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Clothing, Hats
in person. Send

enbach &

and Furnishing Goods.

THE CLOTHIERS AND HATTERS,

Cor. First and Morrison Sts.. Portland, Or.,
Send full line of samples of Suits for Men, Boys and Children,
¢ with plain, explicit rules for self-measurement, free, to any address.
We keep constantly on hand all the finest and latest selections of

Parties entiusting orders to us will receive the same attention as if here

Wod (it

Send photo

I, PPortland, Ox.

~
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you an estimate of cost.

s, Buildinge, Animals and everything else required for ad-
it is to be, and we will inmediately send

ng purposes, executed at reasonable rates,
or drawing of the article required, stating the size

ipe:

Address I..-SAMUT
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The Leévding Jewelry House of the Northwest ! !

ALBERT FELDENHEIMER,

CORNER FIRST AND MORRISON STREETS, PORTLAND, OREGON.

) Only Direct Importer of
Diamonds, Watches & Jewelry.
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ONEPRICE TO ALL Fapmefs’ & MeGhaHiGS

SHOPPING BY MAIL.
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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 familiar with the sim-
ple details, find it oftentimes less troublesome than shopping in person.
The advantages gained by buying in Portland are so great that one can ill
afford to lose them, if any way is afforded by which they can be obtained.

To be agreeably served, buyers must perform their part thoroughly and
well, state their wants clearly and fully, omit nothing, such as the size of
hose, gloves, etc., the color desired, or their xame or address, and must al-
low sufficient time for the transit of letters and goods. They must remem-
ber, 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 dissat-
isfaction. For illustration: certain kinds of goods may become extremely
popular after samples have been sent almost broadcast, and may he sold
before the orders from such samples can be received; as it required months
to produce the stock already =old, it is out of the question 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 sub-
mitted ; 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 difliculty 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 re-
funded 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 footing
with those who come to our stores, samples of nearly all kinds of goods are
sent without charge ; these samples are not 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 indicates that
the letter never reached us or our answer has gone astray ; if you do not re-
ceive 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 confidence; 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 re-
tain the same customers year after year, it is proof that the general treat-
ment must have been satisfactory to have resulted in so large a business.

Our catalogues of information will be sent without charge to any and all

who may desire.
—————— + @ C——

FARMERS' & MECHANICS' STORE,
200, 202, 204 First 8t., and 6 Taylor St.,

PORTLAND. - - - OREGON.
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HOT SULPHUR SPRINGS

Santarm and Pleasure: Resort!

HARRISON LAKHE, B. C.

Post Office Address, AGASSIZ.

Temperature of Sprines, 174 Qe Fabrenht

ANALYSIS OF WATEHR,

Made by Prof. M. T. Wenzel, of San Francisco.

Sulphureted Hydrogen Gas, Sulphate of Magnesia,
Sulphate of Caleium, Chloride of Potassium,
(Chloride of Sodium, Aluminum,
Sulphate of Nodium, Silica.

Solid mineral contents per gallon of water, 89.25 grains. Character of water, a mild aperient,
the sulphates largely predominating.

A SURE CURE FOR

Paralysis, Rheumatism, Syphilis, Diabetes, Neuralgia, Skin Diseases, Mercurial
poisoning, Dipsomania, and all diseases of the womb, liver and kidneys,
besides many other maladies to which human flesh is heir.

Ladies will find the baths always beneficial, while they are excellent for the
complexion.

These springs are about fifty miles northeast of Vancouver, and four miles
from Agissiz, on the Canadian Pacific Railroad.

Excellent hotel and bath accommodations, telephonic and coach connections
with the holel. All persons will find attention and courtesy from

JOHN R. BROWN,

Host and General Manager.
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'CHAS. H.DODD & CO.

Front, First and Vine Sts., Portland, Or.

WHOLESALE DEALERS N

I N e

|
ARD-

N
WARE,
1

@ ___ AND 8

FARM.MACHINERY.

Sole Agents for Oregon, Washington and Northern Idaho for the

<+ BUCKEYE-REAPER - AND - MOWER. «

These Machines are too well known to need comment. Thousands of Farmers have used
them and speak of them with praise, They are the only Harvesting Machines
that will give entire satisfaction to the purchaser,

MILLER’S NEW MODEL VIBRATING THRESHER,
PHENIX STRAW BURNER ENGINE,

The most Effective and Successful Combination for Threshing and Cleaning
Grain ever Constructed.

<+ BUCKEYE - STEEL - FRAME - TWINE - BINDERS. »

The features that distinguish this Twine-Binder is the Lightness of Draft, combined with its
Extraordinary Strength and Durability. The Binder is of the Appleby pattern, the only
really successful one yet known. We have two styles, the Elevator Binder and the
Platform Binder—both excellent—both recommended by fiundreds of patrons.

Schuttler Farm Wagons, Deere Plows,
Deere Sulky Plows, Cook & Co.’s Car=+
riages, Pheetons and Top Buggies, Four-
Spring Mountain Wagons, Buckboards,

| Superior Drills and Seeders, Corbin Dise
i Harrows, Hodges-Haines Headers,
Haish Barbed Wire.

! SEND FOR CIRCULARS.

Msunt Hood, the Famous Monarch of the Cascades,

Is a lofty snow peak, wich excels, in grandeur and beauty, the loftiest pinnacle of the Alps.
It is situated in Oregon, and is the most commanding object upon which the tourist’s eye falls
in a journey through the Northwest. ’

A Magnificent Engraving of this hoary peak, 12x18 inches, printed in eight colors and em-
bossed, will be sent, securely packed in a roll, postage paid, upon the receipt of fifty cents.
L. SAMUEL, PususaEr oF THE WESsT Snore, Portland, Orezon.
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R. W. GorriLL, Pres. C. F. Swigerr, Treas. H. C. CamrBELL, Sec.

PACIFIC BRIDGE COMPANY

4 California St San Francisco. } OFFICES {POPﬂ&Hq)OSR&;H%i’Bﬂk Block,

Engineers and Builders of Highway and Railroad Bridges

of every description.

Also Engineers and Contractors for Arches, Piers, Dams, Tunnels,
Culverts, Railroad Construction and General

Contract Work.

PLANS AND ESTIMATES FURNISHED.



THE WEST SHORE.

PARKE & LACY.
o \achine Depot,

8 North Front St.,

PORTLAND, OREGON.

AGENTS FOR

INGERSOLL'S
Rock Drills and Compresgors

ALSO WESTINGHOUSE AUTOMATIC ENGINES.

Hoisting Engines, Boilers, Pumps, Wire Rope, Rock Breakers, Cornish Rolls, Car Tracks, T
Rails, Batteries, Jessops Steel, Iron Pipe and Fittings, LUBRICATING OILS, etc.

Smelters, Mills and Concentration Plants, Wood Working Machinery and Machinists’ Tools.

THE PORTLAND REDCCTION  WORRS

INCORPORATED AUGUST 17, 1886.

e ——— @ —
President, - - W.S. LADD, Treasurer, - - JAMES STEEL,
Vice President, - - W. A. JONES, Secretary, - - J. M. ARTHUR.

e ———- @ ——

Ores of all kinds received, sam-
pled and treated.

c®o

Rates for Treatment are moderate, and returns are based upon

NEW YORK VALUES OF LEAD AND SILVER.

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

SAMPLED AND ASSAYED FREE OF CHARGE.
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“CORBETT. FAILING & CO..

IMPORTERS AND JOBBERS OF

Agents for Dupont’s Gunpowder.

81 and 83 Front Street, PORTLAND, OREGON.
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VANCOUVER, B. C,,

The western terminus of the Canadian Pacific Railroad,

(Mt Geater hducements o hvestors and Npecalators

Than any place on the Pacific coast.

REAL ESTATE is increasing in value rapidly, 10 per cent. to 30 per cent. per
month being the average rate of increase for the past twelve months. Large map
of city free. Price lists and full particulars on application.

F. C. INNES & CO., Cordova St., Vancouver, B. C.

-~ STCHARLES HOTEL,

EUROPEAN PLAN

% % * %
NEWLY FIRST CLASS
FURNISHED IN
THROUGHOUT EVERY RESPECT
* % * ¥
Fire Proof Brick Building in Center of City. 200 Rooms.

C. W. KNOWLES, Proprietor, PORTLAND, OREGON.

A GRAND

BIRDNEYE VIEW OF OREGON,

AND A PORTION OF WASHINGTON,

Size 22x30, printed in four colors, showing distinctly the mountains, valleys, riv-
ers, cities, towns, and railroads, will be issued with the May WEST SHORE. All
subscribers and all purchasers of the May number will receive this valuable sup-
plement. Send in your orders without delay, as the edition will be quickly ex-
hausted. Price of single numbers, 25 cents. Subscription price, $2.50 per year.

Address L. SAMUEL, Pub. of West Shore, Portland, Or.
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SAMPLES FREE

To those who write to us plainly
what they want.

MORRISON ST qg/

M ,,,

Full line of Children’s Suits, Boys’
Suits, Youths’ Suits, Men’s Suits,
regular or extra sizes, Hets,

_HATTER &CLOTHIER el
= Furnishing Goods, ete.

1DORJl/‘\ND R,

When writing, state plainly what you require. Ready made suits. $10.00 to $30.00. Suits to or-
der, $25.00 to $75.00. STRICTLY ONE PRICE.

WM BHECK & SON,

Wholesale and Retail Dealers in

CHILDREN S CARRIAGES,

Gem o W hite Mountain Fregzers

Two Quarts, $2. Other sizes in proportion. Com- ‘
plete instructions with each Freezer.
— - ri ir ag
The largest and most ('omplete assoitment of Boys’ Wagons, Doll Carriages and Bird Cages.

CROCKERY, GLASSWARE, LAMPS, Western Agents for A. G. SPALDING & BROTHERS’

And General House Furnishing Goods. | Base Ball Goods:—Uniforms, Balls and Bats, Athletic

== Send for Illustrated Catalogue and Price List. &) Goods, Boxing Gloves, Indian Clubs, Dumb Bells, Bicy-
OLDS & SUMMERS | cles, Tricycles and Bicycle Lamps, Bells, Saddles, etc.

183 First and 26 Yamhill Sts., PORTLAND, OR. 165-167 Second St.,, PORTLAND, OR.

i J. C. BAY ER,

MANUFACTURER OF

(ralvanized [ron Cornice & Ventilators

TIN AND SHEET IRON ROOFING.

———

Contracts taken in any part of the country.
Send for illustrated catalogue.

ARCHITECURAL TERRA COTTA.

265-267 SECOND STEET, PORTLAND, OREGON.
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MYTHS OF THE COLUMBIA RIVER INDIANS.

FEW years ago the Col-
umbia river valley was
inhabited solely by In-
dians and wild beasts.
~ West of the Cascade
~  mountains were a
few isolated settle-
ments, but the

main country
was an unbrok-
= en wild. Up and

N down the valley

of the Willamette the
Klikitats, Calipooias, Mult-
nomahs, Yamhills, Molal-
lahs, and a few smaller
tribes, roamed unmolested.
% Along the Lower Columbia
a the Chinooks, a once power-
W ful, but now almost extinet, tribe,
held dominion, while east of the Cas-
cades the Klikitats, Walla Wallas, Cay-
uses, Spokanes and Nez Perces held
sway.

Of all these, the Klikitats were, per-
haps, the most powerful and restless,
making the widest excursions into the
surrounding country. Over eighty years
ago, Lewis and Clarke found them al-
ready living far out south in Oregon.
Quite extensive villages of them were
XIT1-41 '

found by the early settlers almost as far
south as Eugene, and in Clackamas and
Marion counties, also. In their trade
excursions, or marauding expeditions,
they penetrated far into California, while
on the north they traversed a good por-
tion of British Columbia, and every
summer made expeditions into the “ buf-
falo country,” as they called the lands
at the headwaters of the Missouri.

All these tribes are fast passing away,
and soon will have gone into oblivion,
and been numbered with the dead na-
tions of antiquity. To the student of
ethnology there is an attraction, almost
amounting to fascination, in the study
of the character, habits, myths, tradi-
tions and superstitions of this doomed
and dying race. To everyone must have
occurred, again and again, the questions
“ What was the Indian’s origin? From
whence did he come? What is his past
history? Does he represent the last
stage of degeneracy of a once more
powerful and intelligent race, or has he
always been the same as now?” What-
ever we would know of him, we must
soon discover, for very soon, in his prim-
itive condition, he will be a thing of the
past. Contact with the whites is cor-
rupting, and fast obliterating, his cus-
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toms, myths and traditions. While the
Indian, in his innermost heart, sincerely
believes the myths and traditions of his
fathers, it is only once in awhile one can
be induced to open his mind and freely
communicate them to others. He knows
the white man disbelieves, and even rid-
icules, them, and an Indian can bear al-
most anything better than he can ridi-
cule—and who is there that likes to have
the religion of his fathers belittled, or
to see those things he has always been
taught to regard as sacred, treated as if
they were fables and lies? Having no
written language, the Indian could not
record facts and phenomena, and there-
fore, his history is a bundle of tradi-
tions. These are his bible and code of
laws; they comprise his system of relig-
ion, and are his philosophy of the origin
of things. They are sacred to him be-
cause they are ancient, and because his
ancestors believed them and taught them
to him.

There has been much said and written
about the monotheistic ideas of the
American Indian. 'We hear much about
his worship of the great spirit, and one
would naturally infer that his system of
mythology would only have reference to
one god; but an examination into his
myths shows that in common with all
savage nations, the Indian believes in
the existence of many gods and demi-
gods. While he seems to believe in a
great spirit, who is far above all other
spirits in intelligence and power, we do
not find that, according to his myths,
this great spirit had much to do direct-
ly in the work of creation. According
to his cosmogony, nearly everything was
made by animal gods, or demigods, hav-
ing almost unlimited power, and yet be-
ing themselves mortal, and having the
same appetites and passions as the In-
dian himself.

In all nations the idea has prevailed
that former times were better than the

THE WEST SHORE.

present, that man is in a degenerate and
fallen condition, and that anciently, man
was purer and better, and lived longer.
Among our own people we find the same
thing. Who has not heard old men tell
about the degeneracy of the present
times, as compared with the years of
their early life? Boys are not what
they used to be; the times are out of
joint; men are growing more corrupt all
the time. We hear of the present de-
generacy of our republic, and the purity
and patriotism of our forefathers are
lauded to the skies, while history shows
those same forefathers were berated by
their cotemporaries, and that they them-
selves were lamenting their own times,
and pointing back to the better days and
better men before them. We find this
is almost an inate tendency of the hu-
man mind, and this gives origin to what
has been styled “ancientism.” This
natural impulse of the mind finds ex-
pression with the Indian in his wonder-
ful stories of the long, long ago.

It is the belief of all the tribes of the
Columbia river valley, and almost all
over the continent, that the present race
of Indians sprang from an ancient “ani-
mal people,” and that the animals exist-
ing on earth at present are diminutive
and degenerate representatives of an an-
cient race of animal gods. “ Long, long
ago,” there were no Indians such as now
exist; there were “animal people,” the
Wat-tée-tash, or the “ancients.” These
Wat-tée-tash were prodigiously large,
and all animals, beasts, birds, insects,
and even trees and plants and inanimate
objects, could talk, and spoke one lan-
guage. To all are attributed the speech
and doings of rational, intelligent be-
ings, in those wonderful ancient times.
The bear, eagle, hawk, rattlesnake, owl,
cayote, humming bird, and indeed, near-
ly every living thing known to the In-
dian, has connected with it some mystic
story, accounting for its origin and pe-
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culiarities. A curse was pronounced on
all of these and they are fallen, have
lost speech, and are but shabby repre-
sentatives of their former greatness.

All, or nearly all, of the tribes in the
Columbia and Snake river valleys be-
lieve they sprang from the ancient ani-
mal god, Cayote, or Speelyai. This
Speelyai was the big Indian god among
the Eastern Oregon and Washington
tribes. The cayote of to-day is a con-
temptible animal in the sight of the In-
dian, but the ancient Speelyai was a
god, creating and destroying whomso-
ever and whatsoever he pleased. In
their mystic stories he seems to have
been the ruling spirit among the other
Wat-tée-tash. ~ Whai-a-ma, the eagle,
Amash, the owl, and Wish-poosh, the
beaver, were gods of dignity and power,
doing many wonderful things. It was
from the beaver that Speelyai made the
Indians. The grizzly bear was a mon-
ster worse than the devil himself. The
Indians say he was so large he used to
destroy people by snuffing them up his
nostrils. To this day they have a super-
stitious dread of the grizzly, and they
say that if one speak derisively of a
grizzly’s tracks or exerement, the bear
has some kind of a mysterious way of
knowing it, and will sometime avenge
the insult. The rattlesnake and owl
were great personages, and both were,
according to the Indian stories, “ big
medicine men” among the animal peo-
ple.  With the present animal race,
nearly every peculiarity is accounted for
by something that occurred in the Wat-
tée-tash times. The stripes on the chip-
munk’s back, the white on the magpie,
and the black tip on the cayote’s tail,
are all thus accounted for.

The ancient animal age was full of
violence; the strong were destroying the
weak, and nearly all were in constant
dread of danger. Nearly every moun-
tain, stream, waterfall, canyon, gorge,
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great rock, or deep hole in the rivers,
has some myth or legend connected with
it; something strange happened there in
ancient times.

There is a legend, that, away back in
the animal age, most of the country east
of the Cascade mountains was covered
with water. The Kittitas, Yakima, Klik-
itat and Columbia river valleys were
lakes, having no outlet. The Yakimas
say that in those days, Speelyai, the In-
dian god, and the other animal people,
lived in the surrounding mountains, and
they used to see monster beasts swim-
ming on the surface of these lakes. On
the lake that covered the Yakima val-
ley, they saw one of these monsters,
which had brown hair, frequently wal-
lowing and swimming in the water. In
time the lake dried up and the monster
died. The Indians used to point out
his bones, somewhere near the point
where the Northern Pacific railroad en-
ters the Yakima reservation. The bones
were, probably, those of a mastodon. It
is probable, that, many years ago, there
may have been hair found at the spot.
It is even possible that there may have
been the remains of the hairy elepbant
found there by the Indians. These
myths about monster animals, most like-
ly, originated from their knowledge of
the fossils of prehistoric mammals.

Another legend accounts for the or-
igin of the tribes, and at the same time,
explains how some of the great lakes
east of the Cascade mountains were an-
ciently drained. A long, long time ago,
they say, before the present race of In-
dians, there lived, at Lake Cle-el-lum, an
immense beaver god. He owned and
controlled the whole lake, and was lord
of everything around it: in short, was a
sort of Neptune of that little sea. This
great beaver lived at the bottow of the
lake. His eyes shone like fire, his eye-
brows were red, and his claws glistened
like silver. He was fierce, and destroyed
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every living thing that came near the
lake. A great many had tried to kill the
monster by spearing him, but had al-
ways failed, as the beaver dragged them
under the water and drowned them.
Some had even died of fright, without
ever attacking him. The beaver had
been killing and destroying the people a
long time. In the lake was an abun-
dance of fine fish, and all the people
around were hungry and wanting the
fish for food, but were kept from getting
any by the selfish old beast god. Speel-
yal came along one day, and seeing the
state of affairs, determined to bring it to
an end by killing the water god. He
accordingly fitted himself out with a
great spear, the handle of which he fas-
tened to his wrist with a strong cord of
Indian flax. Armed with this, he went
up to the lake, and threw his spear into
the bheaver, who plunged down to the
bottom, dragging Cayote with him. On
and on the two went, plunging and swim-
ming through the lake, tearing through
the mountains, and on down to the lake
that covered Kittitas valley. From there,
they floundered on down, cutting the
Natchez gap, and then threshed through
the ridge below Yakima City, cutting
the Yakima gap. On, and still down,
the monster beaver dragged poor Cay-
ote, until he reached the Columbia. Then
he began clutching at the trees along
the bank to check his speed. He caught
hold of large firs, and they tore out by
the roots; he tried the pines, cottonwoods
and willows, and every other kind of
tree, but all were pulled out by the roots.
In despair, he grasped at the stones
along the bank, but everything had to
give way to the invincible power of the
beaver god; and so Speelyai was dragged
on down, fighting as he went, to the
mouth of the Columbia, where, lounder-
ing among the breakers, he found him-
self so far exhausted that he had to call
on the musk-rat, who had been laughing

THE WEST SHORE.

at him, to help him out. 'When he came
ashore, he wiped the water from his face
and eyes, and then took the beaver,
which he had brought out with him,
and cut it up, and of it made the pres-
ent race of Indians. Of the belly, he
made the coast tribes, saying, “ You will
always be fat, short people, with big
stomachs.” Of the legs, he made the
Cayuses, saying, “ You will always have
strong legs, and be swift runners,” Of
the head, he made the northern tribes,
saying, “ You will be intelligent, and
strong in war.” Of the ribs, he made
the Yakimas; and of all the parts he
made tribes having characteristics rep-
resented by the several parts. Finally,
he scooped up the remaining blood, and
flung it off toward the country of the
Sioux and Snakes, “You will always be
people of blood and violence.” Having
completed his work, he went up to the
junction of the Columbia and Snake
rivers, somewhere in theregion of Ains-
worth. There he stood, with his arms
stretched out to the east and west, and
then he reached them out over the north
and south, and said, “ The earth is now
full of people, and there is no place for
me.” He then ascended to the sky. The
Palouse Indians account for the falls in
the Palouse river, and the origin of the
tribes, by a similar myth. Nearly ev-
ery tribe, or sub-tribe, relates these
myths, with variations suited to their
own people.

The Wigwam Indians, at Tumwater,
above The Dalles, say that, back in the
days of animal people, there was a mon-
ster woman living in the Columbia, un-
der a certain deep whirlpooi. She was
described as a sort of huge water nymph,
with reddish colored hair, that flowed
down to her waist. She never came en-
tirely out of the water, they say. She
was a ferocious, destroying monster.
When the fishermen came near her place
of resort, she caused the water to seethe
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and boil like a cauldron; then she came
up, and down went canoe, fishermen and
all, never to rise again. This goddess
was a terror to all the surrounding fish-
ermen and boatmen. Cayote, knowing
the sufferings of the people, on account
of this monster goddess, determined to
end the trouble, by terminating the life
of the troubler. Accordingly, he went
to the basalt cliff near Tumwater, and
looked over to make observations, when
the object of his search rose from the
water. He was much alarmed, and
feared to make an attack. By the ad-
vice of his sisters, he transformed him-
self into a feather and floated on the sur-
face of the water over the monster, when
she swallowed him, but soon threw him
up again. He then floated around as be-
fore, and was again swallowed, but soon
thrown up as at the first. This was re-
peated five times, when, the fifth time,
Cayote, in the form of a feather, re-
mained in the monster’s stomach. Find-
ing it extremely cold, he transformed
himself from a feather to an Indian man,
and began to feel around in the dark-
ness for something with which to make
a fire. Taking his fire rods, he began
to twirl them around, and soon struck a
blaze, and was about to burn something
he had found in the dark, but discovered
it was human hair. He then took his
stone knife and split off some pieces from
a canoe, which the woman had swal-
lowed, and soon had both fire and light.
On looking around, he found a great
many people, whom the monster woman
had swallowed. All were benumbed
with cold, and some were already dead.
He found Whai-a-ma, the eagle, there,
wet and chilled, with drooping feathers.
All were commanded to warm and dry
themselves. Speelyai then said to Whai-
a-ma, “I want you to take this boat and
all these people, and fly away to a high
mountain and rescue them.” He then
took a stone knife and began cutting at
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the heart of the monster. After cutting
some time, the knife broke. He then

took another stone knife, and after cut-
ting a while, it broke also. He thus
took five stone knives, one after another
breaking, the monster growing weaker
all the time. Finally, just as the fifth
knife broke, the heart fell, sundered,
and the giant monster died, when Whai-
a-ma, the eagle, seized the canoe and flew
away toward Mount Adams, and rescued
the unfortunate victims of the monster’s
power. Speelyai then came ashore and
pronounced a curse upon the river god-
dess, saying, “ You will never destroy so
many people again. You may remain
here and frighten the fishermen, and
once in a great while take down one, but
you will no longer be the terror you have
been. A better race of people is com-
ing, and you can not destroy it.” The
Indians say there was a similar monster
at Celilo, and another some distance be-
low The Dalles.

This somewhat lengthy and uncouth
myth, is given to illustrate several points
in their mythology. It will be observed
that, in their myths, five is the mystic
number. Four knives break, and the
fifth one brings the result; four days go
by, and the fifth brings the event; five
women or five men are usually named
where there is a definite plurality. All
nations have their special mystic num-
bers. Among the Indo-European na-
tions it is generally the number three.
There is the three-faced god of the Ve-
das; Brahma, the creator; Vishnu, the
preserver; and Siva, the destroyer. The
Hebrews had their mystic seven, and we
find a parallel among all nations. Speel-
yai, or Cayote, the Indian god, is repre-
sented almost always as having a gener-
ally good character, judged from the wild
Indians’ standpoint, though he is often
represented as resorting to trickery, de-
ception, and fraud, in the accomplish-
ment of his purposes. It appears that
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he went around destroying and putting
down the monsters that were annoying
the people; and when they were in his
power, he pronounced a curse upon them,
generally.permitting them to live, in a
very diminutive and harmless form, but
having their original characteristics. Af-
ter pronouncing his curse, or adjuration,
he is always represented as saying, “ A
better race of people is coming soon,”
thus prophesying the advent of the pres-
ent race of Indians. Those wonderful
ancient times were days of magic. Cay-
ote, on different occasions, transformed
himself to a feather, a little pappoose
lashed to a board, a fiery young Indian
warrior, a tree, or anything that might
forward his purpose.

In the study of the mythology of a
people, with reference to its ethnological
bearings, one must not be startled at the
grotesqueness of a myth. All should be
recorded, for, often, what seems most
simple or absurd, may show a relation
between tribes, or a community of tra-
ditions, that might not easily be discov-
ered any other way. However barbar-
ous may appear the myths of the Indi-
ans, there is hardly one among them to
which we can not find something simi-
lar in the mythology of European na-
tions, in their days of semi-savagery.
This would seem to prove that the same
physical causes, acting on humanity in
all ages, have produced similar phases
of mental evolution, and that mankind,
in passing from barbarism to civiliza-
tion and enlightenment, has everywhere
passed through the same, or similar,
channels of philosophic and religious
thought.

Amash, the owl, in the ancient animal
age, was a terrible monster, who ate peo-
ple alive, bones and all. He was slain
by Speelyai, who beheaded him. One
time, so the legend goes, Speelyai was
journeying in the Eastern Washington
Territory country, somewhere between
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the Touchet and Lewiston, and he hap-
pened to meet Amash, the destroyer.
When Cayote saw the giant coming
along the trail, he immediately trans-
formed himself into a fine young war-
rior chief, dressed out in the most elab-
orate Indian costume. When they came
up face to face, Speelyai said to the mon-
ster, “ Where do you come from ?”
Amash stood still and said nothing. Cay-
ote repeated his question again, and then
the third time, when the destroyer re-
plied by asking of Speelyai, “ Where are
you from ?” Speelyai then said, “I am
from nowhere but this country where
you are living. This is my country; I
am looking around for people to eat.”
The owl man then thought to himself,
“T wonder who this can be; I have nev-
er seen him.” He then said to Cayote,
“T have traveled all over this country,
and never met anyone like you before.”
Speelyai then replied by saying, “I have
been where the sun comes up, and where
it goes down, and both north and south.
You say you have been eating people;
let us both vomit, and see who will throw
up most bones, and then we shall know
which of us is greatest.” Amash agreed
to the proposition. “Now,” said Speel-
yai, “let us both shut our eyes and vom-
it, and we will not open our eyes until I
say open.” The owl said “All right.”
So both shut their eyes; the owl man
closed his tightly, but Cayote slyly kept,
his partly open, so as to watch what the
owl was doing. Amash vomited up a
large quantity of bones and skulls of hu-
man beings, while Cayote could only
throw up bones of mice and squirrels.
In this dilemma, in order to preserve
his reputation, Speelyai slyly changed
his bones over to the owl, and took the
owl’s pile of bones to himself. He then
said; “ Now let us open our eyes and see
what we have thrown up.” When both
had looked, Cayote said, “ You see that
you eat nothing but mice, while I eat
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human beings, for the bones there show
for themselves.” The owl was greatly
astonished, and proposed that they try
again, which they did. The operation
was repeated five times, Cayote every
time appropriating the owl’s bones. The
fifth time Cayote said, ‘Since you vomit
nothing but mice bones, after all your
pretensions, I must take your head off.”
The astonished and terrified owl man
surrendered himself, whereupon Speel-
yai cut off his head with a great stone
knife. He then said, “ You have been
killing and destroying long enough,” and
taking up the owl’s carcass, he pitched
it off into the mountains, pronouncing
sentence upon him thus: “ You rhay stay
there in the mountains, and startle the
traveler in the night with your hoot and
scream, but you will never destroy life
any more. A pew kind of people are
coming soon, and they will have no use
for you.” From that day to this, owls
have always been small and harmless,
and they stay in the timber and hoot at
people, and make them sad, but they
have never killed anyone since the Indi-
an god pronounced the curse upon the
owl tribe.-

The spider, in the wonderful animal
age, was a giant rope maker, who made
great rope webs, with which he entan-
gled the people, and then he pounced
upon them and sucked their blood. The
present race of mosquitoes that plague
man and beast, are insignificant insects
compared with their ancient progenitors,
who were larger—if we may believe the
Indiap myths—than an ox, and drove
the other animal people almost to dis-
traction. Speelyai finally killed the mos-
quito god, by splitting open his head, from
which millions of little mosquitoes, such
as now exist, swarmed forth. The Indians
say it was the god Cayote who gave them
salmon. A very long time ago, five
young women had an immense fish trap
across the Columbia, near where Astoria
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now stands. This trap prevented the
salmon from going up the river, and the
people above were suffering for food, but
could get no fish. Cayote was hungry
among the rest, and determined to get
the fish up the river. He transformed
himself to a little Indian baby, on a
pappoose board, and got into the Colum-
bia and floated down to where the women
had the fish dam. They saw him and
took him out of the water, like Pharaoh’s
daughter, of old, did Moses, taking him to
their homes. Having no husbands, they
intended to raise the infant to be a man
for them. But when they left him in
their hut, while they were gone, he found
out how everything was, and by craft
succeeded in getting the dam broken,
and the salmon went up with a rush, and
all the people above were supplied.
Most of the phenomena of nature are
ascribed to some being or beings, with-
out the intervention of natural laws. The
winds are the breath of some being. The
Eastern Washington and Oregon Indi-
ans say that the warm Chinook wind,
and the cold east wind, were anciently
five brothers each. The Chinook wind
brothers lived down somewhere toward
the mouth of the Columbia, while the
cold wind brothers lived somewhere east
of Walla Walla. The Chinook wind an-
ciently blew much stronger than now,
tearing up trees and blowing down the
people’s habitations, while the cold wind
blew hard, and was so cold as to freeze
them, so that, between the two winds,
they were constantly kept in trouble.
A great while ago, the cold brothers sent
a challenge to the Chinook brothers for
a wrestling match, the conditions of
which were, that whoever was thrown
should be beheaded. Speelyai, the In-
dian god, was to be umpire, and to exe-
cute sentence by cutting off the unsuc-
cessful parties’ heads with his big stone
knife. Agreeable to this understanding,
the brothers on each side met. In the
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contest, the Chinook wina brovhers were
all thrown, and, as agreed upon, Cayote
beheaded them The eldest of them,
however, had an infant son, who, in
time, grew to be a very strong young
man. Having been told, by his mother,
of his father’s death at the hands of the
cold wind brothers, he vowed to avenge
it, and daily cultivated his strength by
such exercise as pulling up trees, begin-
ning with very small ones when he was
very young, and increasing the size as
he grew stronger and older. In this
way, he, like the old woman who lifted
the calf every day, became very power-
ful, so that it was nothing for him to
snatch the largest tree out by the roots.
When he thought he was a match for
the cold wind brothers, he sent them a
challenge for a wrestle with the same
conditions as in the former contest. The
result was, the cold wind brothers were
thrown, one after another, until four
were down and beheaded, when Cayote
stopped the contest, saying it was not
good that there should be no wind, but
that thereafter the cold wind should
not be so freezing, nor blow with such
violence, but should continue to blow
cold in a moderate form. The Chinook
wind was not to blow with such violence
as to break down the trees, and destroy
people’s houses, but should continue to
blow in a milder form, for a new race of
people was to come, who were not to be
destroyed by the winds. The Chinook
wind was to blow strongest at night, and
the cold wind in the daytime, which
they have continued to do until the pres-
ent time.

The Indians, in their wild, natural
state, believe that every natural object,
whether animate or inanimate, is dual
in nature, having, besides the corporeal
physical nature, a spiritual essence, or
something of the nature of a soul. Even
manufactured articles, as bows, arrows,
pipes, and utensils of all kinds, are re-
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garded as having a sort of spirit exis-
tence. All animals are immortal, they
say, and everything that exists on earth,
and dies or rots, will reappear again
somewhere. The future life of the In-
dian is essentially a reproduction of this
life, but in a bettered condition. In the
spirit land he will get hungry, but will
be able easily to procure plenty to satis-
fy his hunger. He will not suffer from
sickness or death, and will never grow
old in the Indian heaven. He expects
to follow much the same pursuits in the
other world that he did in this, and will
need his horses, gun, dog, knives or
bows and arrows; not the actual metal
or stone knife, nor wooden bow and ar-
rows, but the spirit essence of them. It
is for this reason that these things are
buried with him, or put on or near his
grave. Utensils have holes punched in
them, bows, guns or saddles are broken,
so as to be useless to the living, that the
temptation to steal them may be re-
moved. As a broken arm or a wounded
body does not affect the soul, so these
injuries to the implements and utensils
will not affect their invisible spirit na-
tures.

Indians believed animals held con-
versations with each other, and that the
Indian babies and dogs conversed with
each other. They even had certain doc-
tors, or doctresses, who claimed to be
able to understand the dog language.
These doctors, who were generally wo-
men, were called ““dog understanders,”
or “baby understanders.” The disci-
ples of Darwin might get a crumb of
comfort from the Indian theory of his
animal origin. Generally, however, the
change from animal to Indian was ‘oo
sudden, according to their cosmogony,
to suit the gradual evolution theory.

Among the Indians of California and
Arizona, there is a myth that accommo-
dates itself better to the demands of the
scientists, though the evolution took
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place in a rather novel manner. With
them, as with the Columbia river tribes,
Cayote was the great fac totem. Those
Indians were all cayotes anciently, but,
in process of time, the cayotes began to
evolve into Indians—a toe, finger, ear
or nose at a time—until the cayote came
out, at last, a noble red man, without
even so much as a caudal appendage
to attest his origin. This is evolution
with “variations,” and outdoes Darwin-
ism itself. The Darwinians and these
ancient philosophers ought to try to
meet on some common platform, for the
benefit of science.

Some of the Lower Columbia river
Indians say that when the Indian god,
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Cayote, first made the Indians, they were
in rather an imperfect condition, having
their eyes shut, and having no mouths
with which to eat. Cayote afterward
found some of them wandering about
this way, blind and hungry, when he
kindly cut mouths for them and opened
their eyes with a stone knife, and being
in somewhat of a hurry, and having a
rather bad cutting instrument, he got
some of their mouths very crooked, and
this accounts for the crooked and ugly
mouths still seen among some of the
lower river tribes. The reader may
smile, but this is a myth that undoubt-
edly is very old, having been handed
down for many generations.
G. B. KuykeExpaLL, M.D.

To be Continued.
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peared in the doorway. He could

not identify her, and was a little
puzzled and vexed. He did not enjoy
mysteries, but his native gallantry re-
turned and he wheeled forward the easi-
est office chair, and said quietly, “ Please
to take a seat, Madam.”

The woman sank into the chair with a
sigh, and put aside her veil. Hal gasped
in surprise, for, after all, he knew his
visitor, only she was so wholly unexpect-
ed. The face revealed, was that of good
Mrs. Randall; but she was actually pale,
and attired in her best “ bib and tucker.”
She seemed another woman.

“ My sakes!” she began. “Didn’t yer
know me ? Law! Well, I g’pose 'twas

l l AL arose, as a veiled woman ap-

the veil. I came to see ye on business;
are you busy ?” she added.

“ No, not at all; I can hear anything
you have to say,” returned Hal, cordial-
ly.

“ Well,” began Mrs. Randall, “I've
been that worried sence that snow slide
that I've growed thin over it, an’ I told
Jim I couldn’t, an’ wouldn’t, stay there
no longer'n I could help. But Jim, he
says he can’t leave a stiddy job, jest on
’count 0’ a whim; an’ to tell the truth, I
can’t blame him. He says when I git
him a job some’rse else, he’ll go, an’ not
before. An’ it struck me, Mr. Thornton,
that you’d want help on the ranch, an’
likely the women folks’d want help, too,
an’ if ye'd put up a little shanty on the
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place, Jim could work for ye, an’ I could
wash an’ iron, an’ churn, an’ board ex-
tra hands, ete. Could ye ?” she asked,
in sudden anxiety.

Hal considered a moment, then he
said, “I already have a little house of
two rooms, near our house, but I've en-
gaged Mike for a steady hand, and —

“ Don’t ye need more’n one hand ?”
asked Mrs. Randall.

“ Not the year around,” replied Hal,
but I shall need two from now until af-
ter haying—say, till the first of Septem-
ber.”

“ That’s three months steady work,”
said Mrs. Randall, “an’ the job at the
mines is sure only a day at a time, if Jim
does call it steady.”

“ Mother and Alice would need just
such help as you could give,” said Hal,
“and I've no doubt Mr. Bennett, my
nearest neighbor, could give Jim a job
on the range when I don’t need him.
‘Well,” he added, “talk it over with Jim,
and if he will take the job, he can. You
can have the use of the house, and all
the fire-wood you want. I will give Jim
$40.00 per month through the season—
that is, from spring plowing, through
haying. You will be paid by the week,
at regular wages, for what you do in the
house. How does that suit you ?”

“It's perfect!” declared Mrs. Ran-
dall, in a transport. “I quite long for
the farm, an’ for vegetables an’ flowers I
can raise myself. An’ now I'll not trou-
ble you longer, so good-bye, Mr. Thorn-
ton.” She arose as she spoke, and held out
her hand in farewell. “One thing more,”
she added, “ when’ll ye want us if we do
come ?”’

“ We will move down on Wednesday,”
said Hal, “and if you conclude to ac-
cept my terms, it would be convenient
to have your help in getting settled.”

“ Le’ me see—this is Saturday,” said
Mrs. Randall, reflectively, “T’ll go up
termorrer, an’ I'll let ye know Monday.”
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« All right,” said Hal. Mrs. Randall
said good-bye again, and went through
the other office, and out into the street.

“ Mrs. Randall, from the boarding-
house, above,” explained Hal, to the clerk.

On Monday, one of the ore teams
brought down a short, ill-spelled note
from Jim Randall, saying he would be
glad to go on the ranch, and would bring
their goods down next day, and be ready
to go out with Mr. Thornton, on Wednes-
day. Alice and her mother were pleased
with the engagement, and Mrs. Randall
proved herself an energetic, efficient wo-
man in the moving and settling. Jim,
who had been brought up on a farm, was
really very practical.

By June 1st, things were running
quite smootlily. The plain, but large,
and neatly built farm house was com-
fortably, even luxuriously, furnished.
Hal had spent a few days in April in
helping Mike set out some little fir trees,
from a neighboring mountain. A lawn
had been started, and a vegetable gar-
den and a few flowers, started by Mike,
were doing finely. Hal was happy in
his new home. To be sure, he was in
debt for part of the buildings and fences,
but he hoped the crops would pay up in
the fall—if not, they certainly would in
another year. He already felt in better
health and spirits, and was conscious of
a new independence, as delightful as
novel. One moonlight night in June,
he stood on his porch, and gazed with
rapture on the scene before him—from
the sloping lawn and little meadow, to
the river below, whose musical ripple
mingled with the pretty piano accompa-
niment which Alice softly played within.
Across the grassy field beyond, his eyes
wandered to the climbing foot-hills, the
fir-clad mountains, with the eternal snow-
capped range above and beyond. Over
all, the silvery moon-beam lingered lov-
ingly.

“ Beautiful ! Grand ! Glorious !” he
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muttered aloud. “ All my own to enjoy
as long as I have my home here.”

“ Only one thing lacking,” said his
mother’s voice, close beside him.

“ And what is that ?” asked Hal gai-
ly, putting his arm around her. “ I must
confess I find nothing lacking this even-
ing.”

“ A wife,” said Mrs. Thornton grave-
ly.
“ A wife !” echoed Hal. “ And what
in the world do I want a wife for, with
a dear, good mother, a charming sister,
and our efficient Randall ?”

¢ After all,” said his mother, “*a good
wife is from the Lord,” and I shall be
glad to know you have one, even though
I am less to my noble boy,” she added,
fondly.

Hal laughed, and said: “ Well, when
I find the right girl, I’ll try to deserve
and win her.”

“ You will deserve her at any rate,”
said Mrs. Thornton, as they gave one
look at the scene without, and entered
the house.

And so the summer slipped away, and
it was haying time. On the Saturday
before they expected to begin cutting,
Jim and Mike were sharpening the sick-
les and oiling the machine, and other-
wise getting ready, and Hal went into
the railroad field where he was to begin
haying, and walked around it to judge
of the quantity and quality of the crop.
In one spot he came upon a heap of
stones, which would interfere with the
machine,so he commenced throwing them
out toward the river bank. As he picked
up one, of a smooth, round appearance,
his eye caught a glimpse of what seemed
to be writing, but the stone was thrown,
from impulse, before he realized his de-
sire to examine it. He hunted it up,
and—yes, there was writing on it, in one
of the purple, indellible pencils. Look-
ing closely, he read:

Hugh Gordon, Laura Linton, Delta, Vt.

*him.
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Hal sat down on a big rock, and re-
garded the autograph stone with inter-
est and curiosity. He turned it over and
soliloquized aloud—

“ Well, now, I suppose some one walk-
ing along the railroad has sat down here
to rest, and carelessly scribbled his name
and — Hugh Gordon !” he exclaimed,
with a gasp. “ Why, that is the name of
the poor chap who got killed in the snow
slide last spring! And here is an ad-
dress—some friend or relative. Strange,
it should come to me.”

He rose to his feet, and hesitated, then
started for home, carrying the stone with
“T’ll ask mother what to do,” he
thought, for it seemed to him that he
ought to write to this Laura Linton, and
tell her of Hugh Gordon’s fate. She
might be waiting, even now, for his re-
turn.

Hal found his mother and Alice in
the shady sitting room, busy with the
needle, He showed them the stone, tell-
ing them where he found it, and his the-
ory about how it came there. They were
greatly interested, but when he told them
the first name was that of his chance ac-
quantance who was lost in the snow
slide, they were as excited as himself.

“ You ought to write to Laura Linton
right away,” cried Alice.

“ Ought I, mother ?”” queried Hal.

“ I think so,” she answered slowly—
“Yes,” she added decisively.

“ And right away,” put in Alice.

Hal arose. “1I don’t know how to say
it,” he declared helplessly.

« It is difficult,” admitted Mrs. Thorn-
ton.

“ Tl try it now,” he said, and went to
his room; but when he had arranged pa-
per, and sat down, it scemed impossible
to writea word. Long he sat and thought
and mentally composed a dozen letters.
At last, in desperation, he drew a sheet
of paper toward him and wrote:
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Riversipg, M. T., Aug. 1, 18—
Miss Laura Linton:

You will, no doubt, be surprised to re-
ceive a letter from an entire stranger, nearly
across the continent, but I have something I
believe to be of interest to you, to write. To-
day 1 discovered, on a stone, in one of my fields
near the railroad, your name, in connection with
that of Hugh Gordon. Itrecalled to me a short,
but pleasant, acquaintance I had with a gentle-
man of that name, who was an insurance agent,
and was stopping, last March, in a little mining
camp near here. I was, at that time, cashier
for the mining company, and was up there to
pay off the men. The rest, I would gladly keep
from you, if you are a friend of Mr. Gordon’s;
but I feel it my duty to let you know his sad
fate. Without being able to avert it, with my
own eyes, I saw him caught and buried in a
cruel snow slide. His body was recovered, and
lies buried in the little cemetery at Juniper
gulch. I endeavored to find some address, but
there was nothing on his person but his insur-
ance documents. I wrote to his company, but
they knew no address of friends to give me.
Now, when providence throws your address in
my way—probably written by poor Gordon
when he passed here—I must write. Forgive
me if T have not told the sad news as delicately
as I should. It is shocking, at best ILet me
hear from you if you get this.

Respectfully,
H. M. THORNTON.

Hal carried the letter to his mother,
who read and approved it. Then he
took it himself, to the post-office, and
they all waited in suspense for an an-
swer. It came in a little over two weeks.
Hal tore open the envelope, glanced at
the pretty, ladylike penmanship, turned
it over, and read, at the end, “Louise
Linton.”

“ Louise ?” asked Alice.
sure it was not Laura ?”

“ Sure,” replied Hugh, “ but I'll read
what it contains: ”

“ Are you

Devra, Vr., Aug. 10, 18—
MR. THORNTON,

Dear Sir:—I received, yesterday, your
letter addressed to my sister Laura, who has
been away since last March. She was engaged
to a Hugh Gordon, who went west as an insur-
ance agent. One day last March, my sister who
was not feeling well, lay asleep onasofa. Sud-
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denly she started up, and cried out that Hugh
was dead or dying, and he had called her. We
could not reason her out of the notion, and she
wanted us to say that she ought to go west and
find him. Of course, we ridiculed the absurdi-
ty of the thing. Well, to come to the point, she
left home secretly that night, and we have not
heard the least thing about her, nor obtained
the faintest clue. We are sure she went west,
but fear she has got into trouble, or is dead.
The coincidence of Hugh’s death, and her dream,
is remarkable. We have used every means in
our power to trace Laura, and a wealthy gentle-
man friend has even been out to Butte City, but
failed to discover her. You are a stranger, and
we have no claim on you, but if you could make
a few inquiries for Laura, you would greatly
oblige two lonely women. My father is dead,
and mother and I are now alone. Laura is of
medium height, has clear complexion, brown
eyes and hair, good features, and a winning
smile and manner. If you should be able to
get any trace of her, please let us know.
Yours most gratefully,
Louise LINTON.

“ That is not a very minute descrip-
tion of a young lady you are to hunt
for,” said Alice.

“ At any rate, I am not to look for a
petite blonde,” said Hal.

“ Dear me ! It's getting very roman-
tic and interesting,” was Alice’s next
remark.

“ The picture in the poor fellow’s
pocket book must have been of her,”
said Hal musingly.

“ It is a case of ‘ nexts,” as Mrs. Whit-
ney would say,” observed Alice. “Clear-
ly, your next duty is to go to Butte and
hunt for this runaway.”

“ As soon as haying is over, I will go,”
said Hal.

“ Do you mean it?”” asked his mother.

“ Certainly ! I can get the prices of
crops, and may be, dispose of what I wish.
Besides, I have never visited Butte, you
know, and it is too great a sight to let
pass.”

“ You can go any time, we are so near
there,” said his sister.

“ Yes, but that is the reason so many
in the vicinity of Niagara have never
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seen the falls; what one can do any time
is scarcely ever done.”

So it was settled. Hal replied to Miss
Linton’s letter, stating that he intended
going over to Butte in a few weeks, and
would try to get some news of her sis-
ter. Then followed a month of hard
work. Haying is a “brow-sweating,”
business for the farmer, but there is a
charm and picturesqueness about it, fas-
cinating to the quiet looker-on, and not
wholly lost on the workman. The fra-
grance of the new-mown hay is almost
intoxicating, and the pleasure of seeing
little colonies of stacks, growing, coun-
teracts all fatigue. Besides, hay-making
in the West is almost entirely free from
the disagreeable part of it, as known in
the East. There are no days of over-
powering heat, when a sense of suffoca-
tion makes one almost crazy. There is
no anxiety about rain coming to spoil
the broad swaths and open stacks. The
western ranchman works beneath a
cloudless sky, in bright sunshine, with
sweet, fresh mountain breezes tempering
the heat. Not worrying about possible
damage by rain or heavy dews, he works
more leisurely, and enjoys, to the full,
the beauty and fragrance of the year.
Hal thought he never so enjoyed a month
of work, and when the huge stacks of
green hay—peculiar to the West—were
finished, the sigh of relief was half of
regret. He did not forget his promise
to the waiting sister, in the green hills
of Vermont, but made his arrangements
to go very soon, “on business,” as he in-
formed Jim and Mike. And so, Mrs.
Thornton was not much surprised when
Hal came home one night and said—

“T am going to Butte to-morrow.”

When Laura was left alone in her
room that dreadful night in March, she
lay quietly in bed until assured that her
mother and sister were asleep, then she
arose and commenced making prepara-
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tions for a journey. She had decided
she must, and would, go west.

Hugh was alone in the world. There
was no one but herself to care what ba-
came of him, and she would prove her-
self “all the world to him.” She was
weak and dizzy, and moved unsteadily
around the room in her task of dressing
and packing her valise.

She took with her two or three chang-
es of linen, a wrapper and one good suit
besides her gray cloth traveling dress.
She took a few of her best collars, hand-
kerchiefs, etc., all her money and small
stock of jewelry, which was all valuable.
At 2:00 o’clock she was ready, and tak-
ing her valise in one hand and her shoes
in the other, she noiselessly descended
the stairs, and gained the kitchen undis-
covered. She took a little cold chicken
and some bread and butter she found in
the pantry, and quietly let herself out
into the clear, cool night.

By this time it was 2:30. She knew
the stage would start in an hour. She
walked to the end of the lane, and put-
ting down her valise, paced steadily
back and forth to keep warm. Her
thoughts were busy and the hour passed
quickly, even to her impatience. When
she heard the stage rumble up from the
stable to the hotel, she walked quickly
over and took a seat in it, unobserved.
She was the only passenger for the first
ten miles, and the driver did not know
she was there until he opened the door
to admit a man and boy.

He was surprised, but when failing to
produce a ticket, she paid him in cash,
from an apparently well-filled purse, he
considerately forbore questioning her.

They reached the railway station at
about 8:00 a. m., and Laura bought a
ticket, not for New York, but for Mont-
pelier, where she had in bank a few
hundred dollars left her by an aunt.

On arriving at her destination she
took a cab and drove to the bank. She
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had no difficulty in drawing the money,
as she knew the teller. She then went
to a hotel, and securing a room, went to
bed with a raging headache, which kept
her a prisoner all the next day, and so
delayed her journey west.

This was probably the reason why her
artist admirer failed to find her at New
York. He did not start west until a
week afterward. Laura, meanwhile, re-
covered somewhat, went to New York
the third day, and procured a ticket to
Butte City.

She had never before traveled alone,
and the thought of a trip across the con-
tinent to an unknown region, kept her
nervous and excited. After a day or
two, however, she became impressed
with the efficiency and politeness of the
railway officials, and rested more quietly.

The journey was long and tedious, but
Laura’s thoughts were so distracted she
scarcely minded the fatigue any more
than she did the beauties of scenery, at
which she stared uncomprehendingly.

The picturesque hills and vales of
Pennsylvania, the broad prairie farms
of Ohio, Indiana and Illinois, the im-
mense plains of Nebraska, and the grow-
ing grandeur of the mountains farther
west, were all alike to her—so much
ground to be passed before reaching
Hugh.

She realized the boldness of the step
she had taken, but if, after all, Hugh
were alive and well, they would be mar-
ried at once and all would be right.
But if, as she believed, she should find
him dead, she would bury him, and—

But the rest was a blank.

So on and on the iron horse flew, and
one day, sick and weary, she found her-
self in Butte.

She beckoned to a man she saw stand-
ing near the station, and said—

“ Is there a hack I can get?
to go to a good hotel, at once.”

“ Sartingly, ma’am,” he drawled, and

I want
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added: “ There’s a driver goin’ to the
St. Nicholas, I'll call ’im.”

“ If you please,” she said.

Soon she was in the hack with another
lady and rattling along the city, which
looked strange enough to her eastern
eyes.

“ The largest mining camp in the
world, Hugh wrote,” murmured Laura,
to herself, gazing out at the volumes of
smoke belching from the chimneys of
the works.

‘When they arrived at the hotel, she
was assigned a room, and asked, as she
was too tired and ill to eat, that a cup
of tea might be brought to her.

Soon a cheery fire burned in her room,
and after a hot cup of tea she went to
bed, and did not arise until about 8:00
o’clock next morning.

As she dressed, she planned her work,
and after breakfast proceeded to carry
it out.

She searched the register of the hotel,
but did not find Hugh’s name, so she
went out to search at the other hotels
and inquire for him at the business
houses.

The novel scenes around her interest-
ed her in spite of herself. She was sur-
prised at the rich attire of the ladies,
and at the display of goods in the large
stores.

She found Hugh’s name on the regis-
ter of one hotel, entered in February,
and she met one merchant who remem-
bered seeing him early in March.

Somewhat encouraged, and very tired
and hungry, Laura bought a copy of the
Daily Miner, and went back to the ho-
tel. She ate the first good, substantial
meal she had been able to take for some
time. ¢ This air must be good for ap-
petites,” she thought, as she drew her
pudding toward her, and unfolded the
paper.

She was looking for quiet lodgings.
She noted several addresses, and after a
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short rest, started out to call at them.
Nothing suited her, until quite late she
stopped at the last address she had.
She found a neat house, where she could
have a nice, quiet room at a reasonable
price, and meals at a neighboring res-
taurant.

The landlady was such a motherly
woman that Laura had told her story
before she knew it.

“ Very sad, my dear” said Mrs. Lane.
“I do hope you will find him. Whatis
his name?”

“ Hugh Gordon,” replied Laura.

Mrs. Lane started. “Hugh Gordon!”
she repeated. “I do believe, my dear—

yes—I know—he roomed here along in
March. Let me see, this is the first °

week in April. Yes, and he went out to
some small camps, and left his valise
here till he should come back. I think
it is here now. Come with me and we
will see.”

She led the way to an upper floor,
and entering a comfortable room, found
a well-filled valise in a closet.

¢ Is this his?” she asked.

“ Oh, yes, yes!” cried Laura, excited-
ly. “And he hasn’t come back! Where
do you suppose he is?”

“QOh, detained in some of the camps,
I suppose,” ventured Mrs. Lane, cheer-

ily. “You see, when he comes, he will
find you right here. Won’t he be sur-
prised!”

Laura restrained a shudder, and said
she would go to the hotel and settle up
and bring her valise.

1t was about dark when she returned
to Mrs. Lane’s, and that good lady in-
sisted on having Laura share her tea
that evening. It was a comfortable,
tasty meal, and Laura, somewhat set-
tled, and a little hopeful, enjoyed it.

She sat and chatted with Mrs. Lane
while she did up her work, and for some
time afterward, and it was after 10:00
o’clock when she finally said good night
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and went to her room. She did not feel
at all sleepy, and seeing a dilapidated
old book on a shelf in her closet she sat
down to read it. She read until she
dropped to sleep in her chair, with her
head on her folded arms on the table,
and her woolen shawl over her shoul-
ders.

She was troubled with bad dreams,
and the confused sound that awoke her
seemed a part of them. It was some
time before she awoke sufficiently to
realize where she was, and what was the
matter. Something oppressed her and
she struggled to Ler feet just as some
one rapped loudly on her door, and cried
“Fire!”

It was true. She could distinctly hear
the roar of flames and smell the smoke.
She was already dressed, so she caught
up her valise, threw her shawl over her
head and rushed to the door. The key
was in the lock, but in her haste and
agitation she could scarcely turn it with
her trembling fingers.

Once in the hall, she could see the
fire at the other end, beyond the stair-
case. Her way was clear, and she ran
without hindrance, until on the stairs
she met men rushing up to save furni-
ture from the upper rooms.

The lower part of the house was burn-
ing, and she went out from the front
door to the street. The noise, the crowd,
the falling cinders, the water that fell in
dirty torrents from the roofs of neigh-
boring houses, all alarmed her, and she
forced her way through the crowd to
find a quiet street.

Suddenly her valise was snatched from
her.

She turned, but could catch no sight
of it, or of anybody who looked suspi-
cious. Everybody was running the oth-
er way, intent on seeing the fire.

On she fled, and turning into an open
door, found herself in an eating house.
To a man who appeared she explained
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that she had escaped from the burning
lodging house, and would like to rest
there a few minutes until she decided
what to do.

The man was a German, but he was
touched by her beauty and distress, and
assured her, in broad brogue, that she
might rest as long as she pleased.

It was not a pleasant situation to re-
view.

Laura could hear the shouts of the
firemen and the crash of falling timbers,
and she realized that she was a ““strang-
er in a strange land,” homeless, house-
less, with no money, save about $10.00
in her pocket, and not a change of cloth-
ing.

Her money, jewelry, everything, was
lost in the stolen valise. She could not
go home, neither could she stay and wait
for Hugh’s return, unless she went to
work to earn something.

Yes, she must do that at any rate.

At this point in her meditations, a fat
woman came into the room and looked
curiously at the stranger. Laura arose
at once and went to her, saying—

“ Have you a room you could let me
have until to-morrow?”

The woman, too, was German, but she
could use the English language better
than her husband.

“Vell, T might,” she said, medita-
tively.

Then Laura told her of the loss of her
money and clothes, and added: “So,
you see, I must get something to do—
some work, to earn money to go home,
and get me more clothes.”

“ Umph!” grunted the woman. “You
vants verk, eh?”

“ Yes,” assented Laura, sadly.

“ You verks for me?” questioned the
woman.

“ At what?” asked Laura.

“ Vaits on der tables,” was the reply.

Laura hesitated. She thought she
could not do such work; but if she re-
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fused she might not be able to get any-
thing else at once, and besides, this was
in the neighborhood Hugh would seek
on his return.

At last she said:
for a time.”

“ How much you vants?” asked the
woman.

“ 1 don’t know,” replied Laura, more
truthfully than wise. “1I never worked
out before, and 1 have just come west.
You know what you have paid.”

“Yaw, I bays dwenty-fife toller a
month. T gif you dot, eh?”

“ Yes,” said Laura, glad to have fin-
ished the bargain. “ And now, can I
have a room?” she asked.

The woman, who said her name was
Mrs. Miller, went to the next room, and
returning with a small lamp, led the
way to a neat, but rather bare, little
room, opening from a branch of the hall,
on the same floor.

“ (Call me when you want me,” said
Laura. “What time do you have break-
fast?”

“All de way from 6:00 till 9:00 or
10:00,” replied Mrs. Miller.

It was then 3:00 o’clock. Only about
two hours and a half more in which to
rest.

She did not undress, but threw her-
self across the foot of the bed, and fell
asleep in spite of the noise and excite-
ment.

It seemed but a minute before she
heard a knock, and Mrs. Miller’s voice
calling her.

She arose at once. Fortunately she
had a little pocket toilet case, and with
the aid of the miniature affair, she man-
aged to get her hair into presentable
shape. She had no apron, and her gray
traveling dress, though entirely plain,
seemed to suggest—well, certainly not a
table waiter. Laura smiled a little bit-
terly at her position, as she tucked her
modest watch and chain entirely out of

“Yes, I will do it—
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sight, and removed a set ring from her
finger, leaving only the slender gold
band Hugh had placed there.

She found her way to the eating room,
and Mrs. Miller was bustling around ar-
ranging the tables.

A bell rang, the door opened, some
men came in, and Laura’s duties began.
It was all new to her, but she was quick
to learn and rapid of movement, in spite
of her disgust. She did remarkably
well, and won golden opinions from her
employer and from the boarders. She
was very tired when, about half past
nine, the last customer had departed.

She ate her own breakfast, then asked
permission to go out a few minutes.

She went to a newspaper office and
left an advertisement for her valise—
quite certain, however, that it would do
no good. She then went to a store and
bought some ready-made aprons, some
ruches, etc., also a cheap hat, as she had
left hers in the burning building, and
had borrowed one to come out with.

She returned to arrange tables and
wait on them for the noon meal, helped
clear away, and waited again in the even-
ing.

Thus she went on, monotonously, day
after day, Sundays included, for five
months. Each month she had received
her money and deposited all she was not
obliged to use, in a bank. She had now
just $100.00, and thought she must soon
go home. She had not written because
she could not bear to say she had not
found Hugh, nor to confess what she
was doing. Daily she looked for Hugh,
and daily she was disappointed.

Her work and her employers were
alike distasteful to her, but she had not
vet found courage to leave the place for
an uncertainty.

On Saturday she went to the bank
and drew her money, determined to buy
a second class ticket and start home on
Monday.

XTTT-4-2
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She did not notice a suspicious look-
ing man who was watching her as she
received ten bright gold eagles and put
them in her pocket book.

She passed out—so did the man.

As she walked rapidly toward home,
some one brushed by her, pressing close-
ly for an instant, and she thought some-
thing caught her dress. She indignant-
ly drew away and looked around. No
one was near her. She had just passed
a corner. She felt in her pocket—

Her purse was gone!

Frantically she turned her pocket in-
side out, searched the fringe of her light
wrap—all in vain. She turned sick and
faint. Catching sight of a policeman,
she ran to him and related her loss and
described her pocket book, ete. He
promised to do all he could to recover
the money, and Laura reached home,
went to her room, sat down and cried.

She was obliged to restrain herself
and prepare for supper.

Her eyes showed traces of weeping,
and she was trembling with suppressed
anger and emotions of varied character.
Mrs. Miller was not in a good humor.
She had frequently been cross to Laura,
who quietly ignored it, as she knew her
services were considered valuable. This
evening, as Laura was passing to the ta-
bles with a tray of dishes, Mrs. Miller,
brushing past her in the door, threw the
tray and its contents on the floor. Al-
ready excited, this exasperated her en-
tirely beyond reason, and giving Laura
a smart slap on the cheek, she shrieked,
in her shrillest tones—

“ Dakes dot den.”

The room was quite dark at that hour,
and but a few late customers were at the
tables. All heard the crash and the loud
talking, but only one saw the slap. This
was a good looking young man, who had
taken his meals there for a year past,
and who had endeavored, without giving
offense, to show his growing admiration
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for the pretty waiter. He started up, as
if to cross the room, then checked him-
self and sat quietly, until Laura, having
replenished her tray, came back. He
was the last she served.

He spoke eagerly: “Miss Laura, I
saw that old hag strike you. Surely you
will not stay here after that ?”

¢ Certainly not,” replied Laura, with
quiet dignity.

“ Where will you go ?”

“T don’t know; I am almost a stran-
ger in Butte,” said the innocent girl. “I
must find work somewhere,” she added,
and then, moved by his sympathizing
manner, she told him of the loss she had
met with, thus delaying her return east.

“ Miss Laura,” he said earnestly, “I1
want to be your friend. Let me take
you to-morrow, to a house where you will
be welcome to stay until you get a place
to suit you. Will you?”

Unaccustomed to suspicion, Laura
gladly accepted the kind offer, and he
agreed to call for her about four o’clock
the next afternoon. Laura’s cool, digni-
fied manner indicated to Mrs. Miller her
displeasure, and that worthy frau, fear-
ful of losing the best hand she had ever
had, humbled herself in numerous apol-
ogies, of which Laura took no notice.
That evening she packed her few be-
longings in a little hand trunk, ready to
take away, and, next day, quietly waited
on table at breakfast and dinner. When
she saw her escort, Mr. Williams, com-
ing, she said to Mrs. Miller—

“ After what occurred last evening,
1 think best to leave you. 1 am going
now, so good-bye. Minnie can wait on
table until you get some one.” Mrs.
Miller opened her mouth to scold, but
just as Mr. Williams opened the door,
she cooled down.

“ Ready, Miss Laura ? ” he said.

“ Quite ready,” she replied.

“Tll not pay vat’s comin’ to ye,” ex-
claimed the woman.
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“If you choose to take that advan-
tage of me, you can,” calmly replied
Laura. “T’ll send for my things in a
day or two.” She passed out on the
street with Mr. Williams.

“ Shall we take a walk before going
to my friend’s ?” he asked.

“ If you please,” she replied.

So they walked quite a distance, and
it was about dusk, when, at length, they
turned off Main street, and came to a
row of houses of good appearance, light-
ed brilliantly, although it was not quite
dark. Laura noticed that there was a
transom over the door of the house at
which they stopped, with some name on
it, but she had not time to read it, for
Mr. Williams at once opened the door
into a hall, and led her in.

¢ Is this your home ?” inquired Lau-
ra.

“ Not exactly my home, but I am at
home here,” laughed the young man.

He led her into a handsome, showily-
furnished room, and giving her a seat,
begged her to wait there while he found
his friend. He left her, but soon re-
turned with a woman, apparently about
thirty years of age, of fine form and
pretty features. She was finely dressed
and very effusive in her manners. She
took Laura’s hand cordially, as they
were introduced, and assured her she
was welcome to stay until she found a
place to suit her.

“ Well, you are tired, Miss Laura, 1
will go now,” said Mr. Williams, “but
with your permission, I will call to-mor-
row afternoon, as I have been invited to
tea.”

“ Certainly,” returned Laura, politely.

He took his leave, and Laura’s hostess
led her up stairs to a pretty room, say-
ing, “TI'll send up tea to-night if you
wish.”

“ Thank you; you are very kind,” said
Laura. “I believe I should like it.”

And so, after drinking the tea sent up,
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and eating the delicate little meal ac-
companying it, Laura was alone for the
night, and she soon retired and went io
sleep. Next morning, a neat maiden
brought in breakfast on a tray, and Lau-
ra asked her to inform the lady of the
house that she had a sick headache, and
should be obliged to keep her room for
some hours, at least. Soon her hostess
came up to see if she could do anything
for her comfort. Finding that rest and
quiet was all she desired, she was left in
peace all day. About five o’clock a mes-
sage came, asking if she felt able to see
Mr. Williams, and take tea down stairs.
As she was better, she quickly dressed
and made her way down stairs.
blundered into a different room from the
one she was in the evening before. There
was a rich portierre between this room
and one adjoining. She sat down, and
almost immediately heard a door open
into the other room, and the voice of her
hostess say—

She’
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“ Ah, Alfred, how d’y ?”

He responded, and added: “ How is
the little innocent ?

“ Had headache all day,” was the re-
pPly, “but she is coming down. I say,
Alfred, hadn’t you better give this one
up ? I know, by the Jooks of her, she
won’t give in easy.”

“ Ah, jealous!” sneered Mr. Williams,
“but, my dear, I actually like her, and
mean to make her do as I please. You
just take care of her for me ——

Laura heard nothing more. The room
seemed to spin around. She now un-
derstood where she was. She gave a
wild glance around, and observed an
open window near. Swiftly parting the
curtains, she quietly let herself out on
the ground, and in the gathering dusk,
fled—she knew not whither. She ran
around the corner, and met two gentle-
men talking—

“ Oh, sirs ! she cried, and dropped,
fainting, at their feet.

F. A RevyNoips

”»

To be Continued.

KJOKKEN MODDINGS.

TRITERS of to-day, while dilat-
W ing upon the curiosities of the
Northwest, usually confine their
researches within the horizon of the pres-
ent; that is to say, they go no farther
back along the path of time, than the
period which marked the advent of the
Caucasian race upon the delightful ex-
panse of the Northwest coast. A few,
indeed, there are, who venture—but tim-
idly—to lift the veil of the past, and fur-
tively glance into the dark recesses of

bygone ages, where are hidden the arch-
ives of our prehistoric age, and open the
pages of the grimy records, and point
out the lines which portray the coming,
the gradual rise and progress, and the
passing away, of the first settlers upon
our shores—the stunted anthropophagi,
from Siberia’s, now cold, then warm, ex-
tended plains. Should the reader deem
it expedient to digest the following the-
ory—which is unhesitatingly advanced
by the writer— by the additicn of = grain
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of salt, very well; for doubting does not
always fail to bring conviction. But to
doubt, is to reason and analyze, which
makes up the whole fabric of human
progress.

Along our Pacific shore, are numerous
ancient shell heaps and mounds of earth,
which have attracted but little attention
from the Americans since their advent
upon the coast. With but few excep-
tions, no notice has been taken, or ex-
amination made, of the numerous re-
mains of the ancient dwellers on the
seaboard, from the Bay of San Francis-
co to the Straits of Fuca. South of San
Francisco, and north of Fuca, exhaustive
reports have been made of the ancient
inhabitants and their remains, which
may be used to advantage in unearthing
the darkened past of our primitive pop-
ulation. The shell heaps of Ounalaska
are abundant and extensive, and as far
as they have been examined, give evi-
dence of extreme antiquity. Accepting
the theory of the advance, from the
northward, of the first of our inhabit-
ants, the shell heaps there would con-
siderably antedate those on the Oregon
coast, and bear, at their foundations, or
first deposits, a similarity in appearance
and composition. That they are exactly
alike in the respects mentioned, has
been amply verified by unimpeachable
authority.

In the examination of evidences of
prehistoric man on the shores of some
of the Swiss lakes, notably of Zurich
and Constance, nothing earlier than the
stone age has been exhumed. In fact,
all that has, up to the present time, been
found, is of a far more recent date than
evidences of man produced by the lower
stratum of the shell mounds of the Ore-
gon coast. On the shores of Jylland,
and the Danish islands, there are nu-
merous shell mounds, some of which are
one thousand feet long, one hundred to
two hundred feet wide, and about ten
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feet deep, which, since their nature has
been discovered, are considered to be of
great archmological importance. In for-
mer times they were thought to be lay-
ers of debris, thrown up by the waves,
but after much theorizing, and a few
feeble attempts to examine them, two em-
inent antiquarians, Worsaae and Stren-
strup, began a laborious research, which
developed the fact that they were Kjok-
ken moddings, or the kitchen refuse of
a prehistoric people. They mainly con-
sisted of oyster shells; but there were,
also, other mollusks, and bones of deer,
pigs, oxen, fish, cats, dogs, and the great
auk. Besides these rejectamenta, there
were stone arms, implements, and coarse
earthenware. Intheir megolithic graves,
weapons, ornaments, etc., were found,
which nearly correspond to those found
in the graves of the inhabitants who had
reached the stone age on the Pacific
coast. In many peat beds, where suc-
cessive generations of forests have been
carbonized, flint instruments have been
found at the lowest level. The people,
then, who left these middens behind, and
those who dwelt where now the peat
bogs are found, were not more remote
than the stone age. Their graves of di-
vers forms, large, or giant chambers, as
well as smaller ones, were enclosed with
granite blocks. The ancient tribes on
the California coast used sandstone slabs
in a similar way, those on the Oregon
coast being content with boards, split
from redwood and cedar trees, and all
covered their graves with mounds of
earth.

The foregoing, which relates to other
people and other moddings, has been
written so that a better understanding
may be reached of the far more remote
people who dwelt on our own ccast.
But again, by a close study of the skulls
found on the Jylland coast, and those
found on the sites of the villages on the
Swiss lakes, it is thought that other, and
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less developed, races were driven out by
those who used stone implements, and
left no trace of their existence, other
than their bones. In the same manner,
and with other convinecing evidences of
its certainty, it is apparent that a race
of small stature, less perfect develop-
ment, and subsisting upon such diet as
they could secure with their unaided
hands, nude, without shelter, other than
wild animals might secure, lived on our
coast thousands of years before the age
of the earliest history of the eastern
hemisphere, and were displaced by a
sudden migratory wave from the north.

Coming from the south, the first con-,

siderable modding is found on the west
bank of Chetco river, near its mouth,
four miles north of the state line. Six
miles farther up the coast is another,
more extensive; and after passing by
numerous smaller ones, we come to the
north bank of Pistol river, at the mouth
which are several large rocks, near the
shore, that break the heavy swells of the
ocean, and which stand upon the summit
of the most extensive modding on the
Oregon coast. These three shell mounds
will serve to illustrate what has been
said in regard to the primordial race
that, in the late tertiary or early quar-
ternary period, dwelt on the Oregon
coast.

There are no shell heaps except where
there are, or have been, villages; and no
villages except where there are extensive
shell heaps. At many places where
there were no villages, and shell heaps
were present, the ground—that is, the
decomposed moddings, mixed with drift
sand—always presented a pitted appear-
ance, from the following cause: When
the natives determined to build a house,
the first thing was to dig a pit. Over
this the building of split boards and
posts was erected. The mass of shells
and sand out of the excavation, was, af-
ter the house had been completed, thrown
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back against the boards composing the
sides. Now, supposing that a village
had been built, and, from some cause,
was afterward destroyed—that is to say,
the wood work was either burned or rot-
ted away—only the pits, then, would
be left; and as time passed on and the
rains beat upon them, washing down the
sides, and aided by the drifting sand,
they would gradually fill, until this un-
dulating or pitted appearance would be
exhibited. Should this abandoned site
be again built upon, pits would be sunk
in this accumulated mass of debris, or
kitchen refuse; and so, for ages, the
work and gradual changes went on, till
to-day the ancient dwelling places can
be distinctly traced by the luxuriant veg-
etation growing upon the pitted and de-
composed rejectamenta.

In running a horizontal cut into the
deep mass of decomposed shells at the
mouth of Pistol river, the writer found,
after a very careful search, the top of
the original soil, which was a yellowish,
sandy hard-pan. Upon this hard-pan,
after the cut had penetrated about twen-
ty feet into the mass, was found an inch
or two of what seemed to be greenish
white sand, which increased in thickness
and became more noticeable, as the cut
was advanced toward the center of the
accumulated mass of shells and bones.
At the top of this apparent sand, a few
rudely-fashioned stones were found, in-
dicating by their formation, that they
had been used for cracking shells and
nuts, and for no other purpose. Besides
these rude hammers, were several small
pieces of obsidian, which appeared to
have been wrought into shape by human
hands. On the top of this layer of pe-
culiar, sand-like substance, was a ce-
mented mass of small mollusk shells,
the bones of small fish, and a few shells
of the well known mussel (mytillus edu-
lus), which, toward the top of this lay-
er, was the predominating shell, and
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formed the bottom of a third layer, con-
sisting of shells, bones of birds, fish,
deer, bear and elk. This was the upper
stratum, was deep and solid, and had the
appearance of having been dug over
many times while building new houses.
Mr. Dall, in his researches among the
Ounalaska shell heaps, found similar
strata, and thus classified them in his
report: first, echinus layer; second, fish-
bone layer, and third, mammalian layer.
He also found this echinus layer to be,
frequently, five feet deep, under many
shell heaps; and after exhibiting his
calculations of the quantity of echina in
a cubic foot, and the length of time re-
quired to build the first layer, says:
‘ Bones of vertebrates, except those of
fish, are totally absent in the echinus
layer. Shells were not sufficiently abun-
dant to modify the appearance of the
stratum, which was totally free from
earth or any extraneous matter, and pre-
sented the aspect, until closely exam-
ined, of fine, pure, uniform, greenish-
white sand.”

As investigation among the Oregon
shell heaps develops a marked similar-
ity to those of the north, it is plainly ap-
parent that the lower stratum in these
heaps was likewise formed by a race of
men living in a remote age, greatly in-
ferior to the present Indians, without
implements, save wooden clubs, who at
last gave way before another migratory
wave from the north, of a people more
improved, but who had only reached the
paleolithic, or rude stone age. That this
was the case, the very few and rude stone
implements left behind, upon the top of
the first, or echinus, stratum, amply tes-
tify. August Miller, whose dwelling is
a noted landmark, standing, as it does,
on the summit of extensive moddings at
the mouth of Chetco river, while dig-
ging a deep pit in the rear of his house,
found, after going down through veg-
etable mold, then drift sand mixed with
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decayed rejectamenta, then through a
layer of bones and shells, then through
shells which were in greater proportion
of small mollusks, cemented together,
this identical echinus stratum, below
which was the customary hard-pan. At
Cape Sebastian, between the Chetco and
Pistol rivers, a cut was made into an-
other huge pile, with like result; so it is
unquestionably true, that a race of be-
ings lived on our coast, so slightly de-
veloped that they could leave no trace
in worked or fashioned instruments, or
refuse from food larger than snails, very
small animals, perriwinkles, and some
other small shell fish, which could be
gathered on the rocks along the shore at
low tide. The presence of these small
shells and bones, just under and on the
top of the soft, sand-like layer, is strong
evidence that they were placed there by
human hands. As this layer increased
in height, as at Pistol river, a very few
rudely-chipped pieces of stone were
found, with which, as before stated, the
feeble people cracked the shells of small
mollusks and nuts. These increased in
number and workmanship until near the
top of the second, or fish-bone, layer,
where were found an awl, made of bone,
and a few stone sinkers, which were the
first indications of any mode of trapping
fish. These layers were very distinct,
and when the last, the mammalian, or
modern, layer was reached, stone and
obsidian knives, wedges, spear heads,
bone awls and fishing barbs were strewn
plentifully just under the surface and
on top of the stratum.

Paul Schumacher, who made a partial
examination of the shell heaps at Trin-
idad, California, and at Chetco, Oregon,
did not express a definite opinion that
the rude and the more artistically formed
instruments found, the one in the second
layer and the other in the third, were
fabricated by the same class of people;
but should he have more minutely ex-
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amined the layers separately, he would
not have hesitated in declaring them
formed by three distinct classes of prim-
itive inhabitants. This echinus deposit
has only been found under shell heaps,
and in it has been discovered no awls,
needles, knives, buttons or shell money,
nor any bone or stone implements for
dressing skins, such as are found in the
the top layer, nor any manner of weapon
with which to take or cut up game; and
still more to the point, no indications
that any animals, other than the small-
est species, were taken or used for food;
no remains of canoes or houses, nor tools

to make them; nothing, in fact, but a de-,

posit which was surely indicative of a
people who had no clothing, subsisting
upon a diet of roots, snails, minute shell
fish, and such other fish and small game
as they could capture with their unaid-
ed hands. They were small of stature,
for they were surrounded by all the out-
side influences which retard, or prevent,
muscular development. That they lived
in a state of nudity, can not be doubted;
for they could not, as did their succes-
sors, accumulate skins for clothing, nor
make it from grass, for they left no awls
or needles behind to show that they had
fabricated clothing from any material
whatever. Under these circumstances,
then, in the absence of all that which
was possessed by the earliest historic
savages, we must infer that their devel-
opment was in such a primitive stage
that they may have been—must have
been—anthropophagi.

If the prehistoric cave dwellers of the
valley of the Cher and other places were
tainted with cannibalism, why not ac-
cuse those who had not yet arrived at
the stone age of the same unnatural
usage? As these primordials advanced
with the ever-recurring tides of migra-
tion, they arrived at the threshold of
the paleolithic age, and formed their
little rude stone hammers, to crack the
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shells of the sluggish snail or the nuts
that fell from the sheltering trees. As
in ancient Europe and Asia, where the
dark, primitive races were pushed along
by other and more developed people,
gradually adopting the ways and means
of their superiors, and as gradually be-
coming more expanded, both mentally
and physically, as they moved before, or
were absorbed by, those waves of weight-
ier mind and muscle, they abandoned
the practice of cannibalism; so was it,
also, on our own shores.

Conceding that a remote, and not self-
progressive, race of anthropophagi did
dwell upon our coast in an early age of
man, and were the authors of the echi-
nus stratum, how shall we account for
the fish-bone and mammalian layers?
‘We can not candidly deny the existence
of these strata, so plainly marked are
they to the most casual observer, there-
fore, we must conclude that the authors
of the first layer did not fashion any im-
plements, and that they were not pos-
sessed of any until the top of their prim-
itive modding was reached, and then,
only, by the aid of another and superior
race—or, did they invent them? The
step from the first layer to the nextis
too sharply defined for a gradual pro-
gression. The human bones of this first
race, found in the echinus stratum, dif-
fer essentially in size from those found
higher up. Particularly is this true in
the comparison of skulls. This, then, is
of itself, sufficient to give strong color-
ing to the theory that these primordials
did not gradually advance, but that they
were set forward by a sudden and over-
powering wave from the north coast, of
a people who had been in contact with
a superior race, and had brought with
them the knowledge of fashioning rude
implements of stone, and the secret of
snaring small fish and birds and ani-
mals, and who added more and larger
mollusk shells to the primitive mounds.
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They, too, must have been in a state of
nudity, or nearly so, for instruments to
trap the game and dress their skins do
not appear until a greater height in the
fish-bone stratum is reached. That they
were not clothed need not elicit surprise,
nor inquiry as to whether they could
live in a state of nudity, for other na-
tions, notably those of Terra del Fuego,
living in a cold climate, do amazingly
well in the naked state.

After the lapse of ages, and when the
second, or fish-bone, layer had been ac-
cumulated, a third migratory wave swept
down from the north, of a people still
more advanced in the science of life,
with more ingenuity in fashioning im-
plements of war and the chase, tools and
the knowledge of their use in making
canoes, houses and clothing. A new
era began with them, also another, the
mammalian, addition to the slowly ris-
ing mounds of kitchen refuse, which, to-
day lie buried under varying depths of
mold and drifted sand, and are sur-
mounted by tall trees and matted vege-
tation.

Of the land connection between Asia
and America, in the quarternary times,
LeConte says: “* * and certainly,
as shown by the similarity of American
plants to those of the region between
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the Aleutian isles and Behring’s straits,
and those of Northern Asia. Thus, mi-
grations were not enforced by climatic
changes, but permitted, by geographical
connection with adjacent continents. *
* % Tt is evident, from all these caus-
es, that mammalian fauna, from widely
different regions, were precipitated upon
each other.” Man, certainly, preceded
the mammalian invasion, as is fairly at-
tested by his earliest remains, which
have been found, as before stated, in
the echinus stratum of the mighty shell
mounds described. Another writer says:
“Archaologists are agreed that the men
who dwelt in the caverns of the Pyr-
enees, on the Vezero, and the Aveyron,
were kinsmen of the Laps, Samoyeds
and Eskimos. Their mode of life, weap-
ons and implements seem to support
that conclusion.” Ledyard says: “ When
I stood on the banks of the Obi, and ob-
served the natives in all their varying
aspects, I could not convince myself
that I did not have the natives of North
America before me.”

Thus wave after wave of improved
people came and added to the shell
heaps, till the formations were arrested
by the last, greatest and most improved
race of all, the Caucasian.

O. W. OLNEY.

SPRING IN THE BUNCH-GRASS COUNTRY.

HE coming of the vernal season is
T welcome in all lands and among
all people. The dwellers in the
frozen climes, where exhausted nature
lies in lethargy for weeks after the se-
verities of the long winters are past, are
gratified with the sight of the first slow-
creeping “pussy tails ”’ along the willow
boughs, and welcome with joy the shiv-

ering note of the first frost-bitten robin
and blue bird, even though the adven-
turous songsters must hug the shelter-
ing evergreens for warmth on sleeting
nights. The children are happy indeed,
if, after a whole April afternoon of pa-
tient search through the sugar camp,
they can bring home a handful of bright
mosses, a few of the insect-like blos-
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SPRING IN THE BUNCH-GRASS COUNTRY.

soms of the maple trees, or a bunch of
glossy wintergreens, with their delicious
red berries, which ripen under their
mantle of snow.

I have seen and welcomed Her Ethe-
real Mildness in many climes, but for
genuine spring, full of sweet surprises,
and delightful awakening of plant, tree,
flower, brute, human, give me the foot-
hills of the Blue mountains—-the bunch-
grass country of Eastern Washington—
before them all. Here, the winter goes
to-day, the spring comes, not to-morrow,
but in the intervening night. Where
the snow drift lay but yesterday, the
bunch grass is green and smiling in the
bright sunshine to-day. The catkins on
the willows are an inch long before you
notice them. The children astonish you
with handfuls of yellow and purple wild
flowers, while yet the snow drifts lie
along the northern rim of the hills,
within ten minutes’ climb. Here the
gentle spring is not the “maiden coyly
loitering in the lap of winter.” Here is
no lingering mud, no slowly-thawing
earth. The goddess has laid aside her
prudery, like many another immigrant,
and affiliated herself with the spirit of
the country. She comes upon us unad-
vertised, unheralded, and in the bustle
and vigor of her operations is like unto
an energetic housewife suddenly smit-
ten with a mania for house cleaning.
She setteth wide her doors, and we are
disturbed and inflated by a “roaring
chinook.” The heavens are opened, the
big streams rise, the little rills are bank
full, and the dry canyons run with water
for the space of two days and a night.
And now is everything “swept and gar-
nished,” and lo! the carpet is spread,
also, the most beautiful that the sun
shines upon, and instead of fading it
grows brighter and richer under his
beams each day. One little immigrant,
on seeing for the first time the unbroken
verdure upon the thousand hills, ex-
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claimed: “Oh! mamma, it looks as if it
had just been swept.”

The telegraphic reports from the East
tell of blizzards and snow falls in March,
while the urchins of Washington Terri-
tory are gathering buttercups and going
barefoot. We read our storm-stayed
Eastern mails while we munch fresh let-
tuce from our gardens, and inhale the
perfume of a boquet of wild flowers from
off the hills. If we want ice cream for
dessert, on a warm March or April day,
the children will climb to the drifts un-
der the brow of the hill, and bring us a
bucketful of snow, and also a profusion
of flowers to decorate the dinner table.
An impromptu picnic of several neigh-
boring families, on a warm March after-
noon, is the height of enjoyment. The
youngsters have fun playing “ Injun,”
building a wigwam and camp fire, and
snaring the mischievous ground squir-
rels with lines.

It is a joyous and enlivening experi-
ence, even to an old settler, to ride over
the hills in the sunshine of a balmy
spring day. The plows are turning
over the black earth, in every direction.
I have counted more than a dozen in
sight at once. The grass is rank and
green, stock on the range is beginning
to look sleek and lazy. The western and
southern hillsides are literally glowing,
as I look up at them, with millions of
little wild flowers, pink and purple, yel-
low and blue. The startled curlews rise
out of the roadside grass, uttering their
weird and doleful cries. The cheerful
meadow lark flies from post to post
along the fences, swelling up and bub-
bling over with his familiar melody—
and if I should roam from “India’s cor-
al strand” to “Greenland’s icy moun-
tains,” that warble of the meadow lark,
wherever heard, would bring before my
wandering fancy the picture of these
foothills in all the beauty of their
springtime dress—bands of sheep are
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basking on the hillside, the herders sit- pure and bracing, and suggestive of the
ting by their dozing ponies, the dogs pine trees. A cloud lies black above
only, apparently, alert and watchful; the peaks, and perhaps a veil of rain
over there, lying down together in a hides one of them, or a shower may be
quiet nook, or leaping and frisking as seen trailing far off in the valley below.
their mothers feed—a sight to make a One forgets cares and aches for a mo-
“tenderfoot” cry out, and children clap ment, laughs, sings, mimics the lark,
their hands—are a thousand plump and and walks up the hills merely from the
snowy little lambs. A house-cleaning effects of superfluous energy. Who can
badger peeps out of his hole and hisses; be tired or sick in an atmosphere like
the specter of a cayote gallops away over this? Can one ever grow old, or die,
the distant hilltop, stopping to pounce with such a fountain of youth in which
upon a wayfaring mouse or ground to bathe? We endure our summers and
squirrel; the sudden descent of an irate pardon their dust for the sake of their
and belligerent cow upon my retreating delightful evenings; we enjoy our au-
dog, betrays the proximity of a downy, tumns when they linger pleasantly into
new-born calf, cuddled up in the sun- December; we while away our month of
shine. Everything is redolent of the winter as best we can; but the season of
joyous season. The wind, which in- all seasons, in the bunch-grass country,
spires our lungs and elates our senses, is spring—the long, lovely, delightful
comes from the snowy summits in sight, spring.

“OLD DAD’'S” COLD STORY.

HE miner’s little cabin is, undoubt- a heavy snowstorm was raging, and a
edly, the source of the biggest pre- gloomy silence pervaded the hut. One
varications, saddest stories, and was, perhaps, meditating on the past,

sharpest wit and humor in the great with visions of home, mother and loved
West. This can be accounted for by ones passing through his mind; another,
the fact that miners and prospectors wondering how their ore would turn out
have nothing to do, during the long and in the spring, and building castles in the
tedious winter months, but to relate air—possibly the face of some beautiful
reminiscences and entertain each other little damsel peered out of the recesses
by story telling. This, very naturally, of his memory, as he meditated. But
makes them bright and quick witted, of this we know nothing.

and they become very enjoyable com- The silence was at last broken by Dick

panions. West, as he closed the door and lighted
One evening in January, three old his old clay pipe.
prospectors sat in their lonely cabin in  “ Darn my buttons if I don’t believe

the Sawtooth range, isolated from the we're going to have some weather. It
world—away from society, with its dis- reminds me of a winter I once spent in
appointments and pleasures, its dissen- Northern Montana, where it got so cold
sions and its vices. The sky was dark, that all the whisky froze up, and old
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topers could be seen walking the streets,
eating pieces of it just like children eat
snowballs in more civilized communities.
Quicksilver had to be thawed out before
it could be used in quartz mills.”

“O0Old Kentuck” followed by saying:
“ When us old pioneers first struck the
Wood river country, it was late in the
fall, and everything showed signs of an
awful hard winter comin’. Why, there
weren’t a deer track under six weeks
old, and every one of ’em pinted straight
toward Snake river valley. The big
piles o’ dirt around the badger holes
showed that they had dug mighty deep
to get below where the ground would
freeze. We knowed it ware goin’ to be
a mighty hard winter, an’ built a good,
warm cabin. Well, it kep’ a gittin’ cold-
er an’ colder, till our can o’ coal oil froze
up solid. We just cut the tin off’n it,
bored a hole in the oil, stuck in a wick,
set ’er on the ole board table, an’ she
done splendid. The only trouble was
that the blaze would freeze up some-
times, an’ the light from it *ud be sort o’
pale for a day or two at a time, until she
thawed out an’ started up agin. Durin’
a snowstorm, one forenoon, it turned aw-
ful cold, an’ the flakes froze tight to the
air while comin’ down, an’ there they
stayed still tween the clouds an’ ground,
all day long.”

“Old Dad” Freeman, who had not
said a word up to this time, began to
show signs of some discomfort at the
possibility of being obliged to resign
the reputation he had gained of being
the best relator of unreasonable stories.
He gained a little time by whittling to-
bacco and filling his pipe. At length
his eye brightened, and his aged coun-
tenance beamed with joy as he began—

“ Do you hear them cold winds pass-
in’ mournfully through the tree tops,
callin’ to mind that lots o' people may
now be tryin’ to find shelter from the
storm, an’ many a big-hearted prospect-
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or freezin’ to death, or gettin’ kivered
up by snow slides? Them’s things we
don’t like to think ’bout. Well, as I
was goin’ to say, I've follered prospect-
in’ all my life, an’ seen a good deal; but
gentlemen, when I think o’ the weather
on the head o’ Stickeen river it almost
makes me believe that roses and honey-
suckles ought to be a’ bloomin’ outside
now.”

The indispensable brown jug was in
the cabin, and “ Dad,” turning it on his
right arm, swallowed a good quantity,
and continued—

“May I never taste liquor again in
my life, gentlemen, if what I'm goin’ to
tell you ain’t a positive fact. ’Long
about July, in 1860, six or eight of us
old mountaineers took a notion into our
heads that we’d go where no white man
had ever been, so we boarded s steamer
at Portland—that's down in Oregon—
for Alaska. We landed at the mouth of
the Stickeen an’ made for the interior.
I could tell you lots about the trip, for
we had an awful time, but as we are
only tellin’ cold stories now, we’ll let
that go. In about a month I believe we
were pretty near the north pole. Some
o’ the boys was skeered to go any fur-
ther, so we built a cabin for the winter,
in a patch o' timber on the side of a
mountain. It kep’ a gettin’ colder an’
colder, till the quicksilver in the ther-
mometers froze up. Then the other
boys got skeered about winter comin’
an’ started back. They wanted me to
go, too, but I told ’em Jane—that’s my
best girl—had gone back on me, an’ I'd
jes’ as leave stay an’ freeze hard as a
granite cliff as to go back and die of a
busted heart. ~Well, the cold kep’ in-
creasin’ till I did get a little skeered,
for a fact. My dog, Towser, would look
pitifully up into my face and whine,
which he never done before. Thinks I,
¢0ld Dad, you'll go to the happy hunt-
in’ grounds this winter.” I broke the
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bulbs of my two thermometers, an’ may
I never taste liquor again, gentlemen, if
it ain’t a fact that they was both froze
as hard as rock, and I played marbles
with ’em on the dirt floor of the cabin
all winter. I had an idee that a com-
pass would point straight to that cabin
from any direction. One evenin’ it got
considerable colder than common, an’ I
thought it wouldn’t be a bad idee to get
in a good supply of winter's wood; so
next mornin’ I went out and commenced
to chop, but may I never taste another
drop o’ liquor as long as I live, gentle-
men, if it ain’t a fact that I couldn’t
hear the ax, but the chips was a flyin’
mighty lively. I thought I had gone
deaf, and it put me to thinkin’; but I
didn’t know how to make sure of it. But
at last, thinks I, ¢ Old Dad, we’ll get out
the old rifle and fire her, an’ if we don’t
hear her we’ll never listen to any more
big weather stories.” Well, I pinted
the gun at a cayote, that was settin’ on
his haunches on the side o' the hill
above me, throwin’ his head just as if
he were a howlin’, and pulled the trig-
ger; but nary a sound. That satisfied
me, as the animal keeled over, kicked a
little bit, and died. After about a month’s
work, there was a tremendous big pile o’
wood by the cabin, and I spent another
month shootin’ game. All around the
cabin there was white bears, cayotes,
wolves, foxes, squirrels and birds. One
day I took a notion to go down into the
valley below the cabin, but got stuck
when about half way. It ’peared just
like a man tryin’ to get fifty feet under
water. The harder I worked the more
I couldn’t get down. Well, I went back
to the cabin an’ kep’ a thinkin’—wasn’t
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sure then but what I might be only a
dreamin’. Next mornin’ there was a
sheet o’ frost two feet thick from where
I got stuck, to the side o’ the mountain
across the valley. 1 cleared off a place
and looked down through, and it was just
as beautiful as could be. Just enough
light from the snow and frost to make it
look like a pale moonlight. After a long
and tiresome winter, I was settin’ think-
in’ one day, when I heard Towser whine,
and I was awful glad to find out I could
hear again. Then an ax sounded out-
side, an’ I jumped to the door, my heart
a floppin’ with gladness to think some
one had come to my relief; but it was
desolate outside, and not a human bein’
in sight. Purty soon it sounded outside
just like a hundred men in a loggin’
camp, all of ’em choppin’ as if they was
cuttin’ logs by the foot; thousands o’
birds and squirrels were chirpin’; cay-
otes and wolves howlin’, bears growlin’,
a regiment of soldiers a fightin’, and the
mournful wind was again sighin’ in the
tree-tops, just like it is outside now.
Then a tremendous crashin’ down to-
ward the valley attracted the attention
of the critter up there at the north pole,
an’ on lookin’ down, I saw that frost
tumblin’ down into the valley. Then I
saw what was up. All the noises made
durin’ the winter was immediately froze
up, and was thawin’ out; but why the
air froze from the bottom, instead of
from the top, like water, puzzles me yet,
but may I never touch liquor again, gen-
tlemen, if it weren’t a fact. Catch me a
winterin’ again in that country ? Not
much, if ‘Old Dad’ knows hisself, an’
he thinks he do.”
E. W. Jongs.
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lic mines was about nine years

ago, when, with open-eyed won-
der, I watched the “little giants” and
“monitors” tear down the auriferous
banks at Smartsville and Timbuectoo. I
went up by stage from Marysville, pass-
ing, in succession, the historic Long bar,
Parks’ bar, and others of those famous
“diggings” of the Yuba, once the scene
of restless industry and life, and now a
waste of willows, sand and “slickings.”
After picking my way cautiously down
the bank, to the bottom of the washed-
out claim, a descent of fully three hun-
dred feet, and toiling laboriously over
the rough bed-rock, strewn thickly with
bowlders, large and small, I at last ar-
rived where the monitors were at work,
whose roar, like the dashing of a cata-
ract, had guided my steps long before
they came in view over the rough sur-
face of the tortuous channel. A huge
iron pipe wound its black, serpentine
length along the bed-rock and up the
bank, disappearing from view over the
brink. To the ends of branches of this
main pipe, the monitors were attached,
and from their nozzles, the water, with a
pressure, from the top of the bank, of
fully three hundred feet, rushed with a
velocity scarcely credible. I gazed in
amazement at the havoc created by the
little stream when it struck the bank at
a distance of not less than two hundred
feet, making the dirt and bowlders fly
into the air, and causing the bank to
crumble away and disappear. I have
been in many hydraulic mines since then,
have seen ditches seventy miles long,

MY first introduction to the hydrau-

and bed-rock tunnels for flumes eight
thousand feet in length, and have seen a
dozen “little giants” working at one
time at midnight, when the darkness was
dispelled by the glare of many electric
lights; but never have I experienced
stich a sensation of wonder and aston-
ishment as came over me when I first
saw the mighty power of a little water
confined in those long, snaky pipes, at
Smartsville. Since then, I have seen
mining in many forms, but they have
come to me only as so many added ex-
periences; not, as in this case, as a sud-
den revelation, an introduction to facts
and ideas of which I was before natur-
ally, but lamentably, ignorant.

To fully understand the theory and
methods of placer mining, a brief review
of the steps by which its present devel-
opment was reached, will be necessary.
Though following, in the abstract, cer-
tain fixed principles, the methods of min-
ing are as devious as the eccentricities
of nature in the selection of treasure
vaults for repositories of the precious
metals. Not only is the method dictated
by the natural conditions, as to whether
the gold is contained in quartz, gravel,
cement, or sand, but the local conditions
and topography of the country, as well.
If quartz, the ledge may be so situated
that it can be worked by a tunnel from
the side of a hill, or it may require the
sinking of a shaft from the top. It may
be situated so that water may be easily
drawn off by gravity, or it may need ex-
pensive pumping apparatus to keep the
mine from becoming flooded. These in-
dicate but a few of the common diver-
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gences in the first principles of but one
branch of mining, that where gold is
found in its primitive condition, so far,
at least, as it appears in any appreciable
quantity.  There is, however, a second-
ary condition in which gold is found, and
in this state, it is extracted by some of
the simplest, as well as some of the most
costly and extensive, systems of mining.
This is its condition when the quartz
has been disintegrated by the action of
the elements during ages past, and the
gold has been carried by the stieams,
and deposited all along their courses,
from their birth-place in the mountains
to their final resting-place in the sea.
This was the form in which the metal
was first discovered in California, and
this is the class of mining indicated by
the typical gold hunter of art, with his
shovel, pick, pan and rocker. Into these
two divisions, the industry is divided—
quartz mining and placer mining—and
each is subdivided, as before suggested,
into many classes, owing to the condi-
tions existing where the work is dome.
The proper defiuition of placer mining,
is the working of shallow deposits in the
beds, or along the margins, of streams,
the word being of Spanish origin. The
term has, however, come to signify, in
general, the mining for gold as found in
any form except quartz.

The theory of the deposition of gold
in the beds of streams, is a simple one.
During countless years the work of dis-
integration of quartz ledges has been
going on, and the detritus thus produced
has been carried down by the streams
and deposited on the flats and bars along
their courses. Naturally, the coarser
particles were deposited first, and the
lighter and finer ones later on; and thus
the miners found it when they first be-
gan operations, the gold being fine and
“floury ” in the valley, and gradually
becoming coarser as they ascended into
the mountains, until it was found in
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scales, little chunks the size of beans,
large nuggets, and pieces of quartz with
gold still fixed in its original position.
It is, in fact, this “ float quartz” which
supplies the strongest evidence of the
origin of the placers. The fact that the
gold increased in size and quantity as
they ascended the stream, was the strong-
est inducement possible to lead the min-
ers into the very heart of the mountains
in search of the ‘“source of gold,” and
prepared their minds for the credence
of Stoddard’s Gold lake myth and the
story of Greenwood’s golden valley.
They were on the qut vive for the mar-
velous, and were prepared to believe in,
and search diligently for, some favored
storehouse of nature, where the yellow
metal could be scooped up by vhe shov-
elful.

The first mining in California was
done with wooden bowls, the time-hon-
ored batea of the Mexicans. These were
used in the mines near the mission of
San Fernando, forty-five miles from Los
Angeles, where mining was carried on,
in a most crude and unprogressive way,
for a number of years before Marshall’s
discovery at Coloma electrified the world.
The first operations at Coloma were of
the simplest kind. The “ pan” was in-
troduced by an old Georgia miner, and
became the universal implement. It is
still used in all branches of gold min-
ing, either as an implement for washing,
or as areceptacle for gold, amalgam or
rich dirt, though, as an implement for
general use, it had to retire the first sea-
son, in favor of the rocker. It is made
of stiff sheet iron, with a flat bottom
about one foot across, and with sides six
inches high, slanting outward at an an-
gle of forty-five degrees. Sheet iron is
preferable to tin, as it is stronger and
does not amalgamate with mercury. The
process of “panning out ” is apparently
simple, yet much practice is required to
render one skillful in even this rudi-
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mentary form of mining. The pan is
partly filled with dirt, and then immersed
in water. The earthy portion of the dirt
is quickly dissolved by the water, as-
sisted by a gentle agitation of the pan,
forming a mud, which is carried off by
the water. The light sand flows out with
the thin mud, while the lumps of tough
clay and stones remain. The latter col-
lect on top of the clay, and are carefully
scraped together with the fingers and
thrown out, or are expelled by shak-
ing the pan. This process continues, the
pan being gradually raised in the water,
and its outer edge depressed, until all
the earthy matter has been dissolved
and swept away by the water, leaving
the gold at the bottom. It requires
much experience to learn the degree of
shaking necessary to cause the dirt and
stones to leave the pan, without losing
any of the gold. In panning out, it fre-
quently happens that a quantity of black
sand, containing fine particles of gold,
is obtained, which is so heavy that it
can not be separated from the gold by
washing. This black sand is the betfe
noir of the placer miner, and often makes
impracticable the working of deposits of
unquestioned richness.

The rocker, whose busy hum has been
the first sound of industry in thousands
of localities on the Pacific coast, made
its appearance the first season, and be-
fore the close of 1849, became the uni-
versal implement of the miners. The
rocker, or cradle, bears a close resem-
blance to the old-fashioned box cradle,
resting on rockers, hence the two names
by which it is known. The cradle box
is generally about forty inches long,
twenty inches wide, and four inches high,
and stands with the upper end elevated
about two feet higher than the other, so
that the dirt and water will run off read-
ily. A hopper, or riddle box stands on
one end of the cradle box. This is twen-
ty inches square and four inches high,
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and has a sheet iron bottom, perforated
with holes half an inch in diameter.
The riddle is not fastened to the cradle,
but can be removed at will. Under the
riddle is an apron of cloth, or wood, fas-
tened to the sides of the cradle and slop-
ing down toward the upper end. Two
cleats, called “riffles,” about an inch
wide and an inch high, are nailed across
the bottom of the cradle, one in the mid-
dle and the other at the lower end. The
miner shovels the riddle box full of dirt,
and then sits down beside the machine.
With one hand he rocks the cradle, and
with the other dips water, in a ladle,
from a pool or receptacle at his side,
and gently pours it into the hopper. The
water and agitation of the cradle gradu-
ally dissolve the dirt, which is carried
down through the riddles, falling upon
the apron, which carries it to the head
of the cradle box, whence it runs down
and out, leaving the gold, black sand
and gravel behind the riffle bars. Be-
fore the close of 1849, an improvement
upon this machine was introduced into
some of the mines. It was somewhat
similar in appearance and principle, and
was popularly known as the “long tom.”
The cradle and the long tom have kept
their place with the pan, as being bet-
ter adapted to certain conditions of min-
ing than their more extensive successors.

In 1850, sluice boxes were introduced,
being the germ from which the long
flumes and bed-rock tunnels of the pres-
ent day have been developed. The sluice
box is a long wooden trough, or series of
troughs, set at a sufficient decline to
cause water in them to run with a strong
current. Across the bottom, at regular
intervals, are nailed riffles, for catching
the gold, and usually, quicksilver is
placed back of the riffles, especially if
the gold be fine dust, or “flour,” for the
purpose of catching and amalgamating
the precious metal, which might other-
wise be carried off by the current. Into
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the head of the sluice a body of water
several inches deep is turned from a
ditch, and the miners, sometimes half a
dozen of them, stand at intervals on
either side and rapidly shovel in the au-
riferous dirt, which is quickly disinte-
grated by the water, and carried down-
ward, the clay, sand, gravel and stones
being carried along by the current, and
the gold lodging behind the riffles by
the action of gravity, or the seductive
influence of the quicksilver. The sluice
box was, for a long time, the great wash-
ing machine, and the most important
contrivance used in placer mining. It
may still be seen in every placer region,
as it is the most available system where
the conditions are not favorable for op-
erations on a more extensive scale. It
is the favorite method of the Chinamen,
who work over the “tailings ” of former
operations, or the poorer ground aban-
doned by their white predecessors. Of-
ten, when the conditions are favorable,
the sluice is extended several hundred,
and even several thousand, feet, and with
the aid of a derrick becomes a part of
the apparatus of quite extensive mining
operations. Such a system as this is
necessary where the water and dirt at
the point of using are on a level with, or
below, the surface of the surrounding
land. It thus becomes necessary to el-
evate the upper end of the sluice, or
flume, in order to give sufficient force to
the current; and this also requires that
both the dirt and water be elevated.
Such a mine is that illustrated on page
301. Large sluices are frequently paved
with stone, which makes a more durable
false bottom than wood, and catches fine
gold better than the wooden riffle bars.
Another important advantage they pos-
sess is the difficulty of “cleaning up,”
as the operation of removing the gold
and amalgam after a “run,” is called.
This operates as a partial protection
from the raids of midnight thieves, who
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have often found a rich prey in the more
easily-cleaned wooden riffles. A watch-
man, with a trusty rifle, is also a good
protection, and one which has been more
or less resorted to since the sluice sys-
tem first came into general use. The
work of cleaning up a stone-bottom sluice
is tedious and difficult, as well as the la-
bor of again laying the false bottoi, but
the expense of wear and tear on the
wooden riffles of a large flume, where a
strong current carries down rocks of con-
siderable size, is very great, equal in very
large and long sluices to from ten to
thirty dollars per day. This operates as
an offset to the extra labor on a stone
bottom. A large sluice generally has a
descent of from twelve to fourteen inch-
es to the box, of twelve feet in length.
Ground sluicing, where the topography
was favorable, was quite extensively re-
sorted to in former years, though but
little practiced at the present time. The
conditions favorable are a steep de-
scent, plenty of water, and much dirt of
a quality too poor to warrant other meth-
ods. A ditch is cut, through which a
large stream of water is passed. The
banks are prized off so that the dirt falls
into the stream and is carried away, be-
ing dissolved in its course and deposit-
ing its fine golden burden as it moves
along. This is a cheap and expeditious
way of working down a steep bank, and
was the first method by which the hills,
now rapidly erumbling before the power
of the hydraulic giant, were worked to
any extent.

None of the mining methods, as we
see them to-day, were the produect of one
man’s invention, but have been gradual-
ly evolved from the requirements and
experiences of miners in every gold field
on the Pacific coast. The highest form
of development reached is the hydraulic
system, which, with the necessary ap-
pliances, handled by half a dozen men,
does the work of hundreds of miners by
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the simpler and less costly methods.
Though this method is employed in pla-
cer ground, such as has been spoken of
as being the secondary condition of gold,
as found by miners, it is chiefly used in
the “blue cement” leads, the channels
of extinet rivers, about whose nature and
probable formation a few words are re-
quired, to render the system easily un-
derstood, and its magnitude appreci-
ated.

When the river bars and flats were
worked out, the miners, in some instanc-
es, found that portions of the adjacent
hills contained rich auriferous deposits,
and began working them by ground and
box sluicing. As they progressed, they
developed well-defined channels, like the
bed of an ancient river, the portion of allu-
vium near the bed-rock having a bluish
tint and being so firmly packed together
that it received the name of “blue ce-
ment.” All through the mines in Cali-
fornia, and in later years in Oregon and
other portions of the Northwest, these
blue cement leads were discovered, and
have been extensively worked. At first,
there was no satisfactory theory of she
cause of this peculiarity advanced. The
miners had found rich, and apparently
exhaustless, diggings, and with that they
were satisfied. These blue cement leads
were discovered in many places where
the present streams and canyons had cut
across the ancient channels, often at
right angles, and exposed a short sec-
tion to the gaze of the tireless prospect-
or. As new discoveries were made, and
work progressed, it began to be observed
that claims bore about the same relation
to each other, so far as relative location
is concerned, as did those along the
courses of the present streams. It was
also observed, as the workings exposed
the bed-rock for long distances, that the
lead had well-defined boundaries of “rim
rock” on either side, and its course
ran tortuously along in the usual man-
XIT1-4-3
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ner of a water course. The conclusion
was gradually forced upon them that
these were the channels of extinet riv-
ers, which, with their tributery streams
and ravines, once formed the drainage
system of the country. Nodoubt that sys-
tem resembled the present one in some re-
spects. Itsrivers were large, and flowed,
in some places, in deep, narrow chan-
nels, with high and precipitous banks of
rock, the grade descending steeply and
the current running swiftly. In others
the stream was broad and sluggish, some-
times expanding into little lakes. The
exact course of these pre-glacial rivers
—for they undoubtedly preceded the
glacial epoch—is largely a matter of the-
ory and speculation. The various chan-
nels have been opened in hundreds of
places, but in most instances, have not
been sufficiently laid bare to determine
which are connected with others, and
which are separate and distinet. The
most extensive operations have been car-
ried on in the counties of Sierra, Neva-
da and Placer, in California. A map of
that region has been prepared, on which
is marked, in blue, every cement lead
that has been located. These are so nu-
merous that it only requires a few strokes
of the pen, made in the general direc-
tion indicated, to connect them, and thus
complete an outline of a great river and
several of its most important tributaries.
This main stream apparently ran almost
due south, parallel with the great Sac-
ramento, and almost at right angles to
the streams which now drain the moun-
tains. It would, at the first glance, ap-
pear almost impossible that a large riv-
er should have crossed the canyons, hills
and ravines, and, instead of flowing out
of the mountains as quickly as possible,
continue its course for more than a hun-
dred miles directly through them, par-
allel to the summit ridge, and at an al-
titude about midway between the high-
est peaks and the adjacent valley; but
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it must be remembered that the present
topographical contour, the hills, canyons
and ravines, have been formed since that
great river retired from active business.
The marvel is not that the ancient river
flowed as it did, but that such a great
change could be made in the surface of
the country, and yet leave the channel of
that pre-glacial stream so complete and
well defined.

Geologists who have made a study of
this subject, express the opinion that
the main valleys were excavated by ero-
sion, at a time subsequent to the tertiary
period. This was probably the epoch
in which the auriferous gravel, found in
these ancient channels, was produced,
by the degradation of the quartz veins
and metamorphic schists, from the joint
action of water and glaciers. The detri-
tus, formed in this manner, was carried
down by floods, and gradually filled, to
overflowing, the channels of the streams
with immense deposits of gravel. This
process we now see being repeated in
the present water courses of the same
region, in which the floods are annually
depositing great quantities of detritus,
the debris of the hills which have been
disintegrated and washed away by the
powerful hydraulic machines of the min-
ers. The technical name for this refuse
is “tailings,” but the indignant ranchers
of the valley have dubbed it “slickin’s,”
and the numerous actions they have
maintained in court, to restrain the min-
ers from permitting their tailings to es-
cape into the streams, and thus bury, be-
neath their sterile mass the rich alluvium
of the valley, are known as the “slick-
in’s cases.” The channels of the streams
were completely filled by this gold-laden
gravel, causing the water to seek new
courses, resulting in the present system
of drainage. Volcanic activity succeed-
ed this flood of gravel, and great vol-
umes of lava flowed down upon the hills,
forming the great sheets of volcanic ma-
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terial which now cover so much of the
country.

Modern erosion, working upon this
material, has carved out the present sur-
face of the country, with its system of
drainage. The water courses are all
much lower than the previous ones, and
wherever a stream cuts one of those an-
cient channels, the bottom of the old one
is found far up on the side of the banks
between which the present flows. This
is one of the difficulties encountered in
mining those ancient gravel deposits, as
they lie far above the present level of
flowing water, necessitating the bring-
ing of water, in expensive ditches and
flumes, from some point higher up in
the mountains. From the masses of
detritus which choked those old rivers,
have, in part, been moulded the present
hills and ridges. In many places the
superimposed lava has been washed
away, exposing the gravel to view. This,
too, has suffered from erosion, until what
was once a compact body of gravel of
somewhat uniform depth, is now an un-
even mass, forming ranges of hills hun-
dreds of feet high, and separated by
deep canyons and ravines. Where this
process of denudation has been less
marked, the lava still lies in great mass-
es, covering the gravel channel, in some
places, to a depth of several hundred
feet. Many such places are being mined
by drifting, or tunneling, a system known
as “drift mining.”

The material deposited in these an-
cient channels, is generally composed of
rounded and water-worn masses of slate,
quartz, granite, and all the rocks of the
surrounding country, varying in size,
from fine sand and pebbles to bowlders
of many tons weight, accompanied by
beds of extremely tenacious clay. In
this conglomerate, lignite, or fossil wood,
is frequently found, being little changed
from its original condition, but black-
ened to the color of coal, and flattened



HYDRAULIC ANI

by great pressure. I picked up several
beautiful specimens in the mines at Lit-
tle York and You Bet, in Nevada coun-
ty, California. One log, fifteen feet long
and eighteen inches in diameter, simi-
lar, in appearance, to the tough and
crooked manzanita, which now grows in
thickets in that region, was shown to me,
completely fossilized. Occasionally, a
mass of this drift-wood is encountered,
where it had evidently accumulated in
an eddy and become imbedded in fine
sand, making almost a continuous bed
of lignite.

As the detritus which filled up these
ancient channels was partly eroded from
quartz ledges, the entire mass is aurif-
erous. The upper portion, known as
“top gravel,” contains less gold than
that nearer the bed-rock. Itis general-
ly of a yellow or reddish brown tint, due
to the oxidation of iron. The richest
deposits lie within a few feet of the bed-
rock, and though following the general
course of the stream, lie in streaks, whose
courses vary with the capricious changes
of the current in the channels where
they were deposited, sometimes on one
side of the channel, and sometimes on
the other. It varies exceedingly in rich-
ness, according to the nature of the cur-
rent, as regards velocity, eddies, obstruc-
tions, ete., exhibiting the same peculiar-
ities found to exist along the streams of
our modern drainage system. The bot-
tom gravel is generally a very compact
conglomerate, closely cemented together,
and possessing a blue or gray tint, due
to the more complete oxidation of the
iron it contains. This is the famous
“blue cement,” of which so much has
been said. It is often so compact that
the force of blasting powder is required
to break it up. Water will not disinte-
grate it, and in many mines, quartz mills
are employed to crush it to powder. A
few months’ exposure to the atmosphere
produces disintegration, as the iron py-
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rites, which holds it together, becomes
decomposed. (Great masses of it are, in
some localities, left exposed to the ele-
ments for a year, to secure the benefits
of disintegration. Near Little York,
where the most stubborn of this cement
is found, there were, at one time, six-
teen of these mills, having one hundred
and thirty-six stamps. The majority of
them have been abandoned and have
fallen to decay, and cement crushing is
but little resorted to. Much of this is
being worked by the disintegration pro-
cc-4 referred to, being run through the
sluices once a year for several years,
each time yielding good pay for the la-
bor expended.

Now that the nature and cause of these
blue cement leads has been explained,
the process of mining them by hydrau-
lic power can be easily understood. Hy-
draulic mining may be briefly defined as
the washing down of the auriferous hills
of this gravel range, by directing a pow-
erful stream of water against the bank,
the dirt and rocks being carried by the
water through a deep cut, a bed-rock
tunnel, or a system of flumes, or sluices
—often all three combined—the gold be-
ing caught by the riffles and quick-sil-
ver, the refuse dirt and rocks, denomi-
nated “tailings,” being finally discharged
from the end, or tail, of the flume, into
some canyon or ravine, whence the light-
er portions soon find their way into the
streams, and are carried down by the
floods, and deposited in the form of
“glickin’s,” along the course of the riv-
ers, often to the great detriment of the
fertile lowlands lying along the streams.
I have seen wide wastes of slimy clay
and useless willows covering, and ren-
dering sterile, thousands of acres of low
lands in the Sacramento valley, which
were once the most productive and val-
uable in the state. Meadow lands, or-
chards, vineyards, gardens and grain
fields have succumbed to this migratory
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wave of sterile clay, till land that was
once valued at hundreds of thousands of
dollars, is abandoned to willows, mos-
quitoes and cotton-tail rabbits. Rivers
whose banks were once twenty feet above
the water, are now twenty feet above
their former banks, and are confined to
their courses by huge dykes, or levees,
which have cost millions of dollars in
their construction. The bays of San
Francisco, San Pedroand Suisun, notably
the latter, have shallowed very much in
the past twenty years, owing to the set-
tling of the detritus brought down from
the mines by the Sacramento river and
its tributaries. This gives a faint idea
of the enormous, almost incalculable,
quantity of gravel, sand and clay which
has been washed down from these hills
and deposited in the canyons and ra-
vines of the mountains, and along the
beds and sides of the streams, even to
the very entrance of the Golden Gate.
The germ of hydraulic mining was a
rude contrivance, used on Buckeye hill,
near Nevada City, by a miner named A.
Chabot, in 1852. He conducted water
from the bank into his claim, through
a wooden box, strengthened with iron
clamps, to withstand a pressure of sixty
feet head. To the end of this, he at-
tached about forty feet of canvas hose,
directing the stream against the loose
dirt after it was picked down from the
bank. There was no nozzle attached to
the hose, and it was a whole year before
the idea occurred to anyone to direct the
stream against the bank. Finally, in 1853,
E. E. Matteson, working on American
hill, in the same vicinity, attached a noz-
zle to his hose and brought the stream
to bear upon the bank. The result was
astonishing, and it was not long before
this system was introduced into every
claim in that region so situated as to
have a fall for running off the tailings.
Though the principle has remained,
great improvements in appliances have
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been made. The canvas hose has been
supplanted by huge pipes of boiler iron,
fifteen to twenty inches in diameter, and
the little stream from a half-inch nozzle
has developed into an almost resistless
torrent, issuing from an orifice seven to
ten inches in diameter. These huge
iron pipes conduct the water into the
claims, from the hill above, sometimes
from a vertical height of four hundred
feet, giving a terrific pressure where the
water is discharged from the end. These
iron pipes are ribbed, and made of great
strength, yet they often burst at the
joints, and from little holes not larger
than pin heads, little fountains may be
seen shooting high into the air, as one
walks beside them. Instead of the noz-
zle and hose formerly used, which could
not stand the high pressure now re-
quired, machines, known as “ monitors,”
or “little giants,” are employed, similar
to the one depicted in the engraving on
page 311. The machine is double-joint-
ed at the base, and may be turned from
side to side, depressed or elevated, at
will by the man operating it, so that the
water may readily be directed at any por-
tion of the bank desired. The force of the
stream, as it issues from the orifice of
this machine, impelled by the downward
pressure of a column of water from two
hundred to four hundred feet high, and
compressed from an eighteen-inch pipe
to a nine-inch orifice, is not easily de-
scribed or realized. The torrent of wa-
ter rushes forth with a roar, and hurls
itself, in an almost solid mass, against
the bank, which erumble= and melts away
as though it were but a heap of snow.
The eye, in vain, tries to follow some
speck in the rushing torrent, to obtain
some idea of its velocity. Standing be-
side one of the largest of these machines,
I picked up a flat stone of fully fifty
pounds weight and carefully dropped it
upon the water, just in front of the ma-
chine. It shot out, with the speed of a



HYDRAULIC AND PLACER MINES

bullet, a hundred feet before it fell to
the ground. Even then, it did not fall
through the stream, but rolled off the
rounded side, as if slipping from a greasy
log. Should a man seat himself astride
the rushing column, it would carry him
fully a hundred feet before his weight
would have any effect upon it. What
would become of him can only be con-
jectured, as no one has ever attempted
the feat, but the probabilities are that
he would become sadly disjointed and
“bruk up.” A discharge of one thou-
sand inches of water—miner’s measure-
ment—is not unusual. This is equiva-
lent to fifteen hundred cubic feet per
minute, nearly a million cubic feet, or
seven million gollons, per day of ten
hours. The average quantity of dirt
washed by one inch of water in twenty-
four hours, has been estimated at seven
cubic yards, varying with the nature of
the ground being worked. At that rate,
one thousand inches would excavate
nearly three thousand cubic yards of
earth in ten hours. How the water
which performs these gigantic labors is
obtained, will be described in a subse-
quent article, entitled “ Mining Ditches
and Water Rights.”

One of the most expensive and essen-
tial features of hydraulic mining, as
mines are ordinarily situated, is a bed-
rock tunnel, to permit the debris to es-
cape. Occasionally, a mine is so situ-
ated that the tailings can be run through
a flume and open cut; but usually, the
claim is enclosed by hills, which must
be tunneled to give outlet with sufficient
fall to cause the water to flow with force
enough to carry away its burden of dirt
and bowlders. The tunnel is started
from some convenient ravine, at a point
sufficiently below the lowest level of the
body of gravel to be worked, to give am-
ple fall from the most remote portion of
the claim. Some of these tumnels are
necessarily very long, and the expense
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of constructing them very great. A tun-
nel at North Bloomfield, California, runs
a distance of eight thousand feet through
bed-rock, costing $480,000.00, and re-
quiring two years to construct. The
company operating this claim own six-
teen hundred acres of ground, and dur-
ing a period of eight years, expended
$2,000,000.00 in preparing for work. It
is this enormous outlay of capital re-
quired, which has prevented the open-
ing of hundreds of claims of undeniable
richness. Sluice boxes are laid in the
tunnels, generally paved with stone, and
are prepared for catching the gold as it
passes through with the dirt, water and
rocks, the same as has been described.
Often, long flumes extend beyond the
exit of the tunnel, giving a longer stretch
of sluice for the tailings to pass through.
There is a system of side sluices, called
“under currents,” by which the bottom
inch of water and dirt is drawn off from
the end of the flume, and passed through
a series of special sluices, the more thor-
oughly to sift from it the precious charge
it holds. In some places, tail sluices are
resorted to, being a series of sluice boxes
laid in the bottom of a ravine or creek,
into which tailings are discharged from
a mine. Water is turned upon these
tailings and they are run through the
sluices, thus extracting from them an-
other contribution of gold. I have seen
one of these tail sluices five thousand
feet in length. As it is generally sup-
posed that about one third of the gold
escapes in the tailings, the chances for
profit in this comparatively inexpensive
contrivance are very great, as the more
sluggish current in these sluices permits
the riffles and quick-silver to catch the
fine gold, which, aided by the stronger
current, ran the gauntlet of traps set for
it in the tunnel and flume.

In places where the conditions are not
favorable for hydraulic mining, such as
when the gravel range is covered with a
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field of lava, as before described, or
where the top gravel is not rich enough
to pay the expense of working, mines are
opened by drifting, sometimes by run-
ning a tunnel on the channel from the
side of the hill, and sometimes by sink-
ing a shaft upon the lead, from the bot-
tom of which tunnels and drifts are run.
In this way the lower, or rich, stratum
is removed, and upon being brought to
the surface, is worked by being run
through a system of sluices. Drift min-
ing is resorted to in a great many local-
ities. One of the most extensive mines
of this character has a shaft four hun-
dred and sixty feet deep, from which
run two tunnels and nine lateral drifts.

BY LOVELY

When sunny Summer-time was young,
In all its bless’d employ,

I rode along the pleasant banks
Of lovely Chattaroy.

The sweet birds piped their gleeful notes,
From woodlands’ leafy bowers;

The purling river laughed and sang,
Between its banks of flowers ;

The bright sky wore a golden smile,
Unvexed by cloud’s alloy,

When forth I rode, in joyous mood,
By lovely Chattaroy.

Far down the mountain’s fastness came
The eagle’s piercing scream,

And sheen and shade a patchwork lay
Upon that gliding stream ;

The south wind eame with gentle sigh,
Like some fair maiden coy,

And kissed the fragrant flow’rs that grew
By lovely Chattaroy.

I dreamed of all that time would bring
To that dear stream so fair,

Of moil and toil and roaring trains,
And smoke-volluted air,
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The company has two engines, one for
hoisting the dirt to the snrface, and one
for pumping water out of the claim and
forcing air down to the men at work.
One hundred men are employed about
the mine. Great care is taken, in this
class of mining, to scrape the bed-rock
and crevices perfectly clean, as there the
richest particles are found. In a hy-
draulic mine, this object is accomplished
by “piping the bed-rock,” as the local
dialect has it, which is simply bringing
the hydraulic machine to bear upon the
bed-rock until it is as clean and bare as
the cleanest kitchen floor ever scoured

by a housewife.
H. L. WELLs.

CHATTAROY.*

Of factories’ clash and mill-wheels’ fall,
That sylvan peace destroy,

And prayed a respite yet might come
To lovely Chattaroy.

The day had waned, the sun’s last kiss
On that rare landscape fell ;
Still on I rode, beside the stream
I long shall love full well.
Far down a vista greenly fair,
A bare-foot girl and boy
Rehearsed again love’s tender tale,
By lovely Chattaroy.

‘When other days shall come and go,
‘When other swains shall tell

That same sweet tale that Adam told,
E’re Eve, our mother, fell,

Still green in memory’s deathless urn,
‘Will live that girl and boy,

That sheen and shade, that eagle’s scream,
By lovely Chattaroy.

With each recurring summer-time,
In dreams, I still enjoy
The ghost of that immortal day

By lovely Chattaroy. —Ero1LE.

* Chattaroy is a corruption of the beautiful Indian name Chattarawaha. This, for some incomprehen sible

reason, has been further corrupted into ‘' Big Sandy with a Twg Fork.”

gaged in denuding its beautiful shores.

Not satisfied, the people are busily en-
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HOLYROOD PALACE, HOME OF MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS.

Now blooms the lily by the bank,
The primrose down the brae,

The hawthorn’s budding in the glen,
And milk-white is the lea;

The meanest hind in fair Scotland
May rove their sweets among;

But I, the queen of a’ Scotland,
Maun lie in prison strong.

S in Paris and at Versailles we
had followed Marie Antoinette
through all the changes of her

eventful life and tragic death, so, at
Fontainebleau, was the image of that no
less lovely and unfortunate Mary Stu-
art ever present with us, when in the
promise of her young maiden life she
shone as dauphiness of France. Our
intensity of interest was, however, on a

continually-ascending scale, when, later,
we followed her career in Scotland, her
native land; as in Linlithgon castle, the
abode of her infancy, she stood before
us in her artless childhood; as in the
historic castle of Edinboro, we grieved
in anticipation of her coming fate, while
looking upon that room in which her son
and heir, James VI, of Scotland, and
James L, of England, was born, and
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thought of that son’s unfeeling indiffer-
ence in manhood, to the doom of the
mother. In Holyrood palace and chap-
el, the home and court of her youthful
widowhood, we were not disposed to can-
vass the character of the unhappy queen,
or weigh her virtues and her errors too
nicely in the balance, for “the genius of
the place forbids it.” At Sterling cas-
tle, as we paced its ramparts, overlook-
ing the field of Bannockburn, and were
told of her sentineled round over the
same walk, we contrasted the scenes of
her happy childhood within its walls
with the slow, sad hours of her captiv-
ity; and as our boatman rowed us across
Lochleven, a mile from Kinross, to that
lonely island and impregnable castle,
from which, in the same way as we ap-
proached it, she had made her escape
after eleven months of lasting imprison-
ment, again to Linlithgon, only to be re-
imprisoned and beheaded at Fotherin-
gay, to the lasting reproach of Elizabeth,
of England, we lived, for the time, in the
past, oblivious of the present, members,
in imagination, of that faithful band of
Maries who followed her to that last cap-
tivity, the only relief from which was
the headsman’s axe.

In visiting Holyrood palace, a liter-
ary writer well says: “Here we must
look upon her only as that suffering, in-
teresting woman, whose personal charms
and tragic death have drawn eloquence
from the pens of countless historians,
and whose beautiful face has called forth
eulogiums innumerable from KEurope’s
greatest poets. Here Mary first reposed
after her arrival from the gay land of
France, which she so loved and so re-
gretted. Here, in the royal chapel of
the abbey, she was married to Lord
Darnley; here Riggio was murdered, al-
most at her feet; here was the scene of
the fatal nuptials with Bothwell, his
murderer; here she laid down her troub-
led head on the eventful night before
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she was committed to the castle of Loch-
leven; in these halls, at many a royal en-
tertainment, she enchanted all that be-
held her, by the loveliness of her person
and the winning grace of her manner;
here was she attended in her private
apartments by her four Maries, devoted
and faithful till death; and here, too,
born in trying times, she had to endure
those memorable and distressing inter-
views with the fiery and uncompromis-
ing leaders of the Scottish reformation,
led by John Knox.” Such cruelty and
coarseness fill us with indignation, but
as Carlyle says, in his Heroes and Hero
Worship, “It was, unfortunately, not
possible to be polite with the queea of
Scotland, unless one proved untrue to
the nation and the cause of Scotland.”
“ Who are you,” said the hapless queen,
not without sharpness, to Knox, “that
presume to school the nobles and sover-
eigns of this realm?” ¢ Madam, a sub-
ject, born within the same,” answered
Knox, and “ Better that women weep,”
said Morton, “than that bearded men be
forced to weep.” Alas for Mary, that
the land of her birth “had been made
a hunting field for the intriguing, am-
bitious Guises.”

His bonnet stood ance fu’ fair on his brow,
His auld ane look’d better than mony ane’s new ;
But now he lets 't wear ony way it will hing,
And casts himsell dowie upon the corn-bing.

O, were we young as we ance hae been,

We sud hae been galloping down on yon green,
And linking it ower the lily-white lea !

And werena my heart light, I wad dee.

—Lady Grizzle Baillie’s Balad.

Burns’ songs have been compared to
warblings, not of the voice only, but of
the whole mind, and reckoned by com-
petent critics as by far the best that
Britain has yet produced. It is not the
tenderness alone with which he sings
that so moves us, but his indisputable
sincerity, and the fidelity with which he
depicts scenes drawn from his own sight
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and experience—scenes that kindle no-
ble emotions and produce definite re-
solves.  Literature will take care of it-
self,” answered Mr. Pitt, when applied
to for some help for Burns. “Yes,”
adds Mr. Southey, “it will take care of
itself, and of you, too, if you do not look
to it.”

Immediately after dinner, on our ar-
rival at Ayr, the immortal land of Burns,
we were driven about two miles south
from our hotel to Burns’ cottage, along
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In the ben is an original painting of the
poet, taken when he was twenty years
old, which long since hung over the en-
trance door. Underneath it is this in-
scription—
ROBERT BURNS,
The Ayrshire poet, was born under this roof,
the 25th Jan. A. D. 1759—Died A.
D., 1796, aged 3715 years.

Here, also, is the spinning wheel of
Highland Mrry. In the public refresi-
ment room adjoining, are many inter-

OOTTAGE WHERE ROBERT BURNS WAS BORN.

the very track of Tam o’Shanter, past
the “Mickle Stane,” still projecting from
a cottager’s garden; by ‘“the thorn aboon
the well,” where “Mingo’s mither hanged
hersel,” and on to the banks where “be-
fore him Doon pours all his floods.”
The cottage stands by the roadside,
about a quarter of a mile from Kirk Al-
loway, and the “ Brig o’ Doon.” It is in
very much the same condition it was
when Burns, as a child, occupied it.
The same old stone floor, fire place,
eight-day clock and small round stand.

esting reminiscences of Burns, but none
which pleased me more than the origi-
nal manusecript of “ Tam o’ Shanter,” and
song “Craigieburn Wood,” commencing
Sweet fa’s the eve on Cragie-burn,
And blithe awakes the 'morrow ;
But a’ the pride o’ spring’s return,
Can yield me nocht but sorrow.
The country about Kirk Alloway and the
cottage looks very much as it must have
looked in Burns’ time, with the exception
of the new church. The low, thatched,
whitewashed stone cottages are quite as
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primitive. The house consists of two
rooms, “the but and the ben” (bane) e
a kitchen and spence, or keeping room,
with a building now attached, used as a
public house or restaurant, containing
many curios connected with the life of
the poet. The walls in the “best room”
of the cottage are written over with
names, but not in so extraordinary and
profuse a manner as those of Shakes-
peare’s, at Stratford-on-Avon. One ta-
ble, however, is so thoroughly cut over
with initials, top, sides and legs, as to
leave scarce space for another.

The poet was born in what is now the
kitchen, in a recess bed, or bunk, set
into the wall, very usual in Scottish
houses, and pointed out to visitors by
the present occupants. We were re-
ceived with favor, as we find Americans
universally are abroad, our hostess re-
marking that she was always glad to see
any of our countrywomen, who express
so much interest, and who are always
her best customers. Propitiated by this
diplomatic flattery, we felt bound, of
course, for the honor of our country, to
increase our fee. As we left the house,
our excitement increased, for we knew
that

Kirk Alloway was drawing nigh,
‘Where ghaists and howlets nightly cry.

We reached it through the kirk yard,
where the headstone of Burns’ father is
the first to meet the eye, and near it is
the grave of “ Souter Johnny.” The in-
scription on the former was written by
Burns, and merits recording here for its
filial tenderness.

O, ye! whose cheek the tear of pity stains,
Draw near with pious rev’rence and attend.
Here lies the loving husband’s dear remains,
The teacher, father and the generous friend ;
The pitying heart that felt for human woe ;
The dauntless heart that feared no human
pride;
The friend of man, to vice alone a foe,
For e’en his failings leaned to virtue’s side.
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One almost questions why Burns, with
his ready and fertile imagination, and
poetic facility, should have culled from
Goldsmith in the concluding line of this
epitaph, apt as the quotation is. Our
self-appointed guide, who conducted us
through the church yard, and beguiled
me to loiter with his strong Scotch ac-
cent, spoke of a new church recently
built in the neighborhood, and of the re-
quest that had been made for the old
Kirk Alloway bell. With a wan smile,
partially irradiating his rugged features,
he exultingly exclaimed: “ But they’ll
never tak it doun, leddy, never; they’ll
gang a lang bittie roun afore they’ll get
anither like it!”

We climbed, by means of an iron
grating, to the window of the church,
from which we supposed Tam, on his
“grey mare, Meg,” might have taken his
view of the ‘“unsoncie” dancing party,
and looked in on the other side at

The winnock bunke in the east,
Where sat Auld Nick in shape of beast.

From there we passed to “the very key-
stane of the brig,” and so infused were
we with the spirit of that neck and heels
race of Tam with the witches, as he
“gkelpit on through dub and mire,” that
we ourselves

Whiles, glowered round wi’ prudent cares,
Lest bogles catch us unawares—"’

Now do thy speedy utmost, Meg,

And win the key-stane of the brig;
There at them thou thy tail may toss;
A running stream they dare na cross.
But ere the key-stane she could make
The fient a tail she had to shake—

Ae spring brought off her master, hale,
But left behind her ain grey tail.

On retracing our steps we looked with
deep interest, in Burns’ monument, upon
the bible and testament given by the
poet to his Highland Mary, at their last
parting at Montgomery castle, and also
at the pair of drinking glasses presented
by Burns to his favorite, Clarinda. Of
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Clarinda, and her association with these
glasses, Howitt says: “ Clarinda lived to
a great age as a Mrs. Maclehose, and
died but a few years ago. Mrs. Howitt
and myself were once introduced to her
by our kind friend, Mr. Robert Cham-
bers, at her house, near the Calton hill,
Edinboro, and a characteristic scene
took place. The old lady, evidently
charmed with our admiration of Burns,
and warmed up by talking of past days,
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drink out of Burns’ glasses, which stood
ready on the table, gave a look as if sac-
rilege were going to be committed, took
up the glasses without a word, replaced
them in the cupboard, locking them up,
and brought us three ordinary wine
glasses to take our wine out of. It was
in vain for Mrs. Maclehose to remon-
strate, the old and self-willed servant
went away without deigning a reply,
with the key in her pocket.”” While in

‘BUT LEFT BEHIND HER AIN GREY TAIL.”

declared that we should drink out of the
pair of glasses which Burms had pre-
sented to her in the days of their ac-
quaintance, and with which he sent the
verses beginning

Clarinda, mistress of my soul—

She brought these sacred relics out of
the cupboard, and rang for the servant
to bring in wine. An aged woman ap-
peared, who, on hearing that we were to

Ayr we called upon the only surviving
relative of Burns in the town, Miss
Riggs, a neice, who has died within a
few months. We could not see her as
she was then very old and ill in bed, but
her attendant, “warmed,” possibly, to-
ward us, by seeing our enthusiasm for
all associations with the beloved poet,
absented herself for a few moments, and
returned with the regrets of Miss Riggs,
but presenting from her a card with a
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few verses, which I still hold among
my treasured possessions.

We spent a few days at Ayr, and then
taking carriage and driver well acquaint-
ed with the country, we visited all the
various residences of Burns, between
Ayr and Mauchline, as Wm. Howitt had
done before us in 1845, and which he so
pleasantly relates in his Haunts and
Homes of British Poets, that I shall be
occasionally led to draw from his added
sources of information. Passing be-
tween the “ Twa Brigs,” the old and the
new, and skirting “ the banks and braes
o’ bonnie Doon,” we left the old mill to
the right, “ Where Willie brew’d a peck
o’ maut,” and to the southeast the farm
of Mt. Oliphant, which had belonged to
Burns’ father, and where he had himself
lived from his sixth to his twelfth year.
We did not alight here, as we were told
there was no other thing of especial in-
terest connected with it; but from there
the interest deepens, and we reach Loch-
lea, near Tarbolton, where his father
died after a life of poverty and struggle,
and where Burns lived till he was twen-
ty-four. As a residence it possesses
few, if any, picturesque features, but of-
fers a claim to our notice, as here he
wrote “ John Barleycorn,” “ Corn Riggs
are Bonnie,” and “ Winter—a Dirge.”
Just below Tarbolton lies Montgomery
castle, beautifully situated amid woods
and groves, on the banks of the Faile.
We drove up in front of the house and
asked permission to visit the tree called
“Mary’s Thorn Tree,” the scene of the
parting between the lovers, and were
civilly allowed to proceed, although told
nothing but the roots remsined. The
tree had been greatly cut away by visit-
ors, and had finally fallen from old age.
‘We stood by the spot, now enclosed, and
thought of that “ parting which was fu’
tender.” The poem of Highland Mary,
exquisite as it is, has a new meaning, a
more melting sadness, as one recalls it
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“’neath the gay, green birk ” and “ the
hawthorn’s blossoms ” of the beautiful
place.
Ye banks and braes and streams around
The castle o’ Montgomery,

Green be your woods and fair your flowers,
Your waters never drumlie;

There Simmer first unfauld your robes,
And there the langest tarry,

For there I took the last farewell
O’ my sweet Highland Mary.

Here, near the house, Burns was accus-
tomed to meet Mary Campbell, a dairy-
maid of the place. Here he fell in love
with her, and here he finally took leave
of her. She was going to the Western
Highlands to see her friends before she
married Robert Burns, but she died on
the way back, and they never met again.

Ayr, gurgling kissed the pebbled shore,
O’erhung with wild woods, thick’ning, green,

The fragrant birch, and hawthorn hoar,
Twin’d am’rous round the raptur’d scene.

Burns’ last residence in Ayrshire was
at Mossgiel, close to the village of Mauch-
line. We were received here in a most
friendly manner, by the young farmer
occupant, who, with a sturdy indepen-
dence worthy of Burns himself, refused
to accept any remuneration. He showed
us the manuscript verses of “ The Braes
o’ Ballochmyle,” or that “Lass o’ Bal-
lochmyle,” as he called it, and as it per-
haps originally stood, and to our great
delight, read the lines to us in the native
accent. A rare treat! Burns’ words
in his own handwriting, listened to in
his own home, in the. language he so
loved, and the closing lines found an
echo in our hearts—a refrain which still
keeps singing on—

But here, alas! for me nae mair
Shall birdie charm, or floweret smile ;

Fareweel the bonnie banks of Ayr,
Fareweel, fareweel, sweet Ballochmyle.

The young man offered us every at-
tention, gathering flowers for us from
the garden, which yet, although pressed
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and dried, still preserve their colors, and
finally led us into the two fields, from
one of which the poet turned up the field
mouse, “ Wee, sleekit, cow’rin, tim’rous
beastie,” and in the other, composed the
charming song, “ To a Mountain Daisy,”

Wee, modest, crimson-tipped flower.

At Mossgiel, “The Cotter’s Saturday
Night” was also written. The house is
much as it was in Burns’ life-time, with
“a but and ben,” with the buildings be-
hind forming two wings, just as he af-
terward built his house at Ellisland. At
Mauchline, many of the inhabitants, see-
ing our enthusiasm and admiration for
their beloved farmer-poet, ran out of
their cottages to meet and welcome us,
though we had no great name to serve
as an introduction, and accosted us at
the corners of the streets, ready and ea-
ger to volunteer any information. One
old woman shuffled on before us to point
out a haunt of the poet’s, which had this
inscription over the door, and which she
repeated with much delight:

This is the house, tho’ built anew,
‘Where Burns came weary frae the pleugh,
To hae a crack wi’ Johnny Doo,
On nights ateen;
And whiles to taste his mountain dew,
‘Wi’ Bonnie Jean.

Behind this house, she pointed out
that of Jean Armour’s father, with the
window of her room in it. 'We were told
‘not to fail to see the house where the
“ Jolly Beggars” met, now a posting es-
tablishment, nor the kirk-yard, the scene
of “The Holy Fair.” Another pleasant,
sensible young woman led us unceremo-
niously through the lower part of a
shop, to a room above, in which, as she
said, “the young couple took up hous-
en,” and where was given us a bit of the
identical bedstead belonging to them,
which still stands in its customary re-
cess, evidently cherished by the old
Scotch woman occupant as a money-
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making relic. The young woman, while
introducing us to different localities, re-
peated, with much taste of expression,
snatches from his poems, and finally di-
rected a little barefoot lassie to conduct
us down a lane to a window of the for-
mer law office of Justice Hamilton, a
warm friend and neighbor of Burns’, in
which room he and Jean Armour were
married.

At Mauchline, dismissing our carri-
age and communicative driver, we took
train for Dumfries, intending to pass

. the night there, in order to drive to El-

lisland next morning, some seven or
eight miles distant, the home of his
more prosperous days. The river Nith
courses along a portion of the farm,
and the house is commonplace enough,
but it was their own, and acquired a
dignity from the life of bonest industry
upon which Burns entered there, with a
proper care for “those moving things
ca’ad wife and weans,” renouncing the
allurements of his Edinboro life, with
its fame and pleasure, or, perhaps, dis-
gusted and disappointed that it had re-
nounced him. It is related that the
home was taken possession of with the
accustomed rites. Burns and wife, from
a temporary home of his, half a mile
away, walked arm-in-arm to the new
one, preceded by a peasant girl carrying
the family bible and a bowl of salt.
Here they were happy for a year or so,
but unfortunately the farm did not pay,
and obliged to sell it, Burns committed
the lamentable error of removing, as ex-
ciseman, to Dumfries. Why was no
helping hand then extended to save him,
in acknowledgement of his mental gifts,
from this perversion of his inclinations
and degradation of his faculties? A
Burns! The most gifted soul of the
eighteenth century! “to chronicle small
beer!” or as Carlyle, in his vigorous
way, puts it, “ Alas, that this Ayrshire
peasant, a piece of the right Saxon stuff,
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strong as the Hasyrock rooted in the
depths of the world; rock, yet with
wells of living softness in it; that this
wild, impetuous whirlwind of passion
and faculty, with such heavenly melody
dwelling in the heart of it, should ex-
hibit itself in the capture of smuggling
schooners in the Solway Frith, and in
keeping silence over so much, where no
good speech, but only inarticulate rage,
was possible; that to him! his official su-
periors should say and write, ‘ You are
to work, not think. Of your thinking
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Thou lingering star, with less’ning ray,
Thou lov’st to greet the early morn,
Again thou usher’st in the day
My Mary from my soul was torn.

That sacred hour, can I forget,
Can I forget the hallowed grove,
Where by the winding Ayr we met,
To live one day of parting love !

On the farm at Ellisland, down the lane
from the house, over which we reverent-
ly trod, along the banks of the Nith,
and which has so often been trodden by
hosts of admiring visitors, with a sod

THE BRIG O’ DOON, WHERE TAM O’ SHANTER ESCAPED THE WITCHES.

faculty, the greatest in the land, we have
no need; you are to gauge beer; for that
only you are wanted!’”

On the window of his bed room at El-
lisland is the quotation from Pope, “An
honest man is the noblest work of God.”
Here we were shown the barn yard,
where, on the third anniversary of Mary
Campbell’s death, he remained all night
in an agony of grief, striding up and
down, till his feelings found vent in that
pathetic ode, “ To Mary, in Heaven:”

dyke for a desk, he composed and com-
mitted to paper the poem of “Tam o’
Shanter,” written in one day; “Since
Bruce fought Bannockburn, the best
day’s work done in Scotland,” says Alex-
ander Smith. The family gave us an
account of it, substantially the same as
Howitt narrates upon his visit to the lo-
cality. We were told that when Carlyle
visited the farm only a few years before
us, he would place his hand on certain
spots and exclaim with much feeling,
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“Perhaps Burns’ hand has many a time
touched this very place.” Mr. Howitt
also declares that when Professor Wil-
son ( Christopher North) was there, “He
rolled on the bank, saying, ‘It is worth
while trying to catch any remains of ge-
nius and humor Burns may have left
here.’” We did not roll, but we felt in-
clined to kneel in grateful memory of
the author of “The Cotter’s Saturday
Night.” Howitt continues: “It was one
of Burns’ delights to range along these
steep banks, and it was along them, be-

tween the house and the fence, at the.

bottom of the field down the river, that
he paced to and fro as he composed
“Tam o’ Shanter.” Mrs. Burns relates
that observing Robert walking with long,
swinging strides, and apparently mut-
tering as he went, she let him alone for
some time. At length she took the chil-
dren with her and went forth to meet
him. He seemed not to observe her,
but continued his walk. “ On this,” said
she, “I stepped aside with the bairns
among the broom, and past us he came,
his brow flushed and his eyes shining.
He was reciting the lines commencing
¢Now Tam, a’ Tam, had thae been
queans,” ete.” ‘ Agonized with an un-
governable access of joy,” graphically
adds another writer. Three miles from
Ellisland, on our return from Dumfries,
by a slight detour we alighted at the ru-
ins of the Abbey of Lincluden, a favor-
ite resort of Burns for composing, and
possessing a witchery with its clumps of
magnificent beech, fir and alder, and its
high mound covered with larches, over-
looking the Nith, which he, of all men,
could least resist, as the following lines
testify—

Ye holy walls that still sublime

Resist the crumbling touch of time,
How strongly still your form displays
The piety of ancient days.

E’en now, as lost in thought profound,
I view the solemn scene around,
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And pensive gaze with wistful eyes,
The past returns, the present flies,

And hark! What more than mortal sound
Of music breathes the pile around ?

"Tis the soft chanted choral song,
Whose tone the echoing aisles prolong,
Till thence returned, they softly stray
O’er Cluden’s wave with fond delay ;
Now on the rising gale swell high,

And now in fainting murmurs die ;

The boatmen on Nith’s gentle stream,
That glistens in the pale moon’s beams,
Suspend their dashing oars to hear

The holy anthem loud and clear—
Roused by the sound, I start and see
The ruin’d, sad reality.

The inspiration of the place and the
exactitude of the description, must plead
my excuse for the length of the quota-
tion. Would that I could leave Burns
amid scenes so soothing and so conge-
nial, so devoid of “carking care,” and
that his iron destiny need not have car-
ried him further, but I must hasten on
to the melancholy end.

At Dumfries, our first visit was paid
to the house in which he died, at the
early age of thirty-seven, and in which
his wife survived him for thirty-eight
years. We were conducted to a room
up stairs, in which the poet breathed
his last, and our attention was directed
to a portrait over the mantel, which the
obliging, intelligent school master, who
now occupies the house, told us was con-
sidered a most excellent likeness. Our
steps next turned, as was fitting, to the
corner of the church-yard where he was
first interred, and then to the mausole-
um, whither the remains were trans-
ferred. It is, in form, like a Grecian
temple, and within, the genius Coila,
finding her favorite son at the plow, is
in the act of throwing her mantle over
him. Here repose, also, his wife and
three sons. I greatly prefer, as more
simple and life-like, the marble statue
of him in one of the city squares, which
represents him standing with one foot
on his dog, with his cap and pipe beside
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him, and a bunch of wild daisies in his
hand. The pedestal is inscribed, on
three sides, with selections from his po-
ems, and the front records that * the
monument was erected by his grateful
fellow citizens.” I never looked at these
many costly structures without thinking
of the long and bitter struggle with ad-
versity, and the discouragement from
lack of appreciation and sympathy, of
the one whose loss they deplore; and
wonder, often, while reading those songs
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preserved, in what is yet called Burns’
corner, by the fireside, his chair, railed
in from profane touch or desecration.
On the window of the bed-room of the
inn, written by Burns, in the familiar
handwriting, are these lines of the song:
Gin a body meet a body
Comin’ through the grain,
Gin a body kiss a body,
The thing’s a body’s ain.
And yet another, for almost every
place in which he lived, or to which he

AULD ALLOWAY'S HAUNTED KIRK.

that gush from the lips, as the notes of
the meadow-lark from the stillness of
the prairie, whether, had ‘“the grati-
tude” recorded above been less tardy in
its manifestation, the errors of that short
life might not have been, in part, amend-
ed, or, possibly, not committed. Whether,
could the poet himself have been con-
sulted, he might not have preferred to
exchange an excess of posthuhumous
marble for a sufficiency of present bread.

Up a narrow, dirty alley, we passed to
the Globe tavern of the city, where is

visited, bears evidence of this fancy of
his for writing on the window.
Oh lovely Polly Stuart!
Oh charming Polly Stuart!
There’s no a Flower that blooms in May
That’s half so fair as thou art.

One of his best short poems, with the
genuine ring to it, leads me to narrate
the occasion of its having been impro-
vised, or adapted, to “point a moral,”
which may not be generally known. On
one occasion, being invited to dine at
a nobleman’s house in Edinboro, he
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went, and to his astonishment, found
that he was not to dine with the guests,
but with the butler. After dinner, he
was sent for to the dining-room, and a
chair being set for him near the bottom
of the table, he was desired, by his host,
at the head of the table, to sing a song.
Restraining his indignation, he sang:
Is there, for honest poverty,
‘Who hangs his head and a’ that?
The coward slave, we pass him by
And dare be poor for a’ that ;
For a’ that and a’ that,
A man’s a man for a’ that.

You see yon birkie ca’ed a lord,
(Pointing to the nobleman)
‘Who struts and a’ that;
Though hundreds worship at his word,
He’s but a coof for a’ that;
For a’ that and a’ that,
A man’s a man for a’ that.

As the last word issued from his lips,
he rose, and not deigning the company
an adieu, marched out of the room and
the house.

Howitt closes his narrative of his visit
to the haunts and homes of Burns, in
these touching words: ‘“He no longer
walks on one side of the market place of
Dumfries, solitary and despised, while
the great and gay crowd flutter on the
other; but as the daily coach rolls on its
way, the coachman, pointing with his
whip says softly, ‘That is the farm of
Ellisland;’ and every man and woman,
every trade traveler and servant maid,
gays, - Where?’ and all rise up and there
is a deep silence.”

It was my good fortune to be present
in London in March, 1885, when there
was unveiled, in the poet’s corner at
Westminster abbey, a monumental bust
in memory of Robert Burns, in presence
of a representative gathering of Scotch-
men, subscribed for by the people from
all parts of the world. There were twen-
ty thousand contributors, whose sub-
scriptions were strictly limited to one
shilling each, and the Prince of Wales
X111-4-4
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headed the list within the prescribed
limit. All the Scottish members of par-
liament, also, sent in their shillings. At
the conclusion of the Dean of Westmin-
ster’s address, the bust, from the studio
of Sir John Steel, a veteran member of
the Scottish Royal Academy, was fixed
on the stone screen, immediately to the
right of the statue of Shakespeare, and
but a short distance from that of Thom-
son, Campbell and Southey. Mr. Wil-
son, of Glasgow, chairman of the com-
mittee, said it was a red-letter day for
Scotland and Scotchmen, and one of
which the poet himself had some dim
prevision, when he penned the lines put
into the mouth of “ Gossip:”

He’ll hae misfortunes great and sma’,

But ave a heart aboon them a’,

He’ll be a credit to us a’,

‘We’ll a’ be proud o’ Robin.

It is a great compliment to Scotland.
that out of the few remaining inches of
space in the poet’s corner, room should
be found for this bust. No less so to
America, that the bust of Longfellow,
upon which I came very unexpectedly
one day, with a thrill of pride and pleas-
ure, should also have been recently
placed there, between the bust of Dry-
den and the tomb of Chaucer. It bears
the following inscription:

LONGFELLOW.

This bust was placed amongst the memorials
of the poets of England, by the English admir-
ers of an American poet.

On one of our visits to Westminster
abbey, the enclosure to the monument
of the late Dean Stanley had just been
visited by the queen, the Prince of Wales
and Princess Beatrice, who left, as testi-
monials of their admiration of his worth,
very handsome wreaths and crosses of
lovely natural flowers, with their cards
attached. The Dean’s own tribute to
Burns may suitably conclude this arti-
cle. He had the courage to speak of the
poet as “the prodigal son of the Scot-
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348 depict a feature of mining life

in the mountains, such as those
whose knowledge of those regions is con-
fined to summer excursions can scarcely
realize. For several months at a time
the cabins, hoisting works and mill build-
ings are buried beneath a mass of snow,
and only by much labor are the entranc-
es kept clear, and communication from
one to the other maintained. The moun-
tains are covered with snow from ten to
twenty feet in depth on a level, and
much more than that where the fleecy
substance has been blown into huge
drifts by the wind. In traveling from
place to place the long snow shoe is
brought into service, the use and neces-
sity of which were graphically described
in the March WesT SHORE. The sub-
jects illustrated are the works of the
‘Whitman mine, in the new Pine creek
district, in Union county, Oregon. This
district occupies an eastern spur of the
Blue mountains, and has been promi-
nently before the public for a year past.
Considerable development was made last
season, but winter, to a great extent, put
an end to work, especially that of pre-
liminary prospecting, as the snow pre-
vented all surface operations; but the
preparations being made point to a sea-

THE engravings on pages 347 and

son of great activity the coming sum-
mer. Many claims have been sold or
bonded to companies possessing suffici-
ent capital to work them, and as the
richness of the district has been demon-
strated, much progress will be made.
The country formation is granite, over-
lapped by metamorphic slates, and cut
by a network of dykes of porphyry,
trapp, trachyte and diorite, with a few
streaks of dolerite. The ores are most-
ly of the concentrating class, carrying
free gold, and on account of their com-
plex and varied nature can be success-
fully treated only by roasting and amal-
gamation, or by amalgamation and con-
centration. The most extensive devel-
opments have been made at the Whit-
man mine, whose works are just visible
beneath the snow in the engravings. A
year ago the Oregon Gold Mining Com-
pany was organized in Louisville, Ky.,
and puichased a number of “ prospect
holes ” in this new district, the first be-
ing the Whitman and Alta locations.
Since January, 1886, the work of devel-
opment has been pushed, and has been
continued through the winter under the
adverse circumstances depicted by the
artist. Three thousand feet of shafts,
inclines, tunnels, drifts and cross cuts,
with the usual quantity of work in the
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stopes, are the result of the operations
to the present time. A twenty-stamp
combination mill is in process of erec-
tion, which will be lighted by electricity.
A wire rope tramway, two thousand feet
long, will be an adjunct of the works.
A sampling mill, for the purpose of
testing ores from other mines, with the
view of purchasing them for working in
the mills, is also a feature of the mills.
This will aid materially in the develop-
ment of the district, as it will enable the
poorer claim owners, by the sale of ore,
to obtain money for the development
of their prospects to such an extent as
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to render them marketable. The super-
intendent is a miner of fifteen years’ ex-
perience in Colorado, and to his energy
and knowledge the vigorous and success-
ful work accomplished is due. A num-
ber of properties have been purchased,
or bonded, by Colorado parties, and sev-
eral investments have been made in that
region by business men of Portland. A
season of great activity in the Pine creek
district is expected, and this region will
no doubt follow closely in the steps of
the now famous Coeur d’Alene, which
has two years the start in the work of
development.

THE SNAKE RIVER BLUFEFS.

raphy of Eastern Washington is

the fact that the water courses
have cut deep channels in the hills, and
flow through gorges at a distance of five
hundred to two thousand feet below the
general level of the country. Standing
on the top of the bluffs, one can look
for many miles in every direction, the
vision unobstructed by forests until the
horizon is marked on all sides by moun-
tain ranges, some of them but thirty,
and others more than a hundred, miles
distant. The surface presents a clear
stretch of undulating hills, rising grad-
ually to the foothills of the mountains.
Not a river or creek can be seen, but
here and there the eye catches a faintly-
outlined dark streak in the landscape,
which indicates the position of some
channel far below the surface. The ac-
tion of the water in wearing away such
passages is plainly marked on the sides
of the bluffs. The deepest of these gor-

ONE peculiar feature of the topog-

ges is that of Snake river, whose waters
flow fully two thousand feet below the
level of the farms whose products it con-
veys to market. Along its course, on a
level with the water, are numerous bars
or tracts of alluvial land, ranging from
one to fifty acres in extent, which are
noted for the quantity and quality of
the fruit they produce. Peaches, apri-
cots, nectarines and other semi-tropical
fruits are raised there in abundance, be-
ing protected by the bluffs from the rig-
ors of winter. On these bars are locat-
ed warehouses for the storage and ship-
ment of grain, which is conveyed by
steamer to the railroad terminus further
down the stream. An engraving of one
of these characteristic spots is present-
ed on page 330. It is a well known
point on the south side of the stream, in
Garfield county, known to the postal au-
thorities as Ilia, and to the natives as
Hemingway’s Landing.

The problem of getting grain from
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the uplands down the steep bluffs to the
river was a difficult one to solve. Only
in a few places was a wagon road prac-
ticable, and there the grades were so
steep that a full load could not be taken.
The practical solution of the difficulty
was made by Major Sewall Truax, who
invented a grain chute, through which
the wheat is rapidly passed from the top
to the bottom uninjured. By an ingen-
ius contrivance the grain is checked ev-
ery few yards, and chaff and dust made
to escape through chimneys, or vents.
By this means the farmer has simply to
deliver his grain at the top of the bluff,
and in a few minutes it is safely stored
away in the warehouse bins, cleaned and
ready to be sacked for shipment. This
peculiarity of topography has been a se-
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rious obstacle in the way of railroad
construction, since it compels the en-
gineer to select the surface route with
many cuts and bridges, or to follow the
river bottoms, and thus be confined to
the routes of nature, regardless of the
location of the productive areas. The
latter course has been adopted, because
of the lower cost of construction. This
gives the traveler but a limited view and
a totally inadequate idea of the nature
and agricultural possibilities of that re-
gion. It is only when he leaves the
train, climbs out of the river gorges, and
from the top of the bluffs surveys the
miles of growing grain and hills green
with grass, that he obtains for the first
time a correct impression of the agri-
cultural wealth of the Inland Empire.

ROCKY MOUNTAIN SCENERY.

‘ N THEN the French explorers and

missionaries first saw the great

divide of the continent, more
than two centuries ago, they called it
the “ Shining mwountains,” which appel-
lation, upon a nearer view and a more
intimate acquaintance, they changed to
the “ Stony mountains.” From this we
derive the present title by legitimate in-
heritance, and surely, no better name
could be found to express the prevail-
ing characteristic of the chief mountain
range, the great back-bone, of the North
American continent. The engravings
on pages 291 and 302 present two dis-
tinct aspects, one being taken in the
heart of the mountains, and the other
showing a ridge, or spur, at a distance
of about twenty miles. The first is a
section of Silver Bow canyon, on the line
of the Utah & Northern railroad, about

midway between the great mining city
of Butte, and Anaconda, where the im-
mense smelting works of the Anaconda
Company are located. The canyon is
about seven miles long, and is of the
rugged, rocky, precipitous nature shown
in the sketch. Through it flows Silver
Bow river, with a rapid current and
rocky bed. The other view shows a
high, snow-covered ridge, as seen from
a point near Perma, a little station on
the line of the Northern Pacific, near
the line of the Flathead Indian reserva-
tion. The large stream, whose bank the
road closely follows, is the celebrated
Clarke’s Fork of the Columbia, which,
under the various and changing titles of
the Deer Lodge, Hell Gate, Missoula,
Clarke’s Fork and Pend d’ Oreille, flows
down from the main divide of the Rocky
mountains, across Western Montana and
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Northern Idaho, and unites with the
Columbia south of the international line,
in Washington. On page 312 there is
still another view of this great mountain
range. This isa scene in Kicking Horse
pass, on the line of the Canadian Pa-
cific railway, many miles farther north, a
region where the engineering difficulties
encountered were many and great. The
engraving of the celebrated Stony creek
trestle, given on page 329, also presents
a striking example of the difficulty and
expense of railroad construction in the
western mountains. The trestle is a
substantial structure, two hundred and
ninety-six feet high in the center. It is
the highest viaduct of the kind in the
world, being seventy feet higher than
the famous trestle at Marent gulch,
on the line of the Northern Pacific, a
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few miles from Missoula. Another Rocky
mountain scene, somewhat different in
character, is that on page 282. This is
a scene on Boise river, in Idaho, a num-
ber of miles above Boise City. This is
the location of the Buffalo quartz mills,
and is a place of considerable note in
Idaho mining circles. These various
sketches, covering a wide area, convey a
good idea of the character of the scenery
which passes before the eye of the trav-
eler who crosses the continent by any of
the northern routes. From the time he
leaves the plains of Wyoming and Da-
kota, till he arrives on the shores of the
Pacific, he sees one continuous pano-
rama of rugged mountains, timber-clad
ranges, green valleys, beautiful rivers,
and giant peaks crowned with everlast-
ing snow.

BEAR CREEK AND TABLE ROCK.

the Rogue river valley is that of

“ Bear Creek and Table Rock,”
on page 292. The streams of Southern
Oregon teem with gamy trout, and the
angler and sportsman find in that region
ample employment for both rod and
gun. Bear creek is a tributary of Rogue
river, running through the valley of that
name, and the name is well known in
the annals of Indian warfare on the Pa-
cific coast. Table rock, which occupies
such a preminent position in the back-
ground, was a land mark for centuries
among the natives, and is of special his-
torical note as the place where Gen. Jo-
seph Lane held that memorable council
with the hostile Rogue river Indians,
which terminated with the Table rock
treaty of 1853. Some severe fighting

! CHARACTERISTIC landscape of

had taken place between the Indians
and volunteers, the latter under the com-
mand of Gen. Lane, of Mexican war
fame, who had retired to private life af-
ter occupying the gubernatorial chair of
Oregon, and who had been wounded in
the arm in the battle which ended the
hostilities and paved the way for the
“peace talk.” Judge M. P. Deady, who
was present at that memorable council,
has recorded his recollections of it in
the following language—

The scene of this famous ‘‘ peace talk ” be-
tween Joseph Lane and Indian Joseph—two
men who had so lately met in mortal combat—
was worthy of the pen of Sir Walter Scott, and
the pencil of Salvator Ross. It was on a nar-
row bench of a long, gently-sloping hill lying
over against the noted bluff called Table rock.
The ground was thinly covered with majestic
old pines and rugged oaks, with here and there
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a clump of green oak bushes. About half a
mile above the bright mountain stream that
threaded the narrow valley below, sat the two
chiefs in council. lane was in fatigue dress,
the arm which was wounded at Buena Vista in
a sling from a fresh bullet wound received at
Battle creek. Indian Joseph, tall, grave and
self-possessed, wore a long, black robe over his
ordinary dress. By his side sat Mary, his faith-
ful companion and favorite child, then a com-
paratively handsome young woman, unstained
with the vices of civilization. Around these on
the grass sat Captain A. J. Smith—now Gener-
al Smith, of St. Louis—who had just arrived
from Port Orford with his company of the First
Dragoons ; Captain Alvord, then engaged in the
construction of a military road through the
Umpqua canyon, and since paymaster of the
U. 8. A.; Colonel Bill Martin, of Umpqua, Col-
onel John E. Ross, of Jacksonville, and a few
others. A short distance above us on the hill-
side were some hundreds of dusky warriors in
fighting gear, reclining quietly on the ground.
The day was beautiful. To the east of us rose
Table rock, and at its base stood Smith’s dra-
goons, waiting anxiously with hand on horse
the issue of the attempt to make peace without
their aid. After a proposition was discussed
and settled between the two chiefs, the Indian
would rise up and communicate the matter to a
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huge warrior who reclined at the foot of a tree
quite near us. Then the latter rose up and
communicated the matter to the host above
him, and they belabored it back and forth with
many voices. Then the warrior communicated
the thought of the multitude on this subject
back to the chief; and so the discussion went
on until an understanding was finally reached.
Then we separated, the Indians going back to
their mountain retreat, and the whites to their
camp.

The Indians were allotted a reserva-
tion at Table rock, and Captain Smith
established there a military post, called
Fort Lane, which, for three years, was
one of the most important on the Pacific
coast. At the end of that time, the In-
dians of that region having again been
conquered after a protracted and bloody
struggle, the reservation and fort were
abandoned, and the Indians removed to
another locality. Since that time the
war whoop has never sounded in Rogue
river valley, and Bear creek and Table
rock have worn the peaceful aspect pre-
sented in the engraving.




Morthwestern ews and Information.

Kixg or THE WEsT MINE.—A company has
been incorporated in Salt Lake City, to work
the King of the West and Fawn claims, in Lit-
tle Smoky district, Idaho. The incorporators
are well known mining and business men of
Salt Lake City, Franklin and Hailey, Idaho.

Evrectric LicaT AT Borse.—The Capital Elec-
tric Light, Motor and Gas Co. has been incor-
porated at Boise City, for the purpose of light-
ing the capital city of Idaho by electricity.
Power to run the dynamo will be furnished by
water from one of the numerous ditches that
ramify the Boise country.

TrE CovLviLLE SMELTER.—The Mutual Mining
and Smelting Company has machinery on the
way to Spokane Falls for the erection of a smel-
ter at Colville. The general superintendent is
G. G. Vivian, a mining engineer and metallur-
gist of seventeen years’ experience. An enter-
prise of this kind will be of great benefit to the
mining industry of Colville, and bring the rich
ores of that district more prominently before
the public.

Avaska Packing Co.—A company has been
organized in Astoria for canning salmon on a
large scale in Alaska. Machinery and fittings
for an establishment with a capacity of thirty
thousand cases have been shipped, accompan-
ied by thirty-six white men and seventy Chinese
The cost of the establishment will be about
$100,000.00, but the success of the enterprise is
assured by that of others in that region operat-
ing on a smaller scale.

ArTESIAN WELLS IN UrAH.—The town of Pro-
vo, Utah, has nearly a hundred artesian wells.
They line the public streets, and are to be seen
in many front yards, their flowing water meet-
ing the gaze on every side. The wells are rap-
idly sunk, ranging from fifty to a hundred feet
per day. Flowing water is usually struck at a
depth of about two hundred feet, and an ordi-
nary well of this depth costs a little less than
$100.00. A firm engaged in the business has
contracts ahead far a large number of these
wells.

SAW MiLL AT BripanL VeiL.—A saw mill, with
a daily capacity of seventy thousand feet, is be-
ing erected two miles back of Bridal Veil falls.
There is a large body of fine timber lying a
short distance back from the Columbia, which
can be easily milled. The lumber will be float-
ed down to the river in a flume. The soil of
that region is excellent, and will make good
farms when cleared, or good grazing ground
when only partially cleared.

GRANITE MounTaIN Divinexps.—Two years
ago the Granite Mountain mine paid its first
dividend, of ten cents per share, since which
time it has paid $2,100,000.00. Of late, regular
monthly dividends of twenty-five cents have
been paid, but at a recent meeting of the direc-
tors, held in St. Louis, where the bulk of the
stock is owned, it was decided to make the
monthly dividend fifty cents in future, as the
work on the mine warranted such action.

MacHINE SHOPs FOR BAKER (C'rry.—First class
foundry and machine shops will soon be in op-
eration in Baker City. Arrangements have
been made with M. A. Dolby, of Hamburg,
Iowa, to ship his plant from that place. In view
of the great impetus given to mining in that re-
gion, the success of such an enterprise can not
be doubted. It will be a great convenience to
miners to have machine shops so conveniently
located, thus avoiding the expense and delay of
sending a long distance for castings.

Sacr Lake to Rosepura.—('itizens of Rose-
burg, Oregon, have incorporated the Oregon
Southern Pacific Coast & Utah Railway Co., for
the purpose of constructing a railroad from Salt
Lake City, across Utah, Idaho and Oregon, to
the Umpqua river, thence down that river and
its branches, to Roseburg, and on toward the
coast, till it joins the line of the proposed road
from Drain to the ocean. (apital stock is fixed
at $100,000.00, just about the cost of a complete
survey of the route.

Tae Camas Goup Berr.—The gold belt dis-
trict of the Wood river region, Idaho, is making
fast strides in development. A railroad from
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the mines to Hailey will soon be constructed.
The Idaho Gold Belt Mining & Milling Compa-
ny, with a capital stock of $2,500,000.00, has been
incorporated in New York, for the purpose of
buying, operating and exploring mines in that
district. The influence of this company will
soon be felt, seconding the active work in pro-
gress by other companies.

Tue Wickes TuNNEL.—On the line of the
Montana Central, from Helena to Butte, will be
a tunnel near Wickes, six thousand two hun-
dred feet in length, which, according to the con-
tract recently let, must be completed by the 15th
of May, 1888. Work in the tunnel will be pros-
ecuted on the European system of driving the
tunnel with bottom headings, instead of work-
ing along the top, as is customary in this coun-
try. This system is said to be more expedi-
tious, and less expensive, than the other.

RarLroap 1o Borse Crry.—The Oregon Short
Line has made a proposition to the citizens of
Boise, to the effect that if they will release the
company from its obligation to construct a
branch from Caldwell to Boise, it will reconvey
the right of way on that proposed line to the
original owners, and will at once build a line to
that city from Nampa. The proposition has
been accepted by a majority of the original sub-
scribers to the right of way fund, and work on
the new route will probably be commenced
within thirty days.

Warra WaLLa aND PugeT SouNnn.—The move-
ment at Walla Walla to secure connection with
the Northern Pacific has advanced to such a
stage that an organization has been effected.
The Farmers’ Union, of Walla Walla, Colum-
bia and Umatilla counties, held a convention at
Walla Walla and deputed nine prominent citi-
zens of Walla Walla, Waitsburg, Dayton and
Milton, to incorporate as directors of the Walla
Walla & Puget Sound Railroad Co. Articles of
incorporation, fixing the capital stock at $2,-
000,000.00, have been filed, and J. F. Boyer
has been elected president.

SEATTLE, LAKE SHORE & EAsTERN.—Bids have
been received for the grading of thirty miles
more of the Seattle, Lake Shore & Eastern rail-
road,and the contract will soon be let. This
will take the line to the head of Squak lake.
The immediate point of destination is the An-
drews coal mine, in Squak valley. It is the ob-
ject of the company to reach the mine as quick-
ly as possible, and bring the coal to Smith’s

THE WEST SHORE.

cove for shipment, where large coal bunketrs
will be erected. Mining at that point will be
commenced as soon as the road reaches it. The
rails are en route by sea, and will soon reach
Seattle.

HoTteL AT VANCOUVER, B. C.—Vancouver, the
terminus of the Canadian Pacific, will soon have
a hotel in keeping with its important position.
A handsome brick structure, one hundred and
twenty by one hundred and twenty-eight feet in
size, and five stories high, will soon be complet-
ed and opened to the traveling public. It occu-
pies a commanding site, and from its broad bal-
conies is presented a landscape of great beauty.
The eye takes in Burrard inlet on the north,
English bay and the Gulf of Georgia on the
west, and the beautiful, snow-crowned Mount
Baker on the south. Tourists will be in no haste
to leave Vancouver, with such accommodations
and beautiful surroundings open to them.

ArBor Day.—The last legislature of Montana
passed an act appointing the third Tuesday in
May, of each year, as Arbor day, empowering
the governor to issue a proclamation calling up-
on all citizens to set apart that day for the plant-
ing of trees to beautify their homes, streets,
public highways and cemeteries. The law pro-
vides for the exemption from taxation, to the
amount of $100.00 per acre for eight years, of all
land planted in fruit trees, not more than thir-
ty-three feet apart, and six years for land plant-
ed in forest trees, not more than nine feet apart.
There are other privileges and exemptions to
encourage the cultivation of trees. This is an
action all states and territories having treeless
areas should imitate .

Tue Drum LummoN.—According to the offi-
cial reports of the manager and superintendent
of the now celebrated Drum Lummon mine, sit-
uated near Helena, Montana, there have been
paid, during the past six months, dividends to
the amount of $615,000.00, and during the two
and one-half years of the present management,
the total of $1,200,000.00. The total output
for 1886 was $1,712,910.00, and for 1885, $894,-
210.00. The working expenses for 1886 were
$521,534.00, the surplus being consumed in the
payment of dividends, the making of necessary
improvements and the payment of old debts.
Forty-two thousand tons of ore were crushed,
averaging $41.05 per ton. The report shows a
property of great richness, and of such magni-
tude as to insure large dividends for many years
to come. Work for the month of January con-
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sisted of nearly six thousand tons, yielding
$180,000.00, or a monthly average two-thirds
greater than that of last year.

AresiaN WeLns.—The failure of Mr. W. 8.
Ladd to secure flowing water on his farm near
Portland, after simking a well to a great depth,
has caused many to douht the practicability of
that method of obtaining a large supply of wa-
ter in this region. It is probable, however, that
the unfavorable conditions met with there are
only local. The war department has ordered a
well to be bored at Vancouver, for the supply
of the garrison at that point. The limit of
depth is fixed at three hundred feet, but if wa-
ter is not found at that depth, orders will prob-
ably be given to go deeper. An experimental
well is being bored at Colfax, W. T., and the
success or failure of these two efforts will do
much to settle the question of artesian wells in
this region.

Dougras Isuaxp MiNes.—An extraordinary
mining development is now in progress in Alas-
ka, and in addition to the present mill in opera-
tion on Douglas island, Mr. Treadwell’s compa-
ny will this summer erect another two hundred-
stamp mill. There is now in course of erection,
a one hundred and sixty-stamp mill, by a Bos-
ton company, and two other mills, of one hun-
dred and one hundred and twenty-stamp ca-
pacity, are projected. The work on all of those
mills will be commenced immediately. An
Eastern company has purchased several unde-
veloped quartz locations on Burner’s bay, fifty
miles north of Douglas island, for about $60,-
000.00 or $70,000.00, and at that place consid-
erable development is also likely to take place
during the summer.

Bie Creek MiniNg DistricT.—Last year both
gold and silver ledges were discovered near Big
creek, twenty-two miles north of Baker City,
Oregon, and a number of claims were taken up
and prospected, until winter put an end to op-
erations. The Annie has had the most work
done upon it, in the form of a shaft forty feet
deep, with an incline some distance farther.
About thirty tons of ore have been taken out,
and will be shipped to Denver for reduction.
Assays of ore sent to that place last fall showed
two hundred and thirty-three ounces of silver,
fifty cents in gold, and twenty-five per cent.
lead to the ton. The Nellie, the most promis-
ing gold lead, assays $60.00 gold and $17.00 sil-
ver per ton, and has a ledge three and one-half
feet in width. The silver ledges are on the hills
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surrounding Big creek valley, and the gold
ledges farther down the sides and nearer the
creek. These will be thoroughly prospected this
season.

Parer MitLs.—The LaCamas Paper Co. has
secured in the East complete machinery of the
newest pattern for the mill to be erected on the
site of the one recently burned. The new build-
ing will be a fire-proof structure of brick and
corrugated iron. Work will be pushed vigor-
ously, as the new freight tariff renders the man-
ufacture of paper in this region a much more
profitable business than formerly. Mr. Chas.
P. Thor, a paper manufacturer who has inter-
ests in the Remington mills, at Watertown, N.
Y., and the Lick mills, at Agnes, Cal., has
been investigating the water power at Oregon
City, with a view to building a large mill at
that point. He has expressed an intention of
erecting works that will cover three acres of
ground. Water power is offered him free for a
period of ten years.

Araska Traver.—All the indications point to
a large tourist travel to Alaska the coming sum-
mer, and preparations are being made to ac-
commodate it. Three steamers, the Idaho, the
Ancon, and the Olympian, will be on the route
of the Pacific Coast Steamship Company, giv-
ing a steamer nearly every week. The Olym-
pian, a splendid side-wheel excursion boat,
will be especially desirable for tourists. It will
carry only light freight and mails, and will
make the round trip in about twelve days. Par-
ties desiring to connect with this steamer on
Puget sound, must leave Portland April 17,
May 1, 15 and 29, June 12 and 26, July 10 and
24, August 7 and 21, September 18 and Octo-
ber 2. To connect with the Idaho or Ancon,
parties will leave Portland April 22, May 6 and
20, June 3 and 17, July 1, 15 and 29, August 12
and 26, September 9 and 23.

CarirorNiA & OrecoN R. R.—Construction
work on the California & Oregon railroad is be-
ing pushed with great vigor. The graders are
at work in the Siskiyou mountains, north of
Klamath river, and in a short time the gap be-
tween the end of the track and Ashland will be
reduced to fifty miles. This will make fifty
miles of the most comfortable and agreeable
staging to be found on the Pacific coast, and in
the summer travel overland will be large. No
more beautiful scenery can be found on the coast
than that of the Siskiyou mountains and Kla-
math river, with the hoary crown of Mt. Shasta
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looming up to the southward, across the plains
of Shasta valley. This will, no doubt, become
a popular route of travel, and the many de-
lightful summer resorts along the line will not,
in future, want for patronage. The sale of the
Oregon & California road to the Southern Pa-
cific has been consummated, and formal trans-
fer will be made about the first of May.

Uran & NorTHERN R. R.—The statement has
frequently been made that the gauge of the
Utah & Northern would be changed to standard
width. The superintendent has recently made
the statement that this work is now in progress,
and will be completed from Pocatello north by
the first of August. From Pocatello to Ogden
no change will be made at present. Freight
from Butte to Ogden, and from Ogden to Butte,
will be transferred at Pocatello. This will be
effected by changing the cars from narrow to
broad gauge trucks, which is much more rapid
than transferring the bulk. This will not cause
a great deal of trouble as the amount of this
business will not be very large, the main share
being salt from below destined for Butte. The
bulk of the freight to and from Butte and other
Montana points on the line of the Utah & North-
ern reaches it by the Oregon Short Line at Po-
catello in standard gauge cars, so that the
change being made is a practical necessity.

Inpian REservaTiONs.—The Indian commis-
sion has been doing good work in this region.
They have induced the Indians occupying the
region about the mouth of Spokane river, em-
bracing an area of three thousand square miles,
or two million acres, in Northeastern Washing-
ton, to relinquish all their rights, and take up
land on the Ceeur d’ Alene, Colville and Flat-
head reservations. The consideration is $95,-
000.00, to be paid during a period of ten years,
$5,000.00 of it to go to such as settle upon and
improve lands. Patents will be issued to such
as take up lands. The Indians will probably
locate at Cceur d’ Alene. With the occupants
of the latter reservation, an agreement has been
made to permit the Spokanes to settle upon it.
They relinquish all claim to land outside the
limits of the present reservation, and the latter
is confirmed to them forever. It contains near-
ly five million acres, only a comparatively small
portion of which is suitable for cultivation, al-
though it possesses much fine timber. The sum
of $150,000.00 is paid as a consideration, which
shall be expended by the Secretary of the Inte-
rior and the Indian commissioner, in the erec-
tion and maintenance of a grist mill and saw
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mill, and the purchase of necessary agricultural
implements, $30,000.00 being expended the first
year, and $8,000.00 each year thereafter for fif-
teen years. By these practical methods, our
cumbersome reservations are gradually being
reduced, and a beginning made in advancing
the condition of the Indians toward a point of
self-support.

Vancouver To Hong KoNg.—The Canadian
Pacific has completed its arrangements for a
regular line of trans-Pacific steamers, having
purchased three first-class iron vessels, which
have been plying on the Atlantic, on the Cunard
line. For the present, a vessel will leave Van-
couver and Hong Kong once in four weeks, but
in a short time, this will be reduced to once in
three weeks. The trip is scheduled for twenty-
nine days, including a stay of three or four days
at Yokohama, which will be none too long for
the pleasure of travelers. The time table for
the first three months is as follows:
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SEATTLE TO SNoQUALMIE.—It is reported that
the Columbia & Puget Sound Railroad Co. will
lay a third rail on their Cedar river line, and
from a point on the line, build a standard gauge
road into Snoqualmie valley, to the iron and
coal mines. This will be done to participate in
the benefits of the great business to be opened
up there as soon as the Seattle, Lake Shore &
Eastern completes its line to Snoqualmie valley.
The Oregon Improvement Company, which
owns the stock of the C. & P. S. R. R., has
maintained a party of engineers in the field all
winter, and it is confidently asserted that be-
fore another winter sets in, Seattle will have
two lines of standard gauge road to the coal and
iron regions of Snoqualmie. Peter Kirk, the
English iron manufacturer, who recently en-
tered into an agreement with the S. L. S. & E.
R. R., to mine and ship coal and iron from Sno-
qualmie, has purchased, for $28,000.00, a sec-
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tion of coal land between Green and Cedar riv-
ers, a few miles northeast of Franklin. This is
one of the few deposits of good coking coal
found along Puget sound.

TuE Fraraeap CouNtry.—David Morgan,
who, about a month ago, left for a visit to the
Flathead country, returned recently. He states
that on starting from here with pack animals,
he had to return and make the trip by rail. Af-
ter leaving the railroad, it took eighteen days to
get into the Flathead country. At times he was
compelled to go ahead and break trail, so as to
enable the horses and mules to walk, the snow
being so deep; but on reaching the valley, he
found the grass growing, and plowing on that
portion of the reservation already filled. Much
of the land is already settled upon, and num-
bers of people are continually going in. He said
in one day, returning on the trail, he counted
eighteen Butte parties going in for the purpose
of locating land. He is much pleased with the
country, and can not praise it too much as a
farming country. He adds that mineral abounds
in mountains adjacent to the valley, of all de-
scriptions. Among the rest, is some gold quartz,
as also silver, copper and lead. Coal abounds
in abundance, and in sufficient quantities to
supply the whole of Montana for all time. He
says that the people expect a railroad in the
country very soon, at least considerable talk is
going on there concerning it. Those now arriv-
ing have not much choice of location left, as all
the land adjoining the lake has been taken up,
and most of that where living water runs. Cat-
tle are said to have wintered well there.— Butte
Miner.

OXNE YEAR oF LEcirivate MiniNg.—The Ella
mine, owned by the Boulder Mining & Reduc-
tion Company, near Wickes, Montana, is rap-
idly developing into a first-class property. This
mine was discovered about a year ago, and al-
ready has a shaft down two hundred and fif-
teen feet, with levels at one and two hundred
feet, exploring the vein about two hundred and
forty feet along its course, opening up an ore
chute, or chimney, about two hundred feet
along the vein. The vein, or fissure, is about
four feet wide all the way, carrying a uniform
body of ore, two feet wide the entire depth. The
average value of the ore, as taken from the lev-
els, is about thirty-five per cent. lead and thirty-
five to thirty-seven ounces silver, and some
gold. There is aleo a wing about eighty feet
east of the shaft, connecting with the east level,
making a total development of about five hun-
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dred and sixty feet, showing the same regular
ore body. Measuring the ore chimney at vari-
ous points where opened by the shafts and lev-
els referred to, shows a surprising regularity of
the ore, both as to quality and quantity. The
amount of ore in sight will exceed eight thou-
sand tons, exclusive of what has been taken
from the workings, of an average value of $60.00
to $75.00 per ton, which gives an immense ag-
gregate, and after deducting one-third for the
cost of mining, reducing and marketing, still
leaves a handsome margin for profit. The Bal-
timore is another mijne in the vicinity that has
been quite extensively developed, producing,
mainly, rich milling ores.—Helena Herald.
CokiNg CoaL IN Montana.—Last fall Mr. H.
Millard, the owner of extensive coal mines on
Belt creek, entered into a contract with the
Hudson Mining Co., of Neihart, to experiment
with the coal mined by him, and if it was found
that the coal would coke, he was to be awarded
a contract for a large amount. On the strength
of this, Mr. Millard set himself to work con-
structing two large coke ovens, and proceeded
with the work. At first he took the coal from
the bank as it came, and did not meet with full
success ; then he experimented with the various
strata, and finally came upon the coal he want-
ed, the bottom stratum, of some twenty-two
inches in thickness. The ovens were then re-
constructed, after an improved method, and the
result was a complete success. The Hudson
Mining Company is back of Mr. Millard in this
matter, and the work of coking coal at Belt will
be prosecuted with vigor this summer. The
first coking has been tested and pronounced a
success. Parties who are conversant with these
matters, who have handled it in the East, say
that the samples are first-class coke. The re-
sult of this experiment will be to start up a new
industry in Northern Montana, and it will have
a tendency to induce capitalists to construct
railroads to Belt, if for no other reason than to
take out the coal and coke. The great smelting
works of Anaconda, Butte and other districts
must have coke, and now it is shipped from the
East at great expense. The successful burning
of this product, within the limits of the territo-
ry, will keep the money at home, which is an-
nually sent to the East. The town of Belt will
yet be an important point.— Benton River Press.
Boise City Water Power.—The Boise river
can furnish power for a hundred mills. It is
furnishing power for a number of important in-
dustries now established, and can supply hun-
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dreds of others. The sources of the river, asis
well known, are scattered all through the snow-
clad mountains, and for eight months each year
it is swollen to a continuous flood. During the
remaining four months the volume of water is
much reduced, but even then it is great enough,
and has proven itself great enough, to run the
industries now established, with a margin of
untold promise besides. The peculiarity which
contributes so largely to making Boise City a
very desirable location for manufactories, is the
rapid fall of the river, it averaging not less than
eight feet to the mile. It admits of what prob-
ably would be unparalleled in the history of
manufacturing, namely, that within any given
five miles, five manufactories could be operated
with the same water. The supply of water, in
the light of actual experience, and the fact that
the conditions admit of the repeated use of the
same water, is practically inexhaustible. The
cost of excavating ditches, and of water wheels,
is nothing, compared with the initial cost of en-
gines and boilers, and the subsequent expense
of maintaining a supply of coal, even in dis-
tricts where the supply of coal is unlimited.
Or water can be secured from the ditches al-
ready excavated, at a small expense in compar-
ison with that of coal. A woolen manufactory
here wouid not only be in the midst of an un-
limited supply of material, but also, in the cen-
ter of a market extending hundreds of miles
toward all points of the compass. A quartz
mill and smelter, a tannery, paper mill, and
many other industries, once established, would
enjoy many special advantages.
no trouble about shipping the products to mar-
ket. There will be a railroad here before any
of the manufactories mentioned could be erect-
ed.—Boise Statesman.

Britisg CoLumBia ImmigraTION.—Every in-
dication points to a large immigration to Brit-
ish Columbia during the present year. The
completion of the Canadian Pacific railway, and
the ease and facility with which this province
and coast can now be reached, has brought Brit-
ish Columbia into great favor with intending
emigrants in England. The fame of our climate
has likewise had much to do with creating so
favorable an impression in the minds of hun-
dreds who are leaving the congested centers of
population in England, to make for themselves
a home in this, to them, remote portion of Her
Majesty’s dominion. Always on the alert to
take advantage of every opportunity that pre-
sents itself, the management of the Canadian
Pacific railway on this coast has decided upon

There will be
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a plan that commends itself to the new comers.
Realizing the inadequacy of the accommodation
made for the reception of immigrants, both in
this city and on the mainland, that company
has decided upon erecting a large and commo-
dious home at Vancouver, for the reception and
housing of immigrants and their families, until
such times as they can provide homes for them-
selves and secure either land whereon to settle,
or employment. Every regard will be paid to
the comfort and health of those coming to the
province of the midnight sun, and making it
their home and country, by adoption, for the fu-
ture. Guides will be provided for land hunters
on the island, as well as on the mainland. In-
coming trains will be boarded in the mountains
by special agents, whose duties shall consist en-
tirely of giving passengers en route every possi-
ble information about the country. This, in-
deed, will be an acceptable move, and tend,
still further, to popularize the Canadian nation-
al route. It has been demonstrated, that on
arriving on this coast and not finding things
generally so agreeable, or of the rose color so
vividly painted by emigration agents abroad,
the new comer becomes dissatisfied and hies
himself across the sound, in hope that a better
condition of things will be found.—Victoria
Times.

PuGeT SouxD T0 GrAY’S HARBOR.—Mr. John
Campbell, of Port Blakely, was in Seattle Mon-
day, to see Mr. Simpson and notify him that
the company would be ready for him to com-
mence work on the extension of the Puget Sound
& Gray’s Harbor road by the end of the present
week. Mr. Campbell refused to talk with the
reporter, relative to the intention of the compa-
ny, but a gentleman equally as well posted on
their intentions said: ‘‘I have it from the very
best source, that before snow flies, the waters
of Puget sound will be connected with those of
Gray’s harbor by bands of steel. It is only
thirty miles from the present terminus of the
road to deep water on Gray’s harbor, and the
route is by no means a difficult one to build a
road through; in fact, a great portion of the
way, it would be very easy work. This road
will penetrate one of the finest timber belts in
the United States, besides affording the won-
derfully productive Chehalis valley an outlet on
Puget sound, and a market for its products.
There is no question about the road paying, and
it would be the means of opening up and devel-
oping a vast region of country now almost un-
explored. The people of Gray’s harbor and the
Lower Chehalis are now dependent upon Port-
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land for a trading point, but with the Puget
Sound & Gray’s Harbor road completed, Seattle
will enter into trade relations with those people
at once. A steamer will be placed on the route
between Seattle and Kamilche, the sound ter-
minus of the road, to make a round trip each
day. There is also talk of putting a fast steam-
er or two on the route between Gray’s harbor
and San Francisco, in which case, passengers
for the Bay City will save a day’s time by tak-
ing that route. The company has ample funds
on hand to complete that road this summer, and
I have not the slightest doubt but what they
will, as I received such a statement from a person
well up in the councils of the company. The
road will pass through the towns of Elma and
Montesano.”’—Post-Intelligencer.

SEVEN DeviLs Corprer Districr.—The Neven
Devils district is situated in the northwest por-
tion of Washington county, Idaho, and about
one hundred miles from Weiser City. It is
northeast from Baker City, less than ninety
miles in distance. The nearest and best route
from Baker is by way of Sparta, Pine valley,
across the Brownlee ferry at Snake river, thence
down the river fifteen miles to Salt creek, at
Glover’s old cattle ranch, thence up Salt creek
by good pack trail to Bear creek crossing, a dis-
tance of sixteen miles, there connecting with a
wagon road from Weiser ('ity. From the cross-
ing at Bear creek to the mines it is about ten
miles. The entire route is well watered, and
grass is in abundance. The altitude of the
camp is between five and six thousand feet.

The discovery of copper mineral in this sec-
tion dates back as far as the years 1863-4, when
the old O. 8. N. Co. dispatched Engineer Levi
Allen to examine the waters of Snake river,
with the view of ascertaining the practicability
of its navigation. In this undertaking the ex-
plorers were necessarily compelled, at different
times, to ascend the rugged mountains lining
the river’s shores, and naturally drifted, more
or less, into the inland country. It was at one
of these times that Allen and his crowd discov-
ered mineral abounding, and after more or less
prospecting, unearthed a body of ore, which
they named the Peacock mine. Little atten-
tion was paid to this discovery until a few years
since, when Allen and some companions went
back to the camp and commenced further re-
searches, with wonderful success, until now the
camp has attracted other miners and many cap-
italists, who have caused large development
work to be done. The principal mines.of the
camp are the Peacock, White Monument, Hel-
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ena, Alaska, Blue Jacket and Decorah. All the
mines of the camp make a good showing, for
the amount of development work done on them.
During the past winter, about thirty miners
have been pushing work in the camp, and it is
certain a new impetus will be given to it this
spring and summer, by reason of many wealthy
parties securing control of the principal prop-
erties there last year. The greatest drawback
to the camp at present is the matter of transpor-
tation, but there is a strong probability of this
being remedied, should the Union Pacific con-
clude to build a railroad up the Weiser river,
and upon which proposed route the company
has a corps of engineers now surveying, under
the charge of Engineer T. A. Clark. This road
is the one proposed to tap the Northern Idaho
country.—Baker ity Democrat.

Tae Yukox Mines.—The present starting
point for the Yukon country is Juneau. From
here, the route is by steamer to Chilkoot, the
station on the west side of the Coast range, and
the beginning of the portage. The latter is
about thirty-five miles in length, by trail, and
passable, at present, only for human beings, al-
though animals can approach to within two
miles of the top of the range on this side, and
within one on the opposite. This little three
miles of the whole route is the great stumbling
block of the new El Dorado. It isthe means of
the miners now being charged the extortionate
price of $13.00 per hundred pounds, and upward,
for the transportation of all articles necessary
for the trip, which is done on the backs of the
natives. If some man would only grasp the sit-
uation in its true light, he would forthwith blast
out that little three miles, and establish a pack
train there for the transportation of the large
amount of merchandise that will necessarily
have to be taken in during the coming summer
and those to follow. At the foot of the moun-
tain, on the opposite side, is Lake Lebarge.
Here, boats and rafts are constructed, then
away they sail, over a continuation of lakes, un-
til the head of Lewis riveris reached ; then down
Lewis, which is a large stream, until it empties
into the Yukon. From Lake Lebarge, through-
out the whole lower, or Yukon, country, travel-
ing from point to point is done in hoats, that
whole section being cut up by rivers and lakes.
These run ample water for the navigation of
moderate sized boats, and in many instances,
enough to float large steamers, and the latter
can run up the Yukon, and then up Lewis river,
to within one hundred and fifty miles of tide
water, at Chilkoot. In regard to the mineral
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resources of the country, our informant stated
he had seen as high as $3.00 to the pan taken
out ; miners had made $175.00 per day, although
the mode of washing was the old-time rocker
and sluice box. One bar on Stewart river yield-
ed about $15.000.00 to its owners the first year,
and last fall, before shutting down, better pay
than they had ever before struck was found.
On this bar, a streak of fine gold, about the
thickness of a knife blade, was found running
continuously, about six inches below the sur-
face, and was about as pretty a sight as an en-
thusiastic miner could gaze upon. Heis an old
San Juan miner, having been in most of the
mining camps of Colorado, and also other states
and territories; but says, never before has he
seen as much gold scattered throughout, as
there is in the Yukon country. It is found in
all the bars on the large rivers, and along all
the small streams putting down from the Rocky
mountain range. Placer mining can be com-
menced about May 1st, and carried on until Oc-
tober 1st, the winters being very cold. A new
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field had been discovered on Seventy Mile creek,
and when the news thereof reached Port Nel-
son, on Stewart river, it caused a big excite-
ment, and the miners left there and went to the
new diggings. A few specimens of very rich
gold quartz were also brought out by himself
and companion, from a new discovery, but were
left with the abandoned mail. The Indian was
badly frozen, and he will be brought to Juneau
shortly, to have one of his toes amputated. If
the weather moderates, in all probability the
mail will be found, and brought down on the
next trip made by the Ywukon. 1f it should re-
veal a big strike there, Juneau will become
nearly depopulated, and thousands from other
sections will pour into the country. 1t will mean
another Cassiar, only on a more extensive scale,
and where men can take out fortunes in a short
time. If the placer mines are there, quartz
must furnish the supply of gold; and with it
scattered so thickly in the gravel, the mother
veins can not be otherwise than very rich.—Ju-
neav Free Press.

@Thoughts and LFarcts for Women,

It is essential that every woman who is a
home keeper have time set apart, regularly, for
gystematic thought. The ever returning daily
routine of trifles to be attended to, each one of
which is quite as significant, in its place, as
though it was much greater, wears the strength
and powers of the home keeper, till, if she have
not a determined will to reach out and up, she
is soon satisfied with a very limited mental hor-
izon. We seek cosmetics, tonics and other
beautifiers and health restorers, until our purses
grow thin, and then often produce nothing bet-
ter than a dejected ‘“ O, dear! Iam growing old,
and my health seems completely broken.”” Help
is allowed when we are no longer, possibly, able
to compass the work ourselves. What a mis-
take is this that women are making! Are they
never told that they are composed of a three-
fold nature, to slight any one of which injures
the whole? Upon how many tombstones might
be written, * Starved! Slow process starvation,
voluntarily done.”’” If Princess Like Like be a
heathen in starving her body to save her peo-
ple, as she supposed, what can we say of such

as starve the mind for a cherished whim? Who
has not known of girls graduating from their
college course with high honors, and bearing
upon their cheeks the bloom of health, who, up-
on assuming the responsibilities of home in a
few years, withered and faded as a blossom that
is gone? At such a time, we lament the fact
that girls will seek a college education, and lay
the blame at the college doors, bewailing the
errors of female education. Where is wisdom
hid, and in what place may understanding be
found? Can we not see that as the blossom
fades and dies when it ceases to grow, so does
a human being, whether man or woman? Itis
a matter of experimental fact, gleaned from
such schools as Oberlin and Vassar, that it is
not the education of the girl, in a great major-
ity of cases, but the non-education, the non-
progression, of the woman, which injures the
health. And another fact remains undeniable,
that many women are restored to health by tak-
ing up a course of study and regularly pursuing
it. Cheerfulness and content come through an
evenly-exercised being. This can not be had
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without systematic thought, thought which ex-
ercises and strengthens the mind and gives it a
rich pleasure in existence, which is as far above
the physical pleasure coming from bodily exer-
cise, as the mind is above the body. The plan-
ning of house work does not give this mental
exercise, but true home work does. To be an
intellectual companion for life, to be a thorough-
ly capable teacher for those entrusted to her
care, requires of the home keeper mental health
and strength. And the woman who would be
truly unselfish and painstaking in this direc-
tion, will not neglect mental food any less will-
ingly than bodily food ; and the time to take it
must be set apart the same as the time which
is set apart for the regular meals of the day.

How much to be admired is that nobility of
character which is betrayed by ladies of rank
and wealth, in devoting their time and energies
to philanthropic and useful purposes. In the
‘““new profession,” philanthropy, they are es-
pecially fitted to be successful; for rank and
wealth give them both influence with others,
and the where-with-all to use effectively all per-
sonal powers which may be possessed. Carmen
Sylvia, the queen of Roumania, has been in the
habit of giving literary lectures to a few young
ladies in her own palace, the daughters of offi-
cials in the household and members of the high-
est aristocracy. The work proved so useful and
congenial, that she was willing to enlarge it, by
giving the same course to girls of the high
school in Bucharest. But to do this, it was nec-
essary for her to pass an examination and re-
ceive a professor’s diploma, from the Minister
of Instruction. This she willingly agreed to,
and is now a regularly certificated teacher, be-
ginning her course with the new year. Surely,
this is a practical age, and to overcome the cru-
elty which condemns kings and queens to do
nothing useful, is a hopeful result.

Something of the proportions of the culinary
department of Vassar college, may be known
from the bill of fare, as taken from the Stew-
ard’s report. Six hundred eggs are consumed
daily ; two tubs of butter are necessary to treat
the girls to griddle cakes ; seventy-five shad are
required for dinner on Friday; fifty pounds of
butter and three hundred and fifty quarts of
milk are the daily quota ; fifty-five quarts of ice
cream give each student only a modest slice.
These are but examples, which convey a par-
tial idea of the immensity of the daily work
which is necessary to spread the tables for these
college girls. Only wholesome, nutritious food
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is put upon the table, and as would naturally
be expected, many a petted child, who has been
fed at her pleasure, upon sweetmeats and other
non-nourishing viands, finds it hard to accus-
tom herself to the new regimen. Yet, much of
the efficiency of the Vassar student is due to
this sensible mode of dining, and it would be
well could women zll over our land receive a
lesson from the Vassar assortment of food, and
heed it.

A certain town in the East has inaugurated a
new 5:00 o’clock tea. The tea is for ladies on-
ly, and its prime object is for conversation upon
some subject which was chosen at the last meet-
ing, two weeks previously. The conversation at
one meeting, from the time they sit down to the
table, until they depart, at 8:00 o’clock, must
all be upon this one subject. The subjects vary
widely, but are mostly concerning questions of
the day. President Cleveland’s Cabinet, the
Irish Question, the Advancement of Cookery
within our Remembrance, are samples of their
chosen topics. The hostess is chairman of the
meeting, so far as it needs any direction, and a
sort of monitor is appointed, secretly, by the
hostess, who reports, at the next meeting, any
surreptitious remarks that may be sandwiched
in, such as inquiry about health, help, etc. The
circle consists of such a number of ladies as
may be seated, at one time, around the tea ta-
ble. The supper is a limited one—one kind of
meat, bread and butter, pickles, cake, fruit and
tea. Most of this may be prepared the day be-
fore, so that the hostess need not be fatigued.
No display of dishes or flowers is encouraged,
and even the most able dispense with the chang-
ing of plates for second course. This certainly
is a move in the right direction. What woman,
who has entertained largely, but has felt, at
times, that the worry was more than the worth ?
Common sense in entertaining will give us a
greater supply of this useful faculty in other
things.

Says Babyhood: *‘ Parents are too apt to be
deaf to any discords in the speech of their nurs-
lings; but to an outsider, and especially one
who has never been so fortunate as to possess a
little boy or girl, the loud, rough ‘ Yes” or
““No” of a child, has a rasping effect upon the
nerves, which can never be removed by any
prettiness or brightness belonging to the offend-
er. Nevertheless, most parents not only neg-
lect to teach their own children to be polite, but
even affect a contempt for the well-behaved
children of other people (for such are occasion-
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ally to be seen), often saying that such children
are ‘forced,” and that they ‘would not have
their children repeating such phrases, like par-
rots.” With singular obtuseness, they fail to
perceive that a polite little boy or girl is an ob-
ject of pleasure and admiration to all, excepting
the parents of the ill-behaved children.”” Chil-
dren absorb politeness from those about them,
just as they do correct language. If all, or
nearly all, of the language uttered in the child’s
hearing, be incorrect, we do not expect the
child to speak aright. So, if awkwardness,
bluntness, and inconsiderateness, characterize
the manners of seniors toward children, what
can we expect in return, when it is the special
inclination of childhood to learn by imitation ?
Some one has said that the child is a mirror, in
which the parent may behold himself. Certain
it is, that many parents may remember, with
profit—
Please is but a little word,
And thank you is not long.

Now, as it is time for the arranging of the
summer flower beds, all the artistic taste which
has been acquired should be summoned and
used. ‘A thing of beauty is a joy forever,”
and a well-arranged, blooming bed of flowers is
certainly a thing of beauty. Of course, in plan-
ning the bed, there must be borne in mind, the
size and color of the plant when matured. The
tall growers should be used for the center of the
bed, or for the farther edge, if it may not be sur-
rounded ; then a gradual decrease in size, until
about the edge are placed such plants as mign-
onette, candytuft and sweet allyssum. Thought,
also, should be taken in arranging the flowers
in the yard as a whole. If possible, leave the
front yard without flower beds unless it be very
large. A perennial flower bush here and there
in the grassy plat is much prettier. Flower
beds should be arranged near the sitting room,
and other parts of the house which are in con-
stant use. However, the playground of the
children, if there be any, must be taken into
consideration, for human flowers must have a
place to develop and bloom, ere we consider the
plant of a few months’ growth; but let them
bloom together where it is possible.

Hancine Basker.—There are many pretty
devices for hanging baskets, but for economy
and beauty we recommend the following: An
ox muzzle of wire, which may be purchased for
a few cents, if painted olive and lined with
moss, is one of the best designs. First securely
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place a layer of soft moss inside the wires, lap-
ping the pieces well that no dirt will escape;
then fill with suitable soil, the pressure of the
soil causing the moss to completely conceal the
wires. The basket may be suspended by wire
or chains—the twisted silver wire used for hang-
ing picture frames is strong and durable, as
well as inexpensive. If a root of maurandya
vine or thunbergia is planted by each of the
three wires by which the basket is hung, they
will climb rapidly and give it the appearance of
being suspended by vines. Put anything suit-
able in the center—a silver fern is delicate and
pretty—and around the edges, roots of the sax-
ifrage fortunei tricolor ; make holes through the
moss into the earth at the sides of the basket,
and put in little bits of the saxifrage. Keep the
basket well watered and it will be a beautiful
sight. Of course this 18 not suilable to hang
over a carpet, but in a conservatory or on a pi-
azza in summer it is admirable.

MANTEL LAMBREQUIN.—An effective design
that is very easily arranged. The dimensions
are, of course, dependent upon the size of the
mantel to be covered. For one of the ordinary
length, the plain piece should be about twelve
inches in depth, and reach from one end to the
middle of the mantel. The draped piece should
be about two inches shorter, and about six
inches wider, so that when it is draped, the bow
will be a short distance beyond the middle of
the mantel. The top piece is a sash, the width
of the mantel, and sufficiently long to hang over
each end about two inches deeper than the cor-
responding front piece. Inthe corners of these
front pieces, flowers of some pretty, contrasting
color may be embroidered, or painted, and the
whole finished neatly with fringe.

CURTAIN FOR SITTING RooM.—Get enough jute
of a pretty brown shade, to make lengths just
reaching the floor. Then buy one piece of scar-
let opera flannel, and another of peacock blue,
enough to put two bands, an eighth of a yard
wide, upon each curtain. These are to be placed
across the top and bottom, some little distance,
say a quarter of a yard, from the top and bot-
tom. Have the scarlet an eighth of a yard
wide, but cut the peacock blue half that width,
and put each side of the scarlet. Fasten down
the edges with a feather stitching of gold, or
other bright colored embroidery silk. Of course,
more expensive bands of plush may be used, or
of felt, pinked on the edges and sewed down
with point Russe stitches, two rows across each.
baist.
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PUBLISHER'S ANNOUNCEMENTS.

ESTABLISHED 1875.

THE WEST SHORE.

An Illustrated Western Magazine of General Informa-
tion, devoted to the development of the great West.

Subscription price, per annum, - - - - $250
To foreign countries, including postage, - - 300
Single copies, - - - - - - - - 25

Subscriptions can be forwarded by registered letter or
postal order at our risk. Postmasters and
News Agents will receive subscrip-
tions at above rates.

L. SAMUEL, Pub., 171-173-175 Second St., Portland, Or.

Entered for transmission by mail at second class rates.

Tue West SHore for May will contain sever-
al contributions of special interest. Under the
title of ‘“ Mining Ditches and Water Rights,”
will be described the method by which the im-
mense hydraulic mines secure their supply of
water, and a number of incidents illustrating
the difficulty of adjusting conflicting claims to
water will be related. The second of Dr. Kuy-
kendall’s valuable papers on the ¢ Myths of the
Columbia River Indians ”” will appear, also an-
other of C. L. Henderson’s charming letters on
her tour in Scotland. That portion of North-
ern California, the Siskiyou, Klamath and
Shasta region, through which the railroad is
being constructed, will be described, and its
grand scenery illustrated. In the line of fic-
tion will appear the first half of a deeply inter-
esting story of mining life in the Sierras, enti-
tled ¢ An Idyl of Devil’s Gulch,’”” by Mem Lin-
ton; also the concluding chapters of ‘“ The Au-
tograph Stone.”” Other articles on various sub-
jects, the departments of information and that
devoted to women, will make a most complete
and interesting number.

Bouxp volumes of Tue WesT SHORE for 1886
will be sent to any address upon receipt of $3.00
for cloth and leather binding, and $2.50 for pa-
per and cloth binding. A few volumes of 1885
can be had for $2.50 in paper and cloth bind-
ing, and $2.00 for 1883 in paper covers.

RanNDp Bros., one of the oldest established real
estate firms in British Columbia, having offices
at Vancouver, New Westminster and Victoria,
report general activity in real estate throughout
the province. The firm being one of the most
reliable, and having superior facilities for judg-
ing the state of market, are especially recom-
mended to such of our readers as are seeking
safe and profitable investments.

Owing to the amount of work involved in
preparing the illustrations, the publication of
the article on ‘British (‘olumbia by Rail and
Water ”’ has been deferred to the June nun.ber.
The article will be a camprehensive one, and
will deal with the scenery, industries, natural
resources and commercial conditions of the
province, and will be embellished with many
engravings of objects of interest which meet the
traveler’s gaze.

THE large holiday issue is exhausted, but
there are on hand a quantity of the elegant col-
ored engraving of Mt. Hood, which will be sent
in a pasteboard tube to any addresg, upon the
receipt of fifty cents each. All new subscribers
will receive this engraving as a premium until
all are gone; consequently, an early remittance
is advisable. The subscription price is $2.50,
but all who subscribe before the first of July
will receive the magazine one year for $2.00.

We have in course of preparation a large
bird’s-eye view of the state of Oregon, twenty-
four by thirty-two inches in size, which will he
printed in four colors. In this manner the moun-
tains, valleys, streams, cities, towns, railroads,
etc., etc., will be brought out distinctly, and one
can, at a glance, obtain a correct idea of the to-
pography of the state. This work is of a class
never before attempted on the Pacific coast, and
the engraving will be an elegant and valuable
one. This will be sent free to all yearly sub-
scribers, when completed.

AKE ; ]) o gage in a permanent

usiness, paying Thirty Dollars a week and all
expenses. Experience or capital not required, No
risk. No failure. Write at once. Full instructions and
A One Dollar Sample for 10 cts.. to help pay postage
and advertising. H. (. ROWELL & CO., Rutland, Vt.

WEDDINGSTATIONERY.

We make a specialty of wedding announcements and

INVITATIONS,

Of the very latest design, executed in a manner unsur-
passed by any establishment in the United States. Or-
ders in this line entrusted to us will receive the most
careful attention.

West Shore Lithographing and Engraving Co.,

L.SAMUEL,
171,173, & 175 Second Street, PORTLAND OR.

A live, epergetic man
or woman is wanted in
1n every county, to en-
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SAMUEL LOWENSTEIN, President. WM. KAPUS, Secretary.
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OREGON FURNITURE MANUFACTURING CO

-~
Manufacturers of Furniture and Dealers in Carpets, Bedding, Upholstery Goods,
BEtc. Office and Warerooms, 208-210 First St. Factory, 209-211 Front
St. Shipping Department, 7 and 9 Salmon Street,

PORTLAND, - - - OREGON.

- e e —

& Occupy an immense four-story brick building, a full block in length, enjoy facilities un-
equaled on the Pacific coast. The public is respectfully invited to inspect the premises and the
stock of Furniture, Carpets and Upholstery Goods.

F. S. CHADBOURNH & CO.,

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALERS IN

o

‘i il

FIRST AND YAMHILL STREETS, PORTLAND, OREGON.

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

S. G. SKIDMORE & CO.,

(CHARLES E. SITTON)

DRUGGISTS AND APOTHECARIES,

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

Manufacturers and Propnetors of Pectoral Balsam (ITrade Mark registered), for Coughs, Colds, Throat and
Lung Diseases. Physicians’ Prescriptions and Private Recipes a Specialty.

I L E Instantrelief. Final cure and ne;er BUTTERFIELD BROS,
turns. Noindelicacy. Neithe:
knife, purge, s:_hr; Oi"suppomf)’rf le’u, lsldne}!' Watchmakers, Jewellers and Engravers to the trade.
and allbowsl troables—especially constipation—cur- ~Orders from the country promptly attended to. 182%
ed like magic. Suﬂererﬂxmll]eam ofasnmpleremedy | First street, Portland, Or
ﬁ'ee by addre:smg, J. R.E Vhb, 78 I\assau St.,N. Y

Sl - - A. H. JOHNSON,

| Stock Broker, Wholesale Butcher and Packer,
B | and Dealer in all kinds of
have a positive remedy for the above disease ; by its use
rhonsands of cases of the worst kind and of long standin ts’
have beencured. Indeed, sostrongis my faith in‘fts efﬁcac? FrGSh and Gured MO& Bacon HﬂlllS &lld La'rd'
that I will send TWO BOTTLES FREE, together witha VAL-

UABLE TREATISE on this disease, to any sufferer. Give ex- Specml attention given to Bqulgmg ships. Stalls
press & P, O, aduress. DR. T. A, SLOCUM, 181 PearlSt. N ¥ 27 and 28, Central Market, Portla
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DREGON RAILWAY

AND

NAVIGATION Co.

‘COLUMBIA RIVER ROUTE.

S

PULLMAN SLEEPING CARS

[ To Council Bluffs
. “ Kansas City,
“ St. Paul,
“ Minneapolis,
“ Chicago,
v “ Walla Walla,
L Spokane Falls
OCEAN STEAMERS.
Between San Francisco, { Every
Astoria and 5th
Portland, 5 Day.

RIVER STEAMERS.

On the Columbia, Snake and
Willamette.

PUGET SOUND STEAMERS.

Between Victoria, Seattle, Tacoma,
Olympia, Port Townsend,
Whatcom, and all Inter-
mediate Points.

JNO. J. BYRNE,
Gen. Pass. & Tkt. Agt.

C. H. PRESCOTT,

Manager

»TRAIN UP A CHILD

To wear the perfect-fitting

7/ CORSET WAIST

A BEAUTIFUL WOMAN

enjoying good health, she will then be
sure to wear them,

FITS ALL AGES—Infants to Adults,
SOLD one recommends th

E| 25 [ERDING RETRILERS

vervwhere. 8~ Be sure your corset is
= “GOOD SENSE.” Take
' nu o[he" Send for descriptive circular.

] N FERI“S BRﬂs. Manufacturers:

Broadway, N

'MWIW &SDNS, SAN FRANGISOO,

SALE AGE

FOR ALL. $30.00 A WEEK and expenses
p&ld Valuable outfit and particulars free
CKERl Augusta, Maine

WORK

= UNIVERSAL

m Vapor and Water—
% fresh, sait, Mineral

in use.

he 16 Ibs, Adjustable
any Thousands long

Centennial Award, N
Z Medal and Diploma, i_-_» 2
o E against the world. g
2 Wholesale & Retail. Old Baths Renewed.

E. J. KNOWLTON, Ann Arbor,

“ing vag [eRHIA

“a13q4 1080
Sonavs ooty

Mich.

Send for Circulars.

Bames Foot Power Mdchmerv

Complete Outfits for Actual
Workshop Business.

Scroll and Rip Saws, Lathes, Mor-
tising and Tenomng Machines.

Descriptive Catalogue Free.

Addr. DAYTON & HALL, Agts.,
Portland, Or.

The Corbett /Flre-proof Livery, Hafk and Feed Stables,

Corner Third and Madison Sts., Portland, Or.
MAGOON BROS., Props. Telephone N 330,

TS

SR %« TIIFRONT ST

BET WASHINGTON 8 STARK.

“PORTLAND, QREGON.
Consignments Solicited and Returns
Promptly Made.

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

CRESCENT CREAMERY BUTTER.
MILLER. WILL H. WEST.

\@%M%ﬁ 7 /%//&
Second and Yamhill Sts,,
A. P. ARMSTRONG,

J. C.

Principal.

Young and middle-aged men and women educated for
business pursuits in the shortest time consistent with
thorough work, and at the least expense. Private and
class instruction day and evening in Arithmetic, Writ-
ing, Correspondence, Book Keeping, Banking,
Business Forms, Etc. Students admitted at any time
Catalogue free.

& =Pen Work of all kinds executed to order.
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To introduce them we will
BIG OFFER GIVE AWAY 1,000
Self-Operating Washing Machines. If you want

one send us your name, P. O. and express office
at once. The Nutlona] Co 23 Dey St., N. Y

HOS VARWIG SANITARY PLUMBER, GAS AND

Steam Fitter, No. 78 ‘Washington street between

Third and Fourth, Portland, Or.
Dealer in Lead and Iron PIBIG Copper Bath Tubs,
arble Basins, Rubber

latest improved Water Closets,
Hose, &c.

Portland Steam Candy Manufactory,
ALISKY, BAUM & CO., Proprs.
MANUFACTURERS OF

French and American Candies and Confectionery.

Salesroom and office, 95 Front St., corner Stark. Fac-

tory. cor. E and Sixth, Portland, Or.

THROUGHOUT THE
NORTHWEST

Will please bear in mind
that The West Shore Lith-
ographing and Engrav-
ing Company has a com-
plete outnit of the very latest
improved steam machinery
for manufacturing Checks
and Drafts, Pass Books, an
everything required in the

Stationery line. We employ a large force of skillful ar-
tists, and can do anything in this line that can be done
anywhere. Our work is equal to the very best Eastern,
and so are our prices.

West Shore Lithographing and Engraving Co., L. Sam-
uel, 171-173-175 Second St., cor. Yamhill, Portland, Or-
egon. Send for Estimates.

50,000 NAMES.

el S Orewon Tax Rl

ASSESSMENT OF 18S6.

Being a certified copy of the Tax Roll of every county
in Oregon, showing name, occupation, post office ad-
dress, number of acres of land owned, value of the same,
indebtedness and gross value of property. Will be for-
warded by registered mail to any address in the U. 8. for
&60.00, or will be sent by express, C. O. D., on receipt of

$10.00. Single counties may be had at the following
rates:
(Columbia, Coos, Crook, Curry, Gilliam, Grant, Each.

Josephine, Klamath, Lake, Morrow, Tilla-

mook, = & « - = - $ 200
Baker and Clatsop, - » % = 2.50
Benton, Polk, Union, Wasco, Clackamas, Jack-

son, Umatilla, and Washington, - - 4.00
Douglas, Lane, and Yamhill, - - - 5.00
Linn, - - - - - - 6.00
Marion, - - - - - - - 7.00
Multnomah, - - - - - 15.00

Orders left with any county clerk in the state, with the
assistant secretary of state, or with the undersigned,
will receive prompt attention.

W. G. STEEL,

Post Office Box 308, Salem, Oregon.

| GURE FIT

‘When I say cure 1 do not mean merely to stop tEem lur a
time and then have them return again, I mean aradical cure.
I have made the disease of FITS, EPILEPSY or FALLING
SICKNESS a life-long study. Iwarrant my remedy to cure
the worst cases. Becanse others have failed is no reason for
not now receiving a cure. Sendatonce for a treatise and «
Free Bottle of my infallible remedy. Give Express and Post
Office.

It costs you nothing for a trial, and I will cure you.
RO()T 183 PLarl 8t.. Now Yark

WOODARD -
%@LARKE&CO

Address Dr. H. G.

PHOTOGRAPHIC MATERIALS-

Dry Plate Outfits and Complete Photographic
Supplies a Specialty. Send for Ill'd Catalogue.

141 First and 26 Alder Sts.,

/\AARK LEV

PoRTLAND, OR.
wHOLESALE o

Y
FRUIT=PRODUCE

AND GENERAL

(OMWISSion WERCHAN T

122 FRONT ST., PORTLAND OR.

(. 1. MECSSDORFER

REMOVED TO 146 FIRST STREET.
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TACOMA

Western Terminus of the Northern Pacific Railroad, at the

Head of Na.viga.tion on Puget Sound.

Population, 1875..
Population, 1880..
Population, 1886

Assessed Value of Property, 1875..

... 8.000

..No city assessment
Assessed Value of Property, 1880 . $517,227.00
Assessed Value of Property, 1886. ,912 535.00

$2

Miles of Sidewalks, 1875..
Miles of Sidewalks, 1880..
Mllesofbldewalks,.lSSG
Miles of Streets Graded, 1875.......................
Miles of Streets Graded, 1880... ...
Miles of Streets Graded, 1886

Public School Buildings, 1875..
Publie School B\uldmga, 1880.
Public School Buildings, 1886 .

NoCity Indebtedness, Therefore Texes are nght

0
1

20

Q=0

w

School Attendance, 1875 . 60
School Attendance, 1880 . 125
School Attendance, 1886 .. 182
Newspapers, 1875 ... ........

Newspapers, 1880..

Newspapers, 1886..

Private School Bulldlngs 1875. .

Private School Buildings, 1880..

Private School Bulldmgs, 1886 .. oo 3
Church Buildings, 1875 « i corvessssiesamsiwsionssmmes s
Church Buildings, 1880 . .. 3
Church Buildings, 1886 18
Brick Buildings, 1875..

Brick Buildings, 1880..

Brick Buildings, 1886. 31

Water Works, Built 1881 Ces $300 000 (.

Elevlren miles of mains, supplied by aqueduct ten miles
ong.

Tons of Coal Shipped, 1875 ... .. ..covvvivrirenennnn (4]

Tons of Coal Shipped, 1882 . 56,300
Tons of Coal Shipped in 1886, ¢ o B ‘.231 250
Hotels, 1875 ... .. oot s 3
Hotels, 1880 .......... .. 6
HOIS, J88B , .o o\ s e o covw 60 0 5 0w s 5 0 i 6 5 0 i d 0 500 85 90 14

Hop Shipments, 1875, bales.........................
Hop Shipments, 1880, bales. .. .. e
Hop Shipments, 1886, bales..................

Miles of Railroad Tributary, 1875. .
Miles of Railroad Tributary, 1880. .
Miles of Railroad Tributary, 1886 ..

(ras and Electric Light Works, Built ‘84, ZMlles of Mains.

Regular Steamers, 1875 ... ....cocoviviiiiiin e ennn s 3
Regular Steamers, 1880.. 6
Regular Steamers, 1886 . 27

Besides ocean sa1lmg vessels.

Manufactories, 1875. .
Manufactories, 1880. .
Manufactories, 1886 2
Banks, 1875..

nks, 1880.. .. ..copuuevn ...
Banks (all national), 1886 ...............c.ouvuenn..

'le

WO Moo

Money Spent in Building Improvements, 1886, $763,500.00
Expended in Street Improvement,s 1886.. 57,541.00
Mean Annual Temperature . . 50 deg.
Average Annual Rainfall, inches. .

The Only Steam Flouring Vhl i Puge t Sou il

Capamty one hundred barrelh per day; to be increased
to two hundred barrels per day.

Street car franchise just passed by city council, to com-
pany that will have four miles of road in operation
in city limits within fourteen months.

Two free reading rooms. The only city north of San
Francisco whose chamber of commerce owns its own
building. Cost $25,000.00.

| Three daily newspapers. Board of trade just organized.
Best possible location for perfect sewerage.

, The lowest death rate of any portion of the United States.

| The terminus now of over two thousand miles of rail-
! road. Inside of five years will probably be the ter-
| muhus of seven thousand five hundred miles of rail-
road.

Eight Hundred Miles Nearer Japan than San Franciseo.

Oriental trade already established. Consignments of tea
| from Yokohama have reached New York via Tacoma
and the Northern Pacific railroad six days quicker
than by San Francisco and the Central Pacific.

| The natural supply depot for Eastern Washington, Ore-
gon and Idaho,

The port from which will be shipped the bulk of the
wheat crop of the Columbia river basin, the surplus
for which, in 1886, was ten million bushelh and for
161581 18 reliably estimated to be twelve million bush-
els

| The only coke works north of San Francisco are located
near Tacoma, and owned by Tacoma capitalists.

| Located in the heart of a region abounding in coal, iron,
lime, wood, water, lead and copper—all materials
convenient and accessible—and therefore

The Best Point on the Coast for Manufacturing Parposes.

Shipping facilities perfect—by rail, over the Northern

acific and Canadian Pacific. tc the East, or by Pu-

get sound, open three hundred and sixty- five days of

the year without reef or rock, to the Pacific ocean,
and thus to the world.

Sites for factories on the water front furnished to
those who agree to establish industries pro-
portionate in value to the realty donated.

Real estate is cheaper here than in cities without half
the prospects that Tacoma enjoys.

Judicious investments made in Tacoma now will pay as
well as investments made in Denver, Minneapolis or
Chicago when those cities were no larger than this
city is now.

| Maps of Washington territory and the city of Tacoma,
with full, illustrated, descriptive and statistical in-
formation of Western Washington, can be obtained
by new-comers who apply at my office.

| Kastern people visiting Tacoma are requested to call at

my office and see Si)eclmPDB of grains and grasses

produced on our valley and upland soils. Call on or
write to

ATLLEN C. MASON,

; Real Estate and Loan Broker, TACOMA, W. T.
Office over Gross Bros’ Store.



THE WEST SHORE.

THE GREAT TRANSCONTINENTAL ROUTE

VORTHEHN PACIFIC HA]LROAD'

THE DIRECT ROUTE. NO DELAYS. FAST TRAINS.

| | T (I I R R o 1

Low egt Hat g' e Lo\\ egt Rat b‘

l | l l \ |

TO EAST BOUN D PASSENGERS

Be Carefu

Northem Pamhc Raﬂroad”
St. PAUL OI' MINN EAPOLIS

To avoid Changes and Serious Delays occasioned by other routes.
A | | l | [ | | | I l l | I B

Through Emigrant Sleeping Cars are run on Regular KEx-
press Trains, Full Llength of the Line. Berths Free.
S O M I I

LOW RATES!  QUICK TIME!

L l | I | | | | | | l | | L
GENERAL OFFICE OF THE COMPANY:

No. 2 Washington 8t, Portland, Or.

A. D. CHARLTON,

General Western Passenger Agent.




THE WEST SHORE.

ELBERTON!

A Chanee Tor Bustness

—— —.—

Beautifully situated on the North Palouse river, in
Whitman county, W. T., and in the midst of a settled
and prosperous farming region, lies the new town of El-
berton. It is twelve miles from the City of Colfax, on
the line of the Oregon Railway & Navigation Co., from
Colfax to Farmington. The townsite is a beautiful one,
surrounded by gently-sloping, wooded hills. On the
townsite proper are two water powers, on a never-failing
stream, one of which is now being improved for a large
new-process flouring mill. There are already there, be-
sides a church and a number of residences, a first-class
saw mill, a store, a blacksmith shop, a carpenter shop,
and two large grain warehouses, all erected since last
September. A beautiful and commanding site in the
edge of town has been dedicated to educational purpos-
es, and a movement is now on foot to have a seminary
located there. Elberton is the natural supply point of
a well-settled area twelve miles square, with which it is
connected by good roads. It has a post office, will have
telephone connection with Colfax and other leading
towns in Washington and Idaho, and depot buildings
will be erected this spring. Here is as good a location
as can be found in the Northwest for several good stores,
machine shops, hotel, shoemaker, saddler, livery stable,
and all the other adjuncts of a live and prosperous bus-
iness community. For further particulars, address

S. M. WAIT,

Elberton, Whitman Co., W. T.
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THE WEST SHORE

LITHO. AND ENGRAVING (0.

L. SAMUEL, PROPR.

PO ——

General Engravers on Wood, Stone and Metal, and Manufacturers
of Fine Stationery for Merchants, Banks and Manutactur-
ers. Only House in the Northwest having facili-
ties for doing Colored Catalogue Covers
and Labels of every description.

Our color work is equal to the best Eastern, and at prices equally
as low. This is the Largest and only Complete Establishment of the
kind west of Chicago. Send for samples and estimates.

Nos. T71-173-170 Neeond S, PORTLAND, (R,



PHYSICIANS

NJINISTERS, VOCALISTS, PUBLIC SPEAKERS,
4 and the Professions generally, recommend SANTA
ABIE as the best of all medicines for all diseases of the

| THROAT, CHEST AND LUNGS.

" tle.
| Druggists.

BEWARE OF IMITATIONS,
See that the trade mark SANTA ABIE is on every bot-
Satisfaction guaranteed, or money refunded by all

| BATRERAAN, GO
VL RICE

'$5,000.00 - REWARD - $5,000.00

i per box—by mail, 30 cts.

For a better or more pleasant remedy for the cure of
Consumption, Coughs, Asthma, Whooping Cough, Bron-
chial Troubles and Cramp than SANTA ABIE, the ABILE-
7INE and MOUNTAIN BALM COUGH CURE. Not a
A complete mixture without the ad-
Ple: sant to the taste.

secret compound.
dition of any powders.

CA" F---’R-“CUI

THE ONLY GUARANTEED CURE.

JOR CATARRH, COLD IN THE HEAD, HAY FE-
ver, Rose (Cold, Catarrhal Deafness and Sore Eyes.
Restores the senses of taste and smell. removes bad taste
and unpleasant breah, resulting from (‘atarrh. Easy and
pleasant to use. Follow directions and a cure is warrant-
ed by all druggists. Send for circular to ABIETINE
MEDICAL CO., Oroville, Cal. Six months’ treatment,
for %1, sent b\ mail for *sl 10. For sale by all Drufrglhts

JI'K\I“() ! JUM B() !

The original Abietine Ointment is on'y put up in large
two-ounce tin boxes. and isan absolute cure for old sores,
burns, wounds, chapped hands and all skin eruptions.
Will positively cure all kinds of Piles. Ask for the orig-
inal Abietine Ointment. Sold by all druggists, at 25 cts.
Snell Heitshu & Woodard,

| Agents, Portland, Oregon.

Oregon Pacific R. R.

225 llllleb shorter! 20 hnuls less time.

Accommodations Unsurpassed for Comfort and
Safety. Fares and freights via Yaguina and
the Oregon Development Co’s Steain-
ships, Much Less than by any
other route between all

oints in the
Willamette Valley and San Francisco.

DAILY PASSENGER TRAINS,

[Except Sundays]
¥ 6.20 a.m. | Leave Albany 12.40 p.m.
Arrive Corvallis. 10.3% | Arrive ('orval 1,22
Arrive Albany....11.20 Arrive Yaquina... 545 ¢
Oregon & California trains connect at Albany and Cor-
vallis.
Fares—Between Corvallis and San Francisco, Rail and
cabin, ¥14.00; Rail and Steerage. $9.88. Between Albany

Leave Yaquina....

and San Francisco, Rail and (dhm #14.45: Rail and
Steerage, %10. HOGUE,
WM. }i()A(x. A(,t G.F. & P. Agt.,

(‘orvallis, Or.

Oregon Development Co.

Gen. Manager.

First Class Steamship Line between Yapuina and

San Francisco, connecting at Yaquina with
trains of Oregon Pacific Railroad.

SAILING DATES:

From SAN I< RANCISCO.

From L\QLII\ A.

VVlll te VaIIE\ %

Mon. Apr 4 Ya unm(n) Sat Apr 2
m pr. 2

Yaquina City..Fri. * 8 Will'te Valley..Sat.

Will’te Valley..Thu. ¢ 14 Yaquina City..Wed. **
Yaquina City..Wed. ** 20 Will'te Valley..Wed. **
Wiil'te Valley..Mon. * 25 Yaquina City..Wed. ** 27

Yaquina City.. .Wed. May 4
Will'te Valley..

Yaquina City..

Tues. May 3 Will'te Valiey.
Yaquina City..
Will'te Valley..

i
20

The company reserves the right to change steamers or |

sailing dates.
S. B. TOBY, Gen. F. & P. Agt.,
sm Montgomers St San Francxsco Cal.

HIGGLNS HOUSE

Three-story Fireproof Brick Hotel.

Ouly First Class House at White Sulphur Springs, M. T.

JONAS HIGGINS, Proprietor.

Driard House,

The Only first class hotel in Victoria, B. C.,

REDON & HARTNAGLE, Proprietors. f,




AL ) _ o V/
xv : LM\%VA b‘h@br N Wj.wj-

(4
A

(FAC-SIMILE)

=

i

A2 (2
| s\\xw-a/.__.g v

DN

o

2R T

SN
‘q,& i ) ,/"‘4I

Kl = e

(/] N i

‘“..F
i

S

m%&.\\\.«%ﬁgﬁnggn

WEST SHORE L1THO. & ENG, O, PORTLAND, OR,.



	SL_WestShore_1887_April_001
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_002
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_003
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_004
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_005
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_006
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_007
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_008
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_009
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_010
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_011
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_012
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_013
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_014
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_015
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_016
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_017
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_018
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_019
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_020
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_021
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_022
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_023
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_024
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_025
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_026
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_027
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_028
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_029
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_030
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_031
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_032
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_033
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_034
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_035
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_036
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_037
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_038
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_039
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_040
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_041
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_042
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_043
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_044
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_045
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_046
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_047
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_048
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_049
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_050
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_051
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_052
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_053
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_054
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_055
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_056
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_057
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_058
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_059
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_060
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_061
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_062
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_063
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_064
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_065
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_066
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_067
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_068
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_069
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_070
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_071
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_072
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_073
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_074
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_075
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_076
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_077
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_078
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_079
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_080
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_081
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_082
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_083
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_084
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_085
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_086
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_087
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_088
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_089
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_090
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_091
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_092
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_093
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_094
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_095
	SL_WestShore_1887_April_096

