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OFFICE—Nos. 171-173-175 Second Street Corner of Yamhill.

A literary journal circulating extensively throug!
illustrations and descriptions of the towns,

shout the Pacific Coast and the East. Its leading feature is the original
cities and industries, resources and magnificent scenery of the Pacific

Coast. A volume of it contains more information and handsomer engravings of the Northwest than can be secured
in any other form at any price. Per year, postage paid, $2.00; to foreign countries, $2.25; sample copy, 25 cents.




189 191 Flrst St., bet. Yamhill and Taylor.

Iarges tand Most t Complete Establishment in Portland.
RELIABLEtM RELIABLE

GOODQ OI\ Ll PRICES

Rogers Brothers Silverware,
Clocks, Bronzes and Bisques,
Fancy Glassware,
Bird Cages, Parrot and Mocking Bird Cages,
Pocket and Table Cutlery,
Stationery and Notions, -
Books and Games of all kinds. §

FLAGS AND FIREWORKS

DOLLS,

Toys, Croquet, Lawn Tennis, Baseball Goods,
Music Boxes, Albums, Frames, Brackets, Baskets,
HOUSEHOLD GOODS,

‘Wagons, Bycicles and Velocipedes,

BABY CARRIAGES,

Novelties of every kind. Novelties of every kind.

Country Onders Prompth Fllled (On2 Price, Plain Figures.

Our Illustrated Catalogue Sent Free on Application.

COHEN, DAVIS & CO.,

189-191 First Street, - - PORTLAND, OREGON.

THE ST. CHARLES,

Leadmg Hotel of the N orthwest

(W ANOWLEN,

PROPRIETOR.

200 Rooms 200

Cor. Front and Morrlson ts ORTLAN D, OR.

S s
This house has just been thoroughly overhauled, from ground floor to attic, being repainted, papered and re-
furnished throughout. Twenty additional rooms on the west end, second floor, all entirely new in appointments.

AN OTIS ELEVATOR

Has just been introduced, with a capacity for carrying Ten Tons Welght making the upper floors as convenient
as those on the ground. The ST. CHARLES, as now arranged, is undoubtedly the finest and most complete es-
tablishment of the kind in the Northwest.

THE RESTAURANT, in charge of CHARLES HEILMAN, is condueted in’ ﬁrst-class style and af:
fords every luxury known to the epicure.
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Farmers & Mechanics Store,

THE WEST SHORE.

ONK PRICEKE TO AIl.L.

SHOPPING BY MATL.

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 already 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 other 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 overcome 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 ot 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.

FARMERN' AND MECHANICS' STOREL,

200, 202, 204 First 8t., and 6 Taylor St.,
PORTLAND, - - - OREGON.

TI"LYV OL HOITUdd HNO
‘2101Q SOTURBYOOTN 29 SIOWLIB,q
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Vaneonver, Pacific Coast Termmus of the Canadian Paciie R'y

Offers to-day the best inducements
for the investment of capital of any
new city in America.

The company have recently put
their property on the market, and
the most desirable lots can be secur-
ed much cheaper than a few months
hence.

The company must spend a large
amount of money in the next two
vears in Station Buildings, Round
Houses, Wharves, etc. Buildings are
rapidly being erected by private cap-
ital, and as the city is now incorpo-
rated, a Mayor and Council being
elected, large City Improvements
must be commenced immediately.
Now is the time to invest.

Maps and further information

can be obtained from

Real Estate Brokers, Vancouver.

e
A W. ROSS & CO.,,

CHAS. H. DODD & CO,

Front, First and Vine Sts., PORTLAND, OREGON,

IMPORTERS OF-

HARDWARE, IRON AND STEEL,

AND

FARM MACHINERY.

We are Sole Agents for the following celebrated implements:

BUCKEYE MOWER AND REAPER.

These machines are too well known to need com-
ment. Thousands of farmers here have used them,
and all speak of them with praise. They are in every
way the ne plus ultra of Harvest Machines.

The tests of TWENTY HARVESTS have made manifest
the remarkable durability of the BUCKEYE, result
ing from the simplicity and perfection of its mech-
anism. and an immense majority of the farmers in
the Pacific states and territories have given the same
verdict as_the farmers in every part of the world
g’énem the Buckeye has been used, pronouncing it to

The only Harvesting Machine that will give
Entire Satisfaction to the Purchaser.

THE BUCKEYE LOW DOWN BINDER.

The features that most stn]x:i.uit dutmgmsh the Buokeye Platform Binder will be made obvious by a
i

glance at our illustration s a lower, narrower, and lighter maohme than the Elevator binder.
will pass in a straight line th.roufh & ten and a half foot gate, and will do the work on rea-
sonable side hill as well as on level ground and it is the only binder that will do it.

WE ARE ALSO BOLE AGENTS:

New Model Vibrating Thresher, ™ e cfestive, snd socesstul combination for
Hodge's Haines’ Header,

The most durable and Lightest Draft Header ever made; 8o im-
MONITOR UPRIGHT FARM ENGINES,

proved for 1880 that it 1s beyond question, without a rival.
PH@ENIX STRAW-BURNER THRLSHING ENGINES,
SCHUTLER FARM WAGO
FOUR- SPBII\(: \VAGONS BUGGIES, HACKS,

E®=8end for Bpecial Circulars for the articles desired. Mention this paper.

ETC.
CHAS.H DODD & CO.

BUTTERFIELD BROS,

Watchmakers, Jewellers and Engravers to the trade.
Orders from the conntla premptly attended to. 162%

First street. Portland,
No nsk quxc)\ sales. Territory r;iz ven.
res

wA“TEn for DR.SCOTT'S beauti-
Sample free to those becoming agents.
Satisfaction guaranteed.

tul Electric Corsets.
DR. SCOTT, 842 Broadway, NEW YORK.

HOS. VARWIG, SANITARY PLUMBER, GAS
and Steam Flmar, No. 78 Washmgton street, be-
tween Third and;Fourth, Port.lan
Dealer in Lead and Iron Pipe, C Ef)er Bath Tubs.
latest improved Water Closets Basins, Rub-
ber Hose, &c.

A. H. JOHNSON,

Stock Broker, Wholesale Butcher and Packer,
and Dealer in all kinds of

Fresh and Cured Meats, Bacon, Hams and Lard.

Special attention given to supplying ships. Stalls
26, peand% Centml%arket Pnrt.land Or.

APANESE ZAA
2 #18
ANESE CURIOS T

3pPA

NOVELTIES &C.
ANDREW KAN

No. 66 Washington St., P()RTI AND, OR.

Portland Stean Candy Manufactory
ALISKY, BAUM & 00., Proprietors,

MANUFACTURERS OF
French and American Candies and Confectionery.

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

I.ADI :!13 H? 's s
13 7 only ir Solven:
P(Ills"solves SUP¥§IN:L

known ermanenh-

H.A.ﬁg t and

branch in five minutes, wnhout pain, dxscolor
ation orinjury. Send 8c. (stam) i;) for sealed particu-
lars.  Wilcox Specific ( 0., Philadelphia, Pa.

THE BISHOP SCOTT GRAMMAR SCHOOL

A Boarding and'Dia.y School for Boys.

The eighth year under its present management
s September 1. Boys of any age or degree of
advancement admitted. Boys fitted for college or
business. Three Yale graduates among the teachers.
Special instruction in penmanship, drawing, music
and modern languages. Dn-.clplme strict. No bad
boys admitted. For catalogue and circular, or any
information, address H
P. O. Drawer 17, Portland, Or. "Head Master.

WILLIAM BEGK & SON

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

Fishing Tackle of every description and quality
Leaders, Fly-Books, Baskets, Brsided and Tapere
Oil Bilk Lines, six-spliced Split Bamboo Rods,
Sturgeon Lines and Hooks of all kinds.

165 & 167 SECOND ST., PORTLAND, OR.
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It should be a great fundamental principle of all
Americans to patronize home enterprises and purchase
home products in preference to foreign articles; and this
idea should not be confined to its national sense, but be
applied locally in all the affairs of life. It should be so
thoroughly localized that every citizen would diserimi-
nate in favor of his own state as against any other, his
own county when in competition with another, and his
own city, town or village in preference to all others.
Above all things those local industries which are strug-
gling to secure a foothold and whose presence and suc-
cessful operation mean added business and prosperity to
the communities in which they are located, should be
encouraged, not only by well wishes but by actual, tangi-
ble patronage. Itis, of course, asking too much to in-
sist upon the public purchasing an inferior article at a
higher price, simply to encourage home production; but
when both the quality and price compare favorably with
those of work performed or goods shipped from a dis-
tance, it is the duty of every citizen to aid the home
manufacturer by giving him the preference. If he be a
merchant or professional man depending upon the pros-
perity of the community, an owner of property whose
value is regulated by the same standard, a capitalist
whose money is secured by that property, a manufac-
turer of other goods in the same community, or even a
mechanic whose family is dependent upon his opportun-
ity for constant empleyment, in fact if he be actively en-
gaged in almost any of the avocations of life, he will be
helping himself by aiding to uphold the industries of

his own city, county or state. There has been much
said on this subject by the press and private individuals,
and it would seem strange that so little effect has been
produced by so much preaching, were it not a well-
known fact that precept has been estranged from exam-
ple, that some of the most frequent and persistent scold-
ers are often guilty of the offense they so forcibly lay at
the door of others. Let us all do what a proper public
spirit and a true regard for our welfare should dictate,
and the complaints of manufacturers and dealers will
cease, and with them will disappear much of the hard
times and scarcity of employment which bear so heavily
upon many of our people.

COMPETENT persons estimate the coming wheat crop
at about the same quantity as that of last season. As
the acreage is' somewhat larger this year, this is allow-
ing for a small reduction of the average yield, owing to
the lack of rain for maturing the spring grain. Since
this estimate was made there have been several rains of
sufficient precipitation to benefit the crops materially.
The total yield will not fall below that of last year and
may exceed it. In some localities last year’s crop will
be largely exceeded by the coming harvest. What our
farmer’s need is not so much a large crop as a fair price
for what they harvest, and this seems possible only
through lower rates and better transportation facilities,
since there is apparently no ground upon which to base
a prediction of a marked advance in wheat quotations.

———es

Now that congress has practically decided that the
United States shall have a navy, it is to be hoped that
the efforts being made to have a naval station and ship
yard established by the government on Puget sound will
be successful. All the elements of coal, iron, wood, tim-
ber, sheltered harbors, and distance from open sea
where there is exposure to capture in times of war are
present on Puget sound more fully than any other local-
ity in the union. Lake Washington, back of Seattle, of-
fers the best fresh water harbor on the coast and can be
connected with the sound by a short and comparatively
inexpensive canal, by the way of Lake Union and the
stream discharging from it.

BEGINNING with the present number TEE WEsT
SHORE makes another important step upwards. Itsil-
lustrations will in future be printed in three colors, giv-
ing them a finish and artistic elegance which can not be
produced in any other way. A large engraving ofsthe
beautiful Multnomah falls occupies two pages in the
center of the magazine, and it is the intention of the
publisher to give similar large and elegant engravings
of our choicest scenery from month to month. This
will render it doubly attractive and valuable.
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THE COTTAGE BY THE SEA.

days of scorching sun and nights of oppressive

heat which are the heritage of dwellers in East-

ern cities, when he who can afford it seeks refuge
among the mountains, in some quiet country home, or
where the cool sea breezes bring him delicious relief,
while he who can not passes the day in sweltering toil
and at night visits the housetop for a breath of pure air,
the amstom of “going out of town” for a brief season in
summer is becoming yearly more general with our peo-
ple. And this is a matter more of custom than necessity,
for to spend a summer in Portland is by no means a
hardship. With the days never so warm that one is un-
comfortable in the shade, and with the nights so cool
that bed clothing is not a burden, while a slight fire at
times does not come amiss, no one can complain of the
climate; with a splendid river on which may be seen a
multitude of boats; with good streets and splendid roads
leading back into the hills, upon which one may drive
and enjoy the twilight, which in this latitude lingers
until far into the night; with places of amusement open
to the public and all the varied attractions of the city
scarcely diminished, the stay-at-home need not feel dis-
contented with his lot.

The Portlander does- not leave home in summer to
escape discomfort so much as for the reason that this is
the only season when he can be comfortable in the
places to which he desires to go to relieve the monotony
of existence. The devotees of society find in a complete
change of surroundings and method of life recuperation

! LTHOUGH we are happily exempt from those

of their vitalities; the over-worked merchant, clerk or

professional man finds in the mountain retreat or on the
breezy beach rest from his toil and a healthful stimulant
for both body and wind. He fills his lungs with the
pure air of the mountains or the salt breath of the sea
and feels himself endowed with the vigor of a new life.
The matron, worn with family cares and bending be-
neath the burden of domestic drudgery, finds in these
quiet retreats rest from her labors, and with the invig-
orating atmosphere draws in strength to again take up
her load of care with a lighter heart and a renewed vital-
ity. The student, also, the overtaxed scholar and the
patient, but wearied, teacher find amid the mountain firs
and on the sands of the seashore health and strength for
another year of labor.

There are so many health and pleasure resorts within
easy.reach of Portland, that none of them seem in dan-
ger of beeoming over-crowded. The mountains invite
the hunter and fisherman, the snow-draped peaks en-
chant the ingufisitive explorer, and the mineral springs
hold out promises of health to the invalid, but the great
mass of our summer exiles seek the ocean beach, because
they find there such an absolute and complete change of
surroundings and habits of life. Year by year the num-
ber of these temporary dwellers by the sea increases,
while excursions down the noble Columbia to beaches
near its mouth are more frequent and better patronized.

It is becoming “ quite the thing” to have a “ cottage ” in
one of the several seaside settlements, a term sufficiently
flexible to apply to any kind of habitation from a two-
roomed shanty, innocent of paint and plaster, to a dom-
icile of proportions and finish that would entitle it to a
place on any thoroughfare in the city. Numerous tents
are pitched among the trees back from the beach, whose
occupants enjoy all the freedom and discomforts of camp
life or board at one of the several seaside hotels in the
vicinity, whose rooms are filled with guests who prefer
a less radical change from their usual mode of life.

Life at the beach, as revealed by the artist, on pages
two hundred and two and two hundred and eleven, is
one devoted entirely to pleasure and health-gaining,
days of freedom from care and abandonment of mental
and physical labor. Surf bathing is, of course, the
prime and most beneficial amusement, but with this are
linked numerous other pleasant diversions, such as driv-
ing and promenading on the beach, fishing and hunting
in the mountains a few miles inland, boating on the
streams entering the ocean near the settlement, and the
social enjoyments customary where friends are collected
together and have ample time to devote themselves to
pleasure. Dame Fashion has, as yet, laid a light hand
upon our summer resorts, but as time passes more at-
tention will probably be paid to her whims, though it is
to be hoped that such will not be the case.

The resorts most frequented are Yaquina bay, which
may be reached in a day from this city, over the lines of
the Oregon & California and Oregon Pacific railroads,
and those at the mouth of the Columbia, which are reach-
ed by steamer. Besides the usual daily steamers to
Astoria, the Olympian and Telephone make regular trips
during the week, their time being especially arranged so
that one may leave here Saturday, spend Sunday at the
beach and return in time for business Monday morning.
Frequent excursions take hundreds of pleasure seekers
for a day’s enjoyment in viewing the beautiful scenery
at the mouth of the river, visiting the lighthouse at
Cape Hancock, and sniffing the salt air from the ocean.
South of the mouth of the river several miles is the fa-

‘mous Clatsop beach, the oldest of all the resorts, where

two hotels, fine camping spots and a splendid beach for
bathing and driving are the attractions. North of the
river are Ilwaco and the adjacent North beach, and still
further north is Long beach, the former being some-
times known as “Stout’s,” and the latter as ¢ Tinker-
ville,” in honor of the proprietors of their respective
hotels. There is, also, Ocean Park, where the Metho-
dists hold annual camp meetings. The cotfages are to
be found chiefly at Ilwaco, Stout’s and Tinkerville, and
are becoming so numerous that choice building lots
which a few seasons ago brought little else than a smile
when offered for sale, now command upwards of one
hundred dollars each. A few years more will see a so-
journ at the beach a regular summer custom of the ma-
jority of those who can afford it, and a cottage by the
sea an almost universal adjunct of an establishment in
town.
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IRON ORE OF THE PACIFIC NORTHWEST.

the most indispensable of metals, is also the most

widely disseminated, being found in nearly every

geological stratum, and amidst the most divers
surroundings. It is, therefore, not to be accounted extra-
ordinary that its ores are extremely common throughout
the Pacific Northwest, being found in nearly every coun-
ty in Oregon, Washington and Idaho, as well as in many
districts of British Columbia, to the northward.

The parsimony, or rather, the ignorance, of legisla-
tures, has thus far prevented the almost unmatched
mineral resources of this part of the Union becoming
known through an always necessary geological survey,
and left to chance or the exertions of voluntary and
usually inaccurate observers, the dissemination of that
information which should be the care of the state. Con-
sequently, whatever is at this day said of the occurrence
and extent of the iron ore bodies is largely approxima-
tive in its application, and the same is true of the de-
posits of all other valuable minerals.

Notwithstanding a certain barrenness of detail which
enfolds the subject, one is able, by the help of what has
been printed in relation to the iron ores of the Pacific
Northwest, to point out the existence and Jocality of sev-
eral beds, or collections of beds, which by their extent
and position warrant one in assuming that they will be
the future source of the greater part of the iron made in
this region. These deposits may be designated, first,
the Lower Willamette Beds; second, those of Snoqual-
mie, W. T.; and third, those of Texada island, in the
Gulf of Georgia, B. C. These do naf, by any means,
comprehend all of the valuable deposits, but are simply
the most extensive, and at present, by reason of their
location, appear as the most easily and profitably worked.
There are, as is well known, a great many considerations
which affect the value of a deposit of any ore besides its
extent and purity. The principal one in the case of iron
ores is accessibility; for the produect, crude cast iron, is
of such great weight for a given value that cheap trans-
portation to market is an imperative necessity. Second
is the question of fuel and fluxes for smelting the raw
ole into merchantable metal; mineral coal is the only
fuel used in a large way, enabling the art of smelting to
rise to the dignity of a business, and this fuel must be
mined close to the blast furnace where it is to be con-
sumed, for like crude cast iron, it will not pay expensive
transportation. Then a bulky flux, limestone, is used,
and it, too, requires to be had very cheaply. Itis only by
a combination of cheap ore, cheap fuel and cheap lime-
stone, with an enormous output, that American iron-
masters are able to maintain themselves against a pow-
erful competition that lays down an excellent article of
pig iron in New York for less than twenty dollars per
ton, and promises to do even better with the removal of
the duty.

There is a locality that combines all the above cited
advantages in an eminent degree; so much so, in fact,

BY a curious, but valuable, provision of nature, iron,

that it seems as if the Divine Architect had decreed
that the seat of great iron manufactories should be on
Puget sound. Rather more enterprising than their Ore-
gon neighbors, the people along the “ Mediterranean of
the Pacific coast” have examined into and mapped
out and described their principal mineral deposits, and
are énabled to inform the world that upon certain islands
and the neighboring main lands there exist beds of iron
ore, coal, and limestone, sufficient beyond doubt to fur-
nish steel and iron for the universe. There are deposits
of an excellent quality of brown hematite (limonite) in
Skagit county. Three inexhaustible beds on Cypress
island have received particular attention, and an exam-
ination by an expert has revealed some facts of great
value. These ores are magnetic, and lie in sandstone
and slate, but of what geological age does not appear.
The Tyll lode has two parallel beds twenty-eight feet
apart, and of a thickness of thirty-two and thirty-seven
feet respectively, and are traceable on the surface for
over three thousand feet. The Mabel, varying from
twenty to sixty feet in thickness, and the Conner, fifteen
feet, are, like the former, easy of access, and are com-
posed of oxidized ores of a uniformly high percentage
value. A trial lot was smelted and pronounced first-
class. The principal value of these beds, like the others
on Puget sound, lies mainly in the cheapness of trans-
portation and the nearness of coal and limestone in im-
mense quantities. Other deposits of nearly as great
value exist in numerous localities on and near the sound,
notably one within fifteen miles of Tacoma. The Chin-
acum beds have furnished hematite ores for the blast
furnace at Irondale, and promising ores exist in What-
com and other counties. In the aggregate the accumu-
lations of bog (limonite) and magnetic ores seem inex-
haustible, and the iron workers of the far distant fu-
ture centuries will very likely take the same view.
Perhaps the most remarkable of all the iron deposits
are those of the Snoqualmie pass, which also rank
among the most important on the coast. Pretty well up
in the Cascades, seventy miles from tidewater, there ex-
ist ores which compare well in chemical composition
with those of the famous Lake Superior beds. Iron
mountain is three miles from the pass, and is penetrated
by immense layers of magnetite of the following com-

position:

Moetallic iron : -« «osswsosssisnssws 67. 71. per cent.
Silichiscnss i casnnsnsnssonsnss 1.3 402 «
Phosphorus...........oooinnn. 0.031  0.039 «
Sulphur..........cociiiinn.. 0.003 0.042 «

This analysis is certainly very low in those objec-
tionable substances, sulphur and phosphorus, and there
is no doubt the ore would smelt into an uncommonly
pure iron. Still it is not by the result of the analysis
of a single test sample that practical iron workers are
guided, but by the average composition of a great lode.
The deposits are known as the Denny mines, and have
a vertical outerop strike nearly north and south, and
vary from six to one hundred and fifty feet in thickness.
The analysis given is from a specimen taken from the
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CIliff lode. Not far away, at the east end of the pass, are
immense beds of red hematite ores of equal purity, suit-
able for mixing with the magnetic iron, to increase the
value of the product. A favorable circumstance attend-
ing is the existence of coal in great quantity close at
hand, and it is said that limestone is also found near by.

In Cle-el-um mining district, W. T., a great lode of
magnetic iron is said to penetrate throughout, with de-
posits of silver, copper and nickel ores attending. This
lode, as well as numerous others found in Eastern Wash-
ington and Eastern Oregon, have received no especial
attention, and doubtless will not be for many years tc
come of any particular value. The same is true of the
iron ores of Idaho and Montana, which have not thus
far been utilized, except in very small amounts as a flux
in lead smelting. 1t is worth mentioning that at a point
fifty miles south of Caldwell, Idaho, and near South
mountain, is the Narragansett iron mine, which consists
of a body of magnetic and specular ores so large that
two acres of surface dirt stripped away have not revealed
any limit to the bed. Near by, a fifteen-foot lode of
hematite exists, which is said to carry thirty dollars per
ton in gold; but this is, no doubt, an exaggeration and
scarcely allowable unless the mine is for sale. -

In British Columbia are a great many surface indica-
tions of iron, but very little attention has been paid to
them. The most important find yet made is on Texada
island, in the Gulf of Georgia, about one hnndred miles
north of Victoria. There are enormous masses of
coarsely granular magnetic ore which are traceable for
miles and are finely situated for mining and shipping,
being close to deep water. The ore carries, by analysis,
sixty-eight per cent. of metallic iron, with very little
phosphorus, but so much sulphur as to require roasting
before smelting. The location is within twenty miles of
the extensive Comox coal fields, on the shore of Vancou-
verisland. Limestone is plentiful in the immediate vicin-
ity. It is under such favorable conditions that great
iron manufacturing enterprises are certain to grow up,
and it is highly probable that the next, or even the pres-
ent, generation will see these rich deposits utilized, and
an industry of unparalleled magnitude take its rise.
The first ore mined at Texada was in 1879, when it was
sent to London for smelting, the shipments that year
amounting to two hundred dollars, but increasing con-
siderably in later years.

Puget sound has already become the seat of iron
manufacturing, for at Irondale, five miles below Fort
Townsend, exists a smelting plant of some importance,
which has made during a series of years the initial ef-
forts to firmly establish the industry upon these shores.
Beginning work in the seventies, a blast furnace with a
capacity for smelting ten tons daily was first set up and
run on mixed ores, receiving hematite from Chinacum
and magnetic from Texada. A schooner plying to the
mines brought the minerals cheaply, and calling at San
Juan island took thence limestone for flux. The fuel
was charcoal, burned in the neighboring forests, as many
as two hundred and fifty men—half the whole dispos-

able force of laborers attached to the works—being em-
ployed in chopping wood and attending the kilns. In
1882 and 1883 the business made such a satisfactory
showing that great additions were made. A wharf two
hundred yards long was built and the furnace was re-
placed by one of fifty tons capacity, with elevators and
all the usual accessories of a first-class establishment.
Twenty tons of iron were turned out daily during a part
of 1883, and the business seemed assured, but owing to
the universal depression, a partial cessation of opera-
tions has occurred.

The principal iron ore deposits in Oregon lie along
the west side of the Willamette, reaching from near the
falls of that river to a point opposite Kalama, on the
Columbia, being developed most strongly in Columbia
county, and in geographical extent are hardly equaled
elsewhere in the world. The ores are bog iron and to a
great extent lie in depressions upon the upper surface
of lava beds, being covered for the most part with a thin
layer of soil washed there by running water. Iron ore
occurring in this manner in cavities in basalt is not un-
known in other localities, though not elsewhere found
in such prodigious quantity. The deposits are varied in
quality as well as quantity. Certain layers found near
Oswego gave, upon analysis, fifty-five per cent. of me-
tallic iron, while in other localities near by the best lots
only yielded ten per cent. The ores worked in 1866, on
the starting of the blast furnace at Oswego is described
as a brown hematite, containing from forty-six to fifty-
six per cent. of metallic iron. In 1876 the ore used had
but ten per cent. A Mr. Olds first drew attention to
these deposits by erecting, in 1862, a miniature reduc-
tion furnace two miles from the mouth of the Tuailtin,
wherein he smelted some iron, getting a product that
was pronounced very fair. This was the first iron re-
duced from ore on the Pacific coast of North America.
During the subsequent years the industry has been
kept up not far from where the embryo works stood, and
what is satisfactory to add, with as constant progress as
the times would admit of. In May, 1865, a company
was incorporated, with a capital of $500,000.00, to work
the mines, with W. S. Ladd as president, and twenty
Portlanders owning the most of the stock; within a year
works were erected at Oswego, a hot blast furnace of
ten tons daily capacity included. The institution was a
wonder to Oregonians, few of whom had ever seen the
like. In 1875, the daily product being ten tons, the ex-
penses of producing one ton were proportioned as fol-
lows: ore delivered at the furnace, $10.75: charcoal, one
hundred and fifty bushels, at nine cents per bushel,
$12.50; wages, $4.00; limestone, brought from San Juan, -
Puget sound, five hundred pounds, $5.00; total cost of
one ton of iron, $33.25. The metal sold in San Fran-
cisco for $46.00 per ton, and has ever since been in de-
mand in limited quantities for those special purposes
where charcoal pig is considered indispensable. The
Central Pacific Railroad Co. tested it and found it well
adapted to car wheels, etc., but it never could compete
for ordinary purposes with Scotch and English pig,
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first-class brands of which are delivered in San Fran-
cisco, and even in Portland, for little over $20.00 per
ton. The works have been in operation about ten of the
twenty years that have elapsed since their completion,
and have undergone many changes. The average an-
nual production during the periods of activity has been
about fifteen hundred tons, worth an average of about
$35.00 per ton. For example, there were fourteen hun-
dred and sixty-five tons, worth $45,232.00, shipped in
the year ending June 30, 1883, and for the next year,
fifteen hundred and forty tons, valued at %29,274.00.
Oregon does not appear in the census statisties of 1870
as a producer of iron, but in 1880 the state (meaning, of
course, the Oswego furnace) is credited with an output
of thirty-two hundred tons, which entitles Oregon to
rank as the twenty-eighth state of the Union in point of
production of iron. It may not be amiss to remark that
the total product of the United States for the same year
was seven million two hundred and sixty-five thousand
one hundred and forty tons.

The decline in the price of iron and steel has been
universal, charcoal iron keeping pace with it, so that the
metal from Oswego sells for about half what it com-
manded twelve years ago when the above estimate of
cost was made. But as iron has fallen so, too, has the
cost of producing it. Labor is somewhat cheaper, the
ore can not possibly cost half as much as there stated,
charcoal in large quantities can certainly be procured
for half of nine cents per bushel, and limestone, costing
$20.00 per ton in 1874, was but $6.00 in 1876, and could
probably be furnished now at a dollar or two less. Be-
sides, the producing powers of the plant have been
largely increased in late years until it is now regarded
as one of the best equipped and most effective establish-
ments in the country. Its product is quoted now in San
Francisco at $21.00 per ton, while various brands of
Scotch pig, brought as ballast in wheat ships bring from
$19.00 to $23.00 per ton. It appears that the Oswego
pig does not have the advantage of being made from a
mixture of ores in scientifically proportioned charges,
whose constituents are of known composition as deter-
mined by chemical analysis—in other words, chemis-
try’s transcendent powers are not brought to bear upon
the problem of making the best out of whatever materi-
als are at hand at Oswego. It is thought by some that
the magnetic iron ore of Gold Hill, Jackson county,
might be profitably shipped for reduction with the lime-
stone of Clackamas county, the Gold Hill deposit being
of exceptional purity. The experiment is well worth
trying. H. O. Laxe.

— - - P> C———  ——————

HEALTHFUL INFLUENCE OF BATHING.

Bathing for health and comfort is a practice long
tried, sanctioned by many nations, and condemned by
uone. The ancient Grecians and Romans, once the
proud models of both physical and mental superiority,
had in their little villas very expensive public baths
connected with their gymuasiuwms and libraries, and in

all subsequent ages able and intelligent people have con-
tinued this valuable appliance, until now the better class
of Europeans deem the absence of a well equipped bath
room in any residence almost a disgrace to the owner.
It is said “the bath is common in Turkey, Egypt and
Persia, among all classes, from the crowned head to the
poorest peasant.” And “in all Russia, Finland, Lapland,
Sweeden and Norway, no hut is so poor as to be desti-
tute of a family bath.” To these proofs of the utility of
bathing, science adds volumes of explanatory items of
fact.

“The skin of the human body is made up, to a large
extent, of excretory and secretory glands, of minute
blood vessels and millions of branches of the principal
nerves of sensation. In Wilson’s “ Treatise on Healthy
Skin,” we are told there are about two thousand eight
hundred pores to the square inch of surface, and on the
entire body several millions, which are but the openings
into miles of minute tubing, little channels of intercourse
between the outer world and inner life. Let anything
unhealthy be retained in these channels, and disease and
death results. To keep them free to act there is nothing
equal to complete immersion in water of a temperature
varied to suit the temperament and condition of differ-
ent persons and different seasons in life, whether cold,
tepid, warm or comparatively hot, as experience and
good judgment may sugoest, the immersion being at-
tended or followed by friction or rubbing.

People in every variety of business vocation, and in
almost every condition of life, have repeatedly given tes-
timony to the healthful and happy results of appropri-
ate bathing. Gardeners, florists, horticulturists, farm-
ers, tillers of the soil, need a bath. Crude earth may
nourish vegetation, but not man, and when mixed with
glutinous perspiration it forms an unhealthy, almost
poisonous compound, which calls for the cleansing ef-
fects of the bath. The engineer, brickmaker, machinist,
housebuilder, blacksmith, shoemaker, saddler, harness-
maker, every kind of mechanic needs a bath. Dust and
grease may not injure their work, but they do not im-
prove the appearance or health of any person, and they
effectually clog the pores of the skin.  All laborers come

in contact, more or less, with unclean substances, and
all of them should have access to a convenient bath; and
there is another class of men who need a bath, as much
for its happy effects on their nerves as for simple clean-
liness; the studious scholar, the professional teacher,
the magistrate, the scribe, the clergyman, the dealer in
nice fabrics, all indoor workers, and especially mental
workers, need not only the cleansing but invigorating
and happifying effects of a good bath. And last, but
not least, in case of sickness, which often happens when
least expected, as in cholera, cholera morbus, cramp, fits
and numberless other ailments, a pliable portable bath
which requires but little water, ready just at the right
moment, may save some precious life. Finally, every
house should contain a convenient bathing apparatus,
and every member of the household should use it at
least once a week. As good, practical, portable baths
are advertised for sale at a merely nominal price, no one
need be without so useful an article, which is invaluable
in health and inestimable in sickness.— Health and Hoe.
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JOAN'S TRAMP.

HAT are you saying, Miss Heath? Pray give us

\N all the benefit of your remarks, and we’ll pay

the closest attention.” The speaker, a young

man of some five-and-twenty summers, was

lazily reclining on the grass-carpeted ground, his back

resting against a stone, fallen at some distant period

from the ruined tower that furnished the shade in which
the whole party was grouped.

It was a pic-nic party. The meal being finished the
partakers thereof had left the turfy enclosure which had
served as a dining room, to settle down in this shady
corner, here to wait until the heat should diminish, for
the sun was shining with almost tropical intensity.

“ Certainly, Mr. Emerson,” said the young lady ad-
dressed, who made an agreeable picture, in her pink cot-
ton dress, shown up by the dark background of ivy. “I
merely said that I know why Nellie Heriot is not here.
Her nerves have not recovered since the terrible fright
she had day before yesterday.”

“Indeed?” drawled a young Hercules, whose eyes
had been glued to the fair speaker. How interesting!
Pray tell us what it was.”

“ A ghost?” asked the youngest girl present.

“ Or a spirit message through the dining room table? ”
asked Emerson.

“ Neither,” said Phyllis Heath. ‘She met with a
tramp when out walking, and he terrified her into giv-
ing him everything of any value she had about her—
watch, rings, purse and a little locket she wore around
her neck. Silly girl! to go for so long a walk alone. I
never do.”

“1I should think not,” said young Hercules, other-
wise Carter Abbott.

“But I wonder,” remarked a quiet girl in brown,
“that she did not scream for help or run away. Phyl-
lis says she was so frightened that she handed over ev-
erything like a lamb.”

“ How dreadful!” said another.
quite nervous.”

“Miss Heriot must be exceedingly foolish, I think,”
stiffly said Prudence Heath, elder sister to Phyllis.

“ What should you have done in her place, Miss
Heath, if I may venture to ask?” And the dark eyes
of Kane Emerson danced mischeviously under the hat
he had pulled low, to ward off a wandering sunbeam
which had squeezed its way through a chink in the old
gray pile.

“I never walk alone,” Prudence replied in a curt
tone.

“ I should have fainted, I am sure, Kane,” said Lot-
tie Emerson.

“Don’t doubt it, my dear,” he said dryly, “ especially
if you saw help coming.”

Lottie laughed.

“ How disagreeable and sarcastic brothers are! You
are very silent, Joan, what are you thinking of; what
would you have done under like circumstances? ”

“ It makes one feel

She turned as she spoke to a tall, fair, graceful
girl, seated upon a projecting corner of stone. Her large
hat lay on her knee, that she might more conveniently
lay her head against the hard wall.

Many eyes followed Lottie’s in the pause that fol-
lowed her question, but the ones that contained the most
interest were those of Kane Emerson and Fred Len-
thall, his friend, a thoughtful looking man of apparently
thirty.

“1 would not have given up a thing,” said Joan, with
a half scornful smile, “I should have knocked the fel-
low down.”

A burst of laughter followed, but Emerson said under
his breath—

“ By George, I believe she would.”

“That comes from going in for gymnastics,” said
Phyllis Heath, looking pensively at her own little deli-
cate wrist. “I am afraid that if T hit a man I shouldn’t
hurt him.”

Joan’s red lips took a more disdainful curve, but Car-
ter Abbott, who had been gradually edging himself
nearer to the object of his intense admiration contrived
to whisper—

“Wouldn’t you, though!
awfully.”

Phyllis ignored him and continued to Joan—

“What a pity you're not a man, dear! I'm quite
afraid of you, I declare, you are so perfectly strong and
masculine.”

“The little humbug!” said Emerson, aside, to his
friend, and added aloud: ¢If that is true, Miss Kennet,
you will not mind climbing with me to the top of one of
the towers. The view is worth the trouble. Are you
too much afraid of the heat?”

“Oh, no; I am quite willing,” said Joan, rising, in
perfect unconsciousness of the cloud that instantly dark-
ened the brow of Fred Lenthall. ¢ Come, Lottie,” and
she passed her arm through that of Kane’s sister, “1I
know that you are not more afraid of freckles than I

”

am.

The cloud passed from the face of Lenthall, to rest
for a second on that of Emerson, who, however, was
equal to the occasion.

You’ve hit me, and it hurts

“Fred,” he said instantly, you must come and help
Lottie up the difficult steps.”

The four were soon mounting the dark, worn stone
steps. They paused to take breath at the first remains
of a landing, and looked out from a deep embrasure at
the blue lily-covered moat.

“ Now, Mr. Lenthall,” said Lottie, *“let us be in front
this time. I know we can get up more quickly than
they do.”

He was compelled to follow. Joan was about to do
the same, when Emerson stopped her.

“ Stay a minute, please, Miss Kennet, and let us rest
on this window seat,” he said, suiting the action to the
word. “I twisted my ankle slightly coming up. It
will be all right directly.”
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“ How unfortunate,” said Joan, sitting down as far
away from him as the width of the niche would allow.

“ Quite the contrary. Any pain would be welcome,
if it kept you by my side.”

“ Compliments are wasted on me, Mr. Emerson,” she
replied.

“That was not a compliment, truly, but the plain
truth.”

“You are so much given to small fictions,” Joan said
with a quiet smile, “that I never know when you are
speaking truth. I am compelled to take refuge in be-
lieving nothing you say.”

Emerson looked vexed and mortified.

“That is rather harsh. I don’t think I quite de-
serve it.”

Joan rose.

“1 will go to the top,” she said, “and you can join
us on the way down.” .

“Don’t go yet,” he entreated, following her to the
rude staircase. “ Do listen to me for five minutes, won't
you?”

“TI have heard enough fiction for one day. I have a
great dislike to being taken in, Mr. Emerson.”

“ What do you mean? Oh! my ankle? Well, I'll
own that was a little bit of invention of mine to keep
you near—”’

She was already up some steps, so he had to give up
the idea of saying more. He stood for a minute, frown-
ing and silent, then quickly bounded up in pursuit.

* * * * * * *

Some few days after this Joan Kennet was walking
homeward in the cool evening, after an afternoon spent
with a friend. The lower edge of the sun was just
touching the purple horizon, and the portions of the
landscape that lay highest were suffused with a ruddy
orange light.

The lane was a lonely one, but Joan was not nervous.
She lingered to let her eyes dwell on the soft alternation
of gold and purple tints, nor did she hurry when she
heard behind her the heavy tread of a man.

A shambling, shuffling tread it was, its sound accom-
panied by a hoarse cough. It came nearer and nearer,
and then she was aware of a thick and husky voice ad-
dressing her in a feeble, whining monotone—

“Poor man—can’t get any work—got any coppers
to spare, kind lady? Wife and eight little children—"
ete., ete.

Joan’s hand at once sought her pocket. But before
she could produce anything therefrom her watch chain
was clutched; it snapped at her hasty movement to es-
cape, but the man, a tramp by his appearance, made an-
other snatch.

Joan was hardly conscious of what she did. She
only remembered afterward that a hand was for a mo-
ment on her wrist; that she exerted all her strength in
a fierce thrust; saw her adversary lose his footing and
stumble back into a ditch by the roadside; and that she
fled with all the speed of which she was capable.

Her assailant was gathering himself up from among
the nettles, when he found himself grasped by the throat,
and Fred Lenthall, breathless with running, panted—

“You cowardly ruffian—how dare you?”

A brief scuffle ensued. Then the tramp was thrown
heavily to the ground.

“You brute, Fred!
faintly from him.

Lenthall started and stared.

“Emerson!” he exclaimed, incredulously.

There was no reply. Stooping lower, for the twilight
was increasing, he could see now that they were indeed
the features of his friend. His eyes were closed, and he
appeared perfectly unconscious.

“I don’t pity you,” muttered Lenthall, as he chafed
the other’'s hands and loosened his neckcloth. Some
minutes elapsed without this treatment producing the
slightest result.

Half frightened, Lenthall looked round for water.
There was none to be seen, but he remembered that
lower down the hill on the crest of which he stood, a
little stream trickled from the bank.

No movement from Kane. He stooped again to
make sure, then picking up the shabby, slouched hat
that had hidden the tramp’s white brow, he carried it
off as a vessel to convey water, and ran down the slope.

At the sawe instant Kane sprang up and shook his
fist after the retreating figure.

“Got my hat, have you, Master Fred!” said he, “ well,
there’s no one coming.” :

He hastily divested himself of a heavy, dark beard,
flung it into the ditch and started off in the direction
Joan Kennet had taken.

She was far ahead. He did not overtake her until
she was in sight of her own gate.

“Miss Kennet!”

Joan turned around with a pleased smile, on hearing
after her adventure, the voice of a friend. At the first
glance his uncovered head and tattered coat teld her
the truth. Her face changed, and she walked on with-
out a word.

“ Miss Kennet,” he said again, “1 hope you were not
really alarmed.”

You've half killed me!” came

No reply.

“You are offended, I see,” said Emerson, keeping by
her side. “Well, I humbly apologize. It was what
you said the other day that put the idea into my head.”

Still no response.

“T wish I hadn’t done it,” he said gloomily, “I am
always putting my foot in it with you. Do speak, unless
you want me to blow my brains out. No, pray don’t go
in yet—not till you have forgiven me.”

He laid his hand on the gate and held it shut, wait-
ing for a reply. But Joan merely looked him coldly
over, with an inward inclination to laugh at his odd ap-
pearance.

“ How could I tell you would take it so seriously?”
and Kane opened the gate, finding she was yet dumb.
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Joan passed through, then half turned.

“I think,” she said with energy, “there are few
things more contemptible and underbred than a practi-
cal joke.”

“ What an idiot I am!” thought Emeraon as she dis-
appeared.

He stood leaning on the gate-post for awhile, ab-
sorbed in thought. The moon was rising as he walked
slowly back. He scarcely raised his eyes from the
ground, but kicked the stones along as he went, as if
they had a share in his discomfiture.

“Hil”

He looked up. The call came from Lenthall, who,

with a cigar between his lips, was idly sitting on a

stile.

“Well?2”

Emerson waited until Fred Lenthall came up by his
side.

“Kane,” said the latter, looking him over, “if it
pleases you to make yourself look like a stupid, pray do
so; but if you frighten Miss Kennet again like this, you
shall answer for it to me.”

“Indeed!” said Kane coolly, “ how long has it taken
you to compose that speech?”

“ Wherever you acquired a taste,” Lenthall went on,
ignoring this last remark, “for this vulgar masquerad-
ing—"

“Fred, you are an idiot!” interrupted his friend.
““Don’t grand-language me! If you want to punch my
head, do it like a man. I'm ready!”

He threw off his rough “gaberdine,” and made a
feint of rolling up his shirt sleeves, but Lenthall did
not move.

“You evidently want to be laid up with rheuma-
tism,” he said, “ the air is full of moisture.”

Kennet pickad up the coarse garment and proceeded
to put it on once more.

“You're a nice friend, he said,” as they walked on
together. “Assoon as 1 am in trouble you jump on
me.”

“In trouble?” Lenthall repeated.

“Yes. I've mortally offended Miss Kennet. Fred,
old man, I'm awfully fond of that girl, and she does not
care a straw for me.”

“1 wonder at that,” Fred said dryly.

“Well, I don’t know, but I don’t think its my fault.
I don’t think that sort of thing comes from anything
you do or say. By Jove! Isn’t she strong, too? Still,
I shouldn’t have gone down so easily if I hadn’t been
just on the edge of the ditch. Oh, here’s my hat—wet
through, of course. Capital disguise, wasn’t it?”

He picked up the soaked head-gear from the road
and became silent. He was out of humor with himself,
while Lenthall would say nothing thet would bring back
his self-respect. The latter was inwardly elated that
his friend should have made so false a step with respect
to Miss Kennet.

A little group was collected on the smooth lawn at
Heathfield, as the Heath family called their pretty, ga-
bled, red-brick house. Thé occasion was that of a gar-
den party, at which were present nearly all who had
been in the pic-nic at the ruined castle.

The center of this little group, toward whom even
the tennis and croquet players cast now and then an in-
quisitive glance, was the fair Phyllis, in a complete cos-
tume of pink, with hat, gloves and sunshade to match.
Her interested listeners were Joan Kennet and her
mother, Carter Abbott, Fred Lenthall, and one or two
others.

“1 suppose,” Phyllis was saying, “that he must
have been riding carelessly. 1 was just peeping out of
my window, and there he came, looking a wee bit mel-
ancholy, I thought, but perhaps that was only my fancy;
I know I am foolishly sentimental.”

She gave a quick glance at her large admirer, who
tried very hard to think of some complimentary remark.
However, he had no sooner constructed one beginning
with “ Well, I sh—"" when Lenthall nipped it in the bud
by saying—

“Pray, go on, Miss Heath.”

Phyllis complied.

“ He was about opposite our house when his horse
stumbled, and then scrambled and seemed to try to save
itself, but could not. Down it went on its knees, and
Mr. Emerson was thrown completely over its head. 1
screamed.”

She dropped her sunshade on the grass, and clasped
her pink gloves at the recollection. Her hearers looked
so pale, especially Lenthall and Joan, that she felt en-
couraged to proceed.

“He came down on his head with oh! such a horrid
thud! And then, somehow, he and the horse seemed to
be all mixed up, and it sprawled about trying to get up,
and at last did get on to its feet, and galloped away. 1
just saw from the window that there was blood on his
face, and that he did not move.

“ And what did you do then,” asked Abbott breath-
lessly.

“QOh, I don’t like to tell you,” and Phyllis hung her
head and looked at the ground; “I am such a little goose,
I know; I fainted.”

“You are too graphic, Miss Heath,” said Lenthall,
seeing Joan’s ashy face. “ Let me take you to a seat,
Miss Kennet.”

“No, thank you,” she said decisively. “I would
rather hear the rest. Is he—is he dangerously hurt,
Phyllis?”

“When I came to,” she answered, declining to give
the conclusion of the story before legitimately reaching
it, “ mamma being in a greal fright, and pouring lots of
dreadfully cold water on me, he was down in the dining
room and the doctor had been sent for—and his father,
old Mr. Emerson. Papa wanted him to stay here so as
not to be moved, but Mr. Emerson would have him
home at any cost. I didn’t see him, but I crept down to
the door, and, oh dear, it was so horrid!”
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“ What was? "’ inquired Joan.

“I heard him groan! It frightened me so I ran
away as fast as I could!”

“ And this is all you know, Phyllis?”

“Almost. Papa went to ask how he was this mogn-
ing. His head is very much hurt, and the horse had
kicked him, but there was no danger. But he will be
very much disfigured. Isn’t it a great pity?”

“T don’t know so much about that,” said Carter Ab-
bott, pulling his long mustache. “He was altogether
too good looking before. No chance for us plain fel-
lows.”

“Poor fellow!” sighed Phyllis, with a pensive air.
“His mother is fearfully upset.
papa said she had cried herself into a perfect fright.
There, that is all! Now let us have some tennis. I see
that game is finished. Joan, what do you say to Mr.
Abbott and me against you and Mr. Lenthall?”

Joan excused herself and was walking away, when
she found Lenthall at her side. He was extremely
grave, and certain lines appeared in his forehead, which
only showed when he was disturbed in mind. He saw
that his companion was pre-occupied, and for awhile
said nothing. .

But when Joan found that they had strayed to some
distance from the rest, she turned to go back. And al-
though she did not know it, Lenthall had almost taken
this opportunity to tell her of the hope he had so long
cherished. '

If it had not been for her pallor, and illy-concealed
agitation on hearing of Emerson’s accident he would
have spoken the words that trembled on his lips. As
it was, he kept them back, afraid to risk the almost cer-
tain “no.”

An hour later Mrs. Kennet signed to her daughter
that she wished to take her leave, but Phyllis caught
Joan by the arm.

“Come up to my room before you go.
thing to show you,” she whispered.

I've some-

The two girls walked decorously in at the open
French window, but once out of sight they ran up-stairs
at full speed. When they reached her room, Phyllis
locked the door and placed a chair for her friend.

“Sit down, Joan, while I get it out,” she whispered.

Joan obeyed, half wondering what was to come,
while Phyllis turned the key in a drawer and pulled it
open. The next instant she held up by the brim, with
thumb and forefinger, a battered, shapeless thing, hard-
ly recognizable for it originally was—a hat.

“Look there!” And she waved it before Joan’s as-
tonished eyes. “I picked it up and brought it in here
just to look at, and now I don’t know what to do with
“it. T dare not let it be seen—anyone might think that
I was in love with him. I am—rather. What would
you do with it?”

“I don’t know,” said Joan, looking at it without the
shadow of a smile.

“ Wouldn’t you like it, dear?”

And as for Lottie!—

“No, thank you. Why don’t you burn it? It can’t
be any further use. With what a crash he must have
come on his head to make that hat such a shape! Ugh!
It makes me feel sick!”

“You are quite sure you would not like to have it,
Joan? I thought perhaps you would like to treasure it
up.”

Joan laughingly declined the offer, and after the
drawer was once more closed and locked they went out
together.

After this she only heard of Emerson at intervals,
sometimes from his sister Lottie, sometimes from the
Heaths. And now and then she met Fred Lenthall,
whose manner to her was quite altered from the time of
his friend’s accident.

About this time her mother insisted on Joan taking
iron, and not being satisfied with the result of a course
of that tonic, she tried steel. Joan said nothing, but
took her doses with apathetic resignation.

Two months passed, and Mrs. Kennet had prescribed
plenty of open-air exercise. Joan not infrequently sent
little notes to Lottie asking for her company.

One day in the middle of September, the latter called
for her and asked her to accompany her to the village.
Lottie was in low spirits.

“Did your brother tell you of the trick he played
me here?” asked Joan, pausing at the well-remembered
spot on the hill. “He dressed up as a beggar and fol-
lowed me.”

Lottie had heard nothing of the incident, so Joan re-
counted it. ‘

“Ah! That makes matters more clear to me,” said
Lottie, as she slipped her hand through her friend’s
arm. “You have not forgiven him for it, you cruel
girl.”

Joan made no reply to this, but her lips curved into
a smile that was not easy for her friend to understand.

“The house is so gloomy now,” sighed Lottie. “It
seems as though Kane would never recover his old light-
heartedness. Mamma is always grieving over his dis-
figurement; and papa is quiet and serious now, Kane
never makes him laugh as he used to. I do my best,
and Fred comes in very often and tries to cheer us all
up; but in spite of all we do, the poor boy keeps so thin
and dispirited—and the doctor says he will never be
better unless he gets over those dreadful attacks of de-
pression.”

“Poor Lottie!” said Joan, tenderly, as the girl's
voice became tearful.

“ My happiness is all clouded,” she went on, after a
pause. “I once thought that if Fred were to ask me to
be his wife I should be too happy to live. And things
have turned out so differently! Ah, Joan, I used to be
so0 jealous of you. He used to follow you everywhere,
and was only civil to me. Everyone used to run after
you. Who would have thought that Phyllis and I
should be engaged first!”

“Phyllis engaged!”
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“Yes, to Mr. Abbott. They, at least, seem to be
perfectly content. When do you mean to follow suit,
Joan?”

Joan was gathering and eating blackberries. She
hooked down a high branch with her umbrella, and gath-
ered all of the ripe fruit from it before she answered
quietly—

“Not at all.”

Lottie looked at her eagerly.

“Why not? Joan, you might tell me whether you
have any reason for saying so—whether there is not
some person you care for? You know it would go no
farther.”

“No farther than Mr. Lenthall, you mean,” said
Joan, quietly. “No, Lottie, dear, I have no little ro-
mance to tell. I did have one, once, but it’s over now—
dead and buried. There, now, you know all there is to
know.”

She walked on, so abstracted that it was some time
before she became aware that Lottie was crying quiet-
ly. Her large eyes became almost round with sur-
prise.”

“ What is wrong?” and she put her arm around the
weeping girl, and drew her to where the ferny bank of-
fered an inviting seat.

“My last hope!” sobbed Lottie.
thought better of you.”

“ What do you mean? I don’t understand you,” said
Joan.

Lottie dashed away her tears and drew away from
the encircling arm. :

“I would not believe it before. He said you avoid-
ed him, coming from church, Sunday, but I was sure he
was mistaken—I knew you used to care for him. Why,
if Fred were hideous, T should not care. He'd be the
same to me. Here, let’s go back.”

“ Go back!” Joan repeated in surprise. “1 thought
you wanted me to go to the village with you.”

“Not now—not that way!” and Lottie, looking very
nervous and excited, caught Joan by the arm, and tried
to drag her back the same way they had come.

“ Are there some cows coming,” asked Joan, super-
fluously, for the road here turned a sharp corner, and it
would have been utterly impossible to see anything till
it was close on them. “How absurd you are, Lottie! I
will not stir a step till you tell me why.”

‘“ Because—because—oh, here they are!” stammered
Lottie, confusedly, her cheeks becoming red as her eye-
lids.

As she spoke, Lenthall and Emerson turned the cor-
ner, arm-in-arm.

“This was a plan, then!
you,” she whispered.

She shook hands in a cold and distant way with each
of the young men. Lenthall was quite unconscious of
any stiffness, for he had seen the wetness of certain eyes,
and he was all anxiety to learn the cause.

Emerson, however, instantly shrank into himself, for
he had become painfully sensitive, attributing any fan-

“Don’t Joan, I

Lottie, I'll never forgive

cied slight to his changed appearance. He was scarred,
certainly, but his dark eyes had not altered, except in
expression.

~ “Shall we turn back with them, Kane?” Lenthall
asked, and the other assented.

There was no help for it. Lottie and Fred must be
allowed to linger just out of hearing, and to converse in
tender undertones. Joan felt that she had been trap-
ped, and suspected Emerson of being in the plot, though
in fact he was under the impression that the meeting
was accidental.

“I am glad to see you are able to go out again,” said
Joan, formally.

“This is not the first time; I was in church, Sun-
day,” he answered.

“I saw you,” and Joan tried to seem unconscious of
his quick glance.

“I thought so—although you would not speak to
me.”

The reproach made Joan feel a little choky in the
throat. How could she tell him why she had shrunk
from the meeting—not trusting her power to greet him
calmly?

“This is the first time we have met,” Kane went on,
as she was silent, “since I offended you so bitterly. I
hardly thought you would nurse that offense so long—
after I had apologized.”

“1T did not,” said Joan, finding a voice, but rather a
harsh one, through her effort to command it. “I was
annoyed at the time, but that was all.”

Then her coldness and distance were all due to his
marred face, Kane thought, and longed for the interview
to end.

“I shall not annoy you in that way again,” he began,
for the sake of saying something. “1I think when I fell
on my head I must have smashed my organ of humor,
for I have felt sober enough ever since.”

Joan’s throat was a little troublesome again.

“It is being out of health. That is all, I hope,” she
said, after a pause.

“What, don’t you think it an improvement? I re-
member how you used to complain that I was never se-
rious.”

“ And now I wish you were less s0,” said Joan, look-
ing away from him. “Shall we wait for the others?”

“If you like,” he answered, and he looked back to
where the lovers were following slowly far behind.

“I never gave you credit for so much vanity, Mr.
Emerson,” said Joan, breakimg the uncomfortable si-
lence.

“ Vanity!”

“What is it but vanity that makes a scar or two
trouble you se much?”

“1t is not the scars that trouble me, but the differ-
ence that I find in my friends,” Emerson answered,
moodily.

“Mr. Emerson, you surely do uot think such a thing
as that could make any difference to your friends.”
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“We will take one instance,” said Kane, looking at
her. “You and I used to be on good terms till I of-
fended you. You say you have forgotten that affair.
And yet—

He stopped expressively for a minute, then went on
again—

“I met Miss Heath the other day. She was so hor-
rified at the sight of me that she shrieked and almost
1an away. These are not pleasant experiences.”

They sauntered on again.

“You would think them trifles if you were better.
You are not really so much disfigured. I was agreeably
surprised,” said Joan.

He did not answer nor look at her. Joan paused a
minute, then gave way to impulse, and laid a hand gen-
tly on his arm.

“Please don’t think—"

Her voice failed, but her swimming eyes said the
rest.

Emerson gazed into them at first in the most genu-
ine astonishment, which gave place to something very
different.

“Joan!”

Lottie had been watching them all the time, only
half attending to Lenthall’s remarks. Again and again
she had sighed to see so much of the road between the
pair.

Now she turned toward her companion with a satis-
fied smile.

“ Look there, Fred!
archly.

Do you feel jealous?” she said

_————e-—

SWEDISH IKRON MOUNTAIN.

In company with the article on “Iron Ore in the
Northwest,” the following, from the Mechanical Worldl,
will be of interest:

It can not be said that our iron mining companies
have latterally had any very profitable times, for they
have had to pay ruinous mineral royalties at a time
when trade is very depressed and prices almost unpre-
cedentedly low, and the amount of competition existing
not only between home, but from Spanish, Swedish and
other foreign sources, is very great. It has become a
common occurrence, in fact, for imported ores to under-
sell ours, even in places contiguous to the mines. An
enterprise, however, is now being undertaken, which,
when completed, will have a considerable effect on the
iron ore market of both this country and the continent,
and will lead to still further competition in this direc-
tion. We allude to the opening up of what are, per-
haps, the largest deposits of iron ore to be found in the
world, large hills being almost entirely composed of this
material of an extremely rich and valuable nature. The
deposits in question are situated in the extreme north of
Sweden, verging on Lapland, and a railway is now be-
ing constructed for the purpose of bringing the metal to
market. The Northern Europe railway, said to be the
most northern in the world, commences at the port of

Lulea, at the northwest end of the Gulf of Bothnia, a
town of about four thousand inhabitants, having a very
large timber trade, and possessing a good harbor, which
vessels of large tonnage can easily enter, and runs across
the Scandinavian peninsula to Ofoton Fjord, on the At-
lantic coast of Norway. The line follows the Lulea
river valley for the first twenty-five miles, then turning
north, crosses the Arctic Circle and proceeds to Gelli-
vara, one hundred and forty miles from Lulea. This
section of the line, in which the work of construction is
light, passing principally through valleys of sand and
gravel, is now on the point of completion.

Vast forests of pine are here met with, extending
over hundreds of square miles, and timber will now be
able to be readily brought to the port for shipment. At
Gellivara stands the mountain of that name, entirely
composed of rich iron ore, hundreds of feet thick and
covering many square miles. The ore requires no min-
ing,being close to the surface, and can be quarried and
put into railway wagons direct, the railway passing
round the mountain for that purpose. A small portion
of this ore already reaches Liulea, being carted the whole
distance during the winter months. After leaving Gel-
livara, the line passes Lakes Tjantjas and Panki, to the
great iron mountain of Kirunavara, whose peak of solid
metal is visible at a distance of forty miles. This moun-
tain is several miles long and eight hundred and fifty
feet above the level of Panki lake. It is composed of
about ninety-eight and one-half per cent. of peroxide of
iron, very rich in quality, and is estimated to contain
about two hundred and eighty millions of tons of metal
above the waters of the lake. It is estimated this ore
can be quarried and put into trucks for two shillings per
ton. It will have to be carried eighty-five miles by rail
to the proposed Atlantic harbor. A sister iron moun-
tain, Luosavara, stands four miles to the northwest of
Kirunavara, being about the same height, and also con-
taining gigantic deposits of equally rich ore. The two
mountains are separated by a valley, through which the
railway will pass on its way to the Norwegian frontier,
running by the Great Thorne lake, fifty miles long, and
through forests of fir trees, until the frontier is passed
on a tableland sixteen hundred feet above the sea level.
The descent from the Kjolen mountains to the terminus,
a distance of twenty-eight miles, is circuitous, and will
necessitate some severe gradients and expensive works
during construction, which is being undertaken by En-
glish contractors under the supervision of English en-
gineers.

TooTHACHE.—Pulverize about equal parts of common
salt and alum. Get as much cotton as will fill the tooth,
dampen it, put it in the mixture and place it in the
tooth. This is also a good mixture for cleaning the
teeth.

—_——————+ O ————————

THE humble and contented man pleases himself in-
nocently and easily, while the ambitious man attempts
to please others sinfully and difficultly.
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AN IMPOSING MONUMENT.

Standing on a commanding site in River View ceme-
tery, the beautiful home of the dead occupying a high
position on the west bank of the Willamette, just above
the City of Portland, is an imposing monument of white
bronze, recently erected by Mr. George C. Sears, on his
family burial lot. It is elegant in design, commanding
in size and beautiful in the execution of its various de-
tailed features. The monument proper, including the
statue, is fourteen and one-half feet in height, and
rests upon a rough ashlar base twelve inches high and
forty-eight square. It weighs two thousand six hundred
and sixty pounds, and cost one thousand dollars as it
stands. The four sides bear various inscriptions and
emblems of the several orders to which Mr. Sears be-
longs, viz.: Masonic, Knights of Pythias, Odd Fellows,
and Grand Army of the Republic; also, the Woman’s
Relief Corps, of which Mrs. Sears was a worthy mem-
ber. Inscribed upon one side of the shaft is the follow-
ing: “ Jennie M. Sears, wife of George C. Sears. Born
November 7, 1846; died October 3, 1885. Aged 38 years,
11 months,” beneath which is the sentiment “In after
time we will meet her.” On the opposite side appears
the inscription “ Little Tine Sears, son of George C.
and Jennie M. Sears. Born September 2, 1871; died
March 21, 1878. Aged 7 years and 6 months,” followed
by the quotation “He carries his lambs in his bosom.”
Above the inscription is the figure of a dove, and below
that of a lamb. Upon the plinth of the column appear
several appropriate mottoes. The shield, helmet, G. A.
R. badge, monogrammes, etc., are all clear cut and well
executed. The outlines are sharp and of more artistic
proportion and execution than is seen in even the best
work in marble. All the work is in relief and presents
an extremely attractive appearance. Standing upon the
top of the shaft is a very graceful life-size statue of
Faith. In her left hand she holds an open bible, while
with the right arm she points toward heaven, her eyes
turned upward and an expression of trust upon her
countenance.

The material from which this elegant monument is
constructed is known as “white bronze,” a substance
which is rapidly coming into popular favor for monu-
ments, statues, medallions, fountains, etc. White bronze
is simply refined zine, which may be cast in moulds o
any pattern. After casting they are put under a sand
blast, by which the surface is cut sufficiently to make it
sparkle in the sunlight. On the surface a thin film of
oxide is formed, which protects the metal from corro-
sion and renders it practically indestructible, so far as
the elements are concerned. It neither becomes stained
like marble, nor does it throw off verdigris like copper
and bronze. Being cast in a mould, the inscriptions
and emblems can be made as varied and artistic as the
modeler’s art is capable. Whatever the sculptor can do
in clay can be reproduced in the metal. Artistic skill
of the highest order can be brought into play to produce
the most beautiful results.

THE OKANAGAN MINES.

The Moses reservation, recently thrown open to set-
tlement by proclamation of President Cleveland, lies
north and west of the Columbia river, and embraces two
million two hundred and forty-three thousand acres of
land. It lies in the western part of Stevens county, and
extends from the Okanagan river to the Cascades, and
from Fort Chelan to within fifteen miles of the British
line. A portion of the country immediately south of it
was thrown open in February, 1883, and those who pros-
pected here have been long and eagerly awaiting the ex-
ecutive order, which would permit them to enter this
promised land, from which they have been too long de-
barred.

"~ A gentleman whose name we could not learn, but
who has for several years past been attached to the res-
ervation in the capacity of farmer, had kept himself
thoroughly posted on the topography of the reservation,
and quietly explored it for mines, which he dared not
then under the law and the circumstances locate, was the
first to drive his stakes on a mining claim. Being ab-
sent from the reservation at the time it was declared
open, as soon as he heard that such was the case he rode
day and night from a point in the vicinity of Colville
till he reached it. The last night’s ride was a weary and
fatiguing one, but without resting he proceeded to the
spot, well known to himself, and as he thought, to no
others, began stepping off his fifteen hundred feet, and
had scarcely finished driving his stakes, when, as day-
light began peering through the half-sleepy eyelids of
the morning, he discerned five horsemen approaching
him. He was surprised to learn that their errand was
to locate the same claim which he had just allotted to
himself.  Disappointed, but not aggrieved, the five
breathless prospectors immediately set out to locate sev-
eral mines near by, whose existence they had a year pre-
viously ascertained. Since then several parties have
gone to the Okanagan, and have returned or sent back
glowing reports of that country’s mineral promise.
Among them is Mr. A. E. Benoist, one of the discover-
ers of the Old Dominion, near Colville. Mr. Philip
Pierce, of Colville, returned from the new district some
two weeks ago, and he reports that the country is pleas-
antly accessible to the prospector, that ledges have been
discovered which measure from eight to thirty feet face,
and which assay ten dollars in gold and fifty to ninety
dollars in silver.

As was to be expected, a moderate stampede of min-
ers from the South Fork and Colville districts set in,
and it is safe to say that at present writing there are one
hundred prospectors striking heavy blows, bidding the
treasures of Okanagan come forth from their lurking
places. Thus it will be seen that another mining camp
of great possibilities has been added to the list of those
either surrounding or not far distant from Spokane
Falls. This vast region has also many fertile valleys
and large areas of splendid grazing land.—Spokane Falls
Miner.
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MULTNOMAH.

BY PHILIP HOFFMAN.

In the days of Pometacom, when the Indian roamed free

From the valley of great waters westward to the mighty sea,

When the buffalo and bison and the antelope and deer

O’er the broaa and sweeping prairies sported wild without a fear,

Long before the cave of miner, or the hut of trapper shown

Through the wilderness and forest on the hills of Oregon,

In the wigwam on the mountains, reaching out so bleak and high

That it seemed to rest half hallowed midway ’tween the earth and sky,

Lived a little Indian maiden, fair as mortal ever saw,

Whom the father called his jewel, and the redmen Multnomah.

She was young and ever joyous, pure in heart and bright in mein,

Loved by all who chanced to know her, treated like a May-day queen,

Sought by many a boastful lover, chief of tribe and warrior bold,

Who to her pledged all their riches, wampum, feathers, rings and gold,

And with arms outstretched 'fore heaven by their ancient fathers swore

To obey her, and to follow where she led, forever more.

But no answer could she give them, save that sweet, benignant smile

That belongs to childhood only—half to please, half to beguile.

For as yet, love was a stranger to Multnomah’s heart so pure—

Never had she nursed the passions that all lovers must endure.

At no meeting had she ever felt her milder passions rise,

Nor at parting found the teardrops lurking in her pretty eyes;

But in innocence and freedom, tripping through time’s golden hours

With the open sky and landscape as her riches and her dowers,

Thinking little, caring nothing what the future hours would bring,

Bhe served neither law nor manual, feared no master, lord or king.

All alone she loved to wander through the trees by hill and glen,

Keeping company with the squirrel, talking to the jay or wren, [quail
,

Warbling notes that fooled the robin, strains that thrilled the modest

Chirping like neglected nestlings that made old birds cry and wail,

Or away to race unwary with her shadow o’er the lea,

Till her limbs would quake beneath her and her heart beat violently;

Stopping then beneath some pine tree, waiting but to catch her breath,

Off again to chase a rabbit over valley, stream and heath.

Thus the childhood of Multnomah passed, as passes it with all,

Leaving naught but recollections for us after to recall.

Happy, then, are those whose childhood has been knit with childish joys,

And unfortunate the others whose was stained with dire alloys.

But at last the day of bondage dawned upon Multnomah’s life,

And around her careless spirits locked the chains of care and strife,

As one morn she lightly wandered where she oft was wont to roam,

Close beside a little streamlet running near her mountain home,

And was casting careless pebbles at her shadow in the water,

Filling all the dismal forest with her gusts of merry langhter,

Suddenly before her vision stood a youth of noble mold—

Stood the noted Pocatello, he, the mighty and the bold.

** Ah! fair maiden,” said he sweetly, ‘‘ in the woodland here below,

All disheartened with my troubles I was walking to and fro,

When the accents of thy laughter stealing through the lonesome air

Fell so softly on my hearing that it bore away my care;

And I came to seek, and with you by this little stream sojourn,

That the secret of thy pleasure and thy lightness I might learn.”

Not a word could find its fitting on the lips of that sweet child

As she looked at him and wondered, and he looked at her and smiled;

But a voice seemed to speak for her and a form her actions sway

As she felt herself draw near him and beside him walk away.

‘Why it was, the blithesome maiden could not plainly understand,

That her heart should be so ready to obey his light command,

Or why in the cheerful features or the manner that he bore

She could find so many beauties that she never saw before.

Just the same perplexing feeling troubled here the heathen heart

That is nurtured and transplanted in the dowery cultured mart;

For whenever nature’s workings in their boundless channels move,

There we tind that power resistless—undetiled, unfathomed love.

From that hour to glad Multnomah every leaf and bird and stone

Seemed to wear a sweeter semblance than they e’er before had done.

And one day alone in silence smothering a heavy sigh,

Thus she argued with the streamlet as it hurried softly by:

** Little streamlet, idle streamlet, how I loathe the livelong day.

Here to sit and gaze upon you as you wend your lazy way,

Stealing in through shady byways where the balmy winds waft low,

Out again to kiss the sunshine, careless thus you come and go.

But why should I call you idle, or why should I thus complain—

I who know not what 1s labor, I who never felt a pain?

As your course is 80 my life is—through the brightest thoroughfares,
As you run around each hindrance, so I turn aside from cares.

Eagerly you seek but one thing, and that is to reach the sea.
And my one and only object is my lover's bride to be.

So forgive me, little streamlet. and my secret do not tell—

Ah!but hush! here comes my lover—gentle wanderer, fare vou well.”
Love which rises accidental is the keenest of them all,

But as true as "tis the keenest so it is the tirst to fall.

Strong at first had grown the fetters binding these two hearts as one,
And each meeting saw them stronger as the days wore slowly on.
But as human aspirations, gliding in their normal range,

Never satistied with plenty, struggling ever for a change,

8o at last thei_r joys and pleasures, all the hopes they'd nursed so well
Turned to woe and wrath and sorrow in an idle lover’s quarrel.

Far adown the murmuring streamlet strolled Multnomah then again,
On her brow the marks of sorrow, in her heart the dregs of pain:

Careless where her steps were leading sad and slow she wandered on
Till she came to scenes more distant than she e’er before had gone—

Till she came to where the waters, with a rippling, splashing sound.
Over rock and shell and pebble rushed in hurried torrents down;

And here she sat down sadly, wiped the teardrops from her eyes,
And again addressed the streamlet, talking slow 'mid sobs and sighs:

* Little friend and lithe companion of my childhood's sunny years,
For the first do I behold you through the dim of gushing tears:

For the first in all my life-time have 1 felt, and feeling, know
Of the pain indued by sorrow and the wage of human woe:
And the first time, gentle comrade, sadly is it that I knew

That a ripple broke thy smoothness or a stone ere troubled you:
But I see how well you bear it, and again you glide along

Just as if thy smiling surface never felt the hand of wrong;

So I will forget my sorrow, happy to my love I'll go,
And redress with smiles and kisses for these idle tears of woe.”

Speaking thus she turned and hastened back across her wayward course,
And of Pocatello meekly sought a balm for her remorse;

And she pleaded for forgiveness, begged to be restored again—
But when man is truly jealous woman’s tears are shed in vain:

As the waves are lashed and riven on the rocks along the shore,
So the teardrops fall as powerless on the heart which they implore;

Blinded then with disappointment, maddened with a sense of wrong,
Poor Multnomah went an outcast from the haunts she’d known so long.
And beside her faithful streamlet, through the dark and dismal wood,
Night and day she journeyed seaward, taking neither rest nor food

Till one evening, faint and weary, as her strength was failing fast,
She was looking for a lone spot, there to lie down for the last.

Suddenly her path betook her to a fearful precipice,

Over which the waters bounded fading far beneath in mist;

And once more in falt’ring accents thus she to the streamlet spoke,

As her heart beat with emotion, and its throbs her voice would choke:

** Little streamlet thou hast known me from my infancy till now,
Thou hast ministered and listened to each childish wish and vow;

And you were the only witness when I to my lover swore
I would love him, and none other, through this world forevermore:

And the same to me he promised—but the promise of a man
Bends as easy, breaks as quickly as a rod of green rattan:

Whilst a woman's vow is ironclad, braced with ribs of seasoned ouk,
That by vexing or by coaxing can be neither bent nor broke;

And far rather would I suffer all death’s agonies than lie,
So with you I'll leap in silence o’er this precipice and die.”

’Twas but a moment and the smoothness of the water’s distant roar
Quivered with a dull sensation and Multnomah was no more,

True to every bond of friendship that her heart had ever made,
True to every vow and promise was this little Indian maid;

And unflinching in her duty for the one she'd promised all,
Thus she sanctioned all her passions in the surging water-fall.

But no good can come to nothing and each noble act receives
In the urn on memory’s altar many fresh, unfading leaves.

To the brook to which the red men oft in deep submission came,
Added they with thought of honor the unfortunate maiden’s name;

And forever and forever as the years to ages draw,
Green the streamlet keeps the memory of the lovely Multnomah;

And the stars that nightly watch it from their peerless homes above,
Nourish there an everlasting emblem of true woman’s love.

—_—— e P ———

THE eye of the master will do more work than both

of his hands. Not to oversee workmen is to leave your
purse open.
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THE BALMY CHINOOK.

across Oregon, Washington and British Columbia
to the valleys of Idaho, Montana and the Cana-
dian territories, melting the snow and keeping the
cattle ranges clear for stock to graze the entire winter,
is known throughout this whole region as the ¢ Chinook.”
It follows the mountain passes in its journey inland, and
consequently is in some localities a south wind, in others
a north wind, and varying from all points of the com-
pass west of these. This wind in its relation to the
province of Manitoba, was thus recently discussed by
Mr. A. Bowerman, B. A., at a meeting of the Manitoba
Historical Society in Winnipeg:
Some one has said “The climate makes the country.”
If this proposition is only measurably true—and there
seems no doubt of it—there are few questions of greater
importance in connection with the capacities and future
prospects of our land. It may have been noticed how
readily the citizens of our country, having grown proud
of the country, become likewise ‘proud of the climate.
It would be counted a strange method to open up the
question of our climate with a consideration of a phe-
nomenon occurring a thousand miles west, but our ideas
readily adapt themselves to the largeness of our land.
“ No pent-up Utica contracts our powers; but the whole
boundless continent is ours,” and we easily regard the
Rockies as only just the other side of our horizon.
Moreover, it will appear on inquiry, that the Chinook
winds are intimately connected with the whole question
of our climate. These winds are noticed by the observ-
er as coming down in the dead of winter from the snow-
covered mountains so warm and dry as to cause the total
disappearance of the snow in a few hours. So hard is
it to credit the evidence of our senses, that the common
description of these winds is that they come through the
passes of the mountains from the Pacific—a wonder
none the less than that which it is supposed to explain.
One observer of some note, indeed, hazards the conjec-
ture that the warm winds of the Gulf of Mexico reach
all the way up north, over the high plateau of the great
American desert, over the still higher mass of hot and
rarified air overhanging this desert, and drop conveni-
ently on our lower plains to the north. But as this
writer—of deserved repute in his own department—man-
ifestly confounds the lines of equal heat with the direc-
tion of the winds, we may be excused from giving much
consideration to his theory. Fortunately, we have suf-
ficient data of a strictly reasonable and scientific kind,
without indulging in conjectures which, too often, are
the only support of theories on climate or the weather.
A very brief statement of a few points in physical geo-
graphy may be necessary as a prelude to the matter be-
fore us. Outside of the region of trade winds, i. e.,
from thirty to sixty degrees north latitude, is a zone
noted for its alternate winds; winds from the southwest
alternately with winds from the northeast—the south-
west prevailing. This is the belt of the return trades,

THE warm Pacific wind which penetrates inland

or anti-trades. As the trade winds get their direction
from the motion of the earth, which glides, as it were,
from under the cool winds moving equatorwards, they re-
tain the westward motion gained at the equator, and in
latitudes not so progressive outstrip the motion of the
earth, and thus give rise to southwest winds. But these
have not the persistency of the genuine trades of the
equatorial regions, and so merely alternate with the po-
lar winds from the northeast. Such being the state of
things in the wide belt including such a great part of
the continent, we way now take up the local modifying
influences. Consulting our map, we notice a lofty bar-
rier along the west coast—in fact, a number of success-
ive ranges of mountains. The point most interesting to
us is where the Coast range is broken by the inlet called
the Strait of San Juan. And here let me call attention
to the peculiar elbow made by the ranges nearest the
ocean, the direction changes from due north to north-
west, best seen on a globe. Next note that all the ranges
are much lower here than further south. The coast
range south of forty-nine degrees rises up like a great
wall, and the inner ranges are still loftier. Then the
valleys of the Fraser and Columbia give unmistakable
hints of passages through the mountains, which fur-
nished a pathway for the winds long ages before the ad-
venturous railroad builder threaded his way across and
through the labyrinth. The southwest winds then blow-
ing warm from the Japan current, the Gulf streams of
the Pacific, brought to a focus, as it were, in this angle
of the mountains, crowd onward through the river val-
leys, over the low ranges, across the sea of mountains of
British Columbia, and finally breasting the last great
wall of the Rocky mountains, make their final leap into
the valley below. ,

Having thus traced their course over the mountains,
let us inquire into their adventures in this journey of
five hundred miles. On leaving the Pacific they are
warm and heavily laden with moisture. The first range
they meet takes toll from their burden. Heavy clouds
are formed and rain falls. The process is repeated at
each successive range. In higher regions the scanty
supply of moisture now becomes snow. In lofty alti-
tudes, almost completely robbed of moisture they be-
come greatly rarified and very cold. Moisture is gone
and heat is gone. Our problem is still unsolved. Let
us now retrace our steps to the coast and examine into
the question of heat, for modern science declares that
that is never lost any more than any other force of na-
ture. We find that in each condensation, first cloud,
then rain and snow, heat is produced—to speak accu-
rately, latent heat becomes sensible. Rain and snow re-
main behind, are absolutely lost to the air currents.
Not so the heat; this remains with the air, and seems to
be increased. But in the lofty regions of the moun-
tains rarefaction takes place, and this uses up heat. It
requires heat to produce rarefaction, or disappearance
of heat accompanies rarefaction, put it which way you
will; the heat is not lost, and when, pouring down the
mountain side, the great volume of dry air becomes
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condensed again in lower altitudes, this heat, latent away
up in the lofty peaks, now comes out from its hiding-
place, and the dry and warm air proceeds to business by
licking up the snow, not leaving behind even the mois-
ture caused by its melting. We are speaking now of
the winter. Not much heat can be lost in contact with
the dry snow, and what is lost by radiation into space
may be made up by the heat of the sun, even in the
short days of winter.

Some other considerations remain to be noticed. As
I have just said, the time is winter. In the long, melt-
ing days of early summer, over the dissolving snows of
the ravines and warm slopes, over thousands of foaming
torrents and countless rivulets, the air, instead of gain-
ing heat, now loses it by the reverse operations of lique-
faction and evaporation, and thus chilled it falls on the
ill-fated potato patch in the form of June frost. This
matter of heat being absorbed by thawing and set free
by freezing is one of common experience. The chilly
feeling of a March or April day is shiveringly in the
memory of all of us, who, in early life, braved the in-
clement skies of Ontario. And some of us have known
the farmer’s plan of saving his potatoes by carrying
water into the cellar on an extra cold night—the water
giving off in the process of freezing sufficient heat to
save the vegetables. Of course the process does not go
on ad wnfinitum. But the process of heat disappearing
by the rarefaction of air and becoming sensible again
on re-condensing—this is not so much within the range
of our daily experience. The falling of a barometer be-
fore a storm is due to the rarefaction of the air, and we
have all noted the increasing coolness at such a time,
though almost invariably this is accompanied by the
formation of clouds which quickly shut out our great
source of heat, the sun, so that the lesser cause of cool-
ness is obscured by the greater. Those who have as-
cended mountain peaks have observed, first, the rarity
of the air, and second, the coolness. They may consider
if the latter is caused by the former, as post hoc is not
always propter hoc. Suppose they are not related as
cause and effect, but only accidentally. Then, first, why
is it warmer near the sea-level? It can not be the earth
simply which gives the heat, for then, a high plain, or
even a mountain peak, might be as hot as the low level,
and second, we know that heated air rises, so the greater
the elevation the warmer should be the air. The fact is,
nature does not werk for nothing, or with nothing. If
a gas, air for example, becomes rarefied—and it will if it
gets a chance—heat is used in the process; and when
the re-condensing takes place the heat is given off again,
all of it. Nature is not a banker, and knows nothing of
discount. When a spring is compressed, its power lies
dormant. When you wind up your watch, you are only
storing up the force exerted by the muscles of your fin-
gers, and the spring will give back all the force again,
minus the friction, of course. I have dwelt at some
length on this point because it is one in which the great-
est incredulity is manifested, and all sorts of theories
have been projected from the refusal to believe that

warm winds can come from snow-clad mountains. When
Sir Alexander MacKenzie first wintered on the Peace
river, away up in latitude fifty-nine degrees, like a sec-
ond Balboa looking out in his mind’s eye over the great
Pacific, he saw the striking effect of these southwest
winds and noted in his journal that the ocean could not
be far away. Little did he think that nearly six hun-
dred miles of rough mountains lay between him and its
warm shores. This was in 1792. He remarked the dif-
ference between the effect there at the mouth of Smoky
river. where the snow disappeared in a few hours, and
at Fort Chipewyan, on Lake Athabasca, three hundred
miles further east, where no thaw occurred, though the
wind brought delightful, clear weather. Itisonly afew
years since one of those indefatigable slaves of nature, a
German doctor—what should we know but for the Ger-
man doctors ?>—worked out a mathematical demonstra-
tion of the amount of heat made latent by rarefaction in
the higher altitudes and regained by condensation; and,
still more, the amount of heat caused by the precipita-
tion of moisture as the wind rises up the slope of the
mountain. This calculation, I may say, seems to have
been undertaken to solve the same problem in Europe,
as they have, it seems, Chinook winds under the lee of the
Alps and the mountains of Norway, only Chinook is not
the German name of it. It is said that even the west
coast of Greenland is visited by such a wind, coming
over the elevated lands of the interior. These winds
come from the southwest, far away over the ocean, and
are not cooled by the colder current along the coast in-
side the Japan current. We have constantly to remem-
ber the looseness that prevails in our ideas of heat and
cold. Two quite different standards prevail, one the
thermometer, the other our feelings.” In summer a zone
of forty degrees F. is quite too near the freezing point
to be pleasant, while, as we all know, anything near zero
in winter is bracing and delightful. But water freezes
and snow melts, not by our feelings but by the ther-
mometer. Thirty-five degrees F. with dry air is quite
sufficient to remove six inches of new fallen snow. And
we must not think of these winds as constant. They al-
ternate with their contending brothers from the north,
this fury of alternate winds extending around the whole
globe. The great fertile belt lies just on the border
where the polar winds, somewhat moist and decidedly
cold, meet and contend with the heated air from the Pa-
cific, dried but only partially cooled by the mountain
ranges it has crossed. This contact of heat and cold in
the air always produces precipitation, rain or snow. It
may not be superfluous to call attention to,the fact that
the same cause which now keeps up the fertility of the
great Northwest evidently produced that fertility. Even
in remote ages—geological ages—there must have pre-
vailed the same climatic conditions, the same warm Pa-
cific winds, dry to a degree probably forbidding forest
growth, the same colder and damper winds from the
north, the same mantle of snow and same deep grip of
winter’s frost to modify the too ardent flame of our long
summer’s day, which would otherwise parch the tender
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shoots of growing plants. These conditions must have
prevailed since the northern half of the continent has
had the shape it now has. Whether once the Rockies
were too low to obstruct the moisture-laden winds which
thus swept far inland across the plains, whether the
Laurentian range, the true and ancient backbone of the
continent, then reared its lofty head higher than even
its younger upstart brother, the Rocky mountain range,
does now, thus serving to catch the moisture carried all
the way from the Pacific and to condense it in the form
of great snow masses and glaciers, the real polar ice-cap
of pre-Adamite ages, whether this is true—such a state
of things would furnish a solution of some of our prob-
lems—mighty glaciers have written their autobiography
in marks and deep grooves over the rocks of half our
continent, a record before which the works of Memphian
kings are as insignificant as they were when compared
with Milton’s Satanic architects. These glaciers, slid-
ing down to the south and west, would scarcely yield to
anything but the periodical visits of great Sol himself.
The drippings furnished a supply of pure ice water for
the Mississippi. Their grinding action made the soil;
and the streams of fogs and rains all along its borders
furnished moisture for the coarse and hardy vegetation
of the times. But what the sun, unaided, could not ac-
complish in the lofty rarified air of those primitive
peaks, was at last accomplished by the subsidence of ths
great range itself. Back, slowly back, through success-
ive centuries the glaciers retreated, leaving a great shal-
low lake between the rear of their baffled columns and
the newly elevated coasts whence the shortened Mississ-
ippi took its rise. Still further centuries and a further
subsidence drained off even the most of this lake, a mere
sluggish and tortuous creek serving to mark the deepest
part of the lake—the present Red river of the North.
The immense uplifting, too, of the Rockies effectually
shut off the supply of moisture from the Pacific, and
thenceforward came the present climate of our North-
west. The old framework of our continent, the very
first to appear above the archaic waters, has now sunk
so low that we are apt to forget the part it played in the
. formation of our country.

—_—— - - Qe C————————

AT the new Cirque Nautique, in Paris, there is an
aquatic performance of a very novel character. After
the conclusion of the ordinary gymnastic and riding en-
tertainment, the carpet is removed from the floor of the
ring, and the latter entirely submerged. A circular
pond is thereby produced, and an electric arc lamp il-
luminates the water from below. The swimming per-
formers appear like mermen and mermaids in the trans-
lucent depths of the sea. The general installation
throughout the building is a very fine one, and includes
both arc and incandescent lamps; the lamps soleil pro-
ducing a beautiful effect.

—————p @ e C—

Farra always implies disbelief of a lesser fact in
favor or a greater.

BIRDS' NESTS IN JAPANESE HOUSES.

Nothing recommends itself more to the traveler as a
national trait among the Japanese than their gentleness
and kindness to children and animals.

It is in consequence of this that not only the domes-
ticated, but the so-called wild, animals and birds of this
country are far bolder and easier of approach than in
other parts of the world. There is here a species of
swallow, much resembling the chimney swallows of
Europe, which actually frequents the houses, and twit-
ters and circles about the heads of the people in the dif-
ferent apartments, as we have seen tame canaries when
set free from their cages in the house where they are
kept. Only in this case the swallow is free to come and
go through the open window or door, and makes his own
living in the open air. Even in Europe and America
this beautiful little bird is a favorite. Humphrey Davy
says of it: “The swallow is one of my favorite birds,
and a rival of the nightingale, for he cheers my sense of
sight as much as the other does my sense of hearing.
He is the glad prophet of the year, the harbinger of the
best season. He lives the life of enjoyment among the
loveliest forms of nature. Winter is unknown to him
and he leaves the green meadows and forests of England
in autumn for the myrtle and orange groves of Italy and
for the palms of Africa. He has always objects of pur-
suit, and his success is sure. Even the beings selected
for his prey are poetical, beautiful and transient. The
ephemerz are saved by his means from a slow and lin-
gering death in the evening, and killed in a moment
when they have known nothing but pleasure. He is a
constant destroyer of insects, the friend of man and a
sacred bird. His instinet, which gives him his appoint-
ed season and teaches him when and where to move, may
be regarded as flowing from a divine source, and he be-
longs to the oracles of nature, which speak the awful
and intelligible fiats of a present Deity.”

Of course this character of symbolic grace and mod-
esty goes far to recommend the bird to so artistic a peo-
ple as the Japanese, and it is, in consequence, almost
a national emblem, being a favorite subject with their
decorators, and finding a place with the crane and the
lotus as a religious type. It is, however, in the build-
ing of its nest and rearing of its young that the Japan-
ese swallow pays the highest compliment to, and exhib-
its the greatest amount of confidence in, its protectors;
for, however incredible it may seem, its habitation is
built, and its little family brought up, in the living rooms
of Japanese families, and this not only in unfrequented
parts of the country, but, as Prof. Morse assures us, in
the midst of their largest cities. The professor, than
whom no more acute observer of Japanese life exists, in
speaking of these nests says that they are not built in

any remote part of the house, but in the principal and
oftenest visited rooms, where the inmates are the busiest
about the household affairs. He adds that the children
take great delight in watching the nest in process of con-
struction, and in the rearing and education of the young
birds afterward.
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PIONEERS OF OREGON.

held its fourteenth annual reunion at Oregon City.

There were present visitors from widely different

localities, who had come to renew old friendships
and greet again those who had endured with them the
privations, and braved the dangers, of pioneer days.

At eleven o’clock the members formed in procession,
arranged in the order of the year of their arrival, and
marched through the city to the park just above, where
the ceremonies and festivities were to be held. About
two thousand people assembled at the park and listened
to a programme of entertainment, which consisted of
musie, prayer by Rev. J. W. Sellwood, address of wel-
come by the president, J. T. Apperson, the annual ad-
dress by Col. John Kelsay, occasional address by Hon.
M. C. George, and an address to the Indian War Veter-
ans by Col. L. F. Mosher. Officers for the following year
were chosen, as follows: M. Wilkins, president; J. W.
Grimes, vice president; George H. Himes, secretary; J.
M. Bacon, F. X. Mathieu, Joseph Watt and Clark Hay,
directors. When the exercises were concluded, the pio-
neers adjourned to the spot where an immense barbecue
was in progress and partook of.the broiled meats and
the contents of their baskets. Mirth and social en-
joyment were the order of the day. In the evening the
pioneers gathered about the camp fire, while the young-
er generations enjoyed themselves at the pavilion. The
reunion was a thoroughly pleasant one in every respect.
A series of sketches depicting incidents of the reunion
are given on pages two hundred and twenty-three and
two hundred and twenty-four.

A brief resume of the history of the pioneers will
show by what undeniable right they thus annually
gather to celebrate their advent into this country and
commemorate the deeds and events which wrested Ore-
gon from foreign domination and added her to the ever-
increasing circle of the Union. Such results are worthy
of commemoration, and the hardy men and women who
achieved them are deserving of honor from those multi-
tudes who now enjoy the blessings won for them through
privations, toil and dangers, by the perseverance, patri-
otism and moral and physical courage displayed by these
pionoers in a thousand different ways.

In 1840, all that portion of the United States lying
west of the Rocky mountains and north of the line of
California, Nevada and Utah, embracing Oregon, Wash-
ington, Idaho and a portion of Montana, was known as
“QOregon.” Title to this vast region was in dispute be-
tween the United States and Great Britain, and, under
a temporary compromise, it had been open to joint occu-
pation by the subjects of both nations for twenty-two
years. Joint occupation was, however, more nominal
than real, since the entire region was dominated by a
great English corporation, the noted Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany, which maintained a great central headquarters at
Fort Vancouver, on the north bank of the Columbia, and
had numerous other posts established in various sections
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covering the entire country. So firm a grasp did this
great organization hold upon Oregon, and so great was
its influence with the natives, that all efforts at joint oc-
cupation by Americans for the purpose of trade had met
with disastrous failure. Several efforts to induce emi-
gration of settlers had resulted in nothing, except to lay
a foundation for future settlement.

The opening wedge for American settlement of Ore-
gon was the Protestant missionaries. In 1834 the Meth-
odist Board of Missions dispatched Rev. Jason Lee,
Rev. Daniel Lee, Cyrus Shepard and P. L. Edwards
overland to Oregon, and these zealous men, traveling
first with one brigade of trappers and then with another,
finally reached the Willamette valley, and founded a
mission ten miles below the present site of Salem.. In
1836 Dr. Marcus Whitman and wife, Rev. H. H. Spald-
ing and wife, and W. H. Gray, representatives of the
American Board of Commissioners for Foreign Missions,
reached Oregon in a similar manner, and established a
mission at Waiilatpu, a few miles from the site upon
which Walla Walla was subsequently built. These mis-
sionaries received accessions to their numbers from year
to year, and annually a few American trappers estab-
lished themselves in the Willamette valley, as did, also,
many former half breed and Canadian employees of the
Hudson’s Bay Company. The Catholies, too, established
missions in 1839. This gave, in 1840, a population sum-
marized as follows: American settlers, thirty-six: Amer-
ican women, thirty-three; children, thirty-two; Metho-
dist ministers, thirteen; Congregational ministers, six;
Protestant missionaries, not ministers, thirteen; Catholic
priests three; American physicians, three; English
physician, one; Canadian-French, sixty. This gave a
population of one hundred and thirty-six Americans
and sixty-four subjects of Great Britain, exclusive of
the officers and employees of the Hudson's Bay Com-
pany, who outnumbered them largely.

The first regular immigration from the East arrived
in 1841, beginning that steady stream of young and vig-
orous life which has annually flowed into Oregon for
nearly half a century; and the end will not be seen for
many years to come. There were deep and lasting
causes for this resistless stream to force its way across
the trackless plains, through rugged mountain ranges
and across barren alkali deserts and flow on unceasingly
in its deeply-cut channel to Oregon. Trappers who had
visited the Pacific coast sang the praises of the lovely
and fertile valley of the Willamette, where winter was
unknown and the grass remained green the year round,
where destructive storms were unheard of, where the
summer days were not excessively warm and the sum-
mer nights were deliciously cool, and where there was no
rain in harvest time to destroy the labors of a year.
The western frontiersman caught up the refrain as it
passed from cabin to cabin, and in a few years the tale
was an old one with the hardy settlers of the Mississippi
valley. The publication of Irving’'s “ Bonneville” and
“ Astoria,” of John Dunn’s work on Oregon, of Dr. Par-
ker’s travels, and a letter written by Robert Shortess,
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who had settled in the valley in 1839, combined with a
general financial depression in the Western states to di-
rect much attention to Oregon. The two senators from
Missouri, Thomas H. Benton and Lewis F. Linn, whose
names have since been bestowed upon counties in this
state, ceaselessly urged upon the government the claims
of Oregon. In this way the fame of this region spread
and a determination to save Oregon from the clutch of
England grew up among the pioneers of the West. To
this was added the belief that congress would pass the
bitls introduced by Senator Linn, giving each Oregon
immigrant one square mile of land.

The immigration of 1841 consisted of one hundred
and eleven persons, who, owing to the supposed impos-
sibility of crossing the mountains with wagons, brought
no vehicles with them. The same year twenty-three
families of French-Canadians were brought by the Hud-
son’s Bay Company from their settlements on Red river,
with the design of using them to counteract the effect of
American settlements. Many of these became thorough-
ly Americanized and are among the most respected of
the pioneers. The immigration of 1842 consisted of one
hundred and nine people, half of them adults. They
started with wagons, but one-half of these were disman-
tled at Green river and made into pack saddles. The
others were taken as far as Fort Hall, on Snake river,
where they were abandoned upon the advice of Captain
Grant, the factor in charge of the post maintained there
by the Hudson’s Bay Company, who assured the immi-
grants that wagons could not be taken across the moun-
tains further west.

In the spring and summer of 1843 these pioneer set-
tlers held a series of meetings at which a temporary
form of government was adopted, purely democratic in
principle. A few weeks after this the great immigra-
tion of 1843 arrived, consisting of three hundred men
upwards of sixteen years of age, with women and chil-
dren sufficient to make a total of about eight hundred.
These immigrants brought wagons as far as Fort Hall,
where they were advised, as formerly, te leave them; but
Dr. Whitman was with the party, and upon his earnest
solicitation and assurance that the wagons could be
taken through, the advice of the Hudson’s Bay Company
agent was rejected, and in consequence the wagons were
brought through to the Willamette valley, though with
infinite difficulty. These new recruits combined with
their predecessors to organize a provisional government,
which continued in power until Oregon became an or-
ganized territory of the United Statesin 1849. The im-
migration of 1844 was nearly as great as that of the pre-
vious year, adding strength and confidence to the strug-
gling settlement. In 1845 some three thousand people
started acioss the plains. About one-third of them
turned off at Fort Hall and went to California, the re-
mainder coming through to the Willamette, some of
them being induced to try a new route and suffering
great hardships in consequence. In 1846 some two
thousand people started with four hundred and seventy
wagons. Some of them followed the old route down

Snake river, others came by a new one across Northern
Nevada to Klamath lake and Southern Oregon, and
about one-half of the entire number went to California.
The same year the great controversy between Great
Britain and the United States was terminated, and the
title to Oregon was confirmed in the United States, this
grand achievement being the result, in a large measure,
of the labors of the pioneers, who, with infinite difficulty,
had forced a path through the wilderness and laid the
foundation of a republican government in this far-dis-
tant land.

The immigration of 1847 has been estimated at five
thousand souls, fully two-thirds of whom came to Ore-
gon. These immigrants brought with them a greater
assortment and quantity of articles needed in develop-
ing this region than had any of their predecessors, in-
cluding mill stones, fine Durham cattle, fine blood sheep,
stocks of goods, vegetable seeds, fruit seeds and the cel-
ebrated “traveling nursery” of valuable fruit trees
brought by Henderson Luelling. The immigration of
1848 was quite large, though statistics in relation to it
have never been gathered. Many who had originally
started for Oregon changed their destination to Califor-
nia upon hearing while enroute of the diseovery of gold
at Sutter's mill. In 1848 came the massacre of Dr.
Whitman, which brought the pioneers to arms to avenge
his death and defend their homes by administering to
the Indians severe chastisement. Those were perilous
times, but bravely did those self-reliant men and women
deport themselves. In #he spring of 1849, Oregon be-
came an organized territory under Governor Joseph
Lane, and the simple, but effective, republican govern-
ment the pioneers had instituted was merged into that
authorized by congress. There was practically no im-
migration to Oregon in 1849, but a great tide of adven-
turers surged across the plains, around the Horn and
across the Isthmus of Panama into the gold fields of
California. Of these many afterward became citizens
of Oregon. Nor did the year 1850 see many emigrants
on the road to Oregon. California was still the glitter-
ing goal of western adventurers. In 1851 the tide be-
gan again to set in the direction of Oregon, and in 1852
came one of the largest immigrations known, seeking
the state by both the northern and southern routes.
Practical experience in the mines had served to dispel,
in a measure, the glamour surrounding them, and peo-
ple bent on a journey westward began to realize that the
homestead generously offered them in Oregon was bet-
ter than the hazards and uncertainties of the mines.
Many of them came with the intention of locating a
home in the Willamette valley before trying their for-
tune in the gold fields. The season was a dry one, and
the great throng of cattle and horses soon disposed of
every vestige of grass along the route, so that thousands
of stock famished and died, their putrid carcasses mark-
ing the trail for those who came later. There was, too,
much sickness among the emigrants, caused by scarcity
of water and food. The slow progress made by the en-
feebled cattle caused the supplies in many of the wagons



THE WEST SHORE.

228

to give out long before the Columbia was reached, while
many emigrants, whose stock had all died, were com-
pelled to struggle along on foot with only such food as
could be packed upon their backs. Of the trains com-
ing to Oregon, the names of one hundred and twenty-
one persons who died on the route have been recorded.
Relief for the famishing emigrants was sent out to meet
them as soon as mnews of their deplorable condition
reached the Willamette valley. [In the procession in
Oregon City the other day, every year from 1840 to
1852, save 1849, was represented by a banner, appropri-
ately inscribed]. Others came year by year, helped build
up this great commonwealth, defended the settlements
from the attacks of savages, cleared the forests, subdued
the land to the plow, placed steamers upon the rivers,
built up industries and commerce, built lines of railway
and telegraph, established common schools, academies
and colleges, and performed the multitude of acts
which have resulted in producing what we see to-day.
It is by the acts above outlined these now venerable
men have. earned the right to meet annually in com-
memoration of them, and to receive the honor and re-
spect of every citizen as long as the last of them shall
abide among us, which honor shall cling to their mem-
ory as long as the structure built upon the foundation
they laid shall last.

In speaking of the pioneers it is meet that honorable
mention should be made of one who was the pioneer’s
friend and aid in times of need, the venerable Dr. John
MecLoughlin, whose portrait is given on page two hundred
and twenty-three. He came to Oregon in 1824 to manage
the affairs of the Hudson’s Bay Company on the Pacific
coast, and continued in that capacity until he retired
from the service of the company and became an Ameri-
can citizen. The contest between the settlers and the
great fur monopoly for the possession of this region
naturally engendered bitter feelings, and the odium in
which the company was held naturally attached to its
resident officers, of whom Dr. McLoughlin was the chief.
The policy of the company was to discourage the settle-
ment of Americans in this country, even to the extent of
refusing them commercial privileges necessary almost
to their existence; but the chief factor must be disasso-
ciated entirely from the company in this matter, since
he failed utterly to carry out this heartless policy. He
was ever the sympathizing friend of the needy pioneer,
and liberally aided him when in distress; and when
called to account, in 1844, for not enforcing the com-
pany’s policy of withholding from American settlers all
assistance whatever, resigned his position and became
nearly penniless, because of being held personally re-
sponsible for the debts he had permitted many desti-
tute immigrants to contract at the company’s store. His
was a grand and noble character, and his memory is
honored throughout Oregon by those who chanced to
know him well. Dr. McLoughlin died on the third of
September, 1857, at the advanced age of seventy-three,
and a stone marks his last resting place in the Catholic
church yard at Oregon City.

BEET SUGAR.

The following interesting facts are taken from the
columns of the Seattle Post-Intelligencer:

From the fact that the valley lands along the shores
of Puget sound are most admirably adapted to the growth
of sugar beets, anything concerning the manufacture of
beet sugar is read with interest by our people. An hour
or more was very pleasantly spent recently with a prom-
inent stockholder in the Standard Sugar Company, of
California, who is on the sound on a business tour, and
from him were learned some interesting facts in regard
to the manufacture of sugar from beets, which are here
with given to our readers:

The beet sugar industry in the Uuited States has
never been either a commercial or financial success until
a very recent date, and the secret of the business re-
verses lay chiefly in the fact that there was a lack of
chemical and expert help necessary to produce a profit-
paying product. In 1880, one of the stockholders of the
company which had failed, conceived the idea that he
could successfully manufacture sugar from beets, where-
upon he bought the old plant at Alvarado, California,
and after convincing the farmers of that locality that
they could successfully raise sugar beets without ex-
hausting the soil, and at a higher rate of profit than
their land would yield from other crops, he struggled
along, and after the first year he was able to show both
a mercantile and scientific success, with an ill-adapted
equipment. The result of his six years’ business has
justified him in presenting the scheme to capitalists,
who have incorporated the Standard Sugar Company,
which is intended to absorb the older organization, and
erect near the same place a factory containing the most
recent improvements, with a capacity for handling two
hundred and fifty tons of beets per day, during what is
called the beet campaign, which means the period be-
tween August first and March first, the latter date indi-
cating the length of time that the raw beets may be kept
without undergoing chemical change. For the informa-
tion of our readers we would explain that the company
produces its own beet seed, of known qualities, that
yield the highest percentage of saccharine juice and the
lowest percentage of wood fibre. No impoverishment of
the soil results from the successive yearly crops, which
vary from twelve to thirty tons per acre, with an average
of between fifteen and twenty. The rate paid during
the past two years, under contract, has been $4.00 per
ton, delivered at the factory, and the present establish-
ment, with its capacity of eighty tons per day, can not
purchase all the beets that are offered at the contracting
period, in February. The process of manufacture is
substantially as follows:

The raw beets, in a somewhat dirty condition when
hauled from the field, are first put in a tank and rapidly
stirred by the revolving arms of a shaft, and thoroughly
cleaned by the rapid passage of water, after which they
are elevated and dropped into a cylinder, in the bottom
of which a number of sharp knives revolve at a high
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speed. This process cuts the beets into what might be
likened to maccaroni. The pieces are three-cornered in-
stead of round. In this condition the material is trans-
ferred to what is called the infusion battery, which con-
sists in the introduction of water at a proper tempera-
ture, and of steam, so that the sugar juice contained in
the small vegetable cells will become diffused through
the water, after which two per cent. of powdsred lime is
added to take up, chemically, the organic salts which are
in the juice. Next carbonic ‘acid gas is added, which,
joining the lime, forms the insoluble precipitate of car-
bonate of lime, and enables the chemist, in the next pro-
cess, through filter cloths, to remove from the juice all
the lime and all of the organic substances which it has
absorbed. 'The juice is next passed through long verti-
cal tanks closely filled with animal charcoal, after which
it is passed through what is called the osmatic process,
where other foreign substances are abstracted through a
parchment which separates the juice from flowing hot
water. After this process the juice is taken to the boil-
ing pans, where, in a vacuum, and by the aid of steam,
the water is driven off until the juice has attained a
proper consistency for the centrifugal machine, which,
revolving at a high rate of speed, throws off to the sides
all the liquid portions and keeps the sugar crystals in
the center. These crystals are then taken and ground,
screened and dried, and packed in barrels ready for use.
Under the old processes, and under the methods now
pursued in Germany, the beet molasses thrown off by
the centrifugal machine was carried to settling tanks,
anl when the sugar crystals had settled to the bottom
the molasses was drawn off and retanked, while the crys-
tals were put through the refinery process and shipped.
Ordinarily it required from ten to twelve months before
this molasses had yielded all the sugar which it con-
tained. By a new method, discovered and patented in
1884, all the sugar can be abstracted from the molasses
in thirty-six hours, besides leaving a very small propor-
tion of molasses, which, when made from beets, is only
fit for manufacture of vinegar, and alcohol for mechan-
ical purposes.

The Standard Sugar company, which controls this
patent, expects to begin construction during the coming
summer and to be ready for the beet harvest beginning
August 1, 1887. After demonstrating the value of this
enterprise it is expected that they will build a factory in
the vicinity of Portland, or, perhaps, for the economy of
fuel, near Seattle. Based upon the cost of making beet

sugar in Germany, and of the experience of the present
factory, it is confidently believed that at the new works
refined white sugar can be made from beets, equal in
every respect to sugar made from cane, at four cents per
pound, delivered in San Francisco.
AP S —

The fifth volume of * California,” Bancroft’s works,
will be issued during the latter part of July, the terrible
loss suffered by the author in the fire of April 30 having
only temporarily checked the publication of his work.
The volume referred to covers the period of gold discov-
ery in 1849, and will be of very great general, as well as
local interest.

NOTES OF THE NORTHWEST.

Three thousand head of cattle have been sold by a firm
of stockmen in Western Washington, to be taken from
ranges in Yakima county and on the opposite side of the
Columbia. They were purchased by a Montana buyer,
who will turn them out upon ranges in that territory.
The price averaged $40 per head, or a total of $120,000.

Preparations are being made for the construction of
extensive stock yards between the cities of St. Paul and
Minneapolis, which will naturally lead to the springing
up of large beef packing enterprises. There seems to
be no reason why all the stock shipped by the Northern
Pacific should not be handled at the twin cities instead
of Chicago, and shipped from there in the form of
packed or dressed meat.

Work on the northern extension of the California &
Oregon railroad is progressing steadily, and it is expec-
ted that before the year closes the gap will be reduced
from one hundred and twenty miles, the distance last
January, to eighty miles. The amount of tunnel and
bridge work oun the sections now being constructed is
very heavy, requiring a large force of men to make pro-
gress. Next year, when the line reaches Shasta valley,
the work will be lighter and can be pushed ahead faster.

The mica mines, located thirty miles southeast of
Moscow, Idaho, have been bonded to English capitalists
who have been looking into their merits for some months
past. The value of mica depends upon the size of the
sheets, varying from fifty cents per pound for small
pieces to seven dollars per pound for sheets as large as
eight by ten inches. The owners of these mines have
demonstrated that large sheets can be produced, and,
consequently, that the property is an exceedingly valu-
able one. The price to be paid has not been made pub-
lic.

The State Teachers’ Association of Oregon will hold
a session at Yaquina City, on July 6th, 7th, 8th and 9th.
Through trains run daily from Portland and other
points in the valley, offering opportunities for teachers
and their friends to attend any one or all of the sessions.
The railroads will make low excursion rates, granting
thirty days’ time to those who desire to remain and en-
joy themselves at the beach during the warm days of
July. Yaquina bay is one of the best seaside resorts on
the coast. The leading educators from colleges, univer-
sities and public schools of the state will be present and
assist in the work. The programme for the four days
has been divided into departments, as follows: Theory
and Practice, Science and Art, Kindergarten, Chautau-
qua Literary and Scientific, College and University,
Superintendence, Industrial, General and Miscellaneous.
Daily programmes will be issued each morning. This
will be a splendid opportunity for teachers to improve
both mind and body.
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It is reported that at last a machine has been made
which saves all the gold in the black sand mines of the
ocean beach. It is the invention of Abe Rose, who is
working it at his mine at Randolph, and consists of a
set of sluices containing peculiar devices on the bottom
for separating the sand and gold. The machines can be
cheaply constructed, and if they succeed everywhere as
well as at Randolph, will come into general use.

Latest advices from the East are to the effect that
the New York hop crop is practically ruined by lice and
honey dew. The importance of this fact can only be
realized by one who knows that New York produces
four-fifths of the entire crop of the United States. If,
then, there is to be less than half as many hops put on
the market from this country as last year, the price,
which is now but from five to seven cents per pound,
must advance materially, much to the advantage of
growers in Oregon, Washington and California, where a
good average yield is expected.

The Oregon Pacific Railroad and Oregon Develop-
ment Company have issued a circular stating the ar-
rangements made for accommodating members of the G.
A. R. who desire to attend the grand re-union in San
Francisco. Fare from Corvallis or Yaquina to San
Francisco and return will be $16.00, and if more than
one hundred and twenty-five go, a rebate of $2.00 on
each full ticket will be given. This offers a splendid
opportunity for members of the order in Western Ore-
gon to attend conveniently and cheaply. These rates
can be obtained at the company’s office in Corvallis, on
presentation of proper certificate from the post com-
mander. It is desirable that names be placed on file as
early as possible to avoid inconvenience at the last mo-
ment.

The tenth annual catalogue of the Oregon State Uni-
versity, located at Eugene City, has been received. It
is a neatly printed pamphlet of sixty-two pages. issued
from the office of the Eugene City Regisfer, and con-
tains a list of officers, faculty, students and graduates,
with calendar, course of instruction, and all information
in regard to government of the institution and its rela-
tion to the state. Special attention is called to the
statute giving each county one free scholarship in the
collegiate department, and one additional for each mem-
ber of the legislature. Persons desiring more informa-
tion about free scholarships should apply to their county
superintendent of schools. Catalogues may be had by
addressing the secretary of the faculty, at Eugene City,
Oregon.

At a meeting of the Fruit and Vegetable Growers’
Association of the TUlnited States, recently held at Col-
umbus, Ohio, Ezra Arnold, of Illinois, presented speci-
fications and drawings of a cheap evaporator made by
himself, which he claimed to have used with better suc-
cess than the more elaborate and expensive ones. It is
very simple and can be made by any one at a trifling

cost. Mr. Arnold presented to the association his title
to the evaporator on condition that it would appropriate
a sufficient sum to cover the expense of procuring illus-
trated descriptions and directions for making and using
them. It was his idea that thousands of people would
avail themselves of this opportunity to dry fruit who or-
dinarily could not afford to do so. Any one desiring
one of these illustrated circulars should address W. Or-
lando Smith, secretary of the association, box one hun-
dred and four, Alliance, Ohio, and enclose stamp for re-
turn postage.

Work is progressing rapidly on the Montana Central,
and will soon be completed and rails laid if arrange-
ments for shipping them can be made. The Montana
Northern, from Great Falls to Assinaboine, on the inter-
national boundary, has surveying parties at work from
both ends of the line. The Can .dian Pacific will soon
begin work on a line running south from Maple Creek
to connect with Assinaboine, and before the end of the
year the entire route from Helena, by way of Great
Falls and Fort Benton, to the Canadian Pacific at Ma-
ple Creek will be under contract and partially construc-
ted. This is an invasion of Montana by the Manitoba
system which the Northern Pacific will probably coun-
teract by running a branch to Fort Benton, from either
Helena, Livingston or Billings. A company has been
organized to parallel the Montana Central’s line from
Helena to Red Mountain, and it is asserted that the
same will be done with the line to Benton. The Mani-
toba line is being pushed westward from Devil’s lake at
a rapid rate to meet the Montana Northern, and the ap-
pearances indicate that in another year Helena will have
two more Eastern outlets, one by the Canadian Pacific
and one by the Manitoba.

———— + QO ——

NEW BALLOON.

A new dirigible balloon, of colossal dimensions, is
now in course of construction in Berlin. The inventor,
Herr Gaswindt, hopes to overcome the grand difficulty
in @ronautics—the attainment of a speed greater than
the average velocity of the wind—by the enormous size
of the balloon. A series of meteorological observations
extending over several years, has shown that near the
surface of the earth the velocity of the wind in the tem-
perate zone rarely exceeds twelve meters per second,
and Herr Gaswindt expects to attain a speed of not less
than fourteen to fifteen meters. A sum of two hundred
thousand marks, it is said, has already been offered for
the patent. The baloon is one hundred and fifty meters
in length and fifteen meters in diameter, with a capacity
of eighteen thousand cubic meters, about ten times as
great as that of the Renard and Krebs balloon. The to-
tal weight is about forty-three thousand pounds, the en-
velope and netting alone representing ten thousand
pounds. The propelling machinery consists of two
steam engines of fifty horsepower each. The cost is es-
timated at one hundred thousand marks ($50,000).



THE WEST SHORE.

ds lo

‘qieg veg VPRI

Many Thousan

olesal 0ld Baths Ren
clmlm. E J. KNOWLTON, Ann Arbor

sp Weight 16 1bs, Ad)

‘en
neni
Wh
d for

'meh

S'AMUEL’S
Souvenir of Portland.

Contains large panoramic and twenty-one
other views in and about Portland, finished in
the very highest style of the art. For sale by

W. B. AYER & CO,

93 FIRST ST., PORTLAND.

DAYTON & HALL,

IMPORTERS

ELECTRICAL GOODS,

BATTERIES, BELLS, WIRE, &c.
Send for Illustrated Price List.
PORTLAND OREGON.

A Valuable Relie for 100

For ten cents we will send, postage paid, a copy of
the Oregon Spectator, the

First Newspaper published on the Pacific Coast

Dated Oregon City, Feb. 5, 1846.

Address L. SAMUEL,
171 and 173 Second Street, PORTLAND, OR.

LUMBIA®
IVER

@R

ILLUSTRATED -£%-

This is a beautiful souvenir of

Columbia River Neenery,

OONSBISTING OF
Sixteen full pages of Views of the

mostnoted and picturesque
scenes along the

The Great River of the West,

The engravings are executed in colors and are en-
closed in a handsome cover. Just the thing
for tourists to keep as a

Souvenir of the Columbia,

And just what every resident of the Northwest will
desire to send to friends. Sent post paid upon re-
ceipt of fifty cents. Address

L. SAMUEL, Publisher,

171-173-175 Secqd St.,, PORTLAND, OR.

A MAGNIFIGENT ENGRAVING
Mount Hood,

PRINTED IN EIGHT COLORS,

Is now in preparation and will soon be issued. It will be sent FREE
to all yearly subscribers to

THE WEST SHORE,

Or to any address upon the receipt of one dollar. Now is the time to sub-

scribe and secure this elegant engraving. Address

L. SAMUEL, Publisher, -

PORTLAND, OREGON.
The Metropolis of the Pacttic Northwest

A handsome pamphlet, giving complete information
about Portland and the country tributary to
it, has just been issued, and will be
sent, postage paid, on
receipt of

TWENTY-FIVE CENTS.

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

Portland, Oregon.

It is just what every Tourist and Emigrant should
have. Address

I.. SAMUEKIL,

P. O. Drawer 3. PORTLAND, OREGON.
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JONAS HIGGINS, Proprietor.

THE OCCIDENTAL,

Corner Wharf and Johnson Sts., Victoria, B. C.
LUKE PITHER, Proprietor.

Rates, $1, $1.25 and 01 50 por day, according

DRIARD HOUSE.

The ONLY FIRST CLASS HOTEL
In Victoria, B. C.

REDON & HARTNAGEL, Props.

This house offers special attractions for families

gtotl;nsm.d It is located in the heslthle;tpartg
city, and contains airy apartments in sui

whﬂathahblehrsemnrpasaed by any hotel

REMOVED TO 146 FIRST STREET.

| HIGGINS HOUSE,

Three-story Fireproof Brick Hotel.

Only Fn-st (lass House at White Sulphur Springs, M. T.|

— =

T HE COSMOPOLIT AN HOTEL

HELENA, MONTANA.

Is again under the personal managemert of Schwab
|& Zimmerman, who haye made this house the most
popular in Montana. Itis centrally located, is first
class in every respect, and charges will always be
moderate. e shall be pleased to see all our old
friends, and invite the public in general to give the
Cosmopolitan a tn&l

B. ¥. DOWELL
And Daughter,

Attorneys-
at-Law,

Mulkey’s Build-
ing, Portland, O.

Particular_at- |
tention is paid to
collections, in-
cluding Govern-
ment claims.

LANDB FOR SALE —160 acres, with good new
house and fine orchard, all under fence and greater
part prairie. 115 acres ‘of the Jesse Applegate Dona-
jion d Claim ; railroad runs right through the
land. 63 acres near the Jesse Appf7 ate Donation
Claim, with good new house and 15 acres in young |
|fruit trees. These lands are sxtuated near Yoncalla
|Station. in the Umpqua Valley, Oregon, and have
everlasting nvulets running thron h them. To be
so]d thhout ifs or an 0 640 acres on |

Laietount.y, Or. Also garden and fruit
land. three miles southeast of East Portland, in |
|small tracts. For further particulars, call on or ad-
|dress F. DOWE

B.
Mulkey’s Building, Portland, Or. |

| Ureaon P

Willamette Valley to San Fran-
cisco via Yaquina.

DAILY TRAINS.

Trains leave borvalhs daily, except Sunday, at 2:00
Trains leave Yaquina dmly. except Sunday, at

The Fing A 1 Steamship « YAQUINA,”

5 Smls from Yaquina, on Tuesday, July 6; Tuesday,
uly 20

Sails from San Francisco, on Tuesday, July 18th;
Tuesday, July 27th.

The company reserves the right to change sailing
days. Fares and freight at reduced and moderate
matltl)s River Boats on the Willamette connect at Cor-
Vi 18.

For further information, apply to

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

Oregon Railway and Naviguton Compny.

Between Portland and San Francisco.
“From Portland—12 Mid. | From San Fran.—10 a. m.

State of _Cal ........ July 4 Columbm ...July 8
Columbia... oo 9‘Or on. o &

MO s oicaisinidons 14 State of Cal .. 18
State of Cal 19 Columbia.. 18
Colnmbia .......... 24|Oregon . .... 23
Oregon ............ 29 State of Cal woap 28
State of Oal.ivisivs Aug. 3/Columbia. . ..Aug. 2

RATL DIVISION.
Transfer steamer connec th Atlantxc Express
leaves Ash street wharf, Po! ily at 8 p. m.
Pacitic Exp. arrives at Portland dmly at 10:30 a. m.
‘ Main Line Passenger Trains run daily, connecting
*Illta w Junction for points on Northern Pacific

Through Sleeping Cars—Pullman Palace Drawi‘xle
Room Sleeping Cars between Portland and St. Pa;
Emigrant Sleepers are run from Wallula Junction
‘ to 8t. Paul, and from Huntington to Council Bluffs,
| without change.
MIDDLE COLUMBIA RIVER DIVISION.
Daily, except Sunday. Boat leaves Portland for
Dalles at 7 a. m. Boat arrives at Portland from Dalles
| at 5 p. m. Leaves Portland for Astoria at 6 a. m.

I 5
COMMISSIUN MERCHANTS
IIIFIRONT ST

BET WASHINGTON & STARK.

PORTLAND‘OREGONK

Consignments solicited and returns
promptly made.

Flour, Feed, Hay, Gram, Potatoes, Butter, Eggs,
Cheese, Dry and Fresh Fruits handled.

CRESCENT CREAMERY BUTTER.

J C. MILLER. WILL H WEBT

The Corbett Fireproof Livery, Hack & Feed Stables,

Corner Third and Madison Sts., Portland, Or.
MAGOON BROS,, Props. Telephone No. 831.

/“\'ARK LEyp=¢

W WHOLESALE ..

FRUIT=PRODUCE

Y AND GENERAL ¥ —

COMMISsion meRCHANT

122 FRONT ST., PORTLAND, OR.

? Leave | B = = = ] g
‘ rma | | 1 &

Pl | B8 ; LR
| Astoria & Low'r| a. m. | smla.m.}a.m. a.m.|a.m.
| _Columbia....| 600 | 600|600 |600|600|600

Dayton, Or...| 700 |..... |700‘ ...... 700|......
Sovallis.--- 41 600|600 (600 600(600......

| General Offices, cor. Front and D Sts.

C. H. PRESCOTT, Manager.
| JOHN MUIR, Traffic Manager.
LL, kaet Agent, Portland.
JNO J. BYRNE Gen. Pass. and Ticket Agent.

‘The Royal Route,

COMPOSED OF THE

Chicago, St Paul, Minneapolis and Omaha

—AND—

Chicago and Northwestern Railways,

From 8t. Panl to Chicago, and running in close
connection with the

Northern Pacific Railway,

Is the best and most popular route with all classes

of travelers. No transfers, no delays, and the equip-

ment and track is the very best between St Paul and
hicago.

Try THE ROYAL ROUTE when you travel.

W. H. Mead, General Agent, Portland.
T. W. Teasdale, Gen. Pass. Acent, 8t. Paul.

Send 10 cents postage, and we will
mail you free a royal, valuable sam-
ple box o goods that "will put you in

the way of m g more money at
once than anything else in America, Both sexes of
ages can live at home and work in %gm-e tune, or
all the time. Capital not required.
you. Immense re for those who start at once.
TINSON & CO. Portland, Maine,

load.




. SAMUEL LOWENSTEIN President.

WM. KAPUS, Secretary.
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OREGON FURNITURE MANUFACTURING CO)

W—— g~ —
Manufacturers of Furniture and Dealers in Carpets, Bedding, Upholstery
Goods, ete. Office and ‘Warerooms, Nos. 208 and 210 First St.
Factory, Nos. 209 and 211 Front St. Shipping
Department, 7 and 9 Salmon St,

PORTILAND, 2 = = =

OREGON.

Occupy an immense four-story brick building, a full block in length,
enjoy facilities unequaled on the Pacific coast. The public is respectfully
invited to inspeet the premises and the stock of Furniture, Carpets and Up-
holstery Goods.

COLUMBIA RIVER ILLUSTRATED.

This is a beautiful souvenir of Columbia River Scenery, consisting of six-
teen full pages of views of the most noted and picturesque
scenes along the great river of the West.

The engravings are executed in colors and are enclosed in a handsome |
cover. Just the thing for tourists to keep as a souvenir of the Columbia, |
and just what every resident of the Northwest will desire to send to friends.
Sent post paid for fifty cents. L. SAMUEL, Publisher, Portland, Or.

F. 8. CHADBOURNE & CO.,

Wholesale and Retail

I"URNITURlE

PDealers in

FIRST AND YAMHILL STREETS, PORTLAN, OREGON.

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

S. G. SKIDMORE & CO.,

(CHARLES E. SITTON),

DRUGGISTS AND APOTHEOARIES

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

Manu!scturers and Propnetm‘s of Pectoral Balsam (Trade Mark r stered), for Coughs, Colds, Throat
and Lung Diseases. Physicians’ Prescriptions-and Private Recipes a

b. SHINDLER & (0.

FURNITURE ‘\TA\TTTF‘A("I‘T'RF‘RQ

smNDLER &C
FACTORY i

And everything in the Stationery line man-
ufactured to order.
We.e have excellent facilitiés for doing color

work and Lithographing and Engraving of all
kinds equal to the very best Eastern.

West Shore Litho. & . Co.

. SAMUEL,
171-173-175 Secund St., PORTLAND, OR.

The above Binder is intended for those who wish

to save their copies of

Tae WesT SHORE. It is made

of cloth, and will hold an entire year’s numbers.

Sent poet-pald on rece
WesT BHORE, Portland,

5)& of $1.00. Address THE
regon.™

Throughout the
Northwest

Will plmse‘ bear in
mind that The West,
Shore Lithograph-
ing and Engraving
COompany has a com-
PLMAoutht of the very
atest improved steam
machinery for manu-
facturing Checks and

Drafts, Pass Books, and required in

the Smtmnery line. We employ &
, and can do
that can be done anywhere.
Eastern, and s0 are our prices:

skillful a

the very best

SCHOOL: DESKS, OFFICE FURNITURE A SPEOIA.LTY BEDDING
188 First st..through 200 feet to 167-160 Front st., niext door 8t. Charles Hotel. Port.hnd

L Samle7H%-l 5+
d. Oregon. Send fo

nd m“@‘:‘%ﬁ‘h:
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