of our illustrated Catalogue. Post Office Box, N o . 436. 
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MINING LIFE ON THE YUKON. 

IN the Alaskan of recent date appeared the following 
account by Mr. J. E. Chapman, of the experiences 
of two years on the great Yukon river. It will be 
full of interest to tho~e who contemplate a visit 

to the mines of that remote region. Says Mr. Chapman: 
" The party I started out with consisted of eleven per

sons. We went by the Dyay pass, traveling hy the same 
route made famous by Schwatka. The first difficulty 
we had to encounter was a financial one, viz: the enor
mous cost of packing food and necessary material to the 
gold diggings. The Indians for this service charge as 
much as the first cost of the articles The region trnv
eled is wild and rugged and the divide presents magnifi
cent scenic effects in precipitous chasms and snow-clad 
peaks. The first stream we struck 'Nas the Salmon river, 
not more than two feet wide but gradually increasing in 
volume as it neared the great Yukon. At its junction 
with that river we made our first diggings. Here our 
little party broke up, the majority going ahead to pros
pect the Stewart river, another tributary of the Yukon. 
More than sufficient gold to pay expenses was taken out 
of Salmon river-in fact we never made a prospect that 
did not show enough to pay expenses during the time 
we were in the country. At every sand bar down the 
Salmon river we got good prospects, and these had been 
worked the year before by other partifls. I sp'mt my 
first summer working on the Salmon bars; thence I went 
to the mouth of the Stewart. The second summer I 
worked on the Stewart river. Men working at the mouth 
of the Stewart averaged from seven dollars to nine dol
lars per day. Here great trouble was experienced in 
trying to save fine flour gold, as it is called. If some 
means can be invented to save it, there are fortunes in 
it. I experimented three months in trying to devise 
means to save this flour gold, and succeeded, in a meas
ure. When we had to shut down for the season, the 
diggings were paying fifty dollars per day to the man. 
Notwithstanding the rigorously cold winters, and the 
widespread reports that the season is too short to make 
enough to p3.y expenses, it lasts fully six months, and 
the poorest diggings struck would do more than that, 
and as to the climate, I would rather winter there than 
in south-eastern Alaska. 'fhe cold is intense, averaging 
forty' degrees below zero during the winter months, and 
getting down as low as seventy and eighty degrees below 
zero occasionally. But when the cold is so great there is 
a perfectly dead calm- as calm as it is in your room- and 
at night the stars are so clear that they seem to hang 
from the sky. 1'he absence of wind during the winter 
readily accounts Lor our not suffering much from the 
cold. We found plenty of game while we were there, 
along and in the neighborhood of the river, but it is be
coming scarcer each season, and it is generally best to 
be independent of the resources of the country in that 
particular. I havn't any doubt that richer diggings are 
yet to be found in that region. The part of it we trav
eled over did not embrace mote than five hundred and 

fifty miles in all, including the feeders, the Salmon and 
Stewart rivers. 

The richest diggings will undoubtedly be found along 
the headwaters of the Yukon. At the tead of the Stew
art river $150 diggings were found by Messrs. Bozwell 
and Frazer. There are about seventy-five mt:n who will 
winter at Fort Nelson, near the junction of the Stewart 
and Yukon. Quite a settlement is here established, con
sisting of several substantial store buildings and the 
houses of the miners. It is a beautiful location and 
evinces an eye for business and beauty on the part of 
the locator. Very little prospecting for quartz has been 
done so far; miners confining their attention principally 
to placers. I have heard of but one ledge on the Yukon, 
discovered accidentally, specimens of which assayed 
$2,000 per ton. We found gall in every stream we 
prospected, and from other miners who have traveled 
over a greater extent of territory than I have, am in
formed that gold is found over a wider range in north
ern Alaska than in any state or territory on the Pacific 
coast. There is no doubt that we have in Alaska the 
largest quartz ledge that was ever found, and recent in
formation proves that we have also the most extensive 
placer diggings in the world. I haven't done very well 
myself- have very little to show for my seasons' work, 
only $1,284 after paying my expenses, but there are 
others who have made as high as $6,000 in less time. 
r am going back next spring and with new machinery 
and the experience I have already gained, I expect to 
clean up from $5,000 to $10,000. The country is moun
tainous in the truest sense of the word, broken, jagged 
and rugged, with very little softness. There are stretch
es of flat land along the river, the result of ice and wa
ter erosion. These flats are well timbered, arid as far as 
I could perceive, just as good as is found anywhf're in 
south-eastern Alaska, with one additional feature that 
lent a glory and a beauty to the landscape in autumn, 
not seen anywhere except in the east, and that was the 
superabundance of small annuals, whose foliage became 
d. blalle of color when the frost king began his artistic 
work. Of these annuals, the cotton-wood was the most 
abundant. In spring and early summer the number, 
variety and beauty of the wild flowers was bewildering. 
It was a perfect boquet of color, and m~ny of the flowers 
are delicately perfumed. The auroral lIghts were some
thing grander than I had ever seen before. They a}
ways seemed far away, but now they came down m 
streams of gorgeous light right over me. I felt as if 
they were atmospheric glaciers, only that they rushed 
through space with lightning vel<?city B:nd. cleave.d tllf' 
calmer warmer air about me, makmg a SIzzlIng nOIse as 
of som~thing burning. I think. it is c~use~ by intensely 
cold air, or a wedge of cold all' commg m contact, or 
forcing its way into a warmer stratum near the earth. 
When I started into the Yukon country I was fortunate 
in meeting a party going there, and thus had company. 
Coming back I got a little short of provender, but man
aged to get through all right. There is only one very 
dangerous place in crossing the divide, and that is a 
rapid mountain stream not very deep, but very strong, 
which must be forded several times. We adopted the 
plan of holding each other's hands wh~le we waded 
waist deep in the cold, icy stream, and gamed the otiler 
side in safety. 
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BY S. A. CLARKE.' 

On swiftly to the golden West, 
To end its toils on ocean's breast, 

The migbty river flows ; 
Its floods are gathered far away, 
Where mountains rise to bar the day

Old with eternal snows. 

0, wondrous river! could I well 
Reveal the wonder of that spell 

Which rests thy ehores along, 
And show, responsive to my lay. 
Thy shades of fir and cliffs of gray, 

That would indeed be song! 

Tben should the Cascades' low refrain 
Thrill through my Bong, a ceaseless strain, 

To tell thy legend's story ; 
Then sky of blue and wooded cliff 
And struggling stream should ghw as if 

They knew a sunset's glory. 

Then should the children of the wood 
Live in my song as once they stood, 

And knew these shores their own; 
Then Indian maid, with lover near, 
Should saunter by thy waters clear, 

As in the days long flown. 

A score of years have passed since we 
(She still is more than l ife to me), 

With youth our happy lot, 
Ere steamer's keel had marred thy flow, 
With paddle stroke made passage slow, 

And saw each charm-ed spot. 

More azure far than sky or wave 
The views that love and youth so gave

Hope's hues thy wild banks wore; 
The mountains wear their forms alway, 
The cataract pours its floods to-day-

I know them as of rore. 
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The greatest river of the West 
I s born of ranges far and wide; 
A broad and grandly heaving crest
The Western Hemisphere'S divide. 
It harvests all the mountain rills 
And all the winding valley streams; 
Thus great Columbia'S channel fills, 
And, brimming o'er its current gleams; 
Then winding, widening toward the sea, 
Its floods are swept in majesty. 

Time was-in some dim, far-off day
That rude sierras barred the way; 
For frowning Cascade ranges stood, 
And age long held hack the flood; 
From heights that snows eternal crown 
Impatient streams came hurrying down. 
They gathered from the frozen zone, 
And southward marched for many a day: 
Through deep defiles of Idaho 
They brought Montana's wealth of snow; 
And Utah. from her plains 60 drear, 
Sent faithful tribute year by year. 
But grandly firm the mountains stood, 
And untold ages held the flood; 
Then as the countless cycles gave 
No passage to the pent-up wave, 
It rose and swept the ranges low, 
To make a highway for its flow. 

And here the Titan fight was made-
Here where we see the grand Cascade. 
Where all these rapids t06S and quiver 
With force that makes the bowlders shiver, 
I s Nature's mightiest art displayed; 
Here has the master skill of Time 
Wrought architecture most sublime. 
These cliffs were fashioned by the wave, 
That still, at times, when floods are brave, 
IlJscribes its name upon the land 
In scattered drifts and heaps of sand. 

And while the torrents flash and gleam, 
Note what huge bowlders choke the stream! 
These once were adamantine walls, 
High cliffs that graced a peaceful tide, 
And falling thence, they made these falls, 
And raised tbe waters far and wide; 
So high that where once forests stood 
Above thA rapids rolls the flood. 
Floating above that lucent wave, 
We saw those forests in their grave; 
As Time from age to age has flown, 
The prisoned wood has changed to stone. 

Not far above the rapids' rush 
The river flows with tranquil hush, 
Like some fair lake, embosomed deep, 
On which the mountain shadows fall, 
Where spell-bound islands calmly sleep, 
While ecbo hovers within call. 
Isles of deep emerald floating there 
Show wilderness of leaf and bloom, 
And echoes wait thee to declare 
Their presence in the mystic gloom. 

Their light canoe can track the flow 
From sun-up till the sun is low; 
And while you drift watch well the shore, 
Where mountain streams come winding througb ; 
For if those openings you explore, 
The snowy peaks will come in view-
Amid the ranges sonthward, Hood; 
Mount Adams, northward, through the wood; 
Each frowns on each in distance gray, 
Miles and miles and miles away, 

Grandly outlined, white alway 
Ijince the first primeval day. 

And if my muse can poorly tell 
The sylvlll1 grace and woven spell 
By wood and wave and mountain made. 
Where grandest heights in shadow dwell, 
And startling vistas are displayed 
Above the cataracts' fearful play, 
How can it calch the rare surprise 
That sweeps the lower stream by day, 
And makes it, 'neath the moon's full ray, 
A scene that will forever be 
Linked with the joys of memory? 

~ow launch we on the lower RtrAam, 
And leave the cataracts' roar bphind . 
The day will reach the Run's las t beam, 
And faint will blow the eyening wind, 
Ere gliding past each bold rampart 
And colonades unknown to arl, 
Or listening to tbe tuneful ~pray 
Of waterfalls not far aWRy, 
We see the mountain Wall8 recede, 
And human dwellings dot the sboro, 
Where orchards glad the eye once more, 
And fields grow red with ripening seed. 

Our sails we set to catch the breeze; 
Our paddles helped the sluggish wind; 

We swept past shores of inland seas, 
And left the western sea behind. 

One evening, ere the day was o'er, 
We stood upon the cataract's shore. 

We saw, where rapids wildly sweep, 
A rock that bravely stood the flood; 

We saw the salmon past it leap, 
While on its brow a fish er stood; 

Sometimes arrowy spear he threw; 
Sometimes scooping net he drew. 

Firm set amid tlle dizzy swirl, 
Graceful poised, he threw the spear; 

Or beside the mad pool's whirl. 
As he saw swift fins appear, 

While the waves his brown feet wet, 
He drew the salmon in his net. 

H e stood there naked to the waist, 
And his bare feet trod the rock; 

No look, no motion, tokened haste, 
Save when springing to the shock, 

Fierce light glittering in his eyes, 
With barb or net he won his prize. 

When his muscles weary grew, 
Coming from the dripping rock, 

Down the net and spear he threw, 
And stood beside hie waiting flock; 

Salmon, children, squaw and he 
Made a tableau you should see ! 

I spoke him in the Chinook tongue, 
And said to him, .. 0, tillicum, * 

To me it has been said and sung 
That from your fathers there has come 

The legend of the graud Cascade, 
And how the rapids first were made. 

" I've seen yeu swing the net and spear, 
And win great salmon from the flood, 

And 1 have !laid, • He knows no fear, 
And is a brave Siwash,t and good, 

And I should like to hear him, well, 
The Legend of the Cascades tell.' .. 

.. Friend. t Indian. 
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I would that I could show to you 
The grace of motion all his own

Tell how each guttural sentence grew, 
And, swelling illto monotone, 

It reached a shelf-a sunny spot, 
Where firs in primal verdance grew, 

Well grassed to be a village plot, 

The fisher's rock hung far beneath; 
The fisher's lodge was fair in view; 

The mist flung like a bridal wreath 

Was chanted as one should rehearse 
Low fragments of iambic verse. 

And shimmer with the morning dew; 
There, 'neath the wall of mountain shade, 
The tribal lodges were arrayed. 

Of white that shone the azure through; 
And where cliffs rose precipitous 
Poured water-falls that bowed t.o us. 

He spoke assent, and wave of hand 
Showed where a trail forsook the shore; 

He then, as if it werEl command 
For us to follow, went before 

Through narrow pass, that seemed as if 

We clambered on, in Indian file, 
Still higher, where a rocky shelf 

Surfaced the jutting crags, the while 
The mountain leaned to see itself 

Reflected on the sullen flow 

Down far below the rush of flood 
Sent up its everlasting plaint, 

And as thus pinnacled we stood, 
It with our accents mingled faint

A weird-like choral chant that swept, 
And measure with our measure kept; A saber stroke had cleft the cliff. In shadow pictured far below. 

My people once were many as the bended heads of clover; 
The red men and their children were like leaves the forest over; 
They filled the hills and valleys, as the red cones dot the pine; 
And theirs were all the sunny plains where mountain streams entwine. 
Their lodges rose in clusters on each river bank and shore, 
For everywhere the Great Ty~ had given a bounteous store; 
The antlered elk they hunted where the highest ranges stood; 
They chased the mighty bison through the valley and the wood; 
For them the shaggy buffalo w .s pastured on the plain, 
And marched in thundering columns as they never will again. 
They feared nor man nor mortal, and worshiped that Tyee, 
Sahullah,§ and Great Spirit, who made the land and sea. 
He sent warm breath from far Chinook. tA? melt the winter's snow. 
He drove the salmon up the stream as far ae they could go ; 
He gave them elk and bison, gave them springs so cold and clear, 
A.nrllent them cui tons . so swift to chase the fallow deer. 

The salmon still are many, and they climb the streams each year; 
gut the Siwash and the mowitch,"T how fast they disappear! 
It seems as if my people were all fated soon to go 
To the silent, distant hunting grounds where went the buffalo. 
The rivers still flow seaward, and the mountains stand the same; 
The Indian follow8 O1i the trail where went the vanished game. 

Back in the early days of all the Siwash men were few; 
Before they dwelt in all the land as far as falls the dew 
The snowy peaks that north and sonth now rise to summits grand 
Stood here the river's flow beside, and watched it near at hand. 
The Spirit of the Storms kep~ one, and when his robe he shook. 
The roar that swept the clouds along was heard to far Chinook; 
His was the snowy peak. far south. whose name with you is Hood; 
Mouut Adams, whiter than the snow, across the river stood; 
"fwas there the spirit dwelt whose fires flash from the mountain's shroud 
In lightning strokes that signal when shall peal the stormy cloud
Dreed spirits, born of gloomy power, whose anger sometimes woke 
In jealous wrath, and then would flash the lightning's fiery stroke; 
Then thunder. with its muffled roll, would answer, peal on peal, 
And fires would light the mountain side, like blows of flint on steel. 
Far-reaching then, from mount to mount, in one broad native span, 
A rock-hewn arch, or bridge. was thrown, 'neath which the river ran; 
And with its flow the light canoe went down the tranquil stream, 
While underneath the darkling arch the river gave no gleam. 

A pilgrim to this mountain arch oft'times the hunter came, 
And on the stone of sacrilice made offering of his game: 
The choicest salmon of the streams the fisher brought and gave, 
To yield the Spirit Father back a tribute from the wave. 
And often joining in the throng two strangers would appear, 
Tufted in eagle feathers long. and dressed in skins of deer, 
All braided with such rare device as Indian never wore 
This side the happy hunting grounds upon the farther shore. 

And here was held high carnival when many tribes were met. 
For festival and worship joined. The legend lingers yet 
That, circled on the river's arch, the tribes looked on-each one
While fairest maids ll\id sacrifice upon the altar stone. 
Rude flames leaped up from mossy logs high piled the arch along, 
And by their glare the aged priest doled out his chanted song. 
His child, the priestess of the arch, of Indian maids most fair, 
On altar steps with hands out-stretched, and with wide-flowing hair, 
As one entranced by vision, stood, all statue-like and still-
A bronze ideal votaress who knew no self nor will. 

F rom where the crescent shape slow climbed the ranges far away, 
The moonlight. cleaving through the sky, proclaimed the waning day; 
Deftly its gleams came struggling through the flame-lit gorge below; 
Slowly the evening stars came down to glint the river's flow; 
The sombre shades of night had crept into the twilight's hush, 
The soughing wind and restless leaf ton ed the dark river's rush-
A weird cadence that suited well the lonely chanted rite, 
As deep-voiced woods or lone sea swells blend in the f ar-off night. 

t Chief. § The Highest. II Horses. ~ Deer. 

The bravest of the braves loved Mentonee, who fed the sacred flame, 
And hoping to deserve her love, they sought for fields of fame; 
And when they launched the light canoe, or swept the lowland plain, 
Or scaled to heights of summer snow, they hoped her love to gain. 
And one there was of noblest deeds, and of a chieftain's line, 
Who loved fair Mentonee from far, and worshiped at her shrine. 
He uttered neV'lr word of love; He wooed no other maid; 
But, voiceless, at her vestal feet, gifts from the chase he laid. 
No voice to thought gave utterance his soul's one ueep desire ; 
He watched and worshiped as afar she fed her altar'R lire. 
Vigils by night would guard her lodge if danger hovered nigh, 
And his the truest arm that e'er let feathered arrow fly. 

And she was priestess of the arch. She fed ber sacreu jire 
Unpassioned by a mortal throb, unfelt love's swift desire. 
Slowly the waiting months came round-surely the fates came true
Swift come OF slow, they ever found her love to Heaven still due. 
And pleading at the sacred shrine, her chanted prayer arose 
To ask no boon of human love, but balm for human woes. 
No vestal ever fed the lamp with soul more chastely fair; 
No altar of earth's worshiperb was tended with such care. 

As, standing by the altar's glow, we list the priest's low song, 
The genii of the snowy mounts go gliding through the throng. 
Her voice keeps time-beat with the flames that claim her sacrilice. 
With mystic presence by her side the spirits seek device 
To Will from her a word, a look. Now summer lightnings flash; 
Now through the gloom of nearer hills we hear the thunder crash; 
Then rising into forms of shade, these jealous spirits grow 
To giant height on either hand, and liercer fla~hes glow. 
Her rite has ended; yet she stands there statue-like and still, 
Unheeding all the demon strife-no thought of coming ill. 
On one bank darts the living fire, on other hand a cloud, 
And answering back the bolts of flame, the thunder peals aloud. 
Amid the gleamings of the fire a flam e-wrapped form is lIeen, 
And robed in shadows of the cloud is shape of angrr mien. 

They strove, and 'neath their earthquake tread tall pines and cliff shores 
The lofty forests prostrate fell. The awe-struck tribes for~ook [shook; 
The quivering arch, whose mighty span rocked o'er the wondering tide. 
Till every beat.ing heart thereon with fear seempd petrified-
Save two, and one had ceased to beat ; her form was reft of life. 
Even as she worshiped she had died- slain ill tho demon at rife. 
Nor died she there alone; nor hellish strife nur tla rthqnake slwck 
Spoke fear to 'I'amalis' great love to driv" him from that rock. 

Fire answered fire from mountain high, cloud answered poal to cloud, 
The great arch hWlg in space awlllle, and then it tott~ring bowed; 
And as it fell the gleamings high of sacriticial flame 
Lit up the maid's imploring form, that stood in death the same
Her head uplift, her arm upraised, and her beseeching eye-
Went down to meet the whelming wave lixed on the night's deep sky. 
And he, so mute of love in life, whose heart such silence kept, 
Stood by and clasped the lifeless form as downwardly they swept. 

We watch the grand Cascade to-day where once that arch uprose, 
And yonder, where were forests once, now deep the river flows! 
Still giant trunks, beneath the wave, mark where the forest stood, 
And, monuments of ages flown, are stone instead of wood. 
No more tbe snowy mountains stand and guard Columbia's wave; 
No more the spirits of the heights abuse t.he powers Heaven gave. 
The Great Sahullah's angry hand, 'gainst which none dare rebel, 
Has set the snowy peaks apart, and bids them far to dwell. 
Prisoned i:8 each, for aye and aye, deep in the realms of lire, 
The angry spirits utter still the ventings of their ire-
When Hood its sulphry vapor heaves upon the wintry air, 
When Adams from its deepest depths sends groanings of dE'spair. 

When falls the twilight of that day-once more in every year
That fell the arch, it comes again; again the tribes appear; 
Then snowy mounta and wondrous span look on Columbia's flow, 
While gleaming fires of sacrifice on waiting worship glow, 
And charm-ed hush and mystic spell dwell on the haunted air 
The while the priestess tends her fire or lowly chanta her prayer. 

t 
t . 
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He ceased. With graceful hand outspread, 
And arm upon a rock reclined, 

Day's latest red went down the West. 
And stars crept out of Heaven's breast. 

The lodge-fires gleamed aslant the hill
These called me back to life once more; 

But oft the legend lives again While as with limning hand he drew 
The eagle's tuft that graced his head 

Slow nodded to the evening wind; 
In attitude he seemed to dwell 
Upon the legend loved so well. 

The outlines of the spectral span, 
Methought the aerial structure grew 

When memory wooes the olden strain. 

o joys of fancy! that can gleam 

The twilight. with a stealthy tread. 
Had closed the portals of the day ; 

The moon her crescent silver shed 
From cloud-touched ranges far away; 

Material to the legend's plan, 
And, answering to my soul's desire. 
The priestesB fed her altar tire. 

So brightly from the vanished years, 
Though but a fragment of some dream 

Of love that vanished amid tears; 
H eart echoes haunt the crowded cells 
Where hope with all her treasnre dwells! 

The night-bird's cry gave sudden thrill, 
A wild halloo went down the shore. 

--------__ ~ .. _4 ___ ------

DISCOVERY OF THE BONES OF MAMMOTHS. 

On a recent trip through Spokane county, I stopped 
at Latah, and in conversation with Mr. Coplen of that 
place, regarding the volcanic formlltion of that section, 
he informed me that he had examined some large bones 
of great antiquity. In company with Mr. Coplen I went 
to the spring where the relics were dug out. It is locat
ed on a strip of springy prairie. The excavation around 
the spring is twelve or fifteen feet deep and thirty or I 

forty feet across. The bones were covered by several 
distinct layers. 

The first layer was ancient peat, then gravel, then 
volclnic ashes, then a layer of coarse peat. From this 
spring were taken no less than nine mammoths, or ele
phants of different sizes; the remains of a cave bear, 
hyenas, extinct birds and of a sea turtle. Mr. Coplen I 
kindly presented me with some specimens of these rel
ics. The dimensions of some of the bones of the larger : 
mammoth were wonderful to look at. The horns were 
a sort of tusk, and protruded from the head just below : 
the eyes, extending downward below the jaws, then up
ward over thE' head. By dropping the head in the act 
of feeding, the circle of the horns that extended below 
the jaws partially rested on the ground, giving support 
to the head, which is estimated to have weighed a ton. 

The horns were worn away several inches deep at 
the bonnet of the turn or half-circle, indicating constant 
use by rubbing on the ground or rocks. One of these 
horns was ten feet and one inch long, and twenty-four 
inches in circumference. It weighed one hundred and 
forty-five pounds. One of the tusks measured twelve 
feet and nine inches in length and twenty-seven inches 
in circumference. It weighe:i two hundred and ninety
five pounds. The jaw weighed sixty-three pounds. 
The molar teeth weighed eighteen pounds each. Some 
of the ribs were eight feet long. The pelvic arch was 
six feet across, and an ordinary man could walk erect 
through the opening. This huge and antique monster 
was eighteen feet and six inches high, and was estimat
ed to weigh twenty tons. 

Just imagine far back in the misty by-gones of an
tiquity, probably before the appearance of man upon 
the earth, that Washington Territory was the home of 
these monstrous animals, that roamed over the great 
prairies, traversed the Columbia river and made the ge
nial climes of Puget sound their haunts in winter. It 
matters not what the theories may be in regard to these 
imbeded bones of such huge proportions; why so many 
of them were piled together in these springy pIa ces; 
what period or age the animals lived; at what time the 

great change ' took place which made them disappear 
from the continent, whether they first made their ap
pearance in this part of America and whether or not it 
was then a tropical climate. Certain it is that they lived 
and flourished here thousands of years ago, and the re
markable discovery of these bones may lead to fresh 
researches in the vicinity.- W M. L ee, in Tacoma L edger. 

---------.~~~----------
CAPT. CLARK E'S GRANDSON. 

Occasionally an item under the above heading ap
pears in the Montana and Idaho papers, similar in sub
stance to the following, from the Helena Independent: 

" Over on the Flathead reservation is a young Indi
an, a grandson of Capt. William Clarke, of Lewis and 
Clarke, the first white men to explore the country lying 
between the Missouri river and the Northern Pacific 
coast. Lewis and Clarke spent one winter-1804-5 the 
Independent believes-in the Flathead country and their 
winter camp is generally considered to have been in the 
Bitter Root valley into which they crossed from the Big 
Hole. During that winter Capt. Clarke took an Indian 
woman as his companion, and the fruit of their compan
ionship was a boy, who was always recognized in the 
tribe as Capt. Clarke's son. He died a year or two ago. 
He had married an Indian woman and the issue of the 
marriage was this boy, Sakalee." 

While it may be a fact that this Indian is a grand
son of Capt. Clarke, there can be little doubt that, if 
such be the case, his grandmother was not a Flathead 
woman. There is no reason for " considering" anything 
about where Lewis and Clarke spent their winters, as 
their published journal accounts for their whereabouts 
during the entire two years of their absence. They left 
St. Louis in May, 1804. That winter they lived with 
the Mandans. In the spring they continued their jour
ney, and crossed the Bitter Root mountains by the Lolo 
trail, reaching the Clearwater in a famishing condition on 
the twentieth of September. Stopping only long enough 
to construct canoes, they descended the Snake and Co
lumbia to the ocean. They wintered at Clatsop, and in 
the spring of 1806 started on the return journey, arriv
ing at the Clearwater the first of May. Owing to snow 
in the Bitter Root mountains, they were compelled to 
remain with the friendly Nez Perces six weeks before 
they could resume their journey. It was at this period, 
if at all, that Captain Clarke married an Indian woman, 
and if Sakalee is a genuine grandson of Captain Clarke, 
his grandmother must have been a Nez Perce woman, 
and not a Flathead. 
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A CHRISTMASTIDE SPINNING. 

LL OF US know something of 
what we call common-life he
rOIsms. We like to hear of 
them, in the rounded-out pe
riods of the sermon or lecture. 
Surrounded by all the pleas
ant accessories of a comfort
able church or lecture hall, 

in the temporary freedom from 
home and business cares, and in
spirited by the eloquent utter
ances of a brave, candid, sinewy 
speech, from attractive genius, or 
gifted religious experience, these 

heroisms appear simple enough, easy 
enough of assimilation. Under such 

circumstances, the dullest of us come into some sort of 
actualization of our accountability and responsibility. 
\Ve catch at the fact that all endeavor regenerates by 
units, and that we are some of the units; that from 
hearts braced to the true instincts of the nobility of life 
germinates the flower and fruit of real heroism. And 
yet, how often has it happened, that, the instant the 
speaker ceased, and the chill air of the every-day, mat
ter-of-fact aspects of our lives struck us, the whole thing 
dissipated as a dream. We have found it easy enough 
to be virtuous, and honest, and manly, and helpful, in 
theory, but once under the stress and strain of a practi
cal test, we have bowed to the assumptions of fashion, 
or the kingdom of Satan within us, and shut out from 
our sympathy and support, some one, who, under the 
speaker's broader law of humanity, was entitled to our 
assistance. 

Weare fond of hearing of that heroism of manhood 
which saves a man; not that heroism, put away on Sun
day night with rustling silks, soft laces and twenty-but
ton kid gloves, or the best broadcloth suit; but the en
ergy and manliness that stem the tide of misfortune, 
discouragement and doubt, all the things which make 
up the vast, pathetic music of mankind, are quite another 
thing. It does not require any very great effort to talk 
about high purposes and heroic deeds, 'but when it comes 
to coining that talk into daily character and doings, we 
discover that it is far from easy. Perhaps the majority 
of people miss the blessing there is in doing a kind, ser
viceable action, because they are always waiting for the 
tjme when they shall be especially fitted for some great 
work. The little needs lie all along the way; the cups 
of cold water; the sympathetic pressure of the hand; the 
kind, cheery word; the fragment of flower sent to a sick 
child; the word of favor for another, all these are close 
at hand; the afterwards may never come. Great deeds 
stand like isolated islands in the sea. Out of these lit
tle things, which daily rise in the eastward of our lives, 
we shall get the content of homes; the exquisite delight 
of love and friendship; a genuine sweetness of living; 
strong and trustworthy love of country, characteristios 

by which we shall find each Otlk1 ' in the everlasting 
community beyond. 

Husbands are plentiful enough 'Rho find it necessary 
to maintain a strong grip upon tl:cmselves in order to 
keep from doing something of th~ h:'Toic for their wives; 
yet these same husbands can not be llepended on to split 
the family kindling wood. They fail to realize that hus
bandship, like good, honest christianity, is a matter of 
pots and kettles; of little things manfully done. It is 
not the acreage, but the kind of cultivation we are giv
ing our soil. A man in this splendid vdlley may have a 
hundred acres, and be heir to all the bird songs and rain
drops that come upon his spread-out fields, yet he must 
steadily cultivate them if he would have a harvest. He 
may have ten thousand acres of moral, christian and in
tellectual life, and get nothing from them but weeds; per
chance a little volunteer grain, that will now and then 
force itself into the most neglected life. Another may 
have a mere garden patch, yet by that tilling which in
vitfls the Oreator's interest, make it yield richly for all 
the future. The most splendid gift of the Oreator to 
man is opportunity. He never gives man new faculties 
nor perfected plans. He can not give us back lost op
portunities. Men like the fictitious. They like ficti
tious sorrow and woe. We go wild over a thing in art 
that we avoid in nature. We pay a dollar for the box 
at the theater in which to weep over the represented 
sorrow of "Two Orphans," instead of taking our tears 
and sympathy and money to No. 900, tumble-downtene
ment house, where real orphans are actually dying of 
hunger, where it would, indeed, be heroism to labor. 
We do not care to find out the sparrows of humanity, 
who, morally and physically unclad, thirsting, shelter
less, imd out in the wintry air of indifference, are drip
ping away through the coarse sieves of discouragement 
and doubt. It is so much more pleasant and congenial 
to sit down before the open grate fires, and have flame
framed pictures of that moral and intellectual Arcadia, 
which is a beautiful trust, a cloud-city dream, that 
comes out of the drone of a lazy summer afternoon, and 
toward which the sentimentalist stretches the pinions of 
his lore and fancy. Most of us fill(l it easy enough to 
help a certain class of poor. H ere, for instance, is a 
family, refined in habit, correct in speech, polite, shabby 
genteel; they are clean. If they could bake or stew or 
fry refined habits, and sauce it with politeness, they 
would all be fat and independent. But the carpet is 
worn and patched; the clothing has been much made 
over; the cupboard is a sort of Mother Hubbard affair. 
Why, almost any of us will help such people. But over 
there is another cast'. The man is brutal in speech, and 
beastly in habit. He is filthy to the touch. He has 
been educated to beef and beer and dog fights. H e is 
repulsive. It is human nature to kick him. Nine times 
out of ten we do kick him. 

You and I know highly respected and respectable 
people whom it would be wholly unsafe to take Ijterally, 
because we know that they coulclnot be abs01utely hon
est in principle nor candid in speech. They m~y be 
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very round people, but somehow they fit into every 
square hole that happens along. They are illustrated 
by Ben. Butler, who, while kissing one campaign baby 
is looking at another. They exemplify that phenome
nal law, which, just at the edge of town, becomes so 
strong among the strawberries or peaches, that all the 
large ones crystalize at the top of the basket. There is 
just enough strawberry truth to cover up the deception 
at the bottom of the basket. N one of the principles 
and passions implanted in the constitution of our na
tures are more deeply rooted, perhaps, than the love of 
distinction; the wish of occupying some placa on the 
tablet of human rembrance. But if I had to say which 
of the two men I most respected, him, who is wholly in
sensible to the awakening stimulus of ambition, or re
mains a parasite, awaiting with sullen satisfaction the 
death of annihilation, or him, who, for distinction or no
toriety only, plays a part in life, I would choose the 
first. I would r ather have his dead, dry muscle, than 
the petty meanness of the man who never accepts any 
moral or social obligations, unless they promise him 
dividends. Deliver me from the man who, in the du
ties or pleasures of life, is faithful or cordial only in 
correspondence with the manner in which these bring 
him into the public eye. In view of the strict law of la
bor and compensation, such a man is an embezzler and 
defaulter. A man who has only egotism as his law, who 
is seekingio subjugate everything to his interest, who 
trades upon either the ignorance or credulity of his fel
lows in order to advance himself, who is too weak or too 
cowardly to make any assertion of his personality, who 
shirks all social responsibility and shifts it upon others, 
while he, unburdened, thrives apace, is a social sneak. 
It is this character in the community who shirks labor 
in the church, in the literary or reform club, or move
ments and methods to upbuild humanity, and when the 
thing is on the crest of the wave of popularity, manages 
to slide in from some sidetrack, and reap a large per
centage of the benefits. You find this character at the 
church sociable, or at the clean-out-the-minister party, 
and in the early candle light stages of it, selecting 
choice pieces of the weightiest pound cake, for a " sick 
friend " who could not come. In the ordinary sense, 
tPe man may be a good sort of citizen, that is, with pen
dulum regularity, he goes to and from his daily labor. 
To the cent he pays his df'lbts, and to the cent he de
mands of his debtors. Beyond that, he has nothing in 
common with his fellow men. That is his daily, weekly, 
monthly, yearly life, until he wears out. Only the news
paper man is sorry over that last event-at twenty cents 
a line. A life may have the length and breadth of in
tense humanity and still be thin. It must have height 
as well as length and breadth in order to be symmetric
ally complete. We all understand that when the busi
ness career of a man, as a means of conveying to society 
evidence of personal integrity, points just that one way 
in every hour of it, we have in view a magnificent ob
ject lesson of how spherical a man will be who has the 
three dimensions, length, breadth and height. He may 

live neighbor to the long, narrow man just described, 
but he lives in the community. He doesn't, merElly stay, 
or reside, or count one more numerically. He is a fac~ 
tor; he is a reliable factor; always ready to do his share 
in every honest, manly effort. That is the man whom 
you can take literally. His living has a purpose; his 
muscles are tense; his head is erect, and his eyes are al
ways uplifted. 

A common trouble, especially among young people, 
is, they get the idea that the exaltation of manhood and 
honor and honesty of action, is conditioned or circum
scribed by geography or arithmetic. They must be 
brilliant or not shine at all. The Creator has planted 
some of us in bare, desolate places, and we are apt to 
think that our sphere is very narrow; so narrow, indeed, 
that it does not make much difference what we do. This 
is false logic. Man has but one thing to do, that is, to 
grow, broaden, deepen and beautify in the precise cor
ner of the field of human life where he belongs. N at
urally enough, many think they could be more useful 
and lead a nobler life if their environment were en
larged. Possibly; but they should not lose sight of the 
fact, that, for the present, they are in one particular 
spot, and in no other; working at this particular calling 
and no other; possessed of just this particular amount 
of education and knowledge, and no more. In these cir
cumstances it is duty to endeavor to brighten life; to 
make a worthy human life. A life devoted to mere 
pleasure has no heroism, and a life that never rises 
higher than duty has no sweetness. The one is weak, 
the other is harsh. Disgust and disappointment are the 
outcome of one; there is nothing of the other, save the 
opening of the door through which death lets life out. 
Every man may, with perfect manliness, pride and hope, 
work every day upon the principle that he is doing what 
the law of his individual life has made his duty. 

A good many people are prevented from doing all 
they should, by what we call the virtue of the head. It 
keeps them from making real and practical the bless
ings and good will of the Man of Nazareth. Such peo
ple become saturated with the idea that if they pay a 
fair proportion of taxes, if they support the schools, if 
by their silence they give their consent to reform clubs 
and associations for the upbuilding of humanity, if they 
place no obstructions in the way of churches and Sun
day schoolEl, and especially if now and then they lend 
their presence at some of these places, they have re
deemed themselves from the charge of moral lassitude 
and indifference. This character, having only the virtue 
of the head, is one of moral idleness. The man lacking 
in virtue of the heart is counted in the community. Be
tween him and the man who possesses the virtue of the 
heart and affections, it is the difference of being weighed 
and being counted. Plato illustrated this thought when 
he said" I have the better half of Athens for audience 
when I lecture to Aristotle alone." A man who lives in 
a modest daily round of routine duty, whose way is 
hedged in by the shifting necessity of common drudgery, 
can escape from it if he will, long enough to add the 
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weight of his presenc(j, or his voice, to accept his share 
of this lodgment of the power for good. That is help
fulness; it is moral activity in behalf of the common 
weal. In God's universe, none of these things are lost; 
not a deed; not an influence; not a whispered prayer for 
that which is right. I am not saying that all men will, 
but that every man can, rise to the point of an interest
ed factor. Men educated to beer halls and dog fights 
and the lower kinds of amusement, will not rjse to the 
level of these finer things. They have no desire to do 
so. It takes the touch of the Infinite to make such men 
something else than sodden, egoistic, lower forms of 
life. The Greek called man anihropos, one with face 
turned upward. And what shall be the use of all our 
wealth and wealth-creating inventions, all our civiliza
tion, all our arts and sciences, if these do not turn man's 
face upward and create a higher range of personal feel
ing, ambition and action for the race. Not only are we 
entitled to luxury and culture a.nd. refinement, but we 
should have a high spirit of beneficence, guided by jus
tice, and justice adorned with the gRrlands of a judi
cious benevolence. Under this our charities should be 
multiplied, that we may lift from the weak and unfor
tunate a portion of that weight of Cane which crushes 
into dumb despair half the human race. Born of such 
a spirit, will come honor and honesty and courage and 
self denial and modesty and charity, qualities which en
large their influence from the fireside to the neighbor
hood, until they permeate the community, and public 
sentiment will at last become imbued with the spirit of 
personal worth. C. B. CARLISLE. 

• • • 
IN the struggle of life is it not well for the farmer to 

pause a few moments to consider where he is drifting, 
what he is working himself and his family so hard 
for, what he expects to accomplish in the end? We can 
name a hundred Montana farmers to-day, who have, in a 
maner, worked themselves and their families to death. 
True they are not literally dead, only dead on their feet, 
as it were, dead to every enjoyment but making money, 
and are candidates for the graveyard ere the prime of 
life is reached. Yes, we can name a hundred farmers, 
who, with their families, have worked and are working 
every spark of ambition out of their lives, simply to get 
rich. How rich they cannot tell, for the man has never 
yet lived who has accumulated enough. Many who slave 
and toil thus have obtained a competency, obtained at a 
cost of every comfort that goes to make life pleasant, at 
a cost of their strength and ambition, and even now had 
they the disposition and capacity to enjoy themselves, 
have not the health to do so. This is a mistake. '1'he 
chief object of every farmer should be the comfort of 
his family. His home should be his Mecca. It should 
be his palace; and while it is well to practice economy, 
and to impress such habits on rising generations, it will 
not do to enslave one's self or the members of his house
hold. There is nothing in wealth to justify it. There 
is more in a contented mind, a pleasant and happy home 
than in all the gold of Ophir.-Husbandman. 

THE A venir Miliiaire gives us some particulars con
cerning a torpedo cannon ball invented by Captain Coud
ray, of the navy. Four years ago the captain presented 
his projectile to the authorities, who at once ordered ex
periments to be made with it at Gaves, near Lorient. 
Weare told that for some time past the modest inventor 
has been engaged in manufacturing his projectle under 
the supervision of a special commission named by the 
Minister of Marine. At first it was found that all pro
jectiles discharged at the mean velocity of one hundred 
and fifty meters a second rebounded on striking the ob
ject at which they were fired. Time was afforded to 
Captian Coudray to improve his invention, and it seems 
that, in spite of such hard striking on the part of the 
savants, he has suceeeded in curing the defect com
plained of. The torpedo cannon ball, we are assured, 
now travels at the rate of three hundred meters a second, 
and instead of rebounding on striking a shi p, glides along 
its side, and never loses contact until it explodes. The 
last cannon balls constructed contain a charge of forty 
pounds of guncotton, although twenty-five pounds is said 
to be sufficient to blow up the biggest vessel. It is 
stated that these projectiles can be fired to a much great
er distance than the Whitehead. 

---- ....... ~ .. ----
A project is on foot for tunneling the" Great Divide." 

The divide is the Rocky mountains, and the point pro
posed to be tunneled is under Gra} 's peak, which rises 
no less than fourteen thousand four hundred and forty
one feet above the level of the sea. At four thousand 
four hundred and forty-one feet below the peak, by tun
neling from east to west for twenty-fi\e thousand feet 
direct, communication would be opened between the val
leys on the Atlantic slope and those on the P acific side. 
This would shorten the distance between Denyer, in 
Colorado, and Salt Lake City, in Utah, and consequently 
the distance between the Missouri river, say at St. Louis, 
and San Francisco, nearly three hundred miles; and there 
would b@ little more required in the way of ascending 
or descending or tunneling mountains. Part of the work 
has already been accomplished. The country from the 
Missouri to the foot of the Rockies rises gradually in 
rolling prairie, till an elevation is reached to five thousand 
two hundred feet above the sea level. The Rockies them
selves rise at various places to a height exceeding eleven 
thousand feet. Of the twenty most famous passes, only 
seven are below ten thousand feet, while fiye are upward 
of twelve thousand feet, and one, the Argentine, is 
thirteen thousand feet. Of the seventy-three important 
towns in Colorado, only twelve are below five thousand 
feet, ten are over ten thousand feet. and one is fourteen 
thousand feet. Passes at such a height are, of course, a 
barrier to ordinary traffic, and the railways from the At
lantic to the Pacfic have, in consequence, made detours of 
hundreds of miles, leaving rich plains lying on the wes
tern slopes of the great snowy range pre.ctically cut off 
from Denver and the markets of the East. The point 
from which it is proposed to tunnel is sixty miles due 
west from Denver, and although one of the highest peaks, 
it is by far the narrowest in the great back bone of the 
American continent.-Scim'Li1:tic American. 
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THE QUEEN OF THE KLICKITATS. 

OME and spend Christmas with 
me. I hear you intend going to 
Oregon, and we will talk it over." 

That is the message that greets 
my eye to-day, as I open and read 
a yellow note sheet, that time has 
set its shadow upon these many 

years; for it is a memento of a very 
pleasant occasion, and brings back 
associations that were cheerful and 
kind in their day. 

My uncle was a man who had 
seen the world during a youth that 
was passed in travel, though it was 
not nearly so convenient to see the 

world then as it is to-day. He was in his 
prime, and at his best at the time of which I write, and 
that was in days when Oregon was new. 

I accepted the invitation, and as I look at the yellow 
note the pleasant memories return. I henr the music, 
the laughter, the merry jests and reparte, and recall the 
story that enraptured the youngsters and pleasantly en
tertained the elders, which I introduce by this prelude 
as my Christmas offering for 1886. 

At my uncle's house was an old friend of his, an En
glish gentleman of the olden time, who happened to be 
in this country on business, and accepted his friend's in
vitation, as he could not spend his "Merry Christmas" 
in his own home. He and uncle had been fellow-trav
elers in younger days, though subsequent to the exploits 
recounted here. 

It was Christmas Eve, and the elders were met in 
one of the parlors, while the youngsters were in great 
glee not far away. When the conversation lagged my 
uncle said-

" Lonsdale, why can't you tell us that story of your 
Indian queen, that you have so often promised? " 

Mr. Lonsdale protested that it would occupy the 
evening and trespass on the occasion, and he was by no 
means a romancer. 

The little audience drew quietly round his easy chair~ 
and assumed a waiting position so natural that the guest 
laughed and blushed by turns. Then making the best 
of the matter, he concluded to surrender-to give up the 
story, at least-and did it so politely and unassumingly 
as to win good opinions before he spoke. 

Somehow, the news of a story being told crept into 
the children's room, and the little shavers, catching the 
words" story of an Indian queen," came stealing in, tak
ing refuge behind their best friends, until the room was 
closely filled. Another scuttle of coal was poured into 
the glowing grate, the lamps were placed , .- here they 
would" do the most good," and all eyps turned toward 
the embarrassed stranger. 

"Mr. Avery," said he, bowing to the host, "joined 
our expedition about starting toward the Orient, but was 
not with us during the previous year when we were dar-

ing dangers and seeking adventures in the wilderness of 
the Occic1ent. It is only a story of savage life and ways, 
and not worth your listening, but I will tell it as best I 
can. 

"In our seeking for adventures, as Englishmen al
ways havf>, and ever will, my friend and myself had 
reached the country known as Oregon. We had visited 
the Sand wich islands, and from there had reached Cali
fornia. But the now famous namp, San Francisco, was 
not then heard, and instead was Yerba Buena. From 
there we outfitted, and joined a party of fur traders and 
trappers who were bound for the Columbia. We went 
there because of the presence of the Hudson's Bay Com
pany in that wilderness, not thinking that in this pleas
ant parlor, quarter of a century gone, I would be telling 
my Oregon ad ventures in the presence of one about to 
become a citizen of that state. Time's chAnges are in
deed strange. 

"Reaching the headquarters of the Hudson's Bay 
Company, after numerous fights with tribes of Indians 
that lined our overland way, losing one member of our 
company and having several wounded, from which I 
carry the only scar received in all my 'raids,' we enjoyed 
ourselves awhile, making excursions through the western 
valleys of Oregon, and finally determined to make a 
journey east of the Cascade mountains, to view the tree
less stretches of landscapes, the arid plains, and the up
lands that wave with billowing grasses, as well as the 
grand mountain scenery. Before our departure, some 
difficuJty had occurred between the fur company people 
and the Indians, who guarded the pass of th~ river 
through the heart of the Oascade range. These were 
Klickitats, a powerful nation that owned the vast plains 
north of the Columbia and the mountains west to the 
middle of the range. This was the romantic spot where 
the Cascades foam, valuable to them as a fishing ground. 
As owners of this pass they could also collect tribute 
from all passers by. It was on this account there was a 
difference, and the British had temporarily withdrawn 
the small trading post that had been planted at the U p
per Cascades. We passed on above that point, and our 
Indian guide accompanied us to the foot of Mt. Adams. 
We knew the return route, and knowing he had a family 
near by, let him go, not dreaming that he was in collu
sion with the Klickitat queen, as at that time the nation 
had a Zenobia in place of her father, who was king. 

"Returning to the mouth of the Klickitat river, we 
loosened and launched our canoe Rnd had loaded it with 
our plunder, when Zip, my dog, by barking, told of dan
ger coming near. Pushing off in haste, we cleared the 
bank and had gotten but a short distance away when 
there came a flight of feathered arrows, which fell but 
little short of the canoe. We saw that the shore we had 
left WI\S lined with painted savages. Some uncommonly 
strong arm drew a powerful bow that sent an arrow 
whizzing past us, so we .dipped our paddles and pulled 
away out of shooting distance-for bows, at least. A 
sullen war-whoop told us that our fears of pursuit were 
soon to be realized. The shores at that point are 
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mountainous. Along the banks, as we ascended, we had 
seen canoes moored to the shores, so we kept close to 
the north side and occasionally set one adrift to save it 
from our enemies. This was hardly wise, for, seeing 
one afloat, an Indian stripped and swam to it. He had 
no paddles, as we had taken them out; but he paddled 
to the shore with his hands and soon had some extem
porized. Having one boat, the enemy pushed on and 
captured more. These were manned rapidly by those 
who followed the shore trail. Canoes captured after 
this were well equipped and made all tbe headway stout 
arms could give. Before we had gone three miles we 
saw four boats in pursuit, manned by twenty men. All 
tbis time we were making steady progress down the 
river. We were tired, because a sense of danger had 
for several days impressed us, and we had not stopped 
to cook or sleep. We sat and paddled for life; the dog 
looked wisely on while we planned our future course. 
We bad used paddles all over the Pacific ocean, until a 
savage could hardly be more expert. The dog seemed to 
take in the situation fully, and by yelping gave notice if 
fresh danger tbreatened. What a situation was ours! 
On one side was the Pacific ocea~ and a few British 
traders near at hand, while from the Pacific to Hudson's 
bay or the Atlantic, through a dense wilderness for four 
thousand miles, no settlements of white people existed, 
save those belonging to the same company.. There was 
a lonesome grandeur to the situation tbat became op
pressive at times, and was never a pleasant realization. 

"My friend and companion was Ned Johnson, a true 
man as a traveler, safe and sure and willing to do all 
tbat man should try to do. He was heir to the fortune 
he possesses to-day, but preferred traveling amid dan
gers to waiting for dead men's shoes on an allowance. 
We were fair shots, bad good rifles and could have 
picked off every man of them in five minutes. Tbe dis
tance between us was continually lessening. Our gtlns 
lay conveniently at hand, and the time shortened when 
we would have to use them. We called to mind an open 
cave on tbe north side, only a few miles below, and con
cluded to take refuge there, and if the pursuers came 
too near to teach them the danger of so doing. That 
time came before we reached the cave, so I kept at my 
paddle and left it to Ned as to when to use the rifle. 
As the savages drew nearer, he took up a gun, and all 
the Indians in the first canoe laid down their paddles to 
watch the game. He leisurely examined the rifles, then 
l"eloaded the double-barreled fowling-piece with buck 
shot and laid them by. Taking up a rifle again he mut
tered: 'Jack, if that beggar in the bow wouldn't crowd 
matters so I'd let him go.' With evident reluctance he 
took quick aim and fired, the leader in the canoe clap
ping his band to his thigh at the same time. They all 
gathered together and stopped in the stream, forgetting 
that the chase was escaping. It was a wonderment to 
them that any man should be able to make a bullet hit 
while half a mile away. It was not now far to the cave. 
We reached it, pulled our boat up on the beacb, and 
watched the coming of our foes. Tht'y had pulled to 

the nearest shore and there found some leaves with 
healing properties with which they bound up the wound 
of their comrade. An hour was lost by this delay, but 
we had hardly got established in our new quarters when 
they hove in sight. Only when they passed by and 
went on down stream did we recognize the fact that our 
retreat was cut off and the enemy in possession of our 
only way of escape. The cave was under a cliff, open 
to the river and with no protection from willows. The 
savages could come in canoes, by night, and attack us in 
overwhelming numbers, when rifles and double-barreled 
guns would be, at close quarters, no better, if as good 
as, tomahawks and arrows. We saw, from the edge of 
the cave, the Indians make a landing on a small island 
about a mile below us. Our field glasses told us their 
exact movements. At length the night came down and 
soon became blackness itself, as there was no moon. 
We silently launcbed our canoe, and replacing our bag. 
gage, crossed the wide river. Our fears were well 
grounded; the enemy soon stormed the cave, as their 
wild war-whoops on finding it deserted announced. The 
birds were flown, but could not be far away, so they 
commenced patroling the broad surface of the river. 

"What is called the' middle river' on the Oolumbia 
is a beautiful and romantic region, extending from the 
Cascades to the Dalles, about fifty miles. It was then 
early June, and the shores that would be brown in July 
and burned up in August, were green as emerald and 
bright with wild flowers. All our way was among 

. mountain ranges, through which the Oolumbia had 
made a channel. While the scene was grand by day, it 
was awesome by night, when the deep shadows of the 
surrounding heights fell on the mirroring waters. The 
sky, with its night's blue and its bost of stars, was also 
reflected there. We had an advantage in being able to 
keep in the shadows. We kept down the south shore of 
the river. Though we were some distance in advance 
of the party at the cave, we could not know whether or 
not others were below us. During the night we saw ca
noes patrol the river and exchange signals, but we kept 
close in tbe shadows and floated on. We whispered low, 
and even Zip was wise enough to make no sound. It 
was decided that we should draw our canoe ashore in 
some tangle of alders and willows, and conceal ourselves 
for some days. We judged from the number of canoes 
patroling that our enemy had received reinforcements, 
and the delay could do no harm and might throw them 
off their guard. We found such a spot, and with infi
nite caution entered it. The river was near its June 
rise, and we were in a submerged grove that was fringed 
with willows. When morning came we were hidden as 
completely as Indian craft could have done it, as we 
had cut boughs and planted them thickly in the shallow 
water, making a thicket, natural and almost impenetra
ble. Those were tedious days. We watched both the 
river and the shore, and our hearts beat quickly some
times as we saw savages in their war paint going down 
the river in their canoes, or passing along the shore. 
You may know we were well hidden, or we would never 
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have escaped. With our rifles we could have picked 
them off, but this would have revealed our presence, en
raged them against us and endangered our lives had we 
fallen into their hands, and would have been a cause for 
trouble between the Klickitat nation and the fur com
pany, so we determined to avoid bloodshed. Three days 
were passed in this manner. During the last day no 
Indians were seen or heard, so we crept out of our hid
ing place and started down stream. It did not strike us 
that any serious trouble had occurred. We thought we 
had only to avoid this party and reach the Cascades to 
find a trading post and white men to protect us. To be 
sure, we had been warned and advised not to go, but we 
sought adventure, and thought our rifles could efficient
ly protect us. We passed quietly down the river and 
neared the Cascades in safety. Some little distance 
abov~ the rapids are some beautiful islands. As we 
neared these without suspicion, and were passing by, a 
sudden war-whoop announced the presence of the sav
ages, and immediately two canoes pushed out from the 
shadow of the trees and gave pursuit. Ned had good 
vision, aided by a good glass, and in a moment said it 
was the same party that had pursued us before. We 
bent to our paddles to reach the trading post, but as our 
boat cleared the island and the view opened, behold! the 
shore was bare, and no banner of old England floated 
from its staff. The trading post was gone, and Indian 
lodge,s were in its place. 

" Our guide, on the up trip, had told us that at high 
flood it was possible to sweep the rapids. June had ' 
brought the melted snow of the interior ranges down 
and filled the river to its brim. Where the Cascades 
foamed in low stage there now were tossing waves and 
rushing waters, and we boldly headed the canoe to make 
the passage. There are supreme moments when the in
telligence of minds in danger seems as one. We hardly 
spoke, but by a motion each signified the same thought. 
Zip, too, seemed to take in the situation, and lay down 
in the bottom of the canoe as still as possible. That 
scene and that hour are photographed on my memory 
indelibly. Above the rapids the current is still to the 
very edge of their rush. The islands we had passed 
seemed like bits of Paradise floating on the silent tide. 
The gigantic mountains and nearer precipices stood ln 
grand relief, like '03sa piled on Pelion.' The shores 
wore summer's plumage and the dark mountains their 
sombre and unchanging evergreen. These made a scene 
of verdant beauty that can not be described. Soon we 
drew near the fateful rapids and then beg~n a hand to 
hand struggle for life. One moment to clasp hands, to 
pat the dog's head, and each man was like a figure of 
bronze. Zip stood in the stern a moment and hurled 
defiance at our pursuers in a howl of r~ge that could be 
heard above the roar of the Cascades. 

"We kept the prow with the current and added mo
tion to give steerage. We had dallied in the South Sea 
surfs, and toyed with small cataracts, and that gave us 
nerve and poise. A tremendous surge and swell shook 
our egg shell and threw it aloft; it trembled on the 

brink of deadly whirlpools and foaming abysses and 
thus passed fiercely by the worst of the crisis. It was a 
moment only, though it seemed an age, and we reached 
smoother water. We had run the Cascades-a feat that 
bas seldom been accomplished- in a seething moment 
of time. Below the rapids is a long and narrow island, 
and there we landed to rest a moment after our super
human effort. We had no thought of being pursued, 
but looking back, saw another canoe tossing on the fu
rious waters and then glide into the smoother current. 
We could have launched our craft and gone on our way, 
keeping the enemy at bay by shooting them as they 
drew near, but we hated bloodshed, had just come out 
of a terrible experience and needed rest. The matter 
was soon decided, for while we studied and thought the 
other canoe landed. Ned handled his rifle and looked 
at me, but I shook my head. They drew their bows as 
they came near, but we laid down the guns and gave a 
hand shake to each one, and all was serene. They, too, 
had had an experience in the rapids that disarmed their 
savagery and made them kind. The awful danger made 
them forget they were on the war-path, and we were 
soon the best of friends. The Indian words we knew 
were 'clarhiaum six,' a common salutation. That was 
exchanged, and then we managed by signs. 

" The surest way to the heart of an Indian is to fill 
his stomach, so we opened our stores and made a feast 
for them. We made coffee and passed it around in a 
tin cup. Then we drew out our smoking tobacco and 
pipes and passed them around, each one taking a whiff. 
We had, fortunately, filled their idea of hospitality and 
peace to the fullest. They were at the Cascades for the 
fishing season and were camped on the north side, their 
lodges on the level above the falls and on the rock ter
races that rose above it. We had heard that the Klick
itats were ruled by a woman, but did not know that this 
Indian queen had heard of us; but our guide had, evi
dently, informed her of our presence in her territory, 
and she had sent out her people to intercept and bring 
us to her. Kamiakin was a wise chief and brave war
rior. His two sons had been killed in battle and he had 
only this daughter; he had trained her to succeed him, 
and she had the fullest confidence of her people. When 
forced to war she led them; in the fishing season she di
rected them, and she went with them on the great an
nual hunts. It is claimed, of late, that the Atlanteans 
came from their since sunken continent, ascended the 
Mississippi, crossed the cOuntry by the waters of ' the 
Missouri and Columbia, and established colonies on 
those streams and Puget sound. Since this theory was 
promulgated I have believed that this woman was a re
lict of that early race, and, therefore, unlike the common 
Indian. Brought up an Amazon, she was remarkable in 
many respects, and we determined on making her ac
quaintance. Our meal being over and the pipes smoked, . 
we indicated by signs and what we knew of the Chinook 
dialect, that we wished to be taken to their chief. 

"In the afternoon our canoes crossed the narrow 
stream north of the island, and following a trail, we soon 
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reached the Upper Cascades. Here, word had preceded 
us, and we were met by an officer, who took charge of 
our persons and property. He played the part of sher
iff in further proceedings. That night he took us to a 
great lodge made of poles, matting and bark, and hung 
overhead with tons of smoked salmon swung to the raf
ters. The beating of a drum told when the queen's 
court was opened, and our sheriff ushered us into her 
presence. The great lodge was ablaze with pine kots, 
and other pine knots blazed without. Chiefs and war
riors were seated around her, according to their rank, 
and common members of the tribe stood beyond and in 
front of her. Queen Pomeray occupied a seat covered 
with valuable furs. Skins of bear, elk, buffalo, wolves, 
deer, and many of the finer furs, were scattered around. 
Such surroundings well became the barbaric sovereign. 
She was a remarkable woman to look at-young, and in 
youth's prime. Her head was dressed with beautiful 
feathers of strange birds. Her neck and arms were bare, 
with strings of shells and natural gems of remarkable 
beauty. Her noble bearing would have distinguished 
her in any company, but in the midst of this throng of 
savages she was indeed a queen, a' Zenobia, and yet so 
womanly withal as to impress us most favorably. In 
complexion and features she differed from the rest-the 
features more Roman and the complexion a clear olive. 
Her immediate attendants were young women, who al
ways accompa.nied her and were almost as attractive. 
We had little time for observation; Pomeray asked 
questions that called out the facts, and after a brief con
ference with the sheriff and our witnesses, court ad
journed until morning. That night we occupied a new 
bark tent; our possessions were all there and faithful 
Zip was standing guard. 

" The next morning our case was opened with more 
ahoriginal formality. When the sun was two hours high 
two officials, clad in rich costumes, came for us, and we 
were taken to a newly-erected building, where the tribe 
seemed already gathered. Pomeray occupied a raised 
dais covered with skins, and the chiefs in their order, 
all dressed in barbaric costumes, rich in color and 
strange in material, stood around. Eagle feathers and 
rare skins shown from many a head-they were made 
into caps, in which the heads and tails of the animals 
played an important part. On each side of her stood a 
gigantic warrior, clad in furs and armed with strange 
weapon!), each with a great spear in his right hand. 
Four young women, the usual attendants of her person, 
sat on the step below her and served as foils to her re
markable beauty. The scene and surroundings were of 
wild, barbaric splendor, and savage. to the extreme. 

" I must be brief, so I will omit the details of con
versation, and say that we were accused of trespassing 
upon her territory, and dangerously wounding one of 
her braves. Ned was a splendid worker or fighter, but 
no talker, so he threw the defense upon me. There was 
an interpreter who knew just enough to misunderstand 
half I said. I uru:lertook to interest her by explaining 
how and where we traveled, to satisfy their curiosity as 

why we wanted to climb their Klickitat mountains. My 
story interested her, evidently, and her tribe crowded 
near to hear it. I finally wound up with 'Ask Queen 
Pomeray whether we would dare deceive her, or harm 
her or her people and then put ourselves in her power.' 
Nothing strikes an Indian like actu al performance. I 
had explained that we could have killed all of the men 
who followed ¥s, yet we only wounded one, to keep them 
back while we escaped. I then asked to have a rifle 
brought, and set Ned to prove his marksmanship. On 
the top limb of a dead pine, a long way off, sat a carrion 
bird; seeing this, and after having calculated the dis
tance he carefully regulated the sights and fired. The 
bird fell, and the audience sent up a murmur of sur
prise. This was all very fine, and no doubt had some 
effect; but she sternly reiterated the question' Why did 
these strangers wound one of my people, who was peace
fully sailing on thE' river '~' It was useless to say' they 
began it.' We were in the minority and had placed our
selves in their power. There is a demand for vengeance 
in savage natures that no helplessness can allay. I had 
studied medicine, and had some practice before I tookto 
savage wandering, and I suddenly thought that my art 
might heal the wound and thus end the difficulty. Ned 
modestly informed the court that his friend was a medi
cine man, and would like to see and attend the wound. 
This produced a marked effect. Court adjourned and 
we went to see the patient. It was short work to probe 
the wound and take out the ball, as it was a flesh wound 
and not deep. Taking care to salve the wound and bind 
it with lint, we returned to the waiting court. There 
was a sensation when I held up the ball and proved by 
one of the few who were allowed to be present that it 
was the veritable bullet in the wound. I had made a 
powerful enemy of the Indian medicine man, who had, 
until now, attended the patient. He wanted to undo my 
work, scorned the story of the bullet and called me a 
liar. But I proved all I claimed, and was left in pos. 
seSSIOn. Determined not to have his ill will I made a 
visit to his lodge; in company with an interpreter, and 
proposed an exchange of professional secrets. I gave 
him some of the salve and lint used, also some other 
simple remedies I could spare. I got him to tell me 
some of his own 'tricks of trade.' By doing this and 
promising soon to turn my patient over to his care, and 
to speak well of his ability, to his queen, I made friends 
with him for a time and prevented the wounded man 's 
life being sacrificed to prove his case, for with him pro
fessional pride would slay patients if necessary to ws
tain his fame. As I could not stay with the wounded 
man, I feared the jealous Indian doctor would do some
thing in my absence to kill my patient, if only to show 
that I really had not cured him. 

"Meantime, a hostile party had organized, at whose 
head was an old warrior who retained all the prejudices 
known toward whites. Day after day the court met to 
hear the cause argued. The closing effort was a speech 
made by this old man, who was eloquent in his den unci· 
ation of the whites and praise of the good old times. 
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One of us, he said, was a medicine man; who could tell 
what spells we had laid on their country, on the game in 
the mountains or the fish in the stream. He denounced 
the story of the bullet. As he went on, working upon 
the fears -and superstitions of his people, many a war
riO!' grunted assent, and his venomous words carried 
conviction that no civilized argument could meet. The 
interpreter arose, wh<'n he had finished, and restated our 
case; showed that WE: had done no harm, the wounded 
man was getting well, ilnd we wanted to go home. He 
showed and explained ~ map we had with us, and traced 
upon it the long and dangerous journey we had come. 
He told of our custom of traveling to see the world, and 
other matters we had told him. As he spoke, quite a 
sensation was created by the appearance of the wounded 
man, who walked with a cane and looked as well as ever. 
This relieved our case of its worst feature-then. was no 
longer a wounded man to take vengeance for. He made 
our case good by saying we had sent to Vancouver for 
blankets and yarious other things as a peace offering. 
So court adjourned, finally, and the great case of Klick
itat vs. Englishmen ended. It only awaited the arrival 
of the goods from headquarters to be forgotten. 

" All the while this trial was progressing, I had no 
fear. I had read Pomeray's face and saw that she had 
some ulterior purpose, and that it was not hostile to us, 
but rather intended to detain us at the Cascades. From 
the first she had taken an interest in Ned, had watched 
him, and shown a liking few besides myself had noticed; 
but as I uoted it I feared it far more than the result of 
the trial, for' H811 hath no fury like a woman scorned.' 
After the trial was over she sent for Ned and questioned 
him concerning his various journeyings. Before that I 
had jokingly asked how he would like the idea of being 
king of all the Klickitats. We were in the toils, and 
how to get out without danger was the question. It was 
no trifling matter. She had cut off intercourse with our 
people and had us in possession. I could see that es
cape was not easy, and that delay was dangerous. I 
look back on that period with pleasure, because it fur
nished a life episode that was strange and startling, yet 
possessed of features that were delightful and charming. 
Having little else to do we learned their language, and 
within a short time could understand and be understood. 
This improved our situation greatly. We soon made a 
pleasant family, consisting of Pomeray, her four maids; 
her wise counselor and her musician or poet laureate, a 
real genius in his way. The counselor was a wise old 
cynic, who had been a friend of Kamiakin, father of 
Pomeray, and was left her 'guide, philosopher and 
frienu.' He was head of her household, and his advice 
was often sought. We learned to like and trust him be
cause we perceived that he saw and averted all dangers 
threatening us. Pomeray enjoyed our presence and 
did much to make us happy. Her beauty and grace 
were natural and unaffected, and grew upon us as we 
knew her better. On moonlight evenings we gathered 
under the grand trees, sitting or reclining on mossy 
rocks as old as the hills that towered above. Her young 

musician improvised verses, which he cha.nted in mono
tone to wild music drawn from instruments of his own 
devising, making weird melody that suited the moonlit 
scene and dashing waters. Pel Mox-a-mox, the ancient, 
and the four maidens were always there, and we were 
indeed a pleasant company. 

" One of the medicine men came to her lodge one 
day and announced to Pomeray the near approach of the 
summer solstice, for they kept account of the seasons 
and had festivals to correspond. The longest day in the 
year was devoted to sun worship, for the sun was be
lieved to call up the salmon from the sea and to call 
down the floods from the mountains-which is literally 
true. Old Mox-a-mox explained to us their customs, 
and invited us to join in their festivities, which invita
tion we accepted with thanks. We found every avenue 
of escape guarded; under some pretense our arms were 
detained, and it was evident that our steps were watched. 
I had risen in the night to breathe the fresh air 9.t the 
river's brink, and could see dusky shadows flit from tree 
to tree. There were no canoes left near our camp or ' 
where we could go, and to attempt to leave by the river 
trail was useless. We did not appear anxious, as that 
would have excited Pomeray's fears; all we could do was 
to make the best of it and enjoy the beautiful summer 
as it came. We had unavailingly tried to send a mes
sage to the fort, and had finally sent for the indemnity 
goods, and requested that a peace commissioner should 
be sent up to place matters on the old time footing; but 
for some cause neither the goods nor commissioner 
came, and the weeks went by leaving us there as the 
queen's guests. The great salmon feast of the sun wor
ship was a success. At the earliest dawn we arose, and 
climbing the rocky ledges stood upon the last shelf to 
watch the sun's rising. The royal family was all there, 
and as the first gleam of gold shot up in the east a 
chorus rose, wherein the Klickitat nation welccmed the 
sunlight. From every shelf and from the river's side 
rose this ehant, an ancient, rythmic recitativE', taught in 
childhood and handed down, none knew for how many 
generations. The medicine men had their ow~ outlook 
and chanted their own lay, offering up at the time a sac
rifice of fn-e on stones that had been immemorial altars. 
The warriors, from a shelf below us, waved and threw 
their spears and let fly their arrows, and had a peculiar 
cry that welcomed the god of day. All had their special 
rites, finishing with a grand barbecue of baked salmon 
which the squaws were preparing at the lower level. 
The largest and richest fish procurable were used, sea
soned with salt and fragrant herbs that were swathed 
around them in the hot pit where they were baked. 
Many other dainty things eked out the feast, which was 
served on clean, flat stones laid on the mossy rocks that 
stood everywhere under the great firs. 

" Ned was hardly an unwilling victim all this time. 
The fellow had many a talk with Pnmeray, in which he 
learned her language thoroughly. He yielded homage 
to her graces and qualities, and wondered how such a 
creature was ever produced in such a wilderness. He 
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had day dreams of a future, teaching her the arts of civ
ilization and trying to bring her people to civilized ways, 
but serious moments told him how impracticable such 
visions were, and however he might wish to raise her in 
the scale of humanity it would be taking a large contract 
to marry the whole Klickitat nation. He always waked 
to the sense of danger and n~cessity of escape. 

"Lying between the river and the base of Mt. Hood 
was a valley, known to the Indians as the' vale of beau
ty.' Hood river valley to-day fills that assertion, but in 
its primeval days it was a paradise of nature. By im
memorial usage this lovely spot was preserved for great 
occasions, and its game left in peace until the whole 
tribe held high festival there. In the early weeks of 
our enforced stay the question of holding the great sum
mer hunt arose. They preserved for winter use a great 
quantity of fish, roots, berries and meat. This last was 
a necessity, and it had become the custom to let game 
run unmolested in Hood valley, where it grew tame, and 
on occasion could be readily killed. Old Mox-a-mox 
wisely suggested that it would be economy, while we 
were there with our guns, to have the great hunt. He 
always' kept an eye to windward,' and thought it would 
be amusing us while it would serve them. We had 
heard of this valley, and had intended visiting it, but 
Pomeray's warriors had driven us past. She laughingly 
said she would drive us back again. 

" All things . are done in traditional order in Indian 
lands. The medicine men are consulted, and then-the 
queen does as she pleases. There were three medicine 
men in the tribe, and the youngest had been raised in 
Kamiakin's lodge and grown up in the family. Of 
course he loved Pomeray. The others were married 
men and could give unbiased opinions. Each had his 
altar stone and called 'spirits from the vasty deep.' 
The oldest endorsed the hunt. The second could not 
make up his mind, and the youngest read in the smoke, 
in the steam and in the clouds, the coals and the blaze, 
as well as the foaming waters and rising mists, ' Klicki
tat must fear the strangers.' You see the beggar was 
jealous of Ned. The queen quietly heard their reading 
of the omens and then turned to wise old Mox-a-mox, 
who said: 'We will leave these two medicine men to 
guard the camp, and will get ready in two days for the 
valley.' So the matter was decided, and we went with 
the consenting medicine man as master of ceremonies. 
On the 'appointed morning we set out in aboriginal 
style, and every face, save those of the royal family, was 
painted to represent life and pleasure, and every canoe 
had some banner or ensign. The royal canoe was a 
large one with a great griffin rising at the bow to scare 
evil ones. Pomeray reclined in the stern, a delightful 
contrast to the hideous image at the prow. We were in 
her canoe with the rest of her family. Her minstrel 
improvised and drew concord of sounds from his instru
ments. The broad river has seen many watery proces
sions, but never a gayer one than that which gleamed 
on its surface so long ago. A few hours of the paddle 
and the song and we reached our landing. We found 

all kinds of game plentiful; killed black and brown bear 
and deer in abundance, and toward the base of grand 
old Hood we slew the lordly elk. Pomeray had her 
Cayuse pony and kept us in sight. Our guns kept the 
Klickitat nation busy that week caring for the game we 
killed. There were also about fifty warriors and hunt
ers out with bows and arrows, who did wonderful work. 
Many a time when I had a good shot, but saw an Indian 
hunter creeping up, I gave him the chance. He usually 
brought down the game, but if he missed I tried my 
hand. I was as much surprised at their marksmanship 
as they were at mine. We both managed to win laurels 
and make friends at the same time, as we always gave 
way to an Indian if proper to do so. It was a case in 
which we could not afford to be unpopular. 

"To recount all the things Pomeray did to make 
the summer pass pleasantly would fill a large book, and 
but for the fact that we were haunted by an undefined 
fear, it would have been delightful. We oft8n recall to 
each other memories of that summer, when we meet, 
and we meet often, for we are neighbors and have never 
lost the regard for each other that sent us traveling to
gether long years ago. 

" At last came the British envoy and the indemnity 
goods. Mr. Spencer was the hope on which we reposed, 
so you can imagine our dismay when we made our fears 
known to hear him say: 'What a splendid thing for you! 
What a grand woman she is, and what a position it 
would give you in our company to marry her!' Such 
was his answer, and so he thought. With a member of 
the Hudson's Bay Company the first and last idea was 
to build up the company. Many gentlemen of breeding 
and scholarship married Indian women for the standing 
it gave them with the natives and the influence to con
trol trade for the company. Mr. Spencer reasoned that 
Ned had means to invest in the company and could do 
no better than to so invest and then marry a woman who 

. ruled an Indian nation, and become a magnate in the 
fur trade. We were in for it now, worse than ever. 
Our expected deliverer was scheming to build up his 
company at our expense, and was playing into Pomeray's 
hands so plainly that he became a prime favorite. We 
passed our days now pleasantly enough; but Indian 
ways had become tiresome, and we longed for release. 
It was plain that no terms for peace would be made un
til our fate was settled. We could, fortunately, talk in 
English and not be understood, and we discussed con
stantly our chances of escape. 

" Cal-as-tine was one of Pomeray's maids. She was 
lovable, beautiful and innocent, but, like her mistress, 
had fallen in love with Ned. She never told her love, 
and I had seen it only by closely observing when we 
wero all together. Ned was ignorant of it and treated 
her with all kindness and familiarity, as he did the rest. 
She simply could not endure the thought of seeing him 
married to her mistress, to be always there a reproach 
to her heart, for she did not for a moment harbor the 
thought that he could wish to escape. Seeing how 
things were I cultivated her acquaintance, and having 
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gained her confidence, told her the straight truth. I re
member how her eyes dilated when I told her we wanted 
to escape. It was a revelation to her, and she set her
self to work to invent the means. This state of things 
had been going on for a weE-k before the peace commis
sioner arrived, and his coming-when his views were 
explained- only quickened her activity. She was near
ly related to Queen Pomeray, and almost her peer in 
beauty. They were like sister IS, which made her unfor
tunate attachment all the more serious. In planning 
our escape it was necessary to so manage as not to im
plicate her. We found guards at every point, watchers 
by every trail, and never was a canoe left in the river 
near our quarters. Above all, Pomeray was ever wide 
awake and alert. But one day Oal-as-tine came to me 
with a suggestion that startled and surprised me for a 
moment, and then made matters as plain as day: ' My 
brother is a great medicine man; has he no charm that 
will make Pomeray sleep?' Her scheme was to secure 
quiet and throw the queen off her guard 10I1g enough to 
permit some plan of escape to be carried out and give 
safety at Vancouver. The girl was bright enough to 
suggest a most effective plan of escape. She had a 
brother who was a famous fisherman. His scaffold was 
built near our lodge and we spent many an hour watch
ing his skillful work. Sometimes he gave up the spear 
and net to us, so that we had learned the business fairly 
well. He came and went in a canoe, carrying his fish 
away in it. She agreed to have the canoe in readiness 
in case Pomeray could be made to sleep, so that she 
could not set her ordinary guards. It was necessary to 
act on some dark night. The commissioner we did not 
take into counsel, as we did not deem him our friend. 
It was a bold game, but- it had to be played, and I con
fess I did not relish it. She had done much for our 
pleasure, amI we owed many happy days to her kind
ness; even her unfortunate love affair was a compliment 
to my friend. One day I handRd Cal-as-tine a small 
paper of white powder, and instructed her in its use. 
There was not enough to injure, but sufficient to make 
one sleep soundly and long. If given with the evening 
meal its effects would continue long into the succeeding 
day. Oal-as-tine was faithful to her mistress, and re
quired me to inform her about the powder and its use. 
In the evening she told me Pomeray was already asleep, 
and that the canoe would be below the great cascade at 
midnight. The intense darkness was increased by the 
shadow of the forest. We crept out of our lodge at 
midnight, stole quietly to the bank and there found the 
canoe, with Oal-as-tine's brother in it. He knew all the 
rapids and whirlpools and handled his boat skillfully 
and noiselessly until we were on the smooth surface of 
the broad Oolumbia, when he left us and went ashore. 
We breathed freely now, for we had left the Klickitat 
nation and their beautiful queen behind, and we only 
had to keep our paddles going to reach the fort in early 
morning. Oal-as-tine had proved the wit and power of 
a jealous woman. We had bidden Oal-as-tine farewell 
early in the evening and had spent the last hours of the 

afternoon with Pomeray and her court. How I wonder 
if those grand old trees still shadow the Oascades and 
the music of the waters swells against those high but
tressed walls! 

" We reached Vancouver in good season, told as much 
of our story as we cared to -and then waited events. As 
we stood on the shore at Vancouver, I remarked: 'Hang 
me, if I ever again go where there is an Indian queen, 
unless my companion is as homely a man as I am!' 
But our epic was not ended. Pomeray waked at high 
noon and found her birds had flown. She was not a 
woman to be badly balked. She thought 'medicine' 
had been given her that afternoon. The next day she 
fitted up a famous war canoe after the style of the time 
of the old Klickitat sovereigns and left in state for Van
couver' carrying her ally, the peace commissioner, with 
her. She pretended that she came to see her treaty 
with Spencer properly ratified-and so it was. She re
turned all our effects, which we had been obliged to 
leave at the time of our flight, made us both valuable 
presents of Indian goods and curios, and so bade us 
adieu in generous fashion. The better nature of the 
queen of the Klickitats had asserted itself and she was 
at peace with herself. We saw Oal-as-tine and her com
panions, old Pel Mox-a-mox, the wise man, and the 
minstrel, and were glad to be able to bid a kind fare
well to all the royal family. It was an episode that has 
lasted a lifetime aHd has left no unkind remembrance. 

" Spencer, the canny Scot, was true to his principles 
as laid down to Ned. This was proved by his marriage 
with Pomeray, two years later. His ruddy head and 
beard contrasted loudly with her raven locks, but she 
never knew it. He wisely left her to rule the Klicki
tats. She became semi-civilized, and motherhood came 
to educate and domesticate. She was a model woman 
of her kind. In course of time she left the ruling of 
the Klickitats to others and devoted herself to the care 
of her husband and children." 

The story had occupied the evening hour and held 
the young people enthralled by its visions of savage life 
and aboriginal ways. We who were older appreciated 
its peculiar interest. Some of the names were disguised, 
to avoid being extremely personal, but the story accord
ed perfectly with native ways in early times. Since then 
the Indian nations have dwindled, and the royal blood 
of Kamiakin is entirely lost. If it was indeed true that 
an Atlantean dynasty once ruled east of the mountains, 
made the valley of Hood river its summer res0rt, spread 
airy lodges in leafy June along the north shore at the 
Oascades, there is no record or trace left to prove it. 
Strange to say, there are no records of Indian life on the 
Middle or Upper Oolumbia that carry their history back 
a quarter of a century. S. A. CLARKE. 

• • • 
THE oldest Scandinavian laws punished the murder 

of a humble maiden more than that of a chief. The 
weaker sex was protected in innumerable ways, and even 
as late as the twelfth century a simple kiss forced upon 
a maiden was punished with a fine or exile. 
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ZARINA, THE SPIRIT OF THE MOUNTAIN. 

The Romance of an Unfinished" Hood." 

I.-THE STAGE FROM THE SOUTH. 

ITH smoking horses and mud
splashed wheels and box, late 
in the fall of 186- , the stage 
from the south came thunder
ing down First street, Portland, 
and with a sweeping turn drew 
up at the curbstone in front of 
a once famous hostelry at the 

foot of Stark street. The future 
metropolis was then, in many of 
its characteristics, only a big ana 
thriving village, and the arrival of 
the overland mail and passengers 

evoked the usual crowd and stir of 
excitement at Cosmopolitan corner. 
The hard-driven horses snorted and 

stamped and rattled their harness, as an attache of the 
hotel opened the door of the heavy" thorough-brace" 
coach, and the passengers, six in number, slowly emerged 
from the dark, leather-scented interior, and stood for a 
moment grouped upon the sidewalk, giving directions 
for the disposition of their baggage, and shaking the 
wrinkles of the long, rough ride from their clothes and 
tempers before they entered the hospitable doors of the 
old caravansary. 

Two of these passengers, a tall, slender, handsome 
young man, with dark hair and eyes, and the sallow face 
and languid air of an invalid, and a little girl four or five 
years of age, comfortably enveloped in a warm traveling 
cloak, whom he took tenderly in his arms when he 
alighted, were noticeable as being somewhat different 
from the usual class of persons who traveled by stage 
over the barbaric highways of the Northwest. The clear
cut features, brunette complexion and somewhat embar
rassed manner, iced by a shade of hauteur, of the young 
man, suggested at once to the casual observer that he 
was either a foreigner of Spanish or Italian extraction, 
or an American Southerner. His slouched hat of fine, 
soft felt, and the military cloak he wore, aided the im
pression. 

With the child nestling, half asleep, upon his bosom, 
he made his way, with some difficulty, to the clerk's 
desk. 

"I shall require two rooms connecting with each 
other, one for myself and one for the child," he said, 
with a pure American accent. "Have a fire made in 
them, please, and send your housekeeper to me at once, 
as I shall need her assistance, when our baggage is 
brought up, in attending to my little charge here." 

" Very well," replied the young clerk, with a slight 
glance of deprecation at the traveler's burden, as though 
he suspected it of being contraband of war. "Let me 
see," turning to the key board, "I can give you twenty-

one and twenty-two, which will suit you perfectly, a~ 

they communicate, and one stove answers for both." 
Then the stranger registered his name: "Paul Den

ham and child, S. F." in a delicate hand. 
" Here, John! " called the clerk to the porter, "show 

this gentleman up-stairs to the sitting room, and have a 
fire made in twenty-one and twenty-two, and the rooms 
aired." 

The little sitting room into which Paul Denham was 
ushered by the porter was wholly unoccupied at the 
time, but a brisk fire in the grate stove, and the dark, 
rich color of the carpet, and substantial furniture, gave 
it a cosy, home-like appearance. 

" Well, Leda, we are at home, now, and will have a 
nice dinner, and not ride in the old wagon aDY more," 
he said, coaxingly, to the child, as he put her on the 
sofa, and proceeded, with deft hand, to remove her cloak 
and hood. When this was done, he bent forward and 
kissed her warm, pouting lips with the tenderness of a 
mother, and she answered him only with a beautiful 
smile, pathetic in its utter love and trust. Then she sat 
very quiet, her dark glance roving about the room with 
grave, childish wonder, replying only in soft monosylla
bles to his playful questions and kind assurances. 

In the course of half an hour the housekeeper, a 
motherly, middle-aged woman, appeared. 

"What a dear little girl it is!" she exclaimed, as she 
came bustling forward, as if the care of waifs was her 
chosen occupation, and began to caress and smooth the 
child's rumpled tresses. The latter shrank a little, but 
was instantly reassured by the kinJly face and tone of 
the woman, and reached out a dimpled little hand in to
ken of amity and confidence. 

" That is right, darling! " exclaimed the housekeeper, 
accepting the proffered tribute and kissing the child af
fectionately as she took her in her arms. " The rooms 
are quite ready now, and we will have a bath and dress 
for dinner." 

"Her name is Leda," said the young man, coming 
forward with a pleasant smile, as if glad to be freed 
from a perplexing situation. "Weare, unfortunately, 
alone, and it is a great relief to me to be assured, by 
your manner and appearance, that she will be kindly 
and properly cared for, after the harrassing travel of the 
last few days. Here is the key to the larger trunk, in 
which you will find her apparel. Please be guarded in 
your conversation with her, so as not to recall anything 
that is past." 

"I think I understand you, sir," said the woman, 
with a sympathetic glance at the rosy little face, whose 
features so strongly resembled those of the man before 
her, "and your wishes shall be followed. Will you 
have your dinner brought to your room?" 

" Yes, thank you," he replied, "that will be best on 
her account. Afterwards, if you are at leisure, I should 
like to consult with you about finding a proper home for 
her, as I shall remain in your city during the winter." 

"I shall be glad to assist you," she said, with the 
faintest tint of a blush on h8r yet comely cheeks, "and 
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have no doubt that I can, as I have been long a resident 
of Portland, and in better circumstances form erly than 
now." 

Then waving a parting salutation to Leda, Paul Den
ham closed the door after them, and went to the window 
overlooking the street, where he stood for some time, 
drumming with his fingers on a window pane, and gaz
ing fixedly into the deepening gloom of a cold and misty 
evening of late October. The shadow of some great 
trouble was on his face, and his dark brows were knit in 
painful thought. 

" Well, I am at the end of the world, now," he solil
oquized, " and ought to be safe here. It is a glorious, 
uncharted field lor a landscape artist, and if I can only 
take care of Leda in the meanwhile, who knows but that 
I may win fame and fortune in this magnificent wilder
ness! There is breadth and height and freedom here, 
the grandeur of God's mountain temples and boundless 
forests, and the wild beauty of winding rivers and match
less vales! If Nemesis follow me not, there is that 
within me, I believe, which will respond to the inspira
tion and bear some fruit worthy of the theme. Will the 
spectre behind me cast weird and awful shadows on my 
work as it has already on my soul, and the blossom of 
my early dreams be blotted out, after all, by the fantas
ies of a dark and gloomy spirit? Somehow, I feel like 
(Manfred,' on the brink of an Alpine precipice-but it 
must not be; I am too young yet to surrender hope and 
accept despair. Whatever happens, Leda, at least, shall 
not feel the shadow of my desolation." 

A childish exclamation of delight broke in upon his 
reverie, and turning quickly, he saw Leda, bright, airy 
and refreshed, running toward him with extended arms, 
while the housekeeper stood at the door, smiling. 

" Ah! Leda, you come to me like a fairy of the story 
books to some poor, doomed prisoner in a tower! " he ex
claimed, impulsively, as he took the child in his arms 
and kissed her affectionately. Then he was shown to 
their rooms, where an appeti!6ing repast was already 
awaiting them. 

" If you will kindly come to me in about an hour," he 
said to the housekeeper, as she lingered a moment at 
the door, "we will talk OVEr the matter to which J re
ferred." 

She bowed her acquiescence and withdrew. 

n .-THE COTTA.GE HOME. 

When the good-natured housekeeper again announ
ced herself at the door of number twenty-one, the dish
es had been removed, and Leda, nestling in a comfort
able arm chair, had prattled herself into a rosy doze. 
The housekeeper, sympathizing in her heart with the 
pale and care-worn young man, so young and good look
ing, and yet a widower, put the child to bed in the ad
joining room, and then returned, kindly determined to 
assist him to the full extent of her advice and influence 
in the important matter respecting which he had solie
ited her counsel. 

He was seated at a table, on which were a lamp and 
writing materials, his elbows resting upon it and his 
head dropped upon his upturned palms. His pale face, 
and black, wavy hair, disordered by his restless hands 
and shining richly in the lamplight, made a pretty pic
ture, the woman thought, as she took a seat opposite to 
him. 

"Pardon me," · he said, lifting his head when he 
heard the rustle of her dress, and moving back a little, 
"I was lost in thought. Really, I am trespassing upon 
your forbearance too much, but I am an utter stranger 
here, and sadly in need of direction and endorsement in 
settling Leda somewhere with a good family, temporar
ily, at least. I am not rich, but have sufficient means to 
support her, and myself, too, for that matter; so, you see, 
other things being equal, it resolves itself into a simple 
business proposition." 

"Do not speak of trespassing on my forbearance, 
pray," she replied, earnestly, as she looked him, for the 
first time, squarely in the face, and realized that his 
was not a common nature nor a common lot. " It will 
be a pleasure to me to serve you. I have considered the 
matter deeply, already, and have in contemplatioJ1 now 
a family that I can warmly recommpnd as the custodi
ans of your daughter." 

He winced, perceptibly, at the word daughter, but 
she did not notice it, and went on. 

"This family is in somewhat reduced circumstances, 
and consists of an invalid widow and her two children, 
a son and a daughter, both grown. The father was 
killed in the Indian wars, and the mother, besides being 
a devout Methodist and a woman of culture and refine
ment, is one of the best creatures in the world. The 
son and daughter can be described by simply saying 
they are worthy of her; the son, a manly, intelligent, up
right young fellow, and the daughter, a perfect paragon, 
if there is such a thing in this world; they have a neat, 
comfortable home, in a healthful locality, and I think 
they will gladly offer your Leda a home." 

She paused, having made a more elaborate speech 
than was customary with one of her quiet and gentle 
ways. Paul Denham sat with his eyes on the carpet, 
musing for awhile, and then looked up. 

"Can you accompany me to their residence at two 
o'clock to-morrow?" 

" Oh, yes, it is only a few blocks away, and I am a 
frequent visitor there." 

"Thank you; then I will have a carriage in waiting 
at that hour. Your kindness is placing me under infi
nite obligations, I assure you." 

" Not at all," she said, rising and bidding him good
night. 

" She is a good, true soul," said Denham, to himself, 
as he rose to prepare for a sounder slumber than he hRd 
enjoyed for a fortnight, "and it was a happy thought to 
enlist her services." Then going to the door of the 
other room he had a parting glimpse of Leda's curl
kissed brow and sought his couch. 
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The housekeeper was as good as her word, and the 
next afternoon all three drove out to the residence of the 
widow designated by the housekeeper. The storm was 
ov",r, and the brilliant October sunshine sparkled on the 
blue bosom of the river below, and lit up the autumnal 
splendor of the wooded hills beyond. Leda clapped her 
hands with delight at the enchanting scene, and a new 
light of enthusiasm shown in the dark eyes of Paul Den
ham. 

The cottage in which the widow Wilton lived occu
pied a block by itself, in the western part of the city, 
and was a modest, but attractive, home, with an orchard 
and garden at the back, and flowers and shrubbery in 
front, through which a well-kept path led to the vine
wreathed porch. 

Zarina, the daught6r, came to the door, dressed for 
going out, it appeared, and though Denham was too 
much overcast by serious cares to be very impre~sible, 
he was artist enough at heart to recognize the splendid 
effect of the living picture of youth and loveliness framed 
by the humble doorway. Just eighteen, a brilliant 
blonde, with hair and eyes of the hue ascribed to the 
daughters of Olympus, by the old Greek poets, Zarina 
Wilton was in the full flower of her maiden charms, the 
warm and glowing realization of the ideal of love's swift 
dream. H~r attire, though simple, was, in color and 
texture, artistically becoming, and though her affection
ate greeting of the housekeeper was checked, somewhat, 
when she saw that her visitor was not alone, her confu
sion was slight, and she received the strangers with easy 
grace. 

Denham was then introduced to Mrs. Wilton, who, 
being a cripple, retained her easy chair by the fireside, 
with a pleasant apology for her infirmity as she gave 
the young man h~r hand, and expressed her pleasure at 
his acquaintance. Leda she took upon her lap and cap
tivated at once; children have such a marvelous intui
tion of character. The widow, though past middle age, 
still bore in her pale, pure, classic features, the traces of 
remarkable beauty, though hers had been of a darker 
type than that of her daughter, and her still magnificent 
eyes were strangely sympathetic and tender in their ex
pression. 

Everything seemed to be in harmony with her, the 
smooth waves of brown hair, faintly threaded with sil
ver, on her temples, her dress of soft gray material, the 
serenity of her thonghts, and the low, musical tones of 
her voice. This was, indeed, one of those rare, fortu
nate women who know how to grow old and wear their 
sorrows gracefully. 

After a lit~le time the business object of the visit was 
introduced. Zarina, who had excused herself on the 
plea of having some music lessons to give, still stood 
near the dovr, rolling a sheet of music in her hand, and 
must have heard the turn of the conversation, for she 
threw a swift and searching look at the interesting face 
of Denham, and something like the shadow of a presen
timent flitted across the azure depths of her eyes as she 
opened the door and passed out under t'he crimsoned 

vine, sunning its wreaths on the porch, and drinking a 
deeper stain in the glow of the golden afternoon. 

Denham was so well pleased with everything he saw 
that he changed his original intention, and asked for ac. 
commodations for himself as well as Leda, and pleaded 
his case with an eloquence and earnestness that some. 
what surprised the housekeeper. 

"You see how it is, my dear madam," he said, "I am 
an utter stranger to you, and, of course, have no refer. 
ences, being so far from home, but I entreat you to take 
us on trial, at least. I am an artist by profession, and 
the repose of home life has infinite attractions for me. 
As for Leda, you can understand that it is simply out of 
the question to abandon her to the bleak, coarse life of 
the hotels." 

"You are certainly right there," said Mrs. Wilton, 
after musing a little while and gazing thoughtfully at 
Leda, " and as for the rest, I am something of a physi
ognomist, and care more for faces than for written cre
dentials. The little girl-your daughter-" hesitating 
on the word and looking at Denham, who simply bent 
his head slightly- " will be great company for me, as 
Mark and Zarina are away during the day. You may 
come, then, and take us on trial," she concluded, with a 
smile. " My children are great students, and sufficient
ly appreciative of art to regard the presence of an artist 
in the house as an acquisition." 

Denham was infinitely relieved by this decision, and 
thanked her cordially. The business details were then 
settled, and leaving Leda at her new home, Denham, ac
companied by the housekeeper, took his departure, with 
the understanding that he was to return later with his 
trunks and other impedimenta. 

III. - PAUL AND ZARIN A. 

When Denham met the little family at dinner he 
was more than ever delighted with his good fortune at 
securing a home at the cottage, and the sombre depths 
of his fine eyes were lighted up with pleasant excite
ment. Zarina, in her easy home dress, with a single 
deep-toned autumn flower in her hair, was lovelier than 
ever, and Paul soon saw that Nature, in crowning her 
with physical attractions, had not exhausted her bounty, 
for the mental gifts of the blooming maiden were equal
ly marked. 

Mark Wilton was a manly, broad-shouldered young 
fellow, with a comely face that came very near being a 
strong one; but Denham thought he detected a vague 
hint of moral weakness in it somewhere. He was, nev
ertheless, attracted by the force of his glowing spirits 
and hopeful nature, and the elder young man, as often 
happens with resolute and decisive characters, took a 
strong fancy to him. He had recently become the jun
ior partner in a little saw mill on the river, and was full 
of golden anticipations for the future. Denham could 
see that his sister adored him. 

But the artist was much more interested in Zarina's 
opinion of himself. ~ At first she was all vivacity and 
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bewitching candor, but as the days wore by a shade of 
apprehension and concern, lighter than the finest film of 
cloud in a summer sky, deepened the glowing violet of 
her eyes, and her manner became more reserved, and 
her ways capricious. Many times Denham surprised 
her in the act of studying Leda's features with the rapt 
intentness of a prophetess, and her manner toward the 
child was extraordinary in its swift and incomprehensi"< 
ble changes from cold aversion to eager affection. 

What did it mean? Denham forgot that he was 
moving in a shadow of mystery himself, and that he 
had so far, by force of an unspoken will, kept his whole 
past history, as well as that of Leda, a sealed book to 
those with whom he lived. Then the shadow of a great 
fear began to darken his own spirit. In attempting to 
fasten Leda's cloak one evening, as she was about to ac
company Zarina somewhere, he was more than usually 
awkward, and Zarina came to his assistance from across 
the room where she had stood regarding him with an in
scrutable expression on her beautiful face. Their hands 
acciden tally touched on the bosom of the child, and with 
a mutual involuntary start their eyes met, and the mys
tical secret that had silently invaded their hearts was 
revealed. Zarina's face paled as though a flash of light
ning had crossed it, and Denham felt his brain reel in 
the presence of a new and awful terror. What might 
have been, must not be! He knew it and she felt it, 
though on a different ground from that on which his ir
revocable decision was based. 

After that their future course was tacitly understood, 
and feeling that the misfortune was mutual and insur
mountable, their intercourse became more tender, and 
shy. They were, in fact, treading that narrow, misty 
boundary between genial friendship and fiery love that 
can not be followed long without the support of angel 
wings. They did not have the heroism to spurn the 
chalice they dare not quaff, and from day to day put off 
the importunate call of fate. And the strangest thing 
of all was that neither was so sure of the other as to be 
exempt from the bitter pangs of jealousy. Zarina, par
ticularly, was a prey to the scowling passion, as she had, 
perforce, put her new-born dream aside, because she be
lieved that another, living or dead, had a better right 
than she. 

Denham was in a double web of difficulty, and could 
neither be true to himself nor others, except by silence 
and self-denial. He felt that he must fly, sooner or 
later. Zarina, passing the room he had fitted up as a 
studio, one day, heard him softly humming a refrain 
from Swinburne-

(;lasp hands and part with langhter, 
Touch lips and part with tears

Once more, no more hereafter 
Whatever comes with years. 

And she would have given the world to know whether 
he was thinking of her, or that namelfss and unknown 
one whose haunting shadow had eclipsed her rising star. 
Her face blanched. "What does this portend?" she 
asked herself, " My only hope of happiness lies in im
mediate and final separation, and yet the thought of it 

is sadder than the thought of death. If he would only 
tell me all! But, perhaps he is bound by indissoluble 
ties to a dead past which is dearer to him than the liv
ing present, and with some unspeakable secret between 
us my fate is sadder than poor Ophelia'S." 

After that, the rich coloring of her healthful beauty 
began, slowly, to fade away; but to Denham, she was 
more dangerously attractive in her gradually changing 
state tha.n ever. And yet, further than his darkening 
brow and her paling cheek, they suffered and made no 
sign. 

To make matters worse, she was in love with art, as 
well as with the artist, so that the personal sentiment 
was stronger and more enduring by consequent idealiza
tion. At his suggestion she had begun to take lessons 
in drawing under him, and that complicated matters 
fearfully. 

"I shall never make an artist, I know," she said to 
him, seriously, "hut I can thus prove my devotion, 
though I never shine in the sacred guild." 

"That, indeed, is much," he answered, mournfully, 
" for hopeless devotion is the richest offering one can 
bring to the temple of the soul, and it lights the purest, 
holiest flame on the altar of its inmost shrine." 

She understood him, and in turning her face away to 
hide her guilty consciousness, told it all. He was think
ing of her when a half hour later he put on his overcoat 
and started for a walk. It was a clear autumnal sun
set, and as he passed out on the sloping path, along 
which the latest flowers, richly hued, but faintly scented, 
were brimming their gold and purple cups with wine
like light, lo! Hood, in pyramidal strength and star-like 
splendor, towered before him, on the rugged battlements 
of the Cascades. He had never seen the kingly moun
tain in a grander light, and a sudden inspiration came 
to him. "It is near Christmas," he murmured, "and 
my tribute to my beloved shall be a mystical and ideal 
painting of Hood-calm, glorious, eternal-a type of 
love unfading and faith sublime." 

And he kept his word by making a sketch from mem
ory that very night. 

I V.-" HE MUST GO." 

"Fill the glasses, Mark, let's have another round, 
and then we can get to business like Roman senators." 

"I am unused to this, old fellow," said Mark Wilton, 
whose cheeks already had an unwonted flush, as; he 
seized the decanter of wine that stood on the table be
tween them, "but here goes; let the red wine wane with 
the rosy hours. Come, Cliff, a beaker to the god of 
good luck!" 

"Here's with you!" cried Clifford Hughes, with a 
reckless laugh, " and may the best man win!" 

Mark knitted his brows slightly, but drank his glass 
and accepted a cigar which his companion handed him. 

Clifford Hughes was the financial backer and bosom 
friend of Mark Wilton, and they were making an am
brosial night of it in the former's bachelor apartments. 
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"Cliff," as he was commenly known, was, in more sens
es than one, the son of his father, a hard-headed, coarse
grained old pioneer, who bad amassed a fortune by land 
speculations and grinding the necessities of the early 
immigrants. It was the popular legend that he had be
gun life in Portland on a barrel of whisky, and the sin
gle accomplishment of being able to rasp" The Arkan
saw Traveler" on a backwoods fiddle. While his own 
life was devoted to grasping and grinding, he had, sin
gularly enough, brought up his son with patrician ideas, 
as he understood them, and gave him a free purse and a 
loose rein, to drive, rough-shod, over the ne~ks of the 
moneyless canaille. He took revenge in tbat way, per
haps, for his own hard life, and had a malicious pride in 
Cliff's gaudy attire and insulting swagger. He had 
soiled and degraded himself in heaping a glittering pile 
for his son and heir to dance on and kick to the winds, 
if he liked-anywhere and anyhow, so that he broke 
noses and bruised sk.ins enough-and got it back again 
with interest an hundred fold. 

You can imagine, then, what the ideal son of such a 
father would be. Born with low tastes and perverted 
ideas, early license and abundant means had relaxed 
what little moral fibre he had, and be rejoiced in the un
savory reputation of being an exhausted voluptuary by 
the time be had reached his majority. He was rather a 
good looking animal, with abundant good spirits and 
social inclinations; but under his superficial bon homie 
lay a substratum of cold, cruel and crafty character that 
his companions never suspected. The secret of his re
lation to Mark Wilton can be stated in three words-he 
loved Zarina-and that, too, with all the force and fire 
and stubborn willfulness of his animal nature. He was 
a good judge of the common phases of human nature, 
and readily divined that his only hope of reaching the 
high-bred maiden was through her idolization of Mark 
and eager sympathy with his fortunes. To that end, 
therefore, he had embarked him in business, and kept 
him heavily in his debt, while, at the same time, by flat
tering his political ambition, he succeeded in getting 
him into his "set," and, to some extent, vitiating his 
habits. This, he thought, was necessary, in order to 
have him under complete control. Clifford was really 
pursuing his object in a masterly way; for while he had 
been introduced to Zarina, and invited to visit the fam
ily, he took care not to abuse this privilege or run the 
risk of " going stale" before his scheme had fully rip
ened. 

In the weeks of time condensed in the former chap
ters, Denham had noticed that a gradual change was 
taking place in the appearance and manner of Mark 
Wilton. He got into the habit of going down town to 
his business office, after supper, more frequently, and 
remaining, sometimes, till midnight. On these occa
sions be was always pale, nervous and somewhat sullen 
at breakfast next morning, and Zarina and her mother 
were obviously concerned about him, believing that bus
iness cares, as he had declared, were the cause of it. 
But Denham, a young man himself and man of the 

• 
world, began to suspect the trutb, and when be had met 
Clifford Hughes once or twice at Mrs. Wilton's, was not 
slow in estimating that young man's character, and the 
tendency of his influence over Mark. In a fi.eurative 
sense, Denham and Clifford had, intuitively, crossed 
swords at once, and read in each other's eyes that it was 
to be a battle to the deatb, with no truce between them. 
But let us return to the young men. 

"How is that yOU1:lg fellow, Dennis, getting along, 
Mark?" asked Clifford, as he sat with his feet on the 
table, languidly puffing a cigar and gazing at tbe wall 
opposite, where the highly-colored print of an airily
robed maiden held the central place of honor in a group 
of loud sporting pictures. 

"His name is Denham, Cliff, and you ougbt to be 
able to remember it by this time, you speak of him so 
often. He is doing well enough, I reckon; you can't de
termine the progress of a genius as you can a common 
sort of man. ZRrina seems to tbink he will win · the 
fame of a Titian or a Raphael, yet." 

"Look here, Mark, tbose Tishuns and Raffies are a 
bad set, don't you know, and this fine-baired Dago of 
yours is bound to cut up bad in the end. N ever knew 
it to fail. Come, old boy, fill tbe glasses again and let's 
discuss him." 

"Ha! hal You have a droll conception of art and its 
votaries, Cliff," laughed Mark, as be tipped the decan
ter again. "How will you have him served, 0, Lucul
Ius, fricasseed or roasted? " 

" We will not have him at all," said the other, with a 
cold, uncompromising menace in his tone. 

" And why, pray? He is a genial and cultivated gen
tleman, and, in the language of the declaration, has cer
tain inalienable rights, among which are-" 

"Stop there, Mark! " interrupted Cliff, taking his ci
gar from his mouth and his feet from the table. " Paul 
Denham" -he made no mistake in the name this time
" is in my patb, and has got to get out of it. He is in 
your path, too, because your interests are my interests. 
Do you understand? " 

Clifford Hughes had never befor8 used this tone to 
his friend, and Mark winced under it. 

"Pooh! man," he answered, "you are too decidedly 
earnest over a matter, that, so far as I can see, has no 
relation to our private affairs. Denham will, doubtless, 
wander away in the summer, on a sketching tour, and 
never return to our house again, except as an occasional 
visitor. Artists are a nomadic tribe, you know." 

" That's all very well; but you seem to forget that 
his brat is settled at your home as a member of the fam
ily. " 

" That will only give him a chance to rove, to pursue 
his art in foreign fields; he said so, himself." 

"But be will not rove, Mark, he is there for a pur
pose, and there he is going to stay-until I send him 
off, by-!" 

Mark grew a little white about the lips. "You send 
him off! Come now, Cliff, the wine has got to your 
head, and you are talking foolishness." 
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"No. I am simply in earnest and talking horse 
sense, mule sense, if you like, and I want you to listen 
to me. You have talents and R.ll that sort of thing, and 
I have come out, like a friend, and established you in 
business. You want to grow up with the country and 
be a second Clay or Webster, and I have the money and 
influen0e to pUE'h you forward. Now, suppose there is 
something I want, honestly and squarely, and with my 
whole soul, and this suspicious, paint-mixing stranger 
stands in the way?" 

Then a sudden light burst in upon Mark Wilton's 
mind. He had been pursuing his individual hores and 
purposes so selfishly that he had virtually forgotten the 
existence of his beautiful sister. His first sensation, in 
contemplating Clifford Hughes as a recognized suitor 
for her hand, was that of rear, mingled with disgust. 
But, if Cliff really loved her, and would give up his 
wild ways, would it not be a good thing for her brother 
if she should accept him? At any rate, it was a ques
tion worthy of candid consideration, and he answered 
calmly-

"I think you are exaggerating the danger, difficulty, 
or whatever you please to call it, but in any event I suf
ficiently realize your past kindness to me, to stR.nd your 
friend in everything that is honorable and right." 

"You understand me, then?" 
"Yes,"-with a little hesitation--"I understand you, 

but you must not be precipitate." 
Then Clifford leaned forward, looked Mark straight 

in the face, and said slowly, determinedly-
" That fellow is weaving the spell of his - art round 

your sister, Mark, and I shall weave a spell around him! 
But you must help me. From this on, you must be 
against him, and influence others to be aga.inst him. 
He must go from here if he has to take the black route 
to the devil! Why should you care? You don't know 
who or what he is-yet there he is in the bosom of your 
family, with every opportunity to act the villain." 

"There is too much truth in that," acknowledged 
Mark, "but it was sympathy for him, on account of the 
child, that influenced my mother to receive him so read
ily. His conduct has been utterly unexceptionable, how
ever, and we have no reason to suspect that there is any
thing wrong with him." 

" There is something wrong with him, though, and it 
will never be right until he goes," said Clifford, savage
ly; and then after a stirrup cup, Mark got up, a trifle 
unsteadily, and bade his friend good-night. 

V.-THE HISS OF THE LARIAT. 

coming holidays was abroad-in the crisp, clear days; 
in the painted oriels of sunset; in the glittering braid of 
stars on the purple brow of night; in the happy dreams 
of childhood and youth, and the golden memories of age 
-everywhere it was seen and felt, a beautiful and ben
eficent presence. Heads of families were already seen 
smuggling suspicious bundles and packages into their 
homes, and many an anxious young soul was saying a 
thousand times to itself: "I wonder what it will be! " 
Oh, blessed time of gifts, memorial of God's infinite 
gift to man, may the joy that welcomes it and the good 
that it brings never fade from the hearttl and hearth
stones of our race! May our anticipations of it still be 
bright as the glow of the goodly yule-log, and all its 
tender, twining memories green as the graceful holly! 

At the Wilton cottage there were quiet preparations 
for the due celebration of the event. Leda was to have 
a Christmas tree, to which a number of her young 
friends among the neighboring families had been in
vited. The magical name of "Kissmus" was on her 
laughing, rosebud lips the wbole day long, and she wns 
secretly very wise in her generation, as to its possibili
ties in the way of blue-eyed dolls and gilded bon-bons. 
But the chief delight of her generous heart was in the 
fact that she was given to understand that Santa Claus 
was determined, in her name and behalf, to decorate the 
wonderful tree with gifts for other members of the fam
ily and her invited friends. This, however, was a pre
cious confidence between her and" Papa Paul," as she 
called him, and it nearly broke her heart 00 keep the in
formation in solitary durance until the appropriR.te time. 

Denham was well along with the ideal" Hood" he 
was painting as a Christmas souvenir and shadowy rev
elation for Zarina. It was to be a weird, poetical meta
phor, with Hood as a medium rath3r than an accurate 
painting of the royal peak, and he was putting his heart 
in it. 

In the meanwhile the deepening shadows of a dead 
past which would not sleep in its grave were around him, 
and he was constantly pursued by a mighty fear. His 
love for Zarina, chained down as it was in the a.daman
tine cell of a resolute will, was still his master, and he 
felt that he was only keeping fate at bay for a little , 
while, when ruin, utter and irretrievable, for her and for 
him, would ensue. He appeared in public as little as 
possible, and grew so morbidly nervous that he trembled 
at every step that approached his door. ,: Ah, well," he 
would often sigh, "when the painting is finished and 
Christmas is past, I will go." 

But Zarina's trouble was greater than his. In addi
tion to her growing anxiety with respect to her brother, 
she was compelled to nurse what, in her pure mind, she 
considered a guilty passion at her heart. As time wore 

Christmas was near at hand. Only a few leaves on and the tender sentiment she could not suppress grew 
clung, like the faded and tattered banners of the long stronger and stronger, she was, also, more mystified as 
gone summer, to the branches of the scattering maples to the true character and history of Paul Denham. The 
in the streets and lanes, and the dark green masses of shadowy history that her imagination painted was dark
the firs on the hills in the background stood still and er, if possible, than the reality, and the gulf between 
solemn under the gray sky Already the spirit of the I them seemed fatally deep and wide. To all other eyes 
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but his the inward flame was consuming the beauty 
which erewhile 

Like a lily on a rosebush leaning 

Had dazzled him by the freshness of its ,virginal luster. 
The widow, silently sorrowing over the visible change 

for the worse in her son, seemed to be unconscious of 
the flow of the deeper tragedy. A weary look began to 
manifest itself in the sweet serenity of her face, which 
even Leda's loving caresses could not banish quite away. 
A doom seemed to be upon that humble and once happy 
home, and in its spectral light strange phantoms came 
and went at will. 

Mark Wilton's affairs were going badly, on account 
of a temporary lapsus in the lumber trade, and he was, 
perforce, getting deeper and deeper into debt to Clifford 
Hughes. That impetuous egotist was hounding him to 
the verge of madness by his importunities for the dis
missal of Denham from the cottage, and in his perplex
ity he became more and more addicted to the crazing 
stimulus of the cup. In sheer desperation, at last, he 
concluded to broach the matter to Zarina, so one day, 
when she fellowed him out on the porch, as usual, to bid 
him good-bye, he laid his hand affectionately on her 
shoulder. 

" Zarina, my dear sister," he began, "I have some
thing to say to you, and hardly know how to say it." 

" What is it, Mark?" she asked, gently, as he hesi
tated, thinking that he was about to confide his business 
difficulties more fully to her. 

" Do not be angry, now, at what I say, but do you 
not think that Paul Denham's prolonged intimacy here 
is a dangerous thing?" 

She lifted her head in silence and gave him one look 
so eloquent in sorrowful entreaty and reproach that he 
was utterly abashed, and without another ' word kissed 
her cheek and left her standing there, still following 
him with that mournful and inexplicable gaze. 

When he visited Clifford that night the latter, after 
they tilted the decanter once or twice, asked him bluntly: 

"Well, Mark, how is his knibbs flourishing now?" 
" About as usual, I suppose," answered Mark, some

what evasively, "I do not see much of him, you know, 
except at meals." 

" Haven't you turned the women against him yet? " 
" I have talked with Zarina about it." 
" What did she say?" asked Clifford, again, leaning 

forward in his ep.gerness not to los~ a look or tone of the 
answer. 

" She said nothing," blurted out Mark, wtth blunt 
candor, "she simply Gorgonized me with a look that I 
shall never forget." 

Clifford turned white with wrath, and his lips writhed 
dumbly for a few seconds before he could utter a sylla
ble. When he did speak his voice was low, sibilant, 
serpentine. 

"It is just as I expected, Mark Wilton, you have 
kept dumb and useless, while that black-eyed devil has 
been coiling himself round her heart. Now, hear me! 
From this moment I take this case in my own hands, 

and you are to say nothing, but stand by me in what
ever happens. There is no retreat now, by - ! and I'm 
going to playa winning hand." 

Mark Wilton was both surprised and frightened, and 
simply nodded his head slightly, without attempting an 
answer in words. He knew there was no use to parley; 
the game was out of his hands, and he shortly took hi{il 
leave of the infuriated lover of his sister, with a vague 
suspicion that something terrible was going to happen 
very soon. 

That afternoon, as Zarina was returning home from 
attendance on her pupils ill music, she heard voices, too 
low and cautious for the words used to reach her ears 
distinctly, in a dark little grove of firs that then stood 
in native wildness in the very center of the present city. 
Involuntarily she paused an instant, and peering in 
among the shadowy trunks, caugbt an obscure glimpse 
of two men, one sitting sidewise on a horse and leaning 
forward in the attitude of attention, and the other stand
ing on the ground, near the head of the horse, with his 
hand on the pommel of the saddle, talking earnestly to 
the rider. 

More by the insti!l.Ct of natural aversion than any
thing else, she recognized the man standing by the horse 
as Clifford Hughes. He wore a slouched hat and had a 
dark cloak thrown over his shoulders, giving him, in the 
dim light, a startling resemblance to a formidable brig
and. Hi" outlandish escapades were a matter of such 
notoriety that she only turned with a shade of disgust 
on her expressive face and hastened homewara. 

It was really Clifford Hughes she had seen in the 
wood, and he was talking to Slade, a vicious half-breed 
vaquero, in the employ of a leading butcher. Here is 
what he said: 

" Don't you want a quiet little job, Bill, a job there 
is money in? " 

" That's me," answered the half-breed, with a grin of 
insolent familiarity; " grass is mighty short this winter." 

"You are good with a rope, Bill? " 
" Quick and true as a rifle shot," he replied, boast

fully, rattling the lariat of plaited rawhide that hung in 
a snake-like coil at his saddle bow. 

"Could you catch a man, for instance, as he was 
walking along by a place like this, and snatch him out 
of sight before he could give an alarm?" 

"I can jist make a feller think lightp.in' had struck 
'im, an' he'd give no trouble to nobody," he said, with a 
savage gleam in his black, bear-like eyes. 

Then they talked on in lower tones for awhile, and 
soon separated, Slade riding out on the side of the grove 
toward the hills and Clifford going east to the heart of 
the city. 

Just as the winter dusk was falling and objects were 
becoming indistinguishable at more than thirty paces, 
Paul Denham came slowly along the. very path trodden 
by Zarina a few hours before. He had been down on 
the docks sketching a storm-battered ship, her foremast 
gone and the head wrenched from the sculptured Amphi
trite that served as a figurehead. He carried his sketch 
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book in his left hand, and had his right thrust in the 
bosom of his overcoat, as he paced forward in deep med
itation. It was cloudy, but there was no wind, and the 
clustering firs where Zarina had caught an imperfect 
glimpse of Olifford Hughes and an unknown man in 
conference, drooped their deep plumes in silence. As 
Paul Denham came opposite these firs at a point where 
they were nearest the path, suddenly some missile, with 
an angry hiss, flashed out from their shadow and struck 
him, apparently on the bosom, with a sharp rap. He 
fell backward as if shot. Instantly there was a rustling 
of the branches in the edge of the wood and a swift 
trampling like that of a horse in motion. Then the 
prostrate form of Denham, without any apparent agency, 
was dragged swiftly over the ground and disappeared 
in the close cover of the trees. Not a cry nor a groan 
escaped him and all was silent as before. The watchful 
stars were curtained with trailing clouds, and the gloomy 
lirs stirred not with a whisper of their guilty secret. 

Vr.-THE UNFINISHED" HOOD." 

Dinner was delayed fully an hour for Denham, but 
he did not come, and the meal was dispatched almost in 
silence. Under ordinary circumstances it would have 
caused but little concern; but in this case it was differ
ent. Since taking up his residence with them the habits 
of the young artist were, for a single man, notably regu
lar. Outside of the family he had made few acquain
tances and no intimate friends in the city, and it bad 
been his invariable custom, when he went out at all dur
ing the day, to be at home by dusk. 

After dinner the usual occupations and pastimes 
were taken up, and he was still momentarily expected. 
But he did not come. The hours waned slowly and late 
bed time came, and still his welcome step was not heard 
at the door. Then, as he had a night key, they sought 
their respective couches, and silence and slumber reigned 
over all in the house-save one: A ghostly suspicion 
that the others did not share was haunting Mark Wil
ton's mind, and he tossed feverishly on his pillow until 
morn. The obscure, but terrible, threat uttered against 
the absent man by Clifford Hughes was hissed constant
ly in his ears by a wakeful demon, whenever his eyelids 
began to droop in sleep, maddening him with the low 
.monotone of its ceaseless iteration. 

At the usual hour next morning breakfast was pre
pared, but Denham did not appear. Mark, with ill-con
,cealed agitation, then went up to his room. He found 
it locked and knocked, tremblingly, at the door. No one 
. answered from within. . 

"By heaven!" said Mark, to himself, in a fearful 
whisper, "he did not come home. My God! what does 
,this mean? " 

Then he wen~ down stairs and with blanched lips 
. told them that something must have happened to Den
ham-that his door was locked and he was not inside. 

'The alarm became general ~hen, but finally all sat down 
·,to breakfast, except Mark. With a strange look of hor-

ror on his face he put on his overcoat, and saying he 
must go and see about Denham, went out. 

Three or four inches of snow, the first of the season, 
had fallen during the night, and only the outline of the 
path across lots to the lower streets was visible. Oppo
site the grove of firs, now beautiful in their crystal 
robes, his foot kicked up something in the path and he 
stooped and picked it up. It was Denham's sketch 
book, and turning over the leaves he found the very last 
work of the artist's hand-the hasty sketch of a wound
ed ship with a headless Amphitrite for a figure head. 

H e looked around, but the white mantle of snow had 
covered every trace of the brief struggle that had oc
curred there, then a sickening thought came to him and, 
as if forced by the very fascination of horror, he strode 
directly into the grove and searched it thoroughly in 
every part. But he did not find what he dreaded to 
find, and felt infinitely relieved when he came out and 
continued his course down town. 

H e spent the whole forenoon in making fruitless in
quiries at all the hotels and places of public resort. 
Then he went down on the docks and looked for a dis
mantled ship with a brolmn figure head. He found it 
and accosted a surly stevedore who stood near by, de
scribing Denham, and asking if he had been seen in that 
neighborhood that day or the day before. 

"Such a chap as you have described was here nigh 
onto four o'clock yesterday, lookin' at the ship and put
tin' somethin' down on his bloody book, an' that's all I 
know, and a - sight more'n I care about him," replied 
the old barnacle, as he swaggered off down the dock. 

And that was the latest definite information concern
ing him Mark could discover then or afterward. He 
called in at Clifford's rooms on his way back, and found 
him smoking his pipe, and reading his paper with ap
parent unconcern. Mark walked into the middle of the 
room and confronted him. 

"Cliff," he said, with a vibrating voice, "Paul Den
ham has disappeared, and we do not know what has be
come of him! " 

" By thunder! is that so?" cried Clifford. " Then 
it's my opinion that your Mr. Paul Denham was a crim
inal of some kind, and that he has taken alarm somehow 
and skipped the country." 

" It will be better for us all if that should prove to 
be the case," said Mark, sternly, and turned and walked 
out of the room and homeward without another word. 

Leda was, of course, kept in ignorance of the true 
state of the case; but the effect of Mark's announcement 
of his failure to find any cl~w to Denham's absence al
most prostrated Zarina with a swift dt3spair, with which 
was mingled a nameless horror of things unknown. All 
her trembling fears and dark forebodings had ended at 
last in this black and sudden cloud of mystery, and to 
her morbid mind, for awhile, not a gleam of hope re
mained. 

The day passed and the shadows of night slowly de
scended again, and still no tidings of Denham came. A 
public alarm was given next day, .and the city officials 



THE WEST SHORE. 389 

and numerous private citizens joined in the search. 
More snow had fallen during the night, which lay upon 
the ground for some time afterward, so that no effectual 
investigation of the ground where the sketch book was 
found, or the neighboring grove, could be made. Fi
nally all active prosecution of the inquiry was given up 
by the public, as it was the general opinion that he had 
simply run away from his child, although it was ascer
tained that a considerable sum of his money, left with 
her for safe keeping and use as necessity required, was 
in the hands of Mrs. Wilton. 

The third day after Denham's disappearance, Zarina 
and her mother procured a key that fitted the door, and 
entered his room. Everything there was just as he left 
it, but not a scrap of paper to account for his absence. 
A painting, covered with a muslin curtain, stood on his 
easel near a window looking toward the east. With a 
feeling something like that with which she might re
move the face-cloth from the dead, Zarina approached 
the easel and reverently drew back the curtain. At first 
she could only see a white,' and nearly translucent, cloud, 
which, as she gazed, gradually assumed tl}e noble out
lines of Hood. Floating in the central depths of this 
phantom mountain was yet another finer shadow, woven, 
as it were, of the mist of moonbeams, so subtle and ethe
real that it seemed sometimes to vanish from the view. 

" It is the pure and aspiring spirit of the mountain," 
she murmured, as she gazed and gazed on the pale, 
weird scene- a mystical and beautiful allegory, inspired, 
by a holy and, perhaps, hopeless, love! "It was to be the 
shrine of his poetic soul, and it shall remain untouched 
where it is. If it be possible for him to return he will 
surely come again to kneel in worship here." 

Then shy drew the curtain into its place, and left the 
unfinished Hood just as he had left it; and for many, 
many months the room remained in sombre solitude, 
and the curtain hung unmoved in its place. 

Leda was allowed to have her Christmas tree, and a 
plausible excuse was made for the absence of Denham. 
After that, Zarina seemed to have a strange fascination 
for the child. Poor Leda was the only living link be
tween her and the missing one, and she felt that she had 
a divine right to shower the affection whose fulfillment 
was denied on the object of her tender love. 

Days, weeks, months went by, and still the gloom of 
the great mystery brooded over the household. Clifford, 
for a shrewd rea!,?-on, of his own, held himself aloof and 
played what he called a "waiting hand." Mark Wilton 
became more sullen and taciturn than before, but he was 
inwardly determined to clear up the enigma of Denham's 
disappearance, as soon as he got his head above water 
and freed himself from indebtedness to Clifford. The 
widow gradually became r~signed to the new misfor
tune, as she had become resigned to others; but Zarina 
drooped about her labors like the pale somnambulist of 
an unhappy dream. 

Christmas was come again. Mark's business affairs 
were improving, and the Wiltons were in a happier 

frame of mind than they had known for many a day. 
With an unaccountable freak of human nature, Zarina, 
though still bowed down in silent suffering, began dimly 
to hope for Denham's return, just at the time when 
there was no reasonable cause for hope. She forgot, 
too, that his return would be for her more disastrous 
than his disappearance. 

It was Christmas night, and Leda and her friends 
were holding high carnival over another marvelous tree, 
and Olifford Hughes was spending the evening with 
them. Zarina, watching her opportunity, stole up stairs 
with a lamp to Denham's forsaken studio. Everything 
was apparently just as they had left it a year before, but 
covered now with a thin shroud of dust. She went 
tremblingly to the easel and again drew aside the cnr
tain. She dropped on her knees with astonishment and 
terror when she saw that the painting had been perfect
ed in outline and color, and that the floating spirit was 
an ideal portrait of herself with upturned brow and 
misty robe! 

"Arise, Zarina," said a low and musical voice be
hind her, "that is where I should kneel, my beloved." 

Turning her head quickly she saw Paul Denham! 
and sank to the floor in a swoon. When her conscious
ness returned he was supporting her in his arms and 
telling her how he was struck senseless by something 
hurled at him from the firs that night, and that he awoke 
a prisoner in the hold of a ship outward bound. He es
caped at the first opportunity, and finally reached San 
Francisco, but did not write because he had good reason 
to be in hiding just then, and thought it was, perhaps, 
better that they should not meet again. His life was at 
that time necessarily shrouded in mystery. His sister 
had been deserted by the villain who had wrought her 
ruin, and he had pledged himself to that sister, on her 
death bed, to take care of her child, Leda. When he 
had consigned her to the grave, he sought her destroyer. 
They fought and he had left him for dead ; but he had 
recovered and disappeared, so as to throw the onus of 
murder upon him. That was the cloud that was upon 
him, and the reason he fled to the West. While in Cal
ifornia, however, he had accidentally met the man he 
,?upposed he had killed. 

"Then," he concluded, "I returned and finished the 
painting I intended for your Christmas present a year 
ago. Is it too bte, Zarina? " 

"No," she replied, softly, "I have waited and hoped." 
The indu1gent reader can imagine the tableau that 

was presented when Paul and Zarina, arm in arm, went 
down the stairs and entered the room where Mrs. Wi1-
ton, Mark and Clifford Hughes were sitting, while the 
children were reveling in the decorated parlor. No 
words can do justice to the scene. Clifford stood his 
punishment doggedly, and finally took his hat and de
parted, never to trouble them again. His part in kid
napping Denham was suspected, but never proved. 

And so, with the Christmas bells chiming, and love 
crowned at last, let us draw the curtain and say good-
bye. SAM. L. SIMPSON. 

• 
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SECTIONAL TRAITS OF AMERICANS. 

PART III-THE WEST. 

N many respects the West is an ex
tension of the East and South

more especiaJly of the East
with a large admixture of for
eign population: In the pref
ace to his History of New En
gland, Mr. Palfrey said: "I 
presume there is one-third of 

the white people of the United 
States, wherever now residing, of 
whom no individual can peruse 
these volumes without reading the 
history of his own progenitors." 

This was said twenty years ago. Dur
ing the interval which has since elapsed, for
eign immigration has rapidly increased, so 

that the proportion of the white people of the United 
States whose ancestors lived in New England prior to 
the revolution of the seventeenth century, is much small
er than it was then. And as New England, from the 
same cause, has been losing its distinct character, so the 
population of the West has become more heterogeneous 
and difficult to classify under a prevailing type. The 
first immigrants from New England to the West, how
ever, carried with them their distinctive policy, as when 
the Ohio company, which founded Marietta, in 1788, 
voted that the directors be requested to pay as early at
tention as possible to the education of the youth, and 
the promotion of worship among the first settlers. One 
r ~ ason for the ascendency of Northern and Eastern in
fluences in the West is to be found in the political his
tory of the country. By the ordinance of 1787 the ter
ritory northwest of the Ohio river was reserved to free
dom, and by the Missouri compromise, in 1820, it was 
guaranteed that all the newly acquired territory west of 
that state and north of its southern boundary line should 
be forever free. Before that compromise was repealed, 
in 1854, the West had become so strongly occupied by 
Eastern and Northern people that the peculiar institu
tion of the South was never able to gain a fo()~hold there. 
Another reason is found in the more rapid material 
development of the Northeast, by the introduction of 
manufactories, which caustd a great increase of popula
tion, and a consequent overflow into the unoccupied re
gion of the West Besides, as a rule, the Southern peo
ple are less inclined to migration. There has always 
been a class among them, however, in whom the migra
tory instinct is strong-the class that, starting from the 
mountains of Virginia and North Carolina, have been 
the pioneers of Tennessee, Kentucky and Missouri, and · 
numerous among the pioneers of the territories and Pa
cific states. 

The Northern and Southern people alike have been 
governed by the same reasons in mo\ing to the West 
that were given by John Winthrop for" the intended 

plantation of New England "-the difficulty of acquiring 
land at home, and the opportunity to obtain it almost 
"without money and without price" on the public domain, 
and the chances for business and public station in a new 
country. The opening of this domain to settlement by 
the extension of railroads, has developed the West with 
an unparalleled rapidity, which has been attended by 
the incongruities, hazards and defects that are inevit
able to such a period of social transition. Here has 
been witnessed, more than anywhere else in this country, 
all that is possible and probable in the life and stir of a 
free state. And it has been astonishing, even to the 
actors upon the scene, how rapidly classes and national
ities have been fused and social and political order es
tablished. It was said by an intelligent observer, more 
than twenty years ago, that, notwithstanding the diverse 
elements of which our population is cOlnposed, and the 
brief period of its history, it was more homogeneous 
than thf' people of England had ever been, from the 
time of the heptarchy down. Probably no political 
agent has been more powerful in fusing the different 
elements into one mass, and making all American, than 
the common school. But in the West we find the fu
sion formed within the first generation of settlers, by 
those instrumentalities of freedom whioh affect adults 
as the common sc1001 does the children. The power of 
opportunity, the benign distinction of our country, is 
here exerted as nowhere else in the world. This gives 
a sense of equality, a confidence and hopefulness that 
are characteristic of Western people. An artist, fresh 
from Europe and the East, said that the expression of 
self-reliance in the Americall physiognomy was astonish
ing. This is nowhere so mar::ed as in the West. 

It has been somewhat the fashion to say that West
ern people were more generous than Eastern people, 
but in the solid, Christian sense of that word, my obser
vation finds no support for the assertion. The word 
"preemption" is an important one in the bright lexicon 
of the West. The settlers preempt, not land only, but 
opportunities for business, and contend for the posses
sion of both with equal strenuousness. It is a common 
saying among them that "I did not come here for my 
health." What a Sicilian refugee fifty years ago said, 
as his first impression of Boston, is more applicable to 
the West: " Being universally intent upon gain, the peo
ple are naturally indisposed to encourage new competi
tors." Although the opportunities are greater and 
nearer equal in these communities, the prizes in busi
ness, as well as in public honor, have to be contended 
for, and 

The same arts that did gain 

A power, must it maintain. 

At the same time there is a certain liberality among 
Western people that is sometimes lavishly, and perhaps 
ostentatiously, exercised, but that it has its root in a 
spirit of self denial for others' welfare, or the welfare of 
the public, or a willingness to djvide with others the 
best opportunities which had been first seized, few who 
exercise it would claim. It is inevitable that people 
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