Augusl‘ ]887 . -THIRTEENTH-YEAR-

QSVB$"‘UP'¥ION PRICE - |

‘Postage Paid-

l\lted States & (anada §2.50 Pep Ye ar:
rejgr-Countries- g0~ o

émﬁ e (opy z; <t§ f

-Portland-Oregon-

[-Samuel-Publisher-



G.SHINDLER & CO.,

FURNITURE MANUFACTURERS,
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.

Warerooms—166 First St., through 200 feet to 167-169 Front St., next door to
St. Charles Hotel, Portland, Oregon.
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H, E. CROSS, Notary Public. Loans Negotiated. Collections Promptly Made.

BY E
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ATTORNEY AT LAW

AND

Real Hstate and General Com-
mission Broker,
OREGON CITY, - - OREGON.

CLACKAMAS COUNTY of which Oregon City is the county seat, has an area of more

than a million acres of land. 1t is an empire in itself, It
has a fine and productive soil, natural drainage, abundant resources and great natural advantages. It has the best
and purest mountain water, mild and healthful climate, wonderful timber and milling resources, is underlaid with
vast deposits of coal and iron ore, and has transportation to market, by both river and rail, at nominal rates. lts
lands are cheap, and grow all crops peculiar to Oregon. Lands in large bodies can be obtained for stock ranges at

low figures. Good farms range in value from $2,000 to $10,000, with improvements. 1t is the great fruit and vege-
table county of the state.

OREGON CI’l‘Y sitnated on the Willamette river, a navigable stream, twelve miles south of

Portland, has the finest water power west of the Rocky mountains. The great
falls of the Willamette river, with a precipitation of 42 feet, opens up to manufacturers a power, pronounced by
competent engineers to be superior to that enjoyed by the city of MINNEAPOLIS. Oregon City has the largest
woolen mill on the Northwest coast, employir g 200 hands, besides flour mills and other industries.

To Capitalists desiring a location for manufacturing purposes “Free Water for ten years and Land
in fee,” is freely offered by the Willamette Transportation and Locks Co.

The facilities are unequaled. A great opportunity is here offered for the profitable investment of capital, and
the attention of capitalists is earnestly direcied to it. Investments will be carefully made for clients. Ten years
experience. Below I give a description of a fine country seat, conveniently situated and possessing many attrac-
tive features for sale at a very low figure.

220 ACRES AT $50 PER ACRE—The splendid home and farm of Hon. W. A. Starkweather, beautifully situ-
ated on the Willamette river, 9 miles south of Portland, adjoining the elegant country residences of J. S.
Rasley, George A. Steel, Col. B. Jennings and John W. Meldrum. Most of this fine farm is beaver dam and swale
land, and raises wonderful crops of onions, vrgetables, grass and grains. 125 acres in cultivation, most of the re-
maining portion of the place is light brush and easily cleared. 5 acres in orchard, farm house, barn and out-
buildings. Fine springs and creeks furnish living water the year round. This is, without any question, the finest
farm that is offered for sale between Oregon City and Portland, and for the number of acres is the equal of any
farm in the state of Oregon. Mr. Starkweather gives assurance, that, with anything like systematic culture, this
place will pay 10 per cent. net on the purchase price, year after yvear.
Will sell a fine tract of 65 acres out of the large tract for %60 per acre, or will sell an adjoinining farm of 65
acres, 20 acres in cultivation, for $2,500.

Parties desiring to invest in farms or Oregon City property are invited to write to, or call upon, the under-
signed. Pamphlets and lists of farms mailed on application.

H. E. CROSS,

Reference, Oregon City Bank. Attorney at Law, Oregon City, Or.
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“E. G. CAUFIELD & CO.
CITY PHARMACY.

PURE DRUGS and LOW PRICES.
A SPECIALTY MADE OF PRESCRIP-
TION WORK.

Near the Court House, OREGON CITY, OR.

.‘ ©2&=A Live Newspaper is the safest guide to follow in
| choosing a location for a home or business.

THE OREGON CITY ENTERPRISE

WILL GIVE YOU

Reliable Tnformation !

i ABOUT THE

- TOWN, COUNTY AND STATE.

Two Dollars per year, in Advance,
? ENTERPRISE, OREGON CITY, OL.
I

brated Oregon City
Gents’ Cashmere Clothing.

We manufacture the Cele-

PORTLAND,OR.

'JACOBS BROS.&.C0. BROWN BROS.&CO
AGENTS @) AGENTS
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SAN FRANCISCO,CAL.

MILLER BROTHERS,

DEALERS IN

Fleld, Vepetable & FlowerSeeds,

IMPERIAL EGG FOOD,
Garden Tools, Fertilizers, Ltc., Ltc.
209 SECOND ST.,

Bet. Salmon & Taylor, PORTLAND, OR.

ALL ORDERS PROMPTLY FILLED.

‘Wholesale & Retail Feed, Grain & Hay.
C. N. GREENMAN.

LSO, TRUCKS, DRAYS AND EXPRESS WAGONS
for transportation of heavy and light merchandise.

OREGON CITY, OREGON.
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W. P. WRIGHT, U. 8. Dept. Surveyor. M. M. ELLIS, Ex County Clerk.

WRIGHT & ELILIS,

REAL ESTATE & COLLECTION AGTS,,

DALLAS, POLIK COUNTY, OREGON.

Letters of inquiry answered promptly. Most desirable county in Oregon to make a home.
Improved Lands Very Cheap.

%] 8 0 PER ACRE—Seven hundred and fifty acres, four hundred acres in grain. Good improvements and
DL running water.
%22 OO PER ACRE—Two hundred acres, one hundred and thirty acres in cultivation. Good orchard and

. improvements.
%20 O() PER ACRE—One hundred and twenty-five acres, all improved. Running water. Four miles from
D . Dallas.
$ 4 00 PER ACRE—One hundred and sixty acres, forty acres in bottom. Plenty of water.

e

% ‘_; 5 PER ACRE—Two hundred and forty acres, open pasture land. Plenty of water. Soil good.
L4 eJet

? q 00 PER ACRE—Tive hundred and forty acres, one hundred and seventy acres in cultivation. Good or-
P Je chard. Plenty of water.
%] 2 00 PER ACRE—Six hundred and forty acres, two hundred and fifty acres in cultivation. Running
B . water. One-third crop, one-half hay.

2q 0(} PER ACRE—Four hundred acres, three hundred and twenty acres in grain. Crops, farming imple-
el Je ments and all.
*] 1 OO PER ACRE—One hundred and sixty-seven acres, thirty-five acres in cultivation. Good house, barn,
ePile orchard and running water.
%20 OO PER ACRE—Five hundred and six acres, four hundred acres in cultivation. Ten acres in hops—if
[ . sold before harvest, crop with place.
$ (‘ 00 PER ACRE—TFive hundred acres, ninety acres in cultivation. Good house, barn and orchard. Plen-
el )e ty of running water.
$ K’ 0() PER ACRE—Two hundred acres, mostly clear. Good rolling hill. Plenty of water.
D eI UL

?] s O() PER ACRE—Two hundred acres, one hundred and forty acres in grain. Plenty of running water.
* (e Crop goes with the place.

%6) OOO One hundred and twenty acres and saw mill, with eighteen-horse turbine, forty-eight feet fall. Ca-
Dy pacity, seven thousand feet per day.

A NEW ENTERPRISE BY AN OLD CITIZEN.

THE ASTORIA PIONEER !

DAILY AND WEEKLY PUBLICATIONS,

Will appear August Ist, 188, under the Supervision, Management and Editorial Control of THE ProNErr Pun-
LISHER and founder of THE ASTORTAN,

HON. D. C. TRELAND.

Subscriptions and orders for advertising space will be received from this date.

Daily, by mai[ ......................... 50 cents per month | Weekly, bymail ........................... 82
Daily, by carrier.................co.... 60 cents per month | Weekly, by carrier..........ooov oo 20

Mgt BOOK AND JOB PRINTING {" sy

Address all orders, D. C. IRELAND, Manager, Astoria, Or.

J. D. LI,
Broker in Wool, Grain & Real histate,

Under Itemizer ofice, DALLAS, OREGON.

Barnes Koot Power Machinory

Vapor and Water—
fresh, sait, Mineral 5,

2
E B Complete Outfits for Actual
<z S ‘Workshop Business.

Z3 5

22 <& ¥ Scroll and Rip Saws, Lathes, Mor-
27 centennial Award 5 S % tising and Tenoning Machines.
% € Medal and Di ; = S 22 2 ..

=2 ,’g‘;""‘“";"fp?;f",{";“” : gE Descriptive Catalogue Free.

2 Wholesale & Retail. Old Baths Renewed.  © &

Addr. DAYTON & HALL, Agts.,

3 . LTON, Ann Arbor, Mich,
end for Circulars. E. J. KNOWLTON, Portland, Or.

w
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H. BE. BATTIN & CO,

COMMINSION MERCHANTS,

And Wholesale Dealers in

Oregon and California Fruits and Produce

AND DRIED FRUITS.

130 Front Street, Portland Oregon.

CONSIGNMENTS SOLICITED,

Bank of Oregon City,

Organized 1881. Paid up Capital $50,000.00.
TaoMAS CHARMAN, Prest. CmAs. A. CavrieLp, Cash. E. L. Eastaam, M'g'r.

20000 NAMES. My [l Town Lot
oS Oreoon Tax Roll,  emmssessono

ASSESSMENT OF 1886.

Being a certitied copy of the Tax Roll of every county i
in Oregon, showing name, occupation, post office ad- | j | ) 0
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 Offers for sale Lots in
$60.00, or will be sent by express, C. O. D., on receipt of

$10.00. Single counties may be had at the following |

. | . ; w
rates: Pardee & McDonald’s Addition.
Columbia, Coos, Crook, Curry, Gilliam, Grant, Each. |

Josephine, Klamath, Lake, Morrow, Tilla- | -

mook, = - - = = - $ 200
Baker and Clatsop, - - = = 2.50 These Lots are desirably located, between the depot of
Benton, Polk, Union, Wasco, Clackamas, Jack- the Phillipsburg & Drummond railroad and the old
son, Umatilla, and Washington, - - 4,00 | townsite of Phillipsburg.
Douglas, Lane, and Yamhill, - - - 5.00
Jut, SR R B B 600 FIRST COME, FIRST SERVED,
Marion, - = &= = - - = 7.00
Multnomah, - - - - - 1500 | Apd now is the time to secure property in one of the
1 most prosperous mining camps in Montana. Call on

Orders left with any county clerk in the state, with the | or addres.
assistant secretary of skate, or with the undersigned, | J K PARDEE
will receive prompt attention. | ' = =
W. G. STEEL, 1 President Phillipsburg Real Estate & Water Co.,
Post Office Box 308, Salem, Oregon. PHILLIPSBURG, MONTANA
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A. W. HOWARD. E. S. WARREN.

HOWARD & WARREN,

MANUFACTURERS FOR THE TRADE. ALL KINDS OF

Lomnees, Mattresses and Beddine

Office and Factory at Oregon City, Oregon.  Correspondence Solicited.

T. L. CHARMAN. E. E. CHARMAN. Bound VOhlmeS Of The West
CHARMAN BROS., - Shore, for 1885 or '86,

Ereseription Pharmacists, J Will be forwarded, postage paid, to any part of

“ the United States or Canada, on receipt of $2.50,

CITY DR[TG STORE ‘ or to England, on receipt of 13s. A volume of
The West Shore contains more than two hun-
Pure Drugs, Chemicals, Medicines, Toilet and Fancy dred beautiful engravings, which will give you
Articles, Fine Soaps and Perfumery. 'a more comprehensive idea of the resources of

A FULL LINE OF FISHING f&CI\LlJ, the western portion of the United States and

Canada than anything else published.

Suitable for Trout and Salmon. Address L. SAMUEL, Publisher,
Main Street, OREGON CITY, OREGON. | Portland, Oregon.
J. L. STOUT, Proprietor. PHIL. G. STOUT, Clerk.

STOUTS HOTEL,

SEA VIEW (Near Ilwaco), WASH. TER.,

Opened on July First, with E=xcellent
Accommodations for the Public.

This hotel is two miles from the steamship dock at Ilwaco, where hacks are waiting the ar-
rival of all boats to carry guests to the hotel. This hotel is two and one-half blocks from the
ocean beach, and is convenient to bathing, hunting, fishing, and all other amusements.

TOURISTS” HEADQUARTERS.—Special accommodations for large parties and families.
The table will be supplied with the choicest Fish, Clams, Oysters and Crabs. Telephone and
Telegraph Communication with all parts of the world.

TOWN LOTS FOR SALE AT SEA VIEW, W. T.—We will sell this season, for cash or on
the installment plan, by the lot or block, some of our choice real estate, situated in the town of
Sea View, between Stout’s Hotel and ““ Long Beach, or Tinker’s addition,” at reasonable rates.
A liberal discount offered for large investments. Tlats and price mailed free on application.

SEA VIEW PASSENGER LINE.—Hacks running between Sea View, Ilwaco and Stean-
ship dock, connecting with all boats, carrying passengers, baggage and freight. Camping out-
fits moved from boat to camp ground. Orders by telegraph or mail promptly attended to. Of-
fice at Stout’s Hotel.

Buy your Provisions at the Sea View Store. I will sell as cheap as any one. Go
to Stout’s Hotel for your Cigars.

J.L. & P. G. STOUT, Sea View, near Ilwaco, W. T.
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L. SAMUEIL, Proprietor.

[ l [ | | l A T R R |

General Engraver on Wood, Stone and Metal, and Manufacturer of Fine Sta-
tionery for Merchants, banks and Manufacturers. Only House in the Northwest
having facilities for doing Colored Catalogue Covers and Labels of every descrip-
tion. 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 sumples and estimates.

| | T M

i Bk

By the recent addition of a large press for fine Book and Cut work, and a

J b P it

{
) Prifine
large assortment of type, our establishment has been rendered the most complete
and extensive in the Northwest. We are now prepared to do printing of all
kinds, from the smallest card to the most elaborately illustrated book. We make
a specialty of illustrated Pamphlets and Books. There is no other establishment
in the Northwest possessing facilities for executing finely illustrated work.

Send for estimates.

| I l L | I A R R I I

171-173-175 Second St., - - PORTLAND, OR.
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THE NINTH ANNUAL EXHIBITION
1 e O Y B

1 ;if,,L 1

Portland Me nm Falr

OPENS THURSDAY, OCT. 6, CLOSES SATURDAY, OCT. 22.

| l T T O O l | l I l

Most Complete Exhibit of the Mechanical Skill, Inventions, Art, Agriculture and
Natural Products of the North Pacific Coast ever presented to the Public.

EXHIBITS AND PREMIUMS.

Iovery Article, Method or Process, susceptible of being displayed at an exhibition of this
character, and having the inerit of Excellence in either Utility, Deauty or At-
tractive Novelty, and related to Mechanics, Arts, Science or Agricul-
ture will he an acceptible contribution. There is

no charge for space or power.

I | | l l I N T R R |

L& Reduction in rates of fare has been secured on all lines running into Portland, and all
goods exhibited will be returned free of charze, in cases where same have not changed owner-
ship.

GUSTAF WILSON, Sec J. B. CONGLE, Pres.

For further information address A. . WIITING, Supt., Portland, Or.
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ANY PERSON!

—————p- - @ C——

Receiving this copy of THE WEST SHORE will please consider it an invitation
to become a regular subscriber. It is the only magazine published on the Pacific
coast which makes a specialty of Western literature, the illustration of Western
scenery and industries, and the description of Western resources, cities and towns.
It devotes its attention to Oregon, Washington, Celifornia, Utah, Montana, Idaho,
British Columbia and Alaska. Aside from its literary features, its object is to
convey information, by both pen and pencil, of the great resources of this region,
and the progress of their development. Special illustrated articles appear each
month; also several pages of notes of the progress being made in every section.
The subscription price is $2.50; when sent beyond the limits of the United States
and Canada, fifty cents extra must be remitted for foreign postage.

Respecttully,

L. SAMUEL, Publisher of The West Shore,

PORTLAND, OREGON, U. S. A.

For convenience, cut out and use the following order,

188
L. SAMUEL, Publisher of The West Shore:
Please send The West Shore one year to the following address,
with all premiums and supplements to which subscribers are entitled.

Yours truly,

Address :

Remittances can be made in currency, two-cent United States postage stamps, postal note, money order, ex-
press order or draft, payable to The West Shore
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THE CITY AT THE FALLS.

HE MAN who com-
plained because the
@ train stopped fifteen
I :
N minutes before the
lovely Multnomah
falls, to give pass-
engers an opportu-
nity to “see a dab
s~ of water falling on
i a rock,” could find
no fault with the volume of water pour-
ing in a mass of surging white over the
basaltic rocks of the Willamette falls, at
Oregon City. Even if not entranced by
the beauty of the scene, his mind could
not fail to be impressed with the power
displayed and the vast energy waiting
to be converted to the economic uses of
man. The falls (see large three-page
engraving opposite page 592) win ex-
pressions of admiration alike from the
poetical and practical. The former ex-
claims “How beautiful ! how grand!”
and the latter, “ What immense power!
What an opportunity for manufacturing
on the largest scale!” and both are right,
for beauty, grandeur, power, and eco-
nomic manufacturing conditions are here
combined as in no other spot on the
great continent of America.
The Willamette river, having come

XIII-8-1

down from the mountains, and united
with numerous other streams, whose
fountain heads are, also, the melting
snows and crystal springs of the moun-
tains, flows peacefully through miles of
grain-carpeted valley and timber-clad
hills, bearing on its bosom the commerce
of a vast region, rich with the fruits of
the soil, suddenly reaches the brink of
this basaltic precipice, forty-one feet in
height, and plunges over. The edge of
the fall is jagged, broken and indented,
and the water, instead of pouring over
in one smooth sheet, forms numerous
separate cataracts and cascades, many
of them rushing together from almost
opposite directions, lashing the water
into foaming white, and sending up
great clouds of spray, which sparkles in
the sunlight and shows the brilliant,
prismatic colors of the rainbow.

The name Willamette is of Indian or-
igin, and not French, as would appear
from its orthography. It is pronounced
Will-am-et, and was originally spelled
and pronounced Wal-am-et, by the ear-
liest pioneers, as appears from old rec-
ords, diaries and publications, and this
orthography is still adhered to by a few
of them who can not be induced to adopt
the modern form. In theory they are
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right, for there is too great a tendency
to looseness in our nomenclature, and
not enough care is taken to preserve the
purity of the titles bestowed upon ob-
jects and localities; but in this instance
no practical good can be accomplished,
since the number of adherents to the
old name is gradually diminishing, and
those who learn the new title, and never
hear of any other, are increasing in
numbers at the rate of a thousind a
week. Willamette, then, it will continue
to be, though but a mongrel word, an
Indian name slightly “ Frenchified;” but
whatever controversy there may be re-
garding the title, the beauty and power
of the falls are beyond dispute. Since
the earliest settlement of the valley by
Americans, the falls have been called
upon to supply the motive power of fac-
tories, chiefly saw and grist mills, and
though but a tithe of their strength has
been utilized, they have contributed not
a little to the prosperity of Oregon. It
is the great possibilities—not dormant,
but rampant—which they possess, which
inspire this article.

Oregon City is but fifteen miles from
Portland, and the stream is navigable
to the very base of the falls, by river
steamers, several of which ply between
the two places. Above the falls, the
river is navigable to the head of the
valley. The line of the Oregon & Cali-
fornia railroad, soon to be the through
route of the Southern Pacific between
Portland and San Francisco, passes
through the city. The narrow gauge
system of the Oregonian, and Portland
& Willamette Valley roads, tapping the
whole valley on both sides of the river,
passes within four miles, and the ques-
tion of a branch line to the falls is al-
ready under consideration. With ex-
tensive manufacturing enterprises here,
both the Northern Pacific and the Union
Pacific could easily run a line down to
the factories, and would feel compelled

THE WEST SHORE.

to do so in order to secure their propor-
tion of the enormous business. It is
apparent that the varied produets of the
entire Willamette valley and Columbia
basin can be concentrated at this point
as cheaply as at the city of Portland it-
self, can be converted into manufactured
articles cheaper than at any other point
on the Pacific coast, and can be shipped
to the markets of the world to as good
advantage as from any other place. 1n
fact, so far as the shipment and receipt
of freight is concerned, Oregon City
and Portland would be practically one
city, for Portland must, of necessity, re-
main the commercial point and seaport,
while at Oregon City she can build up
to the best advantage those large manu-
facturing enterprises which must con-
stitute the chief element of her future
growth. No other seaport city in the
United States is blessed with such a
magnitude of available water power at
its very gates; nor are any of the great
falls of America so favorably situated,
both as regards nearness to the seat of
production of raw material and to a sea-
port from which they may reach the
markets of the world. A few moments
thought will convince anyone that in
the falls of the Willamette, Portland
possesses a valuable gift of nature not
vouchsafed to any other city on the Pa-
cific coast, and that the falls themselves,
in their accessibility and their contigu-
ity to tide water, possess advantages of
location superior to any others in the
world. The falls which have made Min
neapolis so great a manufacturing city
are more than a thousand miles inland,
and yet millions of barrels of flour are
shipped to foreign markets. Here the
falls are but fifteen miles from deep wa-
ter, where vessels may be loaded for any
port in the world.

‘When Henry Villard was at the head
of the transportation systems of Oregon,
he fully appreciated the economic value
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of this great gift of nature, and among
his plans for the development of this re-
gion was one for the establishment of
great manufacturing enterprises at Ore-
gon City. He caused a complete sur-
vey to be made, by Paul Meescher, a
competent engineer, who spent three
months studying the falls at Minneapo-
lis before beginning the work. The
survey was most thorough and complete,
and the results have been embodied in a
huge chart, which represents an expen-
diture of %4,000.00. From these sur-
veys it appears that the falls at Oregon
City have a fall of forty-one feet, and
possess forty per cent. more power at
low water than those at Minneapolis,
and one hundred per cent. more at high
water. Incredible as this may seem,
when the great manufacturing interests
of Minneapolis are considered, it is none
the less an actual fact, and indicates, in
conjunction with its more favorable lo-
cation, that all which has been done at
Minneapolis can be repeated at Oregon
City. All the mills of that city could
be run here the entire season, without
resorting to the aid of steam, as is done
there in periods of low water. This
great water power is nearly all owned
by the Willamette Transportation and
Locks Co., which was originally organ-
ized to secure transportation around the
falls for river steamers. The canal and
locks, on the west bank, as shown in
one of the small engravings on the same
page as the large view of the falls, were
completed in December, 1872, at a cost
of 8475,000.00. The state aided the en-
terprise to the extent of $200,000.00 in
bonds. The inner canal is seventy-five
feet wide and twelve hundred and fif-
teen feet long, above which are four lift
locks of ten feet each, forty by two hun-
dred and fifteen feet in size. Above
these is a guard lock of same size as the
others, and then one outer canal one
hundred and fifty feet wide and one

thousand and thirty-five long, leading to
navigable water above the falls. The
locks have been in constant use since
that time, and have been an important
factor in the transportation system of
the valley. The stock was acquired by
the Villard interest, but upon the retire-
ment of Mr. Villard and the rupture of
the harmonious relations existing be-
tween the various companies under his
management, his plans for the utiliza-
tion of the falls and locks fell to the
ground. This was the condition of af-
fairs unti] about a year ago, when sev-
eral of the energetic business men of
Oregon City and Portland, notably Mr.
E. L. Eastham, of the former place, be-
gan the work of consolidating the con-
flicting interests. After considerable ne-
gotiation, these gentlemen not only se-
cured control of the company, but ac-
quired all the interests of the O. R. &
N. Co., the Travscontinental Co., and
the state, thus freeing the property from
all complications. The property of the
Willamette Transportation & Locks Co.
now consists of two hundred acres of
land, suitable for the site of factories.
About ten acres are on the east side, and
include the large warehouse and the ba-
sin, built in former years for the pur-
posc of transferring freight from con-
necting steamers, as well as to conduct
water for power purposes to the mills
below. The remainder is on the west
side, and embraces all the land on both
sides of the canal. In fact, the compa-
ny owns all the desirable land for man-
ufacturing purposes, and all the availa-
ble water power, except that already
utilized by the mills now there. In ad-
dition to this, the company owns a strip
of land lying along the river, both above
and below the falls, a distance of two
and one-half miles, and extending back
from one-half to three-fourths of a mile,
making a total area of nine hundred
acres of land. The officers are E. L.
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Eastham, president; C. A. Dolph, vice-
president; Joseph Simon, secretary;
Charles H. Caufield, treasurer; W. E.
Pratt, superintendent.

The company has outlined a plan for
the development of the water power and
the building up of large manufacturing
interests, which is not only comprehen-
sive and extremely liberal, but highly
practicable. It offers to manufacturers
the land upon which to erect factories
and the water power by which to run
them. The land will be a free gift, with
title in fee simple, and the water power
will be given free for ten years, a rea-
sonable charge to be made for power
thereafter, at a permanent contract price
to be agreed upon at the time the origi-
nal agreement is made. The develop-
ment of the power, so far as its practical
application is concerned, must be made
by the party using it. The company
also proposes to develop power for the
use of small factories, which will be
supplied at a reasonable rental. It also
has in contemplation the transmission
of power to Portland by electricity.
There are numerous small enterprises
in Portland, using engines from five to
twenty-five horse power, which could be
supplied with elect:ic power from the
falls at a much cheaper rate than now
paid for steam. The plans of the com-
pany also embrace a suspension bridge
across the river below the falls, the east
end reaching Oregon City at Seventh
street. The bridge will cost about $25,-
000.00, and have a span of four hundred
feet. Complete plans have already been
received, and it is expected to have the
bridge completed by the first of Janu-
ary.

The development of these plans nec-
essarily calls for the outlay of consider-
able money, and there has, as yet, been
no intimation of the method by which
the company proposes to reimburse it-
self. The question is a simple one. It
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gives away its building sites for facto-
ries, and donates its water power for ten
years to aid those factories to firmly es-
tablish themselves; but it does not give
away its valuable residence and business
property. The large tract of land on
the west side will be laid off into lots
and blocks, and will be sold for resi-
dence and business purposes. The es-
tablishment of large manufacturing en-
terprises and the drawing hither of the
thousands of operatives necessary to
conduct them, will create such a demand
for this property as to render it extreme-
ly valuable, and thus, in the fullness of
time, the company will reap its reward.
And the fact that there is a final reward
in store for them, makes the action of
these gentlemen none the less liberal,
public- spirited and sagacious. They are
taking steps by which every citizen of
Por tland and Oregon City will be great-
ly benefited, and all honor is due them
for their efforts. 'What we need is more
practical, enterprising, public-spirited
men of this kind. The plans of the com-
pany are not for to-day, nor to-morrow,
but for all time; and contemplate, not the
establ ishment of a few feeble industries,
but of immense flouring mills and other
factories, employing thousands of hands,
adding millions of dollars to the trade
of Portland and Oregon City, increasing
enormously the value of property in
those places, and creating a certain mar-
ket for a great variety of productsin the
Willam ette valley and the Columbia ba-
sin, thus indirectly increasing the wealth
and population of the entire Northwest.
They look forward to the creation of a
city at Portland, backed by manufac-
tures at Oregon City, as large and as
prosperous as has grown up about any
great water power in the United States.

There are numerous industries which
might find a good location here, but it is
desired to point out the advantages a
special few would enjoy. The mind
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naturally turns to the manufacture of
flour. Here can be concentrated the
wheat of a vast empire, already produc-
ing thirty million bushels annually, and
capable of producing double that amount
in a few years. Here are unlimited wa-
ter power and land free, the former for
ten years and the latter forever. Here
is a shipping port so near at hand that
flour may be conveyed to it for twenty-
five cents per ton. It would be difficult
to conceive of a more favorable set of
conditions for the milling business on a
large scale. An enterprise of this na-
ture should embrace a transportation
scheme of its own, and should be of so
large a nature as to be self-dependent.
Such a mill as this would make from
three thousand to five thousand barrels
of flour per day. The relative saving of
expense by manufacturing on a large
scale is too well understood to require
argument. As to other points in favor
of sbipping our product in the form of
flour, they are well known to millers and
shippers. There is, in the first place, the
saving of five cents per bushel on grain
sacks; also a saving of one-third of the
freight, since the refuse of the wheat
amounts to that much, and when ground
in England only equals the value of its
own freight. There are, besides, the
multitude of associated benefits which
flow from the conversion of raw materi-
als into manufactured products, such as
increase in population and wealth, the
creation of a home market for a great
diversity of products, and not only the
retention at home of the money other-
wise sent abroad, but the bringing here
of that necessary to purchase the pro-
duects of our own labor. This is by far
the best location for a large paper mill
on the Pacific coast. Straw can be had
in abundance; wood pulp is easily and
cheaply obtained; the conditions of eco-
nomical manufacture are unequaled, and
the shipping facilities are all that are to

be desired. Representatives of the larg-
est two mills in California have examined
the situation, and express themselves as
strongly impressed with the advantages
offered. Itis needless to enumerate the
various industries which might find lodg-
ment here. It is sufficient to say that
free ground upon which to build, free
power for ten years, facilities for receipt
and shipment of freight unsurpassed,
all combine to make Oregon City the
most advantageous point for manufac-
turing on the coast. With but few ex-
ceptions, whatever can be manufactured
profitably in the West can be produced
at Oregon City to better advantage than
at any other point.

Oregon City is, in its true sense, the
oldest town in Oregon. To be sure, settle-
ments were made at other points at an
earlier date, such as that of the Pacific
Fur Co., at Astoria, and the Methodist
mission, near Salem, but here was made
the first genuine effort to found a city;
and it was natural that the pioneers, as
their eyes rested upon these falls, whose
beauty and power appealed strongly to
their love for nature’s works, and their
inborn instinet to make practical use of
everything, should decide that at this
point would spring up a city. A town
was laid out, which was for a number of
years the leading one in Oregon. It
was the first capital of the territory, and
continued as such until the seat of gov-
ernment was moved to Salem, as the re-
sult of a political quarrel between the
members of the supreme court. It is
unnecessary to trace the history of the
city through the forty-three years of its
existence, except to say that it has been
one of slow, but constant, progress. In-
terest now centers on its present condi-
tion and its prospects for the future.
What a bright pathway is opening up
before it has already been pointed out.
The large increase in population, trade
and the value of property, which is a
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necessary accompaniment of manufac-
tures employing alarge number of hands,
will be experienced here, as elsewhere.
These are for the future, and the pres-
ent condition of affairs indicates that
this future is by no means a distant one.
It becomes, then, interesting to know
what the city is and has, aside from the
great leading, and almost overshadow-
ing, feature, the enormous water power
just described.

The city, which has now a permanent
resident population of fifteen hundred,
lies on the east bank of the river, partly
on a terrace along the stream, and part-
ly on the high bluffs farther back. The
railroad runs along the base of the
bluffs, and the one long business street
occupies the middle ground between it
and the river. This street is well built
up with business houses, occupying both
sides of it for a distance of four blocks.
Besides the woolen mill, court house,
jail and brewery, there are ten brick
buildings, nearly all of them two stories
high. Two of the business houses car-
ry stocks of $50,000.00 each, and the
capital engaged in business, exclusive
of the bank, is fully $250,0C0.00. These
enterprises may be enumerated as fol-
lows: Five general stores, five grocery
stores, three drug stores, three jewelry
stores, one large stove store and tin shop,
one furniture store, one agricultural im-
plement warehouse, one book store, three
confectionery stores, two meat markets,
one livery stable, three wagon shops,
two undertaking establishments, one
feed stable, two hotels, and one restau-
rant. There are, also, a good bank, the
U. S. land office for the Willamette val-
ley, representatives of the various pro-
fessions, and two good weekly papers,
the Enterprise and Courier.

The leading manufacturing interest
now established is the woolen mill of
the Oregon City Manufacturing Co. This
is an eleven-set mill, employing one
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hundred and ninety hands, paying out
$80,000.00 in wages annually, and pro-
ducing cassimeres, tweeds, flannels, blan-
kets, shawls, robes, etc., to the value of
$500,000.00 annually. The next most
important is that of the Oregon City
Flouring Mill Co. This mill employs
fifteen men, and turns out five hundred
barrels of flour per day. DBoth of these
enterprises are owned in Portland, and
are managed from the business offices
in that city by telephone, through local
superintendents. This method of con-
ducting business is entirely practicable,
since the two cities are united by one
telephone system. There is a saw mill,
owned by George Broughton, with a ca-
pacity of twenty thousand feet of lum-
ber per day, and a box factory connected
with it. There are, also, a small custom
grist mill, another flouring mill not in
operation, a brewery, a furniture facto-
ry, and a machine for making cotton-
wood excelsior for mattresses and up-
holstering. A view of the manufactur-
ing portion of the city, as seen from the
bluffs above, is given on page 575.

The city is supplied with water taken
from the river above the falls, and dis-
tributed through pipes by two pow-
erful force pumps. The pressure is suf-
ficient to throw a stream over the high-
est house in the business portion of the
town. There is a good volunteer fire
department, consisting of two hose com-
panies and a hook and ladder company.
The city government consists of a may-
or, a council of seven members, a mar-
shal and a night-watchman. There is
an enterprising and energetic board of
trade, which not only looks after the lo-
cal affairs of the city, but participates in
all general movements throughout the
Northwest calculated to affect the city’s
interest.

From an educational or moral point
of view, this is a most desirable place of
residence. There is a splendid graded
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school, with six teachers and an attend-
ance of two hundred and fifty scholars.
A new frame building is in process of
erection, and will be completed before
the close of the year. It will cost $S,-
000.00, and will not only be ample in size
to accommodate the growth of the town
for a number of years, but will be high-
ly ornamental, as will be seen by refer-
ring to the engraving on page 576. There
is, also, a good school which has been
maintained many years by the Benedic-
tine sisters, an order of the Catholic
church. This has an attendance of six-
ty scholars. There are five good church
buildings, belonging to the Methodist
Episcopal, Baptist, Episcopal, Congre-
gational and Catholic denominations.
The Odd Fellows and Masons have each
a good hall building, and various organ-
izations of those orders. The A. O. U.
W. and the K. of L. also have organiza-
tions. By far the most costly and orna-
mental structure is the county court
house, completed in 1886. It is a solid
brick and cement structure, with stone
facing, two stories and a basement in
height, and surmounted by a cupola,
from which is obtained a splendid view
of the river above and below the falls,
and a large stretch of the fields and tim-
bered hills by which the city is sur-
rounded. It stands between the main
street and the river, in the center of a
block (see engraving on page 615), and
a broad flight of stone steps leads up to
the first floor entrance. This edifice cost
$60,000.00, and represents more for the
money expended than any other public
structure in Oregon. There are many
handsome, and even elegant, private res-
idences, nearly all of them so situated
as to command beautiful views of the
river and surrounding hills. The great-
er number are located on the bluffs,
where the cool summer breezes render
life there most agreeable. Indeed, this
is one of the best points near Portland
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for a summer residence. Cool, health-
ful, free from all taint of malaria, easily
accessible from the city by both boat
and rail, with good fishing and hunting
close at hand, it offers excellent advan-
tages as a summer resort. A large ho-
tel to accommodate boarders of this
class is one of the urgent needs of the
city. As it is, a number of Portland
families spend their summers here, find-
ing homes in private residences. One
improvement of interest in this connec-
tion should not be overlooked. The cel-
ebrated drive from Portland to the White
House is to be extended to Oregon City
next year, the work having been author-
ized by the counties of Multnomah and
Clackamas, and the surveys made.
Clackamas county lies on both sides
of the Willamette, though chiefly east of
the river, and extends to the summit of
the Cascade mountains. It embracesan
area of a million acres, one-half of which
is in the hands of private individuals,
and the remainder subject to entry un-
der the homestead, preémption and tim-
ber laws of the United States. The O.
& C. railroad owns considerable land,
which it sells at graded prices, and on
liberal terms of payment. The surface
of the country is, in the main, hilly.
The streams, of which there are many,
run through canyons, the land between
them being rolling plateau, rising into
mountains as the Cascades are reached.
Along the streams are many acres of al-
luvial bottom lands, the soil black, deep
and rich. The greater portion of the
surface is of the hill class, the soil be-
ing a red loam, partaking of the nature
of a clay, with a hard clay sub-soil
These rolling plateaus are covared with
timber, there being but a few small
tracts of open prairie land. The pre-
vailing timber is fir, while cedar, spruce,
hemlock and larch are found in quanti-
ty. Ash, maple, alder and cottonwood
grow along the streams. Owing to the
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contour of the surface, the hill lands
may be plowed at any time during the
rainy season, as the drainage is perfect.
These lands, when thoroughly cultivat-
ed, are wonderfully productive, yielding
from twenty to fifty bushels of wheat
and sixty to one hundred of oats. Rye,
barley and flax produce equally well,
though not much cultivated. Winter
wheat is a specially fine crop, the wheat
of the hills excelling that of the valley
in quality. Grass, and especially clo-
ver, makes a good crop. Vegetables
produce well, potatoes being a specially
prolific crop. The vegetables of this
county took the prize at the state fair
last year. Iruit, such as apples, pears,
plums, cherries and prunes, are raised
in abundance, and of a quality unsur-
passed. Some of the oldest orchards in
the state are found here. Good peaches
and grapes are also raised. Berries and
small fruits grow to perfection. A com-
pany is being organized, with a capital
stock of $5,000.00, to build a fruit and
vegetable cannery in Oregon City, and
this enterprise will undoubtedly be in-
augurated before another season. The
nearness of much of the county to Port-
land, renders dairying and mixed farm-
ing especially profitable, as a market
can be found in that city for all that is
produced. Land can be purchased with-
in fifteen miles of the metropolis, at
from $6.00 to $50.00 per acre, while good
government land, but little farther away,
may be had for the taking.

In making a farm, it is, of course,
necessary to clear the ground of timber.
In many places, this arduous task has
already been partially accomplished by
forest fires. The settler must, however,
enter upon the task with a full appreci-
ation of its difficulty. When it is ac-
complished, he will have secured a home
of which he may well be proud, and
which will reward him for all his toil at
each recurring harvest. The older farms
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near the river, with their broad acres of
grain, and their orchards and vineyards,
were once more densely covered with
timber than these fertile hills, and yet
they are living witnesses of what the
hand of industry can accomplish in the
forest. If the settler have money to in-
vest, he can purchase a farm already en-
tirely or partially cleared, and thus pay
for the labor performed by others in the
past. This is, of course, far preferable,
since by so doing he skips at one bound
over the experiencesof the pioneer. Such
lands are for sale at an average of $20.00
per acre, a price which enables an East-
ern farmer to sell his land, move his
family to this locality, purchase equally
as good a farm for half the money real-
ized from the sale of his old omne, and
have the remainder to invest in improve-
ments, for use as business capital, or for
a provision against the proverbial rainy
day. This alone, without the question of
climate being considered, would seem a
sufficient justification for the step.

In the older settled portions of the
county, are a number of small towns and
good schools, while in the newer por-
tions, the settlers are prompt to provide
means for the education of their chil-
dren, and Uncle Sam follows closely the
path of the pioneer, with the mail bag.
Oswego, a few miles north of the falls,
and on the west side of the river, is the
seat of an important industry. At that
point is a large deposit of iron ore,
which has been worked to a considera-
ble extent by the Oswego Iron Co. The
works are now idle, owing to litigation
over the property, but when running,
they gave employment to about two hun-
dred and fifty men about the mines and
works. There is now a prospect of an
early termination of these difficulties,
and the resumption of this important
industry on a larger scale than former-
ly. Other promising towns, nearly all
having some industry, such as a flouring
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mill, saw mill, furniture factory, are Mil-
waukee, New Era, Viola, Canby, Clear
Creek, Needy, Zion and Sandy.

The foregoing pages contain but a
brief outline of what can be seen and
done at “The City at the Falls,” and in
the highly prosperous and rapidly de-
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veloping country surrounding it. To the
manufacturer, it possesses attractions
unrivaled by any other on the coast,
while to the business man, the orchard-
ist, the farmer and the dairyman, it of-
fers opportunities not to be lightly
passed over. H. L. WEL1s.

ST. ANDREWS.

On thy silver tide

The glaring bale-fires blaze no more ;
No longer steel-clad warriors ride
Along thy wild and wildered shore;
‘Where’er thou wind’st by dale or hill,
All, all is peaceful, all is still.

E were flitting about Northern
s/ ;/ England and Southern Scotland
for three or four months, grand
right and left, up and down the middle,
saluting corners, till, having chassied
from the German ocean to the Irish sea,
and back again from the Irish sea to the
German ocean, at Berwick, on Tweed,
we made a glide—I might say ““ Boston
dip ” —into Scottish Roxborough, to the
manufacturing town of Hawick, on the
silver Teviot, among the Cheviot hills,
quite content to lay aside our wandering
and unanchored life, and, for a week or
so, lie by for repairs. More than once
had we thought of Emery Ann’s “ You
can’t play tag continual, without a goal
to run to,” and how frequently we, with
Mrs. Whitney, found, as she tells us in
her “ Sights and Iusights,” “the neces-
gity of little halts—Ilittle breaks in the
fierce impulse of foreign travel.” The
wheels heat with constant motion.
Between three and four miles from
Hawick, lies Branksome tower, the scene

of “The Lay of the Last Minstrel.” 1t
is a most beguiling walk or drive, along
the banks of the Teviot, even at the time
of year we were there, the middle of Jan-
uary, with its silver waters glistening in
the sunlight, an { almost as purely white
as the snow on its borders. The inter-
vening distance, as well as that between
the town and Melrose, is full of the lo-
calities described in that midnight ride
of William of Deloraine, to the grave of
Michael Scott, at the abbey.

Sir Michael Scott, the famous wizard,
flourished during the thirteenth century,
but by poetical anachronism, is placed
in the poem at a later era. He was a
man of much learning, chiefly acquired
in foreign countries, and passed among
his contemporaries for a skillful magi-
cian. His magic books were long be-
lieved to be in existence, but could not
be opened without danger frcm the fiends,
who were thereby invoked. Michael Scott
was much embarrassed by a spirit, for
whom he was under the necessity of
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finding constant employment. He com-
manded him to build a cauld, or dam
head, across the Tweed, at Kelso, which
was done in one night. Michael next
ordered that Eildon hill, which was then
a uniform cone, should be divided into
three. Another night was sufficient to
part its summit into the three pictur-
esque peaks, which we now behold. At
le.gth, the enchanter conquered this in-
defatigable demon, by employing him to
make ropes out of sea sand.

The road runs far below Branksome
castle, so that from it one can have but
a very partial view of the building; con-
sequently, bidding our coachman to stop,
we alighted, and with the independence,
perhaps assurance, said to be character-
istic of Americans on their travels, as-
cended the avenue leading to the back
of the house, walking through an invit-
ingly open gate, for a nearer view of the
premises. “ Fortune favors the brave,”
or bold, and most opportunely were we
seen by the butler, who, the family be-
ing absent, hospitably, or mercenarily,
invited us to enter. We achieved the
summit of our wishes, in being conduct-
ed up a spiral staircase, to the very top
of the so-called Sir David’s tower, into
my Lady of Branksome’s own room,
with which description the “ Lay” opens.

The feast was over in Branksome tower,

And the Ladye had gone to her secret bower,
Her bower that was guarded by word and by
Deadly to hear and deadly to tell—  [spell,
Jesu Maria shield us well !

No living wight, save the Ladye alone,

Had dared to cross the threshold stone.

This “ Ladye ” was widow of Sir Wal-
ter Scott, of Branksome, an ancestor of
the novelist, who was slain in the streets
of Edinboro’, in 1552, grandson to the
Lord David, for whom the tower is
named, which still remains as it was
originally built. The castle, modern-
ized, bears, upon the outside walls, the
dates of 1571, probably the time of com-
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pletion, and that of 1771, when restored
by Lady Margaret Douglas. The old
foundati_ns remain the same, and the
old hall looks as one would expect to see
it built during those days of border feud
and foray, when it was necessary

To watch against southern force and guile,
From Warkworth or Naworth or merry Carlisle.

In imagination, as we gazed, we peo-
pled it again as when

Ten squires, ten yeomen, mail-clad men,

Waited the beck of the warders ten;

Thirty steeds, both fleet and wight,

Stood saddled in stable day and night,

A hundred more fed in stall;

Such was the custom in Branksome Hall.

Wishing to gain from the butler some
information concerning the Scott fam-
ily, I said: “ He lived before the time of
Sir Walter?” “Behind, lady,” he re-
plied, gently correcting me; and pre-
suming I had his meaning, I answered,
“I see.” The ancestor was a descend-
ant. We tendered our shilling gladly,
as but small recompense for.the veryin-
teresting visit, which, though mildly
waved aside as “too much,” was ulti-
mately accepted. We passed the “ Peel
(tower) of Goldiland,” going and re-
turning, as also a dilapidated fountain
by the river’s side, a few paces from the
road. The inscription, in Latin, was al-
most obliterated, and when and by whom
erected I could not decipher. A hos-
pitable line was legible, concluding with
the friendly address: “ Drink—farewell,
and may God be gracious to thee.” Few
{ravelers, other than commercial ones,
visit Hawick, and yet it is in the midst
of a lovely country, well worthy inspec-
tion. It is an important manufacturing
town, noted for its cheviot cloth, or
tweeds, so called.

Not far from Hawick, is Kelso, and at
Eduan, a couple of miles distant, was
born, in 1700, James Thompson, the au-
thor of “The Seasons.” About a quar-
ter of a mile from the village, a plain
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obelisk has been erected to the memory
of the poet. He lived, also, at South-
dean (pronounced Souden) and could
easily reach the banks of the Tweed and
Teviot, and the ruins of Jedburgh, Dry-
burgh and Melrose in his rambles, or
could have done so, had not indolence
and self-indulgence been his besetting
sins. Every one has heard of the lady
who said she “had discovered three
things concerning the author of ¢The
Seasons '—that he was a great lover, a
great swimmer, and rigidly abstinent,”
at all of which, Savage, who had lived
much with him, laughed heartily, saying
that he believed Thompson never was in
cold water in his life, and that the other
particulars were just as true. The an-
ecdote of Quin, regarding Thompson’s
splendid description of sunrise, has been
equally wide-spread. He, with Savage,
asserted that he believed Thompson
never saw the sun rise in his life, and
related that, going one day to see him
at Richmond, he found him in bed at
noon, and asking why he did not get up
earlier, was answered, listlessly, “he
had nae motive.”

It has been recorded that the manse
in which the poet was born, at Eduan,
has disappeared, and a new, square and
unpicturesque one built upon the site,
“for,” adds the writer, “perhaps no
class of people have less of the poetical
or picturesque in them than the Presby-
terian clergy of Scotland. The hard,
dry, stern Calvanism imparted by John
Knox has effectually expelled all that.
The country people of Scotland are gen-
erally intelligent, and have a taste for
poetry and literature, but to a certainty
they do not derive this from their clergy.
In no country have I found the parish
clergy so ignorant of general literature,
or so unacquainted with anything that
is going on in the world, except the po-
lemies in their own church.” This is an
Englishman’s opinion of the present
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day, but Scott says of his own country-
men: “The Scotch, it is well known,
are more remarkable for the exercise of
their intellectual powers, than for the
keenness of their feelings. They are,
therefore, more moved by logic than by
rhetorie, and more attracted by acute
and argumentative reasoning on doctrin-
al points than influenced by enthusiastic
appeals to the heart and to the passions,
by which popular preachers in other
countries win the favor of their hear-
ers.” Charles Lamb says “it takes a
mallet and wedge to drive a joke into a
Scotchman’s brain,” and gives as an in-
stance that he was in the habit of speak-
ing of a favorite picture as “my beau-
ty.” “And what,” said he to a Caledon-
ian present, “do you think of my beau-
ty?” “I canna’ say mickle for your
beauty, Mr. Lamb, but your talent nae
man can gainsay.” Any reflection upon
Scottish peculiarities may be pardoned
in so enthusiastic an admirer of their
national and individual worth as myself.

From Hawick we went again to Fife-
shire by way of the I'rith of Forth, from
Edinboro’ and its seaport, Leith, and
our experience of Cupar led us to
comprehend the sententious warning of
old Caleb Balderstone to the master of
Ravenswood, in all its significance: ““ Ah,
weel | A wilfu’ man maun hae his way!
‘Who will to Cupar, maun to Cupar,” nor
in spite of the same ready obligingness
and spirit of accommodation from the
people here as elsewhere, can 1 “invent
even a wee figment” upon the at-
tractions of the town. On the Fife
line of railway, ten miles to the south-
west of Cupar, is the old Falkland pal-
ace, historically and architecturally mem-
orable. A painful interest attaches to
its walls from its having been the place
of imprisonment of David, duke of Roth-
say, eldest son of Robert IIL, king of
Scotland. He suffered here the agonies
of death by starvation, and the tragedy
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is heightened by the tradition that the
life of the prisoner was sustained for
some time by a woman’s milk, conveyed
from her breast through a reed. Scott,
however, in his novel of the “ Fair Maid
of Perth,” represents Catharine Glover
and the gleemaiden, Louise, who were
confined in the castle at the same time,
as conveying to the unfortunate Roth-
say, by means of a cleft in the end of a
long willow wand, bits of cake soaked in
broth, through a small fissure in the
wall of the castle, which communicated
with the dungeon. The nourishment
came too late to save his life, as his
death was accelerated, probably, by vio-
lence. Kirkaldy (Kirkoddy) and Cu-
par have each their one main street
about a mile long, but the only attrac-
tion to me of the former dull, prosaic
town, lay in its being the place where
was produced the book ““which undoubt-
edly has done more for the good of the
community than any other written in
Scotland;” “his last and greatest,” says
Chambers. Here, for the ten quiet, stu-
dious years, previous to 1778, while
Adam Smith worked at his “ Wealth of
Nations,” the philosopher lived in his
mother’s house; so does one in travel
come constantly upon some old, quiet,
grass-grown place, memorable for some
great life which there opened to the
light in the past, or departing, left be-
hind an unquenched radiance gilding
the present.

There is an air of dignity and refine-
ment in the quiet, academic town of St.
Andrews, this royal burgh and ancient
LEpiscopsl post, very different from the
bustling, thriving manufacturing places
we have been in, and greatly more pleas-
ing. It must in summer be agreeably
cool and healthful, and its retirement
renders it an admirable locality for its
many justly celebrated schools and uni-
versities. The arraugement of its main
streets appears to be nearly identical
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with those of early times, before St. An-
drews gained the sad renown of its ru-
ined shrines. Then, as now, when the
earliest group of buildings was the Cul-
dean monastery at the east promontory,
the three chief streets radiated from the
cathedral precinets like the spokes of
a wheel. The range of vision to the
north is bounded by the Sidlaw and
Grampian hills. The opposite coast is
Forfarshire, separated from Fife by the
Frith of Tay. St. Andrews bay is stud-
ded to the east with distant sails on the
way to Dundee and other ports, the
more fortunate in having avoided the
east winds, very prevalent here, and
blowing directly from the ocean, accom-
panied by a “haar,” or thick mist, which
wraps every object in an impenetrable
cloud. Snow lies neither deep nor long
here, the saline particles continually de-
posited on its surface having the infalli-
ble effect of rotting it like honey comb.
Our experience was, frosty weather, clear
and and crisp but not very cold, an un-
usual one, we were told. St. Andrews
bay is very dangerous, and shipwrecks,
for many years, are said to have aver-
aged over three per annum, notwith-
standing a first class life-boat crew of
experienced men, rocket apparatus and
and all the appliances for saving human
life. From the records of the town I
draw the following contrast between the
condition of the place in 1830 and as it
now appears. Then there was no side
pavement in any of the streets; filth
and squalor abounded unchecked; cows
and pigs grazed in front of the cottages;
the venerable ruins were fast going to
decay; the lines of the public streets
were broken by awkward abutments of
ungainly houses; there were few visitors
even to the splendid links, which lay
with all its vast capabilities almost un-
trodden, and generally, St. Andrews,
considering the prestige of its antiquity
as an ecclesiastical capital, and its rank
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as a seat of learning, was at the lowest
pitch of miserable neglect and decay.

Modern St. Andrews dates from 1842,
when Major Playfair, whose name is
significant, “begged and bullied and
wheedled ” away the filth and ruinous
neglect, which bade fair, it is said, to
entomb St. Audrews as completely as
the lava did Herculaneum and Pompeii
of old. He was knighted by Queen Vie-
toria, in 1856, for the immense good he
had achieved in St. Audrews, as well as
for military service in India. The pro-
vost and his doings are proverbial, and
the results are that St. Andrews is now
the Scarborough, the fashionable sea-
side of Scotland, possessing all the good
requisites for a summer retreat. It has
its famous links, where * the noble and
healthful game of golf” is extensively
practised. 1ts commodious club house,
containing billiard and reading rooms,
bathing places for ladies, with their
golfing green, croquet ground in the
castle yard, archery within the college
grounds, and picturesque ruins and nice
scenery for sketching. Provost Play-
fair died in 1861, and his name will con-
tinue to be associated with the city that
has so greatly benefited by his labores.
St. Andrews resembles a continental
city, and its buildings of hewn gray
stone, obtainable near the town, are very
handsome and ornamental. Tt is rare
to find in a city of its size so much to
please the eye and gratify the taste.
Its fine ruins greatly enhance its pic-
turesque effect, to which the bright,
scarlet robes and the four-cornered tas-
seled caps of the university students
lend an additional piquant charm. Its
fall from the meridian of its ecclesiasti-
cal splendor to the ruthless fury of fa-
naticism, and its restoration to prosper-
ity in the beauty of its semi-ant que res-
idences is interesting, but especially so
is it in the olden aspect of its literary and
historic public buildings.
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Of the tower of St. Regulus, tradition
relates, that when King Hengist re-
ceived St. Regulus, who was wrecked
here at the end of the fourth century,
bearing the relics of St. Andrew with
him, he built to him this massive square
tower, one hundred and nine feet high,
with its spiral stone staircase of one
hundred and fifty-four rough steps, in
many parts perfectly dark and of most
difficult ascent. I can testify to its be-
ing the severest “excelsior” of the many
I accomplished in Europe. Those who
discredit so hoar an antiquity as fifteen
hundred years, grant that the tower can
not be of more recent date than the
ninth or tenth century. Be that as it
may, the tower is perfect yet, and the
walls of a solidity and thickness suffici-
ent to bid defiance to half & score hun-
dred years or so more. In the face of a
cliff between the castle ard cathedral, is
the cave where St. Regulus first lived,
now worn shallow by wind and wave.
Last century, they say, the eccentric
Lady Buchan adorned it with shells and
fitted it up as a retreat, where she enter-
tained her friends. The cathedral was
founded in 1150 and was one hundred
and fifty years in course of counstruction.
In 1378 a great part was destroyed by
fire, and the accident is ascribed to a
jackdaw carrying a lighted twig to its
nest in the eaves. In 1559 it was
sacked and destroyed by the Presbyte-
rian party, under John Knox, who kin-
dled a fire that day that spread far and
wide, beyond the jackdaw’s flight. Only
one of the turrets of the west front is
standing, but it is of delicate and ele-
gant workmanship. The ancient oblong
windows, with semi-circular arches, and
the two turrets of the east gable, are
very beautiful. It must have been very
large and magnificent, and we are moved
in looking upon what remains to ex-
claim: “Oh, sectarianism! what crimes
and follies are committed in thy name!”
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Many of the ancient tombstones, moss-
grown, and inscribed with quaint and
startling emblems, yet stand against the
wall of the south transept.

The castle is a grand, old, ruined for-
tress and palace, founded in 1200, bold-
ly situated on a rocky promontory, over-
hanging the sea, and washed to its very
foundations at high tide. The window
is still pointed out from which Arch-
bishop Beaton (Cardinal) witnessed the
martyrdom of Wishart, by fire, in front
of the castle, and from which very win-
dow he was himself suspended, after
having been assassinated in his bed
room, in 1516. Every castle has its
dungeon, but this has one more horri-
ble than the many. It is the celebrated
“Dbottle” dungeon, its name being de-
scriptive of its form—a hole, twenty-
four feet in depth, cut in the solid rock.
Prisoners were let down by a pulley,
swung from a beam in the upper room,
to utter darkness and slow, lingering,
hopeless captivity and death.

St. Salvator’s college, the eldest of the
three, founded by Bishop Kennedy, in
1456, is now known as the United col-
lege, since its incorporation with St.
Leonard’s, in 1747. A handsome, mod-
ern structure has been substituted for the
old one. St. Salvator’s chapel, now known
as the College church, is, with the tower
attached, the only part of the original
building. At the east end of the chapel
is the founder’s tomb, a gorgeous piece
of most elaborate stone architecture,
with its columns, canopies and pend-
ants. In 1683 the tomb was opened,
and in it were found six splendid maces,
which must have been hidden there at
the time of the reformation. Edin-
boro’, Glasgow and Aberdeen universi-
ties have one each, two were kept by St.
Mary’s college, and the remaining one,
much the most splendid, was shown to
us by the janitor of the chapel, with a
wardrobe that belonged to Mary Queen
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of Scots. On the left hand of the door,
as we enter, is the small, quaint, oaken
pulpit, from which John Knox, on the
fifth day of June, 1559, preached the de-
nunciatory sermon which instigated the
populace to the destruction of the cathe-
dral and all other monastic buildings of
the city.

Trinity, or Town, church, erected in
1112, is, of course, one of the chief pla-
ces to be visited, for it was here that
John Knox preached his famous icono-
clastic sermon spoken of above. We
saw here a remarkably efficacious in-
strument for enforcing silence—some-
what in the form of a helmet, composed
of iron bars and having a piece to enter
the mouth, the whole gear fastened on
the head behind the neck by a padlock.
“TIt doth appear that one Isabel Lind-
say,” in the spirit also of furious fanati-
cism, using the privilege of her sex, was
wont to interrupt and denounce Arch-
bishop Sharpe in the midst of his pul-
pit ministrations, and this machine is
believed to have been invented or con-
structed by his orders to keep her quiet.
Two “ culty stools,” or stools of repent-
ance, are also preserved here. On the
east wall of the great aisle stands the
monument of Archbishop Sharpe, whose
assassination figures conspicuously in
the historic records of Scotland. Scott
introduces this in his “Heart of Mid-
lothian,” as leading up to the Proteus
riots in Edinboro’. The costly struc-
ture is of black and white marble. On
the upper part the Archbishop is repre-
sented as supporting the church, with
angels, shield, mitre and crosier. In
the center the primate is kneeling, while
an angel places upon his head the crown
of martyrdom. Beneath an urn is a
bas relief depicting the murder, the fig-
ures very spiritedly sculptured. In the
background the assassins are in pursuit
of the carriage. In front they are put-
ting the primate to death, while his
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daughter, held back by two of the con-
spirators, in an imploring attitude, begs
for her father’s life.

The cluster of buildings composing
St. Mary’s college is very handsome,
abundantly draped in ivy, with a mag-
nificent ilex tree of great size shading a
large part of the college yard. In 1579
the college constitution was changed,
suitably to the spirit of the times, and
under the direction of George Buchan-
apn, was appropriated exclusively to the-
ology. The college is approached from
South street by an elegant arched gate-
way, and on the facade of the principal’s
house, over the porch, are the royal
arms of Scotland, having the crown
above and St. Andrew, on his cross, be-
low, the whole surrounded by a garland
of thistles. The ivied ruin of the Do-
minican friars is extremely charming.
The apse of the chapel, with the tracery
of its three windows quite perfect, forms
a graceful decoration to Madras college,
immediately in its rear. This monastery
was founded in 1274, by a set of Domin-
ican, or preaching, friars, called Black
friars, from their black frocks. Dr.
Bell, originator of the monitorial sys-
tem, built thereon the famous Madras
college, and enjoined that the Madras,
or monitorial, method should be fol-
lowed in the institution. He left £120,-
000 for schools on this system in Lon-
don, Edinboro’ and Glasgow, and five-
twelfths of his whole fortune for Mad-
ras college. Children from all parts of
the kingdom are sent to this popular
seminary, and there is a Madras infant
school in an odd building, resembling
those of Bologna, with its arcades, the
site of the gray friars’ monastery, so
called from their gray frocks, bound at
the waist by a rope. 'We attended Trin-
ity church in the forenoon and St. Sal-
vator’s in the afternoon, and so soon as
service at the latter was concluded, the
obliging janitor, knowing we desired to
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see the ruins of St. Leonard’s, offered to
accompany us, as he had the key which
guarded the entrance on that day. This
was an unusual concession in view of
the severity with which the Sabbath is
observed in Scotland. The old roofless
chapel is a fine specimen of gothic arch-
itecture. The monastery, founded in
1512, was endowed with the revenues of
a hospital that had long been kept for
the reception of those pilgrims who had
come in former times to worship the
relics of St. Andrew. Separated from
this chapel by a wall are the house and
grounds of Mary Queen of Scots, which
she occupied on her occasional visits to
St. Andrews. The part of the house
facing the street is modernized, but the
back, overlooking the grounds, is an-
tique and picturesque, with its many
gables. As we entered these grounds,
through a low, massive archway, our
guide reverently removed his hat and
remained uncovered while we stood
there. This respect to royalty, or to
the misfortunes of the unhappy queen,
touched us, as one is always moved by
true sentiment, whatever diversity of
opinion may exist. “ Ah!many a pleas-
ant, as well as sad, scene, has this place
witnessed,” said he, “for on this very
spot was the unfortunate queen wout to
practice at archery with Randolph, the
English embassador, who, meanwhile,
was plotting and revealing every word
and act to his mistress, Illizabeth.” The
handsome stone house on the other side
of the ruined chapel, and overlooking
Quzen Mary’s temporary home, was the
official residence of George Buchanan,
the celebrated principal of St. Andrew’s,
and promoter of the reformation, who
so often and so soundly “birched ” the
young prince, afterward James VI., of
Scotland—I notice the Scotch seldom,
or never, add “and I, of England,” as
do we. The martyrs’ monument is in-
elegant and clumsy, but commemorative
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of four of “the noble army of martyrs
who died for their faith-—Patrick Ham-
ilton, Henry Forrest, George Wishart
and Walter Mill—who were burnt at
St. Andrews be‘ween the years 1528 and
1563. Just below this monument an ir-
regular hill runs along the shore and
and projects into the sea so as to form
a little bay. These bear the significant
names of “ Witches’ hill and lake,” and
here were enacted those horrible, incred-
ible atrocities consequent upon the in-
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sane superstition of witchcraft. Anoth-
er band of martyrs like those above at
the monument, sacrificed to the mereci-
less ignorance of their persecutors, and
as truly martyrs as the persecuted Cov-
enanters, with this important difference,
that the Covenanters had the satisfac-
tion of dying for a good and avowed
cause, while these wretched beings were
cruelly murdered without the shadow of
a sufficient reason, and by virtue of laws
which left them no hope of mercy.
C. L. HENDERSON.

FAME.

When one has climbed the ladder, steep, that
leadeth up to fame,
And, thathe may ne’er return again, has pushed

aside the same,

Does he e’er remember what it cost to reach

so high a place?

Or does success, so perfect, all those bitter days

efface ?

If he would but look backward once, to the
toilers on the way,

With their sore, discouraged hearts, aching,
breaking, every day,

He would surely stretch a kindly hand to those

yet left behind,

To help them up that weary way, that they
might knowledge find.

ErLa HiGGINSON,
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THE ISLAND OF REST.

write another paragraph for the
next month, may 1—”

“Eh? What's that you're growling
about, George? Were you addressing
your remarks to me, or to some sympa-
thetic being immaterialized to all eyes,
save your own?”

Mr. George Stanley gave a percepti-
ble start, and a quick glance in the di-
rection of the speaker, but vouchsafed
no reply, until, one by one, the closely-
written pages of his manusecript were
hung upon the hook. Then, with a sigh
of relief, and a nonchalance that was
characteristic, he answered—

“ Neither, my dear Mac. Not having
noticed your entrance, I was unaware of
your presence; and as for immaterial-
ized beings—mno, thank you, none of
them for me. Give me something ma-
terial and animate; something tangible to
all the senses; give me, for instance—"

“ Yes; don’t hesitate; speak right out;
tell me who she is, and if it be in the
power of mortal to give her to you, I'll
do it.”

“ (3ive me, for instance, a rest.”

“ What do I hear? Slang, from the
lips of the dignified, the august, Stan-
ley? What next?”

“ See here, Mac; there is no slang
about it; I want rest; I must have rest.
It is three years since I had a month to
call my own, and I have reached the
limit of human endurance. I have
scratched away with this faithful old pen
of mine, until not a thought, not an idea,
not a shadow of original conception is
left in my impoverished brain. My

XII1-8-2

’[‘HERE, that is finished, and if I

bones ache, my temples throb, my nerves
quiver, and my entire being languishes
for rest, for relief, for oblivion, for any-
thing that will take me out of the tread-
mill routine of editorial drudgery. I'm
quite serious, Mac, and you needn’t look
at me as though you think me bereft of
my wits. Reason still hangs to her
throne, but threatens to let go her hold
if I remain here twenty-four hours
longer. So I hang up my pen, I take
down my hat, I make my adieu, and if
my shadow falls athwart your threshold
again within a month, may I be—"

Just then a gust of wind, with ill-
advised officiousness, interposed and
closed the door with a “bang,” behind
the retreating form of Mr. George Stan-
ley, and whether or not he added the fin-
ishing word, or words, to his last sen-
tence, can never be known with any de-
gree of certainty.

“ George! I say, George! Wait a mo-
ment; only a moment,” shouted Mr.
Thomas McGrew, hurrying out into the
corridor, and leaning far out over the
baluster. But the hollow echo of re-
treating footsteps was the sole response.

“ What spirit of unrest has taken pos-
session of the fellow?” mused Mr.
MecGrew, half owner and sole manager of
a flourishing weekly publication, known
as The Champion.

“ He can not possibly be serious. He
would not leave me here to wrestle with
the paper for a whole month alone.
‘Whew! The bare thought starts the
cold sweat at every pore. Why, I'd get
swamped on the first issue. No, no;
George is a good fellow, and steady as
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a clock. He'll be on hand tomorrow.”

But the inevitable tomorrow came
only to prove to Mr. McGrew the fallacy
of his prediction. George was not “on
hand,” and though his ear caught every
footstep on the stair, throughout the
long, long day, yet the one tread, for
which he listened, came not. Ere the
sun had crossed the meridian, the ‘“ hook ”
was empty and the printers were de-
manding “copy.”

“ Copy!” ejaculated Mr. McGrew, vi-
ciously, while unwonted clouds gathered
and lowered upon his broad expanse of
brow. “ Think ye that copy grows upon
trees, to be gathered at will? Insatiate
fiends, be gone; and trouble me not!”

Affrighted, cowering, the poor typos
slunk away and hid themselves beneath
their cases, while, over the office of the
Champion, settled a pall of gloomy si-
lence, broken only by a mysterious
“¢nip, snip, snipping” sound, coming
from the depths of the editorial sanc-
tum. Manager McGrew had found a
pair of scissors, rusty from long disuse,
and was doing all that a brave man could
do to supply his printers with “ copy.”

* * * * * * 5

“ Oh, rest! Sweet rest! Hast thou
come to me at last? Fain would I reach
out, and, clasping thee, hold thee for-
ever! But thou knowest well how to
elude the grasp of such as I. ’'Tis but
a flutter of thy soft wings about me, a
breath from thy fragrant lips upon my
brow, and thou wilt flit, leaving me
again to

The toil of
Dropping buckets into empty wells,
And growing old in drawing nothing up.

“ Sweet spirit of repose, bend closer
while I ask thee—Is there no land, this
side of the grave, where tired mortals
may woo thee at will, nor ever woo thee
in vain? Where the ceaseless struggle
for bread, for name, fame, and wealth,
is unknown? Where manna grows on
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ever-blooming trees, and the warmth of
unceasing sunshine usurps the place
of costly raiment? Where— ”

“ There, there! What an avalanche
of questions! You surely can not ex-
pect me to answer them all, do you?”

Mr. George Stanley sprang to a sit-
ting posture, and gazed, with unmiti-
gated astonishment, into the face of the
speaker. Lying there at full length,
half buried in the long, green grass, and
the shadow of overhanging foliage, with
the murmuring Willamette at his feet,
and the softest of September sunshine
peeping at him through the branches
overhead, he had deemed himself secure
in his isolation from the haunts of men;
had reveled in the delicious sense of
freedom from all restraint, and in his
apostrophic appeal to the spirit of re-
pose, had been as unconscious of the
presence of a human auditor, as though
buried deep in the coral caves of the sea
nymphs. Yet there, not four paces dis-
tant, seated composedly on a mossy log,
was a figure, robed in a very matter-of-
fact looking brown dress, a coronal of
bronze-brown hair surmounting a small,
well-poised head, and a face of darkened
tints, whose sole power of attraction ap-
peared to lie in the odd bits of light and
shadow reflected from some hidden flame
within, through a pair of clear, earnest
brown eyes. All these details, Stanley
took in with that first, long, straight
stare of astonishment. Yes, she was hu-
man—distinetly, unmistakably human.
There she sat, looking straight into his
wondering eyes, with the shadow of a
smile lurking around the corners of her
small mouth.

“ You are not perceptibly glad of my
presence,” she remarked composedly, in
a clear, bell-like voice.

With a look, strangely mingled, of
chagrin, displeasure, and the instinet of
common politeness, Stanley slowly arose
and bowed, without uttering a word.
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Then a laugh, clear and resonent, like
the voice, rang out on the drowsy atmos-
phere.

“ Take care! That is nicely done,
only you don’t look pleased enough.
How do you know I am not the benefi-
cent spirit you were so earnestly invok-
ing a moment ago?”

Stanley was silent for a moment, cool-
ly scanning her from head to feet. Then
dropping lazily back upon the grass, he
smiled skeptically.

“ The spirit of repose does not harrow
men’s souls by sitting and laughing at
them, nor does she make them get up
and bow to her.”

“ Indeed?”

“ No; she comes like a breath of sum-
mer air, laden with the intoxicating fra-
grance of flowers, and the drowsy hum
of bees. Lightly as a thistle-down, she
touches brow, and lips, and hair, and
tired humanity sinks into the somno-
lence, the oblivion, of perfect rest.”

The brown eyes contemplated him,
for a moment or two, reflectively, and in
silence.

“ Evidently you are a very tired mor-
tal. I imagine you are overworked, and
if I may hazard a guess, I should say
that your labor has been mental, rather
than physical. Your brain power and
nervous force are overdrawn, and al-
most exhausted. Were 1 your physi-
cian, I should prescribe a week’s rest, a
fishing excursion, or something of the
sort, in order tc give impoverished na-
ture a chance to replenish her resourc-
es.”

“ A week’s rest!” repeated Stanley,
almost contemptuously. “ As well offer
a bite of pickle to a starving wretch!
And a fishing excursion! It is plainly
evident that you can not conceive utter
weariness of the world and all it con-
tains. Why, if a fish were to come to
me and beg, with tears in its eyes, to be
impaled upon my hook, I could not sum-
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mon up sufficient energy to grant its re-
quest. No, no; what rest can there be
for the mind, but that born of oblivion?”

“ Hush!” said his listener, solemnly,
“Oblivion means death. Would you
court oblivion, at the cost of existence?”

“ T scarcely know,” he answered, med-
itatively. “So much dependsupon what
death really is. I only know that the
supreme wish of my heart is that T might
close my eyes, this sunny afternoon,
only to open them in some realm where
care, anxiety, effort and ambition are
unknown; where the sweet spirit of re-
pose holds supreme sway, assisted only
by such hand-maidens as touch the sens-
uous nature into fullest and most volup-
tuous enjoyment. Imagine the unal-
loyed bliss of an existence in which you
could gaze at the ycllow orb of day,
without having to remember how many
millions of miles lay between it and your
planet; without harboring a suspicion
of the existence of a solar system. Think
of being able to inhale the fragrance of
sweetest blossoms, without ever dream-
ing of trying to name and classify them!
Think of a fellow clasping to his breast
some fair being of his love, and closing
his eyes in blissful unconsciousness of
such dark shadows as house rent, gro-
cer’s bills, and paragoric bottles. Think
of —” He paused suddenly, and lis-
tened, as he heard, not far away, the
shouting of childish voices, and the
scamper of small feet among the bushes.

She arose, smiling, and suid: “ My
children are searching for me, and I
must bid you adien.”

“ Your children!” he echoed, incred-
ulously.

“ Yes, my class; I am a teacher, out
botanizing with my pupils.”

“ A teacher! Then you can not be a
stranger to weariness. You must know
what it is to be tired.”

A softened, saddened-light came into
the beautiful eyes. “ Weariness and I
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are indeed no strangers to each other,”
she answered, slowly. “Often am I
tired, often unfortunate, and discour-
aged; sometimes even discontent throws
the shadow of her gloomy wing about me.
Yet, friend, never, in my darkest hours,
have I known a moment of such unrest
as yours. Never have I felt that I would
willingly exchange my busy, toiling life,
its little joys and sorrows, its hopes,
fears, and aspirations, for an existence
of idleness and sensuous enjoyment,
such as you describe. You are but the
chance acquaintance of a moment, yet,
somehow, I would fain hear you say, be-
fore I leave you, that you will strive to
put such recreant fancies from you, ere
they pervert the highest and purest im-
pulses of your manhood. What is there
in the existence of an idle voluptuary,
that is not contemptible? Yet, could
your present dream be realized, what
would you be but the idlest of voluptu-
aries? You are weary and worn at pres-
ent; you must rest—rest long and well.
But when you feel the strength of your
manhood returning and reasserting it-
self; when your brain throbs to the birth
of new thoughts and fresh impulses;
and your veins surge once again with
the vigor born of hope and purpose,
something very like gratitude to fate
will blossom in your heart, that you are
still in this world where life is nothing
without a battle. In that land of dolce
far miente, your imagination so fondly
pictures, how long, think you, could the
kiss of passion, and the lullaby of idle-
ness, hold your soul a captive to your
senses? How long ere, like the mon-
arch in manacles, your spirit would
chafe beneath the enforced inaction?
How long—but there—I must leave you
or my whole boisterous band will be
upon you, and then farewell to your
dreams of dolce far niente.”

With a smile that seemed to illumi-
nate every feature of the dark, little
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face, she turned quickly and disappeared
among the trees. Stanley, leaning lan-
guidly upon one elbow, looked after her
until lost to view, then dropping back
upon the grass, stretched himself, once
more, full length, drew a long sigh, and
muttered—

“ A sweet, earnest little woman. But,
oh dear! I'm too tired to even wonder
who she is. How well she talks; yet
how painfully her logic grates upon my
weary sensibilities. Pshaw! I'll put
her out of my thoughts at once, and for-
ever. She is just the sort of a creature
to march forever ahead of a fellow, shout-
ing back ¢ Excelsior! ’ until he drop dead
in his tracks. And after all, what is the
spirit that animates and restrains her?
What is the theory that falls in such
beautiful shape from her guileless lips®
Fallacy; nothing but fallacy: nothing—"

The words died away upon his lips,
his eyes closed wearily, and he lay si-
lent. A moment or two passed thus;
then he started, and became conscious
of some strange, intangible presence
near him-—a sweet, subtile, caressing
presence, that soothed, even while it
startled, him. Soft fingers lifted the
hair from his throbbing temples, with a
touch that sent thrills to the center of
his being; a perfumed breath played
upon his cheek; a sweet voice sounded
in his ear: “ You called me, and I am
here. Arise, and come with me.”

“Who are you?” he cried, starting
up and gazing eagerly about.

No form was to be seen, but the thrill-
ing fingers still toyed gently with his
hair, and the same voice murmured in
reply—

“I am she whom you have this day
so earnestly invoked. I am the spirit of
repose, come from my distant realm, in
answer to your prayer. Poor, weary
being, come, and I will give you rest.”

A soft hand closed over his in a firm
clasp, and yielding to an influence he
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had no wish to resist, Stanley arose to
his feet. There, beneath the bank, rock-
ing on the sun-lit waves of the Willam-
ette, he saw a fairy-like boat, toward
which he felt himself being drawn by
that irresistible hand. He was dimly
conscious, like one in a dream, of step-
ping on board, of sinking to rest amid
cushions of softest, greenest moss, shad-
ed by a curiously-wrought canopy of
strange, tropical-looking branches and
leaves. Instautly the boat seemed to
dart into the stream, and swept swiftly
along, as though impelled by unseen
hands, while all familiar scenes fust
faded in the blue haze of distance. Then
came again the touch of those magic fin-
gers on his brow, and turning, with a
sigh of deep content, Stanley pressed his
lips to the invisible hand, and straight-
way sank into the oblivion of a deep and
dreamless sleep. How long his slum-
ber lasted, he could only guess from the
fact that when he awoke again to con-
sciousness, *he foliage-clad shores had
disappeared, and the frail boat tossed on
the foam-capped waves of the Pacific.
He started up, and gazed, almost ap-
palled, at the limitless expanse of rest-
less waters that stretched on either side.
But a timely pressure from the unseen
hand reassured him, while the musical
tones whispered: ¢ Look southward.”
Turning his eyes in the direction toward
which the prow of the little bark point-
ed, a cry of involuntary delight escaped
his lips, for there, just ahead, and di-
rectly in their course, lay a beautiful
tropical island, nestling in the bosom of
the ocean, like an emerald set in a sheet
of silver. Rising, in gentle undulations,
from the wave-lapped strand, and cov-
ered from shore to summit, with the
beautiful, luxuriant verdure of the trop-
ics, it was a gem that even the proud
Pacific might glory in wearing upon her
turbulent breast. Stanley gazed, enrap-
tured, upon the lovely scene, the equal
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of which his wildest fancy had never
conceived.

“ You think it beautiful?” murmured
the voice at his side. “ That is my realm,
over which I reign supreme. It is the
fair land of rest, so named by me, in to-
ken of the one law by which it is gov-
erned—the law of enforced idleness.
Fair sir, ere you set foot on those shin-
ing sands, tell me, are you prepared to
relinquish forever, all the purposes and
ambitions of your life? Will you, hence-
forth and forever, let your brain sleep,
and your hand attempt no task but that
of caressing the fair objects of your love?
Reflect before you reply; for when once
your feet have pressed my shores, re-
grets and backward glances will be in
vain. You prayed for rest, eternal rest,
at my hands. I have heard and granted
your prayer—are you content? ”

For one instant, Stanley hesitated, as
a small, dark face and tender eyes flitted
before his mental vision, while, afar, a
pleading voice seemed saying: ‘ What
is life without a battle?” Then, with
an impatient ejaculation, he turned from
the pleading vision.

“ Let me have rest, and I care for
naught else,” he said; and even as he
spoke, the keel of the boat grated softly
on the glittering sands of the magical is-
land. He felt the soft fingers closing
firmly about his own, and heard the low,
melodious tones saying—

“ Now you are mine for ever more;
open your eyes and look upon me.”

With a start, he turned, and beheld,
close by his side, slowly evolving from
space, the lovely, voluptuous form of a
woman. And such a woman! If Stan-
ley had ever beheld her counterpart, it
had been in dreams alone. Clad only in
the radiance of her own transcendent
loveliness, she stood before him as
proudly unconscious as though clothed
in imperial robes. Her long hair shone
like burnished gold in the suunlight, as
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it swept almost to her dimpled feet, and
clung to her beautiful form as though
jealously striving to conceal the loveli-
ness it succeeded in enhancing. She
looked at him with eyes blue and deep
as limpid wells, and Stanley stood en-
raptured—entranced. She smiled, and
a flame leaped up within him, for which
he sought not to find a name.

“ Come, love, come,” she murmured,
and sprang to the sun-lit shore. She
clung to his hand and led him, a willing
captive, over the sands and up the cool,
green slopes of her island domain.
Winding, flower-bordered pathways led
through the bewildering mazes of trop-
ical verdure; bright-plumaged birds sang
and swayed on the waving palms; rills
of cool, clear water tinkled across the
path at every turn, while a subtle fra-
grance permeated the atmosphere, and
sweet seolian music swelled and throbbed
with every passing breeze, thrilling the
senses and lulling the tired spirit to re-
pose. Hundreds of hammocks swung
temptingly amid the cool shadows of the
trees, and Stanley observed that many
of them were tenanted by graceful, sun-
tinted nymphs, as lovely as the being at
his side. Trees, laden with strange, de-
licious fruits, hung low, and cushioned
boats rocked invitingly on miniature
lakes.

“ Well, how do you like it all? How
are you impressions? Of what are you
thinking?” finally demanded his fair
companion, as she paused near the
arched entrance to a glittering cavern in
the hillside.

“ Thinking? ” cried he, as his glowing
eyes sought hers. “Oh, I can not think;
I am lost is wonder, intoxicated with
beauty, and tingling in every vein with
a delicious sense of obligation to the
lovely one who has transported me from
a realm of toil and strife and weariness,
to this fair haven of rest, this heaven on
earth.”
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The lovely face grew radiant at his
words; she drew closer, and murmuring
“Love knows no obligation,” twined her
soft arms about him, and drew him, re-
sistless, into the cool shadows of her
cavern palace.

* * * * * * *

Was it weeks, months, or years, that
elapsed while the recreant knight of the
quill lay dreaming the hours away, in
the enchanted island of rest? He could
not tell; he kept no note of time; he
only knew that the days drifted by like
a string of shining pearls, and when, at
last, there came a pearl that somehow
seemed less perfect than its predeces-
sors, he scarcely realized it, but won-
dered, in a dreamy way, what it was that
jarred upon his senses, and pricked un-
comfortably somewhere in his inner con-
sciousness. What was it that made him
turn from his downy couch, from the
clinging arms of his sweet captor, and
ask for a book?

“ A book!” she echoed, opening her
dreamy eyes in sudden alarm. “A
book! Dost think we have books in the
land of dolce far niente? Books are evil
things, and not in accord with the spirit
that rules here. They arouse the intel-
lect, stir the brain to action, ard stimu-
late poor, foolish humanity into doing
many absurd and useless things. In all
my fair dominion there is no book, nor
anything else that is, in the slightest de-
gree, an emblem of toil or disquietude.”

“ But,” he said, hesitatingly, “I won-
der what you do to pass the time away?”

“ Youwonder what we do?”’ she echoed
again. “ Why, love, have you forgotten
that this is the land of ‘sweet idleness?’
‘We do nothing; we do not pass the time
away; we let it pass itself.”

“ Oh, pardon me; I had forgotten,” he
said slowly, and very quietly.

But, somehow, he failed to see the
arms held caressingly toward him. He
left her and wandered away alone, and
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wondered why the sunshine had lost
some of its golden lustre, and how long
he could bear to sit, passively, while the
birds sang for him, the flowers bloomed,
and all nature was intent upon showing
him the beauty of work and the wrong
of idleness. At last, he took one of the
brilliant tropical birds in his hands, ten-
derly, and said, with sudden inspiration:
“T will transfer your radiant beauty to
canvas, and thus make some return for
your sweet song.” * But when he asked
for pallette and brush, he was told, with
a half-scornful smile, “ We do not paint
pictures in this land of sweet idleness.”
So the beautiful bird was reluctantly re-
leased, and the canker of discontent
grew apace in the heart of our hero.

At length there came a day when, in
a fit of idle musing, the old familiar
spirit of the editorial sanctum came
upon and took entire possession of him,
and he conceived an overwhelming de-
sire to “write up” this strange and
beautiful land, to which he had been so
mysteriously transported; but pens, and
paper—where to get them? Experience
had taught him the futility of appealing
to his fair sovereign, but a rich fund of
natural ingenuity soon came to his re-
lief. The distilled juice of a crimson
berry was made to serve for ink, and the
smooth, pearl-colored bark of a strange
tree was easily converted into parch-
ment, while a quill from the wing of a
songster made an effective pen. To what
use his suddenly-inspired article was to
be put, when written, was a question that
never entered his calculations. He only
knew that the impulse was upon him,
and he must write. So he wrote, and
wrote, and losing himself in the bril-
liance of his effort, saw, in fancy, the
readers of the Champion reveling in his
vivid delineations of the wonders of the
unknown land, and so engrossed was he
with his congenial task, that he heard
no warning sound, until suddenly his of-
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fended sovereign stood before him with
uplifted hands, and face distorted with
anger and disapproval.

“ Ingrate! ” she cried. “How dare
you?” and snatching his work from his
grasp, threw it over a ledge of rock, far
out into the foaming sea.

“ How dare I?” he hissed, springing
to his feet in hot rebellion. “ Woman,
beware! lest your galling chains drive
me to—to—"”

“ To what? ” she asked tauntingly, as
he faltered.

“To kill you!” he growled, with a
threatening movement toward her.

“Kill me? Ha, ha; that is good,”
she shrieked, derisively; and to his utter
amazement, she floated away from him,
out over the cliffs, hung, for a moment,
above the briny waves, then swiftly fad-
ed into air, and disappeared.

A cold sweat came out upon his brow,
and he sank, trembling, to the ground.
“ A foul thing of evil, and I in her pow-
er,” he groaned.

Presently a sound fell on his ear, and
he started and listened. It was asif a
strangely familiar voice, borne to him
upon some pitying breeze, were saying:
“ What is life without a battle?”

“ Aye, what, indeed? ” he cried, as he
sprang to his feet and dashed wildly to
the verge of the cliff. There, no far
away, rocking on the waves, was a small
vessel, and over her bulwarks leaned a
slight, well-remembered figure, with
arms held out pleadingly toward him,
and the light of an earnest soul shining
out eloquently from a pair of clear,
brown eyes.

“ Come closer,” he cried. “Oh, my
guiding star, come closer, and take me
from this hated bondage.”

But even as he spoke, it seemed to
him that the welcome vision was reced-
ing, rather than approaching. Those
pleading arms, still held toward him,
were slowly vanishing in distance and
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space; and with a wild, frenzied shriek
of desperation, he sprang from the cliff,
out, far out, into the seething, foaming
bosom of the Pacific.

* * * * * > *

When Stanley came down, with a sud-
den and violent plunge, into the water,
it seemed to him that something like an
electric shock ran through every nerve
and fibre of his being. It was as though
a troublesome veil had been suddenly
torn from his eyes, and he saw things in
a distinctly new light. He was strug-
gling in the water, but, strange to say,
the mad waves of the Pacific had been,
by some mysterious process, transformed
into the placid waters of the Willamette;
the glittering cliffs and crags of the is-
land had vanished, and in their stead, he
bcheld the sloping, green banks of the
river; and oh, what a welcome sight it
was! With what a thrill of thanksgiv-
ing he struck out to reach it.

“ Here, catch hold of this branch, and
I will pull you ashore,” cried a clear,
bell-like voice, and he was conscious of
a pair of startled brown eyes peering
into his, as he was pulled, dripping and
bewildered, to terra firma.

“ What does it all mean?” he asked,
as he dropped on the green grass, and
stared stupidly across the river.

“That is a question for you to an-
swer,” she said, solemnly. “I left a
book on the log here, and came back to
get it, and just as I approached, you
sprang up excitedly, uttered a loud cry,
and leaped into the river. If you meant
to destroy your 1.fe, heaven forgive you.”

He looked at her in silence, and ap-
peared to be lost in thought. Suddenly
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he astonished her by bursting out into a
ringing laugh.

“ Do you mean to tell me that it was
today you sat on that log and talked to
me?” he asked, at length.

“To-day! Why certainly; it was not
more than half an hour ago,” she re-
plied, eyeing him uneasily, as though
beginning to suspect that something was
wrong with his mental equilibrium. He
laughed again; then said—

“ Pardon me, and please don’t look at
me so. Indeed, I am not an escaped lu-
natic. I am just an honest, hard work-
ing editor, but am the unfortunate pos-
sessor of a set of ‘ ne:ves,” and an erratic
imagination, that sometimes combine to
disturb my slumbers. When I plunged
into the river just now, I was—sound
asleep.”

“ Asleep!” she echoed, wonderingly,
with a smile upon her lips.

“ Yes, I have had a strange dream, in
which you have had a prominent part.
I would like to relate it to you. Will
you meet me here tomorrow, at this
hour?”

“Yes,” she answered, simply; then
they shcok hands and parted, and Stan-
ley went home to dream all night—mot
of the beauteous queen of the land of
“gweet idlen2ss,” but of the small, dark
face and earnest eyes that were to be,
henceforth, the beacon light of his life.

Two days later, the Champion came
proudly to the front with a big “ double
header” on “The Island of Rest,” in
which the author reproduced, as nearly
as possible from memory, the original
copy written on the magic island.

CARRIE BLAKE MORGAN.



MYTHS OF THE COLUMBIA RIVER INDIANS.

PART FIVE.

HE the sound of the deep, rolling
T thunder, reverberating through the
skies, where there seemed to be no
material substance to produce a concus-
sion, and the flashing of the fiery light-
nings, have always been regarded, by
unlettered nations, as an indication of
the wrath of the gods. The Jupiter of
the Romans, Zeus of the Grecians, and
Thor of the Scandinavians have their
counterpart in the Enumtla, or thunder
god, of the Indians. Enumtla, the thun-
der, was a powerful god, in the wat-tee-
tash, or animal, age. His roar sent ter-
ror to the heart of every living thing.
His searching gaze penetrated from his
home in the clouds, to everywhere on
the earth. No one could come within
range of his vision and escape notice.
When the thunder god saw any one, he
immediately spread dark clouds over
him, and thundered with such violence
that he made the earth tremble, and
with one flash of his lightning, he laid
his victim dead. All the people were in
dread of this great being, and scarcely
dared go away from their homes, for
fear of being “shot” by the lightning.
Speelyai came along one time and
found the people in great consternation,
and said to them, “ What is the matter?
Why are you all so fearful?” They
then informed him how they lived in
continual dread, and were afraid to go
anywhere, or do anything. He then an-
nounced his intention of breaking the
power of this dreaded god of the storms.
Having consulted his sisters, as oracles,
he proceeded to the accomplishment of
his design, by first transforming himself

into a feather. He then floated on the
wind, up over and past the thunder god,
and caused a whirlwind to bring him
back again. Coming near his antago-
nist, he settled down upon a dry sun-
flower stock, from which position he
could see the movements of the storm
god. During this time, Enumtla had
been watching these movements, and
kept thinking to himself, “ That looks
like a feather, and yet it looks like a
man.” The thunderer then raised him-
self up, that he might get a better look
at Speelyai. Being in doubt, he said,
¢ Perhaps it is only a feather I knocked
out of some one the other day, and the
wind has blown it here. I will try it
with a little rain, and see what it will
do.”

He accordingly raised himself up and
thundered, and sent a shower of rain
down upon the little, downy feather, but
it did not move. After the rain ceased,
all at once, the feather rose up on the
wind, and began to peal out thunder and
flash lightning and pour down rain. 1t
very much astonished Enumtla, that so
insignificant a thing as a feather should
attempt to imitate him, and he said to
himself, “ I thought I was the only thun-
derer in the world.” He then thundered
again at the little down, and poured
down rain, flashing lightning in derision
at this puny antagonist. At this, the
disguised god, Speelyai, became very
angry, and began to throw out the most
terrific peals of thunder, and flashed
lightning into the very eyes of the thun-
der god himself, so much that he began
to dodge and blink. In self defense,
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the thunderer shot back fierce lightning
at Speelyai, sending the fire at his eyes;
yet he neither dodged nor winked, but
answered thunder with thunders more
loud, and lightnings more fierce, which
cut a great chasm in the earth. Then
the thunder god shot lurid lightnings
back, and sent flaming thunderbolts at
Speelyai, which tore up the earth around
him. He, in turn, answered thunder
with thunder more terrific, and light-
ning with hot thunderbolts, knocking
the thunderer from his throne.

The enraged combatants then raised
high in the air. There they fought
amid the rollings and crashirgs of thun-
der, and the demoniac play of fcrked
lightnings and flying thunderbolts, while
the clouds darkened the sky and rain
deluged the earth with fearful violence.

They came together, at last, in a death
grip, in the midst of thick clouds, and
tempestuous warring of elements, and
thus locked, they fell to the ground, with
such momentum that they shook the
whole world. Speelyai fell on top of
the thunder god, and held him down and
began to pummel him with his five war
clubs. The thunderer begged for mer-
cy, but Speelyai turned a deaf ear to his
pleadings and continued to use his clubs
until they were all broken, and then he
said, “ You will no more make it your
business to teriify and kill the people.
You may live, and thunder on hot sum-
mer days, and may flash lightning, and
rain a little, but you will not destroy so
many people any more.” So, from that
day until this, the thunder god has been
robbed of his power, and only thunders
on hot summer days, and seldom kills
any one with his lightnings.

The sun has been conquered, and
made to take a subordinate position to
that he formerly occupied. In ancient
times, this great god of the day used to
roam over the earth, in a kind of capri-
cioug, sclf-willed manner, without regu-
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larity. He would come so close as to
scorch the people, and then he would
wander away and leave them freezing in
the dark. His home was in a dark cave
—probably in the west.

According to the myths of the tribes
in the valley of the Upper Snake river,
the sun staid away a long time once, and
the people were anxiously waiting his
return. The hare god, with his family,
was sitting by his camp fire and watch-
ing for the sun to return, and became so
weary that at last he fell asleep, and
while sleeping, the sun came so near as
to scorch his back. When the hare god
awoke, he was very angry, and told his
children he was going to fight the sun.
He accordingly took his bow and arrows
and started to the East, and after a long
journey, he at last reached the edge of
the world, where the sun came up, and
there he waited and watched. After a
long time, the sun god was seen coming,
when the hare shot an arrow at his face,
but the heat was so great that the arrow
was consumed. He continued to shoot,
and each arrow shared the fate of the
first. At last only one was left, and it
must do the work, or the mission of the
hare god was a failure. In this extrem-
ity, he held up the arrow and dropped a
tear upon it from his eye. This was the
last, the magical, arrow. He put it to
his bow, and then drew the string, when
it flew straight to the sun’s face, and
split the orb into ten thousand frag-
ments, scattering them all over the
world, setting fire to everything. Then
the hare god had to fly before the fire
he had made. The earth became hot,
and burned off his feet, then his legs,
and then his body, but still he continued
to go. Finally, nothing was left but the
head, which, like the tails of the Kil-
kenny cats, kept going. Over moun-
tains and valleys, far away, rolling and
tumbling through the world went the
head of the wonderful rabbit god, until
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it finally swelled and burst, when the
tears gushed forth and flooded the earth,
putting out the fire. The sun god was
conquered, and the gods, in grand coun-
cil, made a law that he should forever
travel around the heavens, making day
and night and the seasons. A similar
myth is related by the Indians of East-
ern Washington territory. Each tribe,
or clan, has its own version; but among
all, there is a similarity.

The moon, according to the Snake In-
dian astronomers, was manufactured by
the whippoorwill. The bird was a god
of the night, and needed the light as a
matter of business. By some sort of
magie, or witch power, the whippoorwill
transformed a frog into a full moon, and
hung it up, frog side out, for the in-
spection of the people of the succeeding
ages. The Indian says the “ frog in the
moon,” instead of the “man in the
moon.”

This may remind the reader of the
Grecian myth, which says that Leto,
wandering with her children from place
to place, halted in Lycia by a pool of
water. She was parching with thirst,
but a lot of rude boors would not permit
her to drink, but jumped into the water
and stirred it up into mud, whereupon
the goddess, in anger, pronounced a
curse upon them, saying, “ May you live
forever in that muddy pool” when,
forthwith, the churls were turned into
warty frogs. The Indians’ philosophy
is as good as that of the barbarous Gre-
cians, for, if a woman could turn a lot
of men into frogs, the whippoorwill
ought to be able to take one of the frogs
and of it make a respectable moon.

‘We have been accustomed to think of
the Indian, only as a blood-thirsty sav-
age, delighting alone in cruelty and vio-
lence. We have been taught to associ-
ate him, in our minds, with the toma-
hawk and scalping knife. His relation
as husband of a wife, as father of little
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children, and the head of a family, has
seldom entered our thoughts. The In-
dians at home, around their camp fire,
are a cheerful, and in many respects a
social, people, and are very fond of sto-
ry telling. Gathered in a large lodge,
a family, or several families, listen for
hours to the wonderful stories of the old
men and women, or of the prophets and
dreamers. These stories consist, large-
ly, of the sayings and doings of the
gods, and the events that occurred “a
long time ago.” They have numerous
fairy stories, some of which are as won-
derful as the famous Arabian Nights,
wherein genii, fairies and wizards are
represented as having performed the
most marvelous feats. At the touch or
will of a god, or enchanter, natural ob-
jects or beings were transformed into
anything, large or small, animate or in-
animate. Vast distances were skimmed
over in a moment of time. A child was
transformed into a little sprite, so small
that it could hide under a lily, or be-
neath a mussel shell. Mountains, rocks
and trees were made to play active parts
in their stories. No audience ever lis-
tened, with more rapt attention, to a
campaign speech, or a camp-meeting
sermon, than did these children of the
forest and plain, to their old legends and
myths.

Up the Natchez river, on the west
side, there is a high, bold mountain,
which, with the surrounding country,
has, in times past, been a famous hunt-
ing ground for the Indians. Here on
this mountain, in the ancient times,
lived old Upsha, the god of the ticks,
according to the Yakima zoology. He
had a large band of deer, mountain
sheep, elk, and other kinds of game ani-
mals, and all were as tame as dairy cows.
When old Upsha wanted venison or elk
meat, he could have it without the labor
of a tedious and uncertain hunt. Here,
thousands of years ago, he was living in
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great ease and comfort, and having
things all his own way. Speelyai, the
Indian god, had a hard time, and a slim
bill of fare, depending on what mice,
squirrels and gophers he could pick up
for a living. Seeing Upsha, the tick
god, having so easy a time, he deter-
mined to kill him and take possession of
his herd of game, and appropriate it to
his own use. With this object in view,
he went up to the hunting ground, and
on reaching the home of old Upsha, he
found him engaged in heating rocks and
steaming and sweating himself, in his
sweat house. The place where the sweat
house was, is still pointed out. Speel-
yai begged permission to enjoy the lux-
ury of a bath, when the tick god com-
plied with his wishes. While Speelyai
was inside, steaming and sweating him-
self, Upsha staid outside and heated
rocks and passed them in to the bathing
god.

Speelyai found the sudatory made of
the body of an enormous deer, the ribs
coming down around the sides, instead
of the bent poles generally used by the
Indians. This was as commodious as
the Trojan horse, and the heat from the
hot rocks caused the fat to drip down
from the ribs upon him, while the odor
of the frying grease was so delicious to
the hungry Speelyai, that he held up his
mouth and caught the dripping fat. It
was so good that he was now fully de-
termined to make way with old Tick,
and take possession of his herd. While
he was meditating on this project, the
tick god understood his thoughts, and
was ready for the encounter. Speelyai
enjoyed the hospitality of Upsha that
night, and, during the darkness, attempt-
ed to murder his host by choking him.
The tick was so thin and flat, that Speel-
yai’s efforts were futile, for when he
thought the tick god was dead, and let
go his hold, he got up and went to the
door, and shouted at his herd of ani-
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mals, telling them to fly for life, when
they stampeded and ran away. At the
same moment, the deer, whose bones
formed the frame-work of the house,
came to life and started off with a bound,
old Upsha, the tick god, clinging to his
hair. 'While being carried off in safety
and triumph, at great speed, the tick
raised up and shouted back, taunting
the discomfited Speelyai, saying, “You
can never squeeze a tick to death. If
you wanted to kill me, you should have
put me on a reck and cracked me with a
stone.” This made Speelyai exceeding-
ly angry, and he pronounced this curse
on Upsha: “You shall never kill and
eat any mcre deer, or other game. You
shall ke a little, crawling thing, of no
strength, more than to suck a little blood
from animals.” Immediately he became
a little tick, of the size of those that ex-
ist now, which are his descendants. So
the tick has been a blood sucker ever
since, clinging to the hair of animals,
and is as hard to kill, by sqeezing or
pressure, as was his progenitor.
According to the mythology of the
Indians of the Northwest, the rattle-
snake god anciently had three heads and
three tails. He was an incessant talker,
and boasted of his superior power. His
rattles cast a spell over tLe people, and
“made them crazy,” and then he swal-
lowed them. Wék-a-poos, or rattle-
snake, lived in a fine stone mansion, and
came out often to watch and waylay
passers by. He was finally “put down”
by Speelyai. The Ute Indians have a
story, which represents, that once in the
“long time ago,” a certain witch was
pursued by the eagle, and was near be-
ing captured, when she fled to her grand-
father, the rattlesnake, for protection.
The serpent god was basking in the sun,
and could offer no assistance or protec-
tion. Opening his mouth, the witch ran
into it, and into his stomach. This
caused him to become nauseated and
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very sick, and he retched violently,
trying to throw up the witch, but could
not succeed. His retchings and writh-
ings were so violent, that he finally
crawled out of his skin, leaving the witch
encased in his cast-off covering. Not
knowing what had become of her, he
looked back and cried out, *“ Where are
you, old witch?” She repeated back
his words, mockingly, “ Where are you,
old witech?” Since that time, witches
have lived in the cast-off skins of snakes,
and have mocked the passers by, repeat-
ing over their exact words. White peo-
ple call these mocking sounds echoes.
The Indians attribute echoes to the
tauntings of witches in the snake skins.
We find that the Indians have some way
of accounting for all the works or phe-
nomena of nature, and for ev-ry peculi-
arity in them, so that his mythology be-
comes his philosophy and cosmogony.
‘We read, in the mythology of the Gre-
cians, of the many headed Hydra, the
three-headed Cerberus, who was the
watch dog of Hades or Orcus. The
Klikitats and Chinooks have a myth, in
which horned dogs figure. Ages ago,
Speelyai was traveling in Oregon, and
came across 8 man who had a wonderful
horned dog. The dog was so fierce, that
it was with difficulty that its owner pre-
vented him from biting even the Indian
god himself. Speelyai did not feel
pleased with the encounter, and studied
up a plan to get rid of the dreadful ca-
nine. To accomplish his purpose, he
resorted to a peculiar artifice. The ev-
ening after meeting this stranger and
his dog, Speelyai took a little piece of
mud, or clay, and made of it, by some
sort of magie, a dog much more wonder-
ful and mighty than the one-horned
prodigy. Speelyai’s dog had two horns,
and was therefore one horn ahead of the
other. Taking his dog to the other man,
he proposed that the two dogs test their
strength by fighting. The man was
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afraid, seeing that the new dog had two
horns, and was very savage. “ Well
then,” said Speelyai, “let us see whose
dog can tear down that cliff.” So the
man sent his dog at the cliff, but he re-
turned, after tearing down only a few
rocks. Speelyai then sent his dog out,
when he tore the cliff down level, at one
blow of his horns. Speelyai then of-
fered to trade even, but the man re-
fused. “ Well then, let us fight them,”
said Speelyai. The man was now more
afraid than ever. Speelyai then said,
“Your dog can’t dig up the ground like
mine.” The man sent his dog out, but
he tore up a smal’ hole in the ground,
and then quit, when Speelyai sent his
dog to see what he could do, when he
tore up the earth furiously, making
great rents in it. Then Speelyai made
another offer to trade, which was accept-
ed. Having traded, he took the one-
horned dog and departed out of the
country. The man thought he had made
a remarkable bargain, in getting a two-
horned dog for one with one horn.

He felt very proud of his new acqui-
sition, and amused himself by sending
it to tear down great mountains. The
dog had made four remarkable exhibi-
tions of his power in this way, and the
new owner sent him out the fifth time
against a great stone wall, when lo! it
did not tumble down, as the others had
kefore, and the dog suddenly and mys-
teriously disappeared. When he ran up
to butt the cliff down, he stuck fast
and was gone—charko halo. The man
went up to investigate the matter, and
found no dog—only a small piece of
mud, stuck fast to the rocks. The magic
al two-horned dog was mon est, and the
man had nothing but a little lump of
soft clay to show for his wonderful prod-
igy. His loss was the people’s gain, for
they were now permitted to live in peace.
‘What Speelyai did with the one-horned
dog, the story does not recite.
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Although it has been a good many
years since the first settlement of this
country, and the whites have been sur-
rounded with Indians most of the time,
they know but little about them. The
relentless march of civilization will soon
bear away before it the Indian, with his
legends and traditions. I, with many
others, regret to see the tendency to
substitute new names, for the euphoni-
ous Indian tities, to various localities.
We have taken the Indian’s lands, and
driven him from his home; and it is as
little as we can do, to perpetuate the
names he has given to the mountains,
valleys, rocks and rivers he loved so
well, and fought so hard to defend.

There is much of the grand and beau-
tiful in the scenery of the far North-
west, and connected with many of the
scenes, are myths and legends, which,
in future years, would be read with ab-
sorbing interest. If we could place in
the hands of the tourists, who will flock
to this country, guide books, or descrip-
tions of our scenery, with the ancient
legends connected therewith, we would
greatly enhance the pleasure of gazing
on the scenes. Could we see the coun-
try as the Indians see it, through the
light of wondrous legends, that have
come down to them from the past, it
would seem to us, not only as home, but
as the land of magic, of spirits, and of
genii. The mountains, rivers, lakes,
rocks, and widening and winding val-
leys, would open up to our vision as the
home of fairi¢ s, the land of marvels, the
battle-field of gods, and the scenes of
wonderful enactments in a dim and
misty past. There would linger round
each beauteous spot, a magic spell, that
would heighten interest and deepen our
love for this favored land of the Pacific
Northwest.
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With the scream of the iron horse,
and clack of the mill or factory, the In-
dian, with his romances, fades away like
the mists, and is gone. The onward
tread of the invincible Anglo-Saxon
sweeps relentlessly away th. present,
and with the present, the past and the
hope for the future, of the poor ab-
origine.

There is something pathetic in the
fate of the Indian. For unknown ages,
his race has struggled alone, on a conti-
nent isolated from the civilization of the
East. He has wrestled with the prob-
lem of destiny, with no guiding star, and
at last yields his country, to be a home
for strangers, and goes out of existence
as a race, without leaving even so much
as a history behind him. The plow-
share of the pale-face has turned the sod
over the graves of his fathers. A few
names attached to scattering localities,
a few rude characters carved on the
walls of nature’s battlements, a few mys-
terious mounds, and we have all that is
left to tell of the centuries of a nation’s
ambitions, struggles, sufferings, migra-
tions and final ruin. All that is known
of the hopes, fears, loves, battles, intel-
lectual, physical and moral life of un-
counted millions of human beings, that
have lived in this country, might almost
be recorded with a single drop of ink,
and then the history closes and oblivion
engulfs all the rest. The Indian’s home
is gone, his kindred are buried, the web
of fancy pictures, that formed his re-
ligion and philosphy, is broken; he has
no faith in those who have crushed and
ruined him, and there is nothing left for
him to do but to die; and he is told, in
the grim humor of the cowboy creed,
that an Indian is never good until he is
dead.

G. B. KuvykENpaLL, M. D.
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few years ago, a plain, unassuming

man, named Billy Lovelace. He
was not very tall, but of rather an at-
tractive appearance; dark hair, dark
complexion, and beautiful gray eyes.
His countenance showed honesty and
mildness, and yet it was not difficult to
observe that he was a man of determina-
tion and firmness of character.

Ella Dixon struck his faney, and their
acquaintance was not of long duration,
when their evening strolls along the
banks of the Boise were quite frequent.
Ella was rather small of stature, neat in
dress, light blonde, easy and intelligent
in conversation, and the light hair hung
in waves down her waist. She was not
what some might call beautiful, but
made handsome by gentle manners and
easy grace. It would be futile to at-
tempt to give the conversations of the
two lovers, as they oft repeated vows of
constancy, and painted mind pictures of
the future in store for them. Little did
they think, or realize, that the pure,
sparkling waters of the mountain stream,
while darting from rock to rock, were
passing slowly, but surely, down to min-
gle with those less pure, to become more
and more contaminated, until, at last,
would be submerged by the impurities
of the mighty deep; that the beautiful
sunsets would fade away to give room
for night. There were no thoughts of
the deceiving appearances of nature, as
they gazed at the shadows of the tower-
ing cliffs of granite, growing longer and
longer, as if reaching out for them in
their silent gloom. None of these things
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disturbed their oft repeated whispers of
love. That the beautiful flowers and
laurel, sending their incense invisibly
through the pure air, over the moun-
tains and plateaus, were only to remain
for a short time, and then to return to
earth, there to remain till the breath of
life brought them into existence the next
spring, was not fully realized. Their
minds were only occupied with visions
of beauty, happiness, and bright antici-
pations of the future.

It was after one of their pleasant ev-
ening walks, that Billy kissed his affi-
anced “ good-night and pleasant dreams,”
at the gate of the parsonage, and started
on his return to the cozy little cottage
where he expected to realize the pleas-
ures of a home. While passing a saloon
—one of those mountain grog shops—
he was aroused from the sweet thoughts
chasing each other through his medita-
tive mind, by loud and boisterous talk-
ing of a few drinking men inside. Fol-
lowing a natural instinet of the human
mind, he approached near to the door
and listened. Such expressions as these
fell upon his ear: ‘“Close the other
eye!” “Hit’'im again!” “ Golly, but
don’t he squirm?” “ Guess he’ll learn
a trick or two!” ete. Amidst the loud
talking, Billy could hear a voice plead-
ing to the men to desist. He could stand
it no longer. His honest heart was al-
ways beating for justice, and his arm
ready to defend the right. Rushing in,
he realized the situation at a glance.
Three or four men were beating an old
wood-chopper unmercifully; and he was
not slow in bringing his heavy mahoga-
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ny cane into requisition, and, with the
manly assistance of this peacemaker,
soon cleared the room of the ruffians.
The victim was found to be Josephus
Sycamore, better known as “Old Syec.”
Many a night he slept in the old log
cabin used as a jail by the constable of
the precinet. He was a rather tall man,
wore a hat about three sizes too small,
a canvas suit, and had a peculiar smile
on his face when invited to “ take some-
thing.” He was taken to Billy’s house,
the blood washed from his face, and pre-
sented with a new suit of substantial,
but not costly, clothes. After a ram-
bling soliloquy, in which revengeful ex-
pressions figured prominently, he dozed
off into a deep sleep.

Early next morning, Saturday, a war-
rant of arrest was served on Billy, but
as none of the men attacked by him had
been seriously hurt, he was allowed free-
dom on his own recognizance until the
the hour of trial, which was set for 10:00
o’clock the same day. It was a beauti-
ful morning; the flowers sent their per-
fume through the gentle breeze, and the
birds were twittering in the treetops.
But a change had come over Billy’s
mind. He was uneasy. While know-
ing that the act of the night before was
a just one on his part, he couldn’t help
but feel the stigma of being put under
arrest on a criminal charge. When the
hour for trial arrived, the court room
was filled, and the prisoner imagined
that as he saw the men whispering to-
gether, they were commenting unfavor-
ably on his poeition. Becoming more
excited as time went on, he lost that
self-control and composure that an inno-
cent man was expected to maintain. Two
jurymen were rejected by the court, for
having formed and expressed an unqual-
ified opinion as to the guilt or innocence
of the prisoner, which caused Billy to
show additional signs of uneasiness. He
imagined that the finger of scorn was
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pointing at him from all directions, for
engaging in a drunken row that did not
concern him. Through expert cross ex-
amination by the prosecuting attorney,
he was several times inveigled into con-
tradicting some of his own statements.
When “Old Syc” was called, he was
still under the influence of the debauch
of the night before, and made a very
bad impression. After the testimony
was all taken, the judge looked very
grave. He was rather small of stature,
knew no law, but had a wonderful
amount of cunning when contemplating
his individual interests; and as he sat
gazing at the prisoner, one eye seemed
to be censuring him, while the other
seemed imploring the heavens for mer-
cy. It would not have been unreasona-
ble to accuse him of catering to the rough
element, who had got worsted in the af-
fray, and at the same time making an
effort to gain a reputation among the
law-abiding citizens, as being a terror to
criminals. This is the rule, not the ex-
ception, among petty politicians, and the
judge had never been accused of being
an exception. After a few moments, the
painful silence was broken, as His Hon-
or arose and began to address the jury,
which was composed of men who had a
wonderful amount of confidence in the
legal ability of the judge. I will not
give his language, but simply state that
he informed the jury that he knew more
law than any of them, and that under
the statutes of Idaho Territory, the pris-
oner was guilty of an unwarranted and
unprovoked assault with a deadly wea.
pon, with intent to do great bodily harm,
and that the majesty of the law must be
maintained. Without leaving their seats,
the jury rendered a verdict of guilty, as
instructed by the court. The judge
again arose, and in a graver tone, re-
quested Billy to arise, which he did, to
listen to a long and tedious lecture on
the disgrace of being convicted of a
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criminal act by twelve of his peers—cit-
izens of the United States. The fine
was placed at $100.00 and costs; but as
the prisoner had previously borne a good
reputation, the fine would be remitted,
provided he paid the justice’s and con-
stable’s fees, which he did, and was re-
leased.

Billy returned to his little cottage
heart-broken, and on the way, he was
shunned and stared at by the better
class of citizens, while the hoodlum ele-
ment greeted him with jeers. He sat
down in front of the door, and contem-
plated the proceedings of the past twen-
ty-four hours. He knew he could not
be wrong, and drew consolation from the
fact that he had saved a fellow being
from being very badly, if not fatally,
beaten. But thoughts of Ella were con-
tinually passing through his mind, and he
could draw no consolation from the beau-
tiful sunset, or the fragrance of the
flowers. He was often, during the night,
startled from his heavy sleep, by queer
dreams and dark visions, and on Sunday
morning he promptly answered the call
of the church bell, as its clear tones
were reéchoed from hilltop to valley.
The Rev. Dixon—ZElla’s father—occu-
pied the pulpit; but Ella, for the first
time since he had formed her acquaint-
ance, was not there. The minister de-
livered a long and exhaustive sermon,
dwelling for some time on the duties
young men owed to themselves, and
their responsibilities to God. Many in-
stances were given in illustration of the
unwary entering upon lives of degrada-
tion and crime, by associating with the
lower classes and the depraved. It was
clearly shown that men should be judged
by the company they keep; that, for a
time, a bad man may deceive his associ-
ates and the religious people of the com-
munity, but the eye of God sees all; in
time, these deceptive men would surely
drift back to their old associates, and all
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could see guilt stamped on their brows.
It was divinely well that such things
should be. An eloquent appeal was made
to parents not to allow their daughters
to associate with a man, until his char-
acter was thoroughly shown by long ac-
quaintance. His disposition should also
be thoroughly studied, because a com-
bative man would surely make a domi-
neering husband, and in a short time the
nuptial knot would be severed in sorrow
and disgrace.

Billy felt relieved when the congrega-
tion arose to sing the doxology, after
which he returned bome, thinking some-
times of trying to procure an interview
with Ella, but could not summon up suffi-
cient courage to make the attempt. Vis-
ions of scorn and contempt were contin-
ually the hindrance. Thus nearly a
week passed. Loss of sleep and sorrow,
combined, gave him a pale complexion,
and at times there was a mad stare in
his eyes. “Old Syc” still remained
with him, and did all in his power to
console his troubled mind. He would
talk of the silver lining to every black
cloud, and make comparisons, always re-
ferring to himself as the “ unlucky indi-
vidual, who had lived for years on the
fragrance of flowers and mountain scen-
ery.” Billy could already recognize fine
traits of character in the rustic form,
and felt better in mind when they were
together.

One pleasunt evening, when they were
walking together, and “Old Syc” was
trying to appear cheerful, men were seen
walking the streets with more activity
than was usual, and on making inquiry,
they learned that the Bannock Indians
were again on the war-path, murdering
men, women and children, in their bru-
tal and inhuman manner. A public
meeting was soon called, and a roll was
placed on a table, to be signed by all who
were willing to start on a hazardous ex-
pedition. Men gave their experiences
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of Indian fighting in exaggerated and
exciting stories, and “Old Syc” was
“wild fur scalps.” He and Billy were
the first to call on the president of the
the meeting to put their names down.
Charley Wright was elected captain, and
as Billy had an old cornet, he was cho-
sen bugler. The instrument was false,
having been cracked, but it was good
enough.

Early next morning, over fifty moun-
taineers—brave men, and all mounted—
were on their way toward the headwa-
ters of the South Boise, to which point
the Bannocks were reported heading.
On leaving town, Billy kept blowing the
reveille on the instrument, to “ get alip,”
as he expressed himself, and those who
remained in town listened to the notes,
as they were carried on the gentle
breeze, till they died away in the dis-
tance.

As the little, but determined, compa-
py were pressing forward, about noon,
two of the scouts, who had been sent
ahead, returned and reported pony and
moccasin tracks. The men pressed for-
ward, eagerly watching the bluffs for
signal smokes, and expecting to be fired
upon at any moment. But none could
be seen. About 3:00 o’clock they found
two ponies with the hoofs of the feet
cut off. They had given out, and the
brutal act had been committed by the
fiends to prevent their being of any use
to those who should find them. The old
mountaineers pressed forward more vig-
orously than ever, anxious to hear the
war-whoop; but the day passed, and not
an Indian or signal was seen. Captain
Wright, realizing the liability of an at-
tack at any moment, gave orders for the
horses to be kept in readiness to be used
the moment the bugle sounded; guards
were placed on all sides of the little
band, and those who were not on duty
lay down to rest, using the wild hay of
the creek bottom to shield their bodies
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from the dampness of the ground. Billy
was stationed at the head of the canyon,
about fifty yards from camp, and ordered
to blow the call to arms in case of an
attack. The rippling of the little stream
below filled his heart with sad recollec-
tions of the past, and the deep peals of
thunder, from an approaching storm,
spoke words of terror to his mind. As
the brilliant lightning displayed the
clouds, unfurling like banners in the
sky, he thought of “Old Syc’s” quota-
tion, “ There is a silver lining to every
dark cloud.”

It was on one of those pleasant even-
ings in August, that Ella was sitting in
her room, gazing at the beautiful sun-
set. The shadows of the high granite
cliffs were growing longer and longer,
as if to cover her life with gloom and
darkness. The sweet incense of the
beautiful flowers came with every breeze,
as if to bring back sorrowful memories
of the past; and the rippling of the wa-
ters seemed to repeat the reveille of poor
Billy’s cornet. She loved her father, as
a true, faithful daughter should, yet
she dreaded the interview when the sub-
ject of her engagement to Billy would
come up. Why it was that he had not
ventured to approach the subject, she
could not understand. She dreaded it,
because she loved Billy as herself, and
could not believe that he was guilty of
the crime for which the majority of the
people of Atlanta were severely censur-
ing him. While thus meditating on the
past, with dark clouds of the future roll-
ing before her mind’s vision, her aged
father, with signs of a troubled mind
marking his face, and exhibiting some
nervousness, entered. He was moved
with pity as a tear passed over Ella's
flushed cheek. She invited him to sit
beside her, and for a few moments not
another word was spoken. Ella knew it
remained with her to approach the sub-
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ject, and broke the silence by asking—

“Did you come in to talk to me of
Billy?”

“ Yes, my darling, I wanted to warn
you, and beg of you not to keep compa-
ny any more with Billy Lovelace, should
he return. I would like to tell you all
about his conduct last week, the very
bad company in which he was found,
and—"

“ Oh, father, don’t mention it. I know
all, and can’t believe that he is as bad
as you think.”

“ But his degraded turn of mind has
come to light, and if you are a chris-
tian— 7

“T don’t want to hear any more about
the affair. I didn’t see the affray, of
course, and must hear Billy’s side of the
story before discarding him. Then if I
think him unworthy, I will give you the
answer you are now trying to force me
to give. 1 will not listen to any more
abuse of him until T see him myself.
There!”

“ Then I will leave you for the pres-
ent. It is now bed time, and you should
retire, but do not close your eyes with-
out first praying to God for guidance
and enlightenment to do right. He will
give you strength to preserve the good
reputation of your parents, and save
yourself from shame, if you will pray
fervently to Him for help. An honest
prayer is always answered. Good-night,
and may God be with you.”

Ella heard the door close after her fa-
ther, but did not stir for an hour. She
was praying earnestly to be relieved
from trouble, but the more she prayed,
the clearer the vision of Billy was set in
her mind. Midnight had passed before
she fell into asleep. Then she dreamed
of thunder storms, dark canyons on each
side of a desolate divide, saddled horses
standing around, men standing in the
rain, and an Indian camp opposite them,
all revealed by repeated flashes of light-
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ning, as it leaped from the heaveus to
the earth. As daylight approached, and
the scene was before her vision, men on
horseback were hurrying to and fro, In-
dians appeared in hundreds on the di-
vide, and rifle shots were heard in quick
succession. Then the bugle sounded
the retreat, and men disappeared among
the crags and in the timber. Billy was
dragged from his horse and carried to
the timber by four of the brutal Ban-
nocks.

Ella awoke with a start, and it was
only a dream. She prayed again; but
the more she appealed to God in her fe-
verish mind, the more vivid the scene
appeared, and the clearer the sound of
the cornet rang in her ears. It was day-
light, and she soon arose. The scene
was 8o perfectly impressed on her, that
she believed her mind had wandered to
the camp of volunteers, and she wrote a
description and sealed it in an envelope,
which she handed to her father at the
breakfast table, exacting a promise not
to open it until her permission was ob-
tained.

Late in the evening, the men com-
menced returning by ones and twos,
“Qld Syc” being among the first. As
was usual on exciting occasions, he ac-
cepted many invitations to “take some-
thing,” and by evening he was feeling
the liquor, but not enough to deprive
him of his senses. When the meeting
was called to order by the captain, “Old
Syc” was appointed to relate the details,
which honor he was glad to accept. It
was a repetition of Ella’s dream of the
morning before, which it is not necessa-
ry to rehearse. Suffice it to say that he
declared vengeance for the loss of Billy,
who, he said, must by this time be a
chunk of burned flesh and bones, in a
pile of smoldering ashes, somewhere
on Salmon river, as he saw the Ban-
nocks capture him. He was the only
one who did not answer to roll call, and
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with a unanimous voice, after “ Old Syc”
had finished his narrative, the old moun-
taineers were in favor of starting on the
second expedition early the next morn-
ing. The roll was again spread upon
the table, and was considerably increased.
To add his mite in the campaign, the
Rev. Dixon walked slowly up, took the
pen in his hand and was ready to sign,
when “Old Syc” said—

“ Don’t sot her down, parson; you
stay home and pray for poor Billy, and
us old toughs 'l gather in the scalps.”

The Rev. Dixon returned home with a
better opinion of “Old Syc” than he
had ever entertained before, although it
was a pity he drank. Preparations for
the expedition were completed early the
next morning.

About 9:00 o’clock the volunteers were
ready to start, and in the absence of a
. bugler, “Old Syc” waved his bat and
gave the command to march, and the
men were greeted with three hearty
cheers from the people of Atlanta, which
was responded to by a war-whoop, as the
horses started off on a gallop. “Old
Sye ” yelled out at the top of his voice:

“ Every one of us fellers what don’t
get a scalp to pay for Billy in the first
fight, will never say ‘here’ to another
roll call.”

Rev. Dixon eyed him curiously, and
thoughtfully returned to the parsonage.
He was meditating on human character,
and wondered how so worthless a drunk-
ard as “Old Syc” could express such
brave and religious sentiments. Having
never associated with that class of men,
and consequently not knowing how easy
it is for humanity to wander from the
path of righteousness, he could not be
expected to understand it. During the
day, he walked with Ella along the river
bank to console her, but not a word was
spoken of Billy. That would only bring
back recollections that he wished to lie
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dormant. In the evening Ella entered
her room, and some time after dark, as
she had not appeared in the dining room,
her mother entered the chamber, but
Ella was apparently sleeping, and she
thought it best not to disturb her. Next
morning she did not appear at the usual
time, and Mrs. Dixon again went to the
room to wake her, but soon discovered
that she had been deceived by an effigy.
Search was made on the premises, but
no trace could be found of her. The
neighbors were then notified of her ab-
sence, and a general search was insti-
tuted. Men, women, and even children,
were hurrying over hillside and along
the river bank, but not a clue as to her
mysterious absence could be found. Rev.
Dixon now longed for “Old Sye.” He
had already formed enough confidence
in the old wood. chopper’s acuteness and
energy, to believe that with his assist-
ance, it might be possible to recover at
least her form, cold though it might be,
in death. Thus days passed, and all
hopes of again seeing Ella alive, had
vanished. Earnest prayers had not been
answered, and the continued search
proved fruitless.

Just after sunset on the evening of
the first day’s march, a halt was called
on the divide between the Salmon and
Boise rivers, where the previous engage-
ment had taken place, and search was
instituted for the remains, or any traces,
of Billy. The grave faces of the old
mountaineers told too plainly that no
success had attended them. Captain
Wright gave orders that the horses be
staked out and camp made for the night.
On the following morning camp was
struck at the first dawn of day, and the
expedition was on its way down the Sal-
mon, moving with great caution. The
heavy storms of the past few days had
obliterated all traces of the direction
taken by the savages, and the men again
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camped, in a thick forest a mile from
the river. It was concluded to send out
some of the most expert mountaineers
beyond the limit of the storms, which
appeared to have been confined to the
summits of the mountains, to search for
the Indian trail. “Old Syc” wanted
the honor of being the most successful
scout, and did not inform any of the men
of the lay of the Cape Horn country.
He knew that many old Indian trails
united in the west end of that valley,
and chose that point as his field of
search. He rolled up a sufficient supply
of food, in his overcoat, for a two or
three days’ search, and tied it upon the
back of his saddle, and was soon out of
sight. Traveling all day without ob-
serving a trail or signal, he camped
near some warm springs by the river
bank, where he rested very comfortably
for a short time, and then continued his
march. By daybreak he was on Valley
creek, and only twenty miles from the
objective point. While riding along, all
the while thinking of poor Billy, and
meditating on how happy he would be
should his benefactor be recovered alive,
sounds, as if some one were singing
Billy’s bugle call in the distance, greeted
his ears. He listened a moment, but
nothing could be heard, save the wind
siching as it passed through the tree-
tops. Again he started, and again the
singing could be heard as before, and
certainly it was not Billy’s voice. Dis-
mounting and tying the horse, he sat
down and listened. The third time the
call was heard, and appeared to be ahead,
among a few scattered bowlders, which
had rolled down from the mountain side.
Soon a human form rose up, and with
the aid of his field glass, he ascertained
that it was not that of an Indian, and
that the person was also looking through
a glass. In a few moments more they
had clasped hands. “Old Syc” said—

“ Well, pard, you're a pretty nice
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lookin’ young feller, but durn the luck,
yer ain’t Billy. That's my chum what
the d—d scoundrels took on the head of
South Boise last week. Our company
of volunteers is camped on the Salmon,
and you'd better j’in ’em when we git
back, fur its a skittish country out here
jest now. Come along with me to Cape
Horn, and tomorrow we’ll be on our way
back. Will yer come? By jingo, yer a
bright lookin lad.”

“ Yes, sir, I will join your party, as I
have been looking for you. I am also
in search of Billy,” and as the broad-
brimmed hat was raised, long tresses of
beautiful hair fell upon the shoulders of
Ella Dixon.

“ Well, durn my buttons, if yer ain’t
a brick! Now let’s go, and as yer ain’t
got no horse, jest ride mine, and I'll
walk.”

“ Mr. Sycamore, Billy was alive when
the Bannocks passed down this valley,
and we must find him. Here is letter I
found pinned to a bush by the side of
the trail. I did not take the liberty of
opening it, as it is addressed to you.”

“ Sorry to say it, Miss, but I can’t
read; open it and read it to me.”

“ Here is the address: ‘Give this to
Josephus Sycamore, better known as
Old Sye, of the Atlanta volunteers.”

“ Openit quick, Miss; that’s him, sure,
and he writ that to me.”

She read-—

To Old Syc, and the Rest of the Boys:

Can’t write much, as I am with the
Bannocks. I will just say that they are keep-
ing me for their bugler, and think it a fine thing.
Have taught them several of the calls. You
will hear my old cornet in the first engagement.
Don’t shoot at the man on a white horse, with
a brown blanket around his hody, because that
will be Billy Lovelace. If the devils kill me,
give my love to Ella Dixon, and tell her my
last thoughts were of her. Will be in the Sheep
mountain country several days. 1 will escape
to you when an opportunity offers.

Your true friend,

August 29, 1878. BrnLy LoveLace.
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“ Hurrah for Billy!” cried “Old Sye,”
throwing up his hat. “ Miss, d—n me
if we don’t have that lover o’ yourn be-
fore another week. If you only knowed
how he talks about yer, a sayin’ what a
fine gal you are, but daren’t see you
since he saved a poor drunkard’s life,
why, yer would marry him in a minit, if
the hull world would git down on yer
for it. His heart’s bigger'n that there
mountain.” “Old Sye’s” remarks had
the effect to brighten up Ella’s spirits,
and she expressed a desire to go with
him immediately to camp, but he re-
plied—

“ No, you stay here and let me go an’
git the boys. It’ll save time, you know.
Thar’s plenty o’ grub in that overcoat.
I'll leave it, an’ you jest hide here till I
git back.”

“ That is good; but promise not to let
any of the men know who I am. Tell
them I am a young man from Boise
City.”

“T1l do it, Miss, an’ I'll bet my life
that we git Billy all right.”

Mounting his horse, he waved good-
bye, and was soon out of sight, on his
way to the volunteer camp. All day
long Ella mused on the now strong hopes
for Billy’s recovery, and her heart would
beat for joy to know that he loved her
so dearly. “Old Syc” had taken the
letter with him, but she remembered
every word it contained. Ella had trav-
eled day and night since leaving Atlan-
ta, only resting for short intervals, and
this night she wrapped Billy’s overcoat
around her and slept well. About 9:00
a. m. the next day, while she sat musing
on the beauties of nature, and her soul
yearning to meet Billy, she saw moving
objects in the distance. Raising her
field glass, she saw the volunteers were
rapidly approaching. On arriving, “Old
Syc” yelled out, in his usual boisterous
manner—

“ Here’s the little chicken. We’ll add
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’im to the gang, an’ I'll bet he’ll make a
good one. Come on, young feller, here’s
a horse all saddled and ready. Jump
on quick, ’cause we don’t want any stop-
pin’ on your account. In a moment
Ella was in the saddle and the men
pressed forward. They were all excited
and determined to run the red fiends
down as soon as possible. Some were
betting on who would return with the
most scalps; some were telling stories of
fights with the Indians long since for-
gotten; others were relating instances of

the most barbarous and inhuman cruel-
ty practiced on those who fell into their

hands at an unfortunate moment.

After a quick march of ten or twelve
miles to the northwest, the old Cape
Horn cabin was reached. This cabin
had been erected for the use of packers
and travelers, during the Loon creck ex-
citement, in 1870. Here the men halted
for lunch, and to allow their tired horses
to rest for an hour. One of the men
spied an envelope in a crack of the cab-
in, and opening it, saw it was from Billy.
He mounted a bowlder outside of the
cabin, and read the following to the anx-
ious ears around him:

Go ten miles northwest. We will remain a
few days just under the cliff on the east bank of
middle fork of the Salmon. Don’t shoot at the
man on the white horse. That will be me, and
you will hear the calls on the same old cornet.
Tell ““ Old Syc ”’ to give my love to Ella Dixon,
at Atlanta, if the devils take into their heads to
murder me. 31LLY LOVELACE.

Aug. 30, about midnight.

As it was dangerous to advance fur-
ther during the day, the animals and
men remained at the cabin during the
afternoon, and evening found them all
well rested. After dark, so that they
could more easily escape the observation
of scouts who might be lurking around
the hLigh mountains, the little band
mounted and moved cautiously forward.
“0Old Syc” kept near Ella, who, al-
though she appeared perfectly calm, was
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as anxious as any of the men, to bring
on a spirited engagement as soon as pos-
sible. She felt it in her heart that God
would carry them forward to victory,
and was continually guessing, in her
mind, what Billy would think of her
costume, which consisted of a broad-
brimmed hat, blouse, overalls, heavy
boots and spurs. Occasionally she would
turn to “ Old Syc” and ask—

“ Mr. Sycamore, do you really think
he will know me?”

Between 12:00 and 1:00 o’clock in the
morning, one of the scouts halted the
men and stated that the advance guard
had concluded to reconnoiter, as they
must be very near the Indians. Ella
went ahead with “Old Sye,” and they
had not traveled far before she suddenly
raised her rifle, and was about to fire,
when her comrade grabbed the gun and
prevented her pulling the trigger. She
was, by this time, a little nervous, being
somewhat excited. In a moment they
heard a low whistle, in imitation of the
reveille on Billy’s cornet, and “ Old Sye”
advanced, ordering Ella not to leave the
spot till he returned. As he stepped
forward he answed the call, and in a few
moments the two warm friends, who had
become acquainted under peculiar cir-
cumstances but a short time before, were
grasping hands. After a few hasty con-
gratulations, Billy commenced to give
“Qld Syc” some “pointers.”

“ Down there under that bluff, about
a quarter of a mile below us,” said Billy,
“the main Bannock force, over three
hundred warriors, are camped. Above
them a narrow bench extends, but a
short distance below there is a narrow
gorge, through which the river is beat
into a regular foam while passing. I
have taught the Indians a call for re-
treat up the river, and another in case
they were to retreat down, in case of an
attack. I taught them the call for charge
several days ago, but of course shall not

use it. You tell all the boys not to
shoot at me. I will be wrapped up in a
gray blanket, riding a pure white horse.”

“ But, Billy, aren’t ye a goin’ to stay
with us? Why, we wouldn’t think of
losin’ you.”

“ No, I am going back to camp now,
before they miss me. Your plan will be
to arrange a large number of men along
the bar above, and a good number on
the cliffts. When daylight comes, let
those on the cliffs commence the fight,
then the men above must charge with a
yell. Just then I will blow the cornet
for the scoundrels to retreat down the
river, and fall off of my horse, just as if
I had been shot dead. When you get
them started, they will go right down to
destruction. Good luck, Sye,” and Billy
disappeared in the dense darkness.

“Qld Syc” went back to Ella and re-
lated the interview. DBetween anxiety
for dawn to appear, and her intense love
for Billy occupying her mind, she hard-
ly realized the lay of the ground as it
was explained to her. They called the
men together, and Billy’s plans were
submitted. They were so readily ac-
cepted, that Captain Wright soon had
them stationed, and everything in readi-
ness to open the engagement as soon as
it became light enough to see the rifle
sights plainly. As daylight advanced,
the savages began to move about, and
were evidently preparing to send out
their usual scouts, when a good vol-
ley of balls was sent into their camp.
In a few minutes, and while the fight
between the bluffs ard the bar was wag-
ing warm, an old-time war-whoop was
heard, and men were charging the Ban-
nocks from above, “Old Syc” at the
head, yelling at the top of his voice.
Then the sound of the cornet was heard,
the Indians retreated down the river,
and the slaughter commenced. The
sound of the cornet caused Ella’s heart
to beat rapidly and her blood to boil.



624

All thoughts of the dangers of battle
disappeared from her mind, and she
rushed forward, repeating “Old Syc’s”
war-whoop. On reaching the gorge, the
Indians were panic stricken. They re-
alized that their only possible show of
escape was down the river, and rushed
forward. The men sent the leaden mis-
siles after them as rapidly as their guns
could be loaded. In his excitement,
“Old Syc” dismounted and scalped a
wounded Indian during the most dan-
gerous part of the engagement. Ella
saw Billy fall and was soon by his side,
where she remained during the charge.
Some of the Indians were killed at the
commencement of the engagement, but
the main slaughter was when the gorge
caused a halt in the retreat. Some es-
caped down the river, and a few were
drowned in the foaming waters. Then
the shots were less frequent, till in a
few minutes none could be heard. The
men were called together by Billy’s bu-
gle call, to ascertain whether any had
been killed. Two, only, did not answer
to their names, and on searching through
the crags, both were found to be dead.
Several were wounded, but not too seri-
ously to travel. While Dr. Pitts was
dressing their wounds, the men were
peeling scalps from the heads of the
dead Indians, and “Old Syc” succeeded
in “ornamenting ” his belt, as he called
it, with five. From one of the chiefs,
who had been killed in the beginning of
the fight, he succeeded in securing a
handsome string of beads and an elegant
belt, which he presented to Ella. A
great many guns and a large amount of
ammunition, moccasins, etc., were se-
cured, and after a rest of two or three
hours, the two victims of savage bullets
were buried, with considerable cerimo-
ny. The supposed young man from
Boise was chosen to deliver the funeral
sermon, which was really affecting. It
was filled with forgiveness of human
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faults, and pathos, and wound up by
saying that God knows all our actions,
and prayed for the lately-flown souls to
be received in heaven.

‘When the men were again in the valley,
marching toward Salmon river, Billy
rode up along side of “Old Syec,” and
said—

“ Say, when we get to Atlanta I will
keep out of sight. You go straight up
to the parson’s and hand that letter to
Ella, and report to me what she says—
will you?”

“ Can’t do it; ’cause that young feller
thar found the letter, and 1 promised
him he could keep it to remember you
by.”

«“ He's a bright lookin’ lad; I guess
he can keep it.”

“ He must keep it. I told him he
could, and I know he wouldn’t part with
it fur a mine. An’ I made a promise,
too, that your heart was bigger’n a moun-
tain, an’ you’d invite him to live with us
when we got home agin. You ain’t
goin’ to break my word fur me, are ye.”

The invitation was promptly given,
and as promptly accepted. During the
remaining part of the journey, “Old
Syc” managed to keep the two at con-
siderable distance from each other, and
after a pleasant journey of another night
and day, Atlanta was reached.

The Rev. and Mrs. Dixon anxiously
sought interviews with volunteers, as
they stood on the street corners relating
incidents of the fight. On being told of
Ella’s mysterious disappearance, and
questioned as to whether they could
give any clue as to her whereabouts, all
shook their heads. At last the reverend
gentleman espied “Old Sye,” who had
become quite talkative, having ¢ drinked
with the boys a few times,” and accosted
him. The same old story was told, and
the same question asked.

“ Why,” replied Sye, “that gal o
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yourn ain’t dead. She’s got too much
sense to kill herself. She’s got a firm
mind, that gal has, and I'll bet I can
trace her up before bed time. Here’s
Billy, now. Of course you heard all
about us savin him, and it was through
this feller here. By the way, parson,
he preached the funeral sermon on the
two fellers what lost their scalps, and
don’t git mad when I tell yer he's lots
better a preacher than what you are.
Say, parson, let’s go up to your house
and talk this thing over. D—d if I
don’t find her.”

A sympathetic flash passed through
Rev. Dixon’s mind when he heard “ Old
Syec” utter such a blank oath, but the
invitation was extended, and Rev. and
Mrs. Dixon, Billy Lovelace, Josephus
Sycamore and ‘“the young feller from
Boise ” were soon walking around the
beautiful flower garden in front of the
parsonage.

‘“ Say, parson, Billy likes that gal o’
your'n mighty well, and she likes him.
Now, s’pose I find her, would you let
her marry him?”

“Yes, I would give my consent with
all my heart. I have found out that
Billy only did a humane and christian
act, saving a fellow being, when he com-
mitted what the jury and judge pro-
nounced a criminal act. I have a letter
she gave me on the morning of your first
battle. Itis not to be opened without
her permission, but as it may throw
some light upon the mystery, I will
break the promise and read it.”

It was opened, and “Old Syc” re-
quested that it be read aloud, which was
done. Its contents were given as a
dream, and Rev. Dixon recognized that
it was a concise portrayal of the battle
he had heard “Old Sye” describe over
a week before. He remembered the
fainting of his daughter just before the
close of “ Old Syc’s” description of the
engagement. Theaged minister sat and
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meditated. He could see that, when she
dreamt that dream, Ler soul and Billy’s
must bave been very close to each other.
Tears rolled down his aged cheeks, and
all the others remained silent, except
“0ld Sye,” who again demanded—

“ You won’t go back on your word,
will ye, parson?”

“ Certainly not, but it’s no use,” then
observing Billy, he continued:  Cheer
up, Mr. Lovelace, don’t—"

“ Say, parson,” interrupted “ Old Sye,”
“ g’pose we should find her now, wouldn’t
it be a fine thing for you to marry them
right away, without invitin’ anybody, ex-
cept we 'uns, and that young lady who
jest come, and is 'round walkin’ with
that young feller we picked up?” Then
looking around, he continued: “ Durn
my buttons, if they ain’t gone. Looks
a little like as if he war gettin’ in love,
somethin’ like Billy, here.”

Billy and Mrs. Dixon were too much
absorbed in thought to speak, and sat
gazing at the ground. After a few mo-
ments of silence, during which time
Rev. Dixon fell into a deep thinking
mood, Ella and her young friend, May
White, slyly advanced to where tke aged
minister was sitting, and standing side
by side, his meditations were interrupt-
ed by Ella, as she remarked—

“ May will act as bridesmaid.”

The old man was overwhelmed with
joy, yet he could not believe his eyes.

“ Say, Billy, let me act as best man,”
spoke up “ Old Sye,” quickly.

Rev. Dixon commanded them to stand
up, when the marriage cerimony was
performed and his blessing bestowed
before any of them could control them-
selves so as to fully realize what was
taking place.

“ Say, Billy, are you goin’ to take that
young feller home with you to live
there, what you promised yesterday?”
asked “ Old Sye.”

“ He was a fine looking young man,
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wasn’t he? ” remarked Mrs. Lovelace.
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tains,” said “Old Sye;” and she prom-

“ Don’t forget to give Ella that note ised.

from Billy, what you found in the moun-

E. W. JoxEs.

THE ANGEL AND DEMON.

Two sculptors were sitting in study one day,
Viewing two blocks of marble, gray

With dust and age;
Searching for visions of beauty and light,
Such as would give their names a hight

On fame’s fair page.

The gazing was long, the searching was deep,
Waking full many a memory’s sleep
Of ancient lore ;
Each eager to carve, in the marble old,
The highest thought in truthful mold,
E’er seen before.

I see, said one, in his gaze intent,

An angel form in this marble pent—
I'll free it now.

Its form is of beauty divinely fair,

Tts pinion is graceful, its features rare,
And radiant brow.

Then long did he toil in deepest care,
With mallet and chisel, his skill was rare,
His stroke was sure;
By little and little the angel grew,
As fair a form as earth ¢’er knew,
And wondrous pure.

And in this stone, said his friend, I see
A demon’s eye now leering at me,
On evil bent;
I fear not his low, demoniac spite.
For my great work, I’ll free this sprite,
In durance pent.

And soon, in his studio, did appear,

With horn and hoof and trident and leer,
The fiendish sprite.

The thought was vivid, and faultless the skill,

So life-like, the pulse of him would chill
Who saw the sight.

And then, in a gallery wide and fair,
These sculptored forms, in contrast rare,
The artists placed ;
Each, in the quarry, was simply stone—
Now a demon leered and an angel shone,
Each truly traced.
[stones—
Ah, men, ve are sculptors—in hearts, not in
Or angel or demon your skill enthrones,
The which, ye tell;
(‘arve thou an angel—true joy it will give—
Remember, thy sculpture forever must live,
In heaven or hell.
Jon~x N. DENISON.
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rolling hills, stretching in all di-

rections as far as the eye can
see, the whole bearing the universal tint
of the golden yellow of harvest time, in-
terspersed with long lines and patch-
es of the green of oaks, alders, firs and
orchards, is the sight which opens out
to the view of every one who, at this sea-
son of the year, visits the county of
Polk, one of the fairest gems of the Wil-
lamette valley. Such a sight would
warm the blood in the veins of the most
sluggirh man, who retains in his compo-
sition one grain of admiration for the
beautiful, or one atom of appreciation of
the bountiful gifts of nature. But there
is more than beauty in the scene. The
thousands upon thousands of acres of
yellow grain, the hum of scores of har-
vesters, and the busy whir of threshers,
all testify to a successful harvest and a
rich reward for the labor of the hus-
bandman. Around him are the pro-
duets of his toil, and over him, from a
cloudless sky, nature seems to smile in
benediction upon his efforts. Such a
scene of peaceful beauty and undeniable
prosperity may well evoke exclamations
of surprise and admiration from one un-
familiar with the sight. And from one
accustomed to the uncertain harvests of
other regions, the assurance that this
busy scene, these miles of grain, these
cloudless days, are repeated year by
year, at each recurring harvest, can not
but win expressions of astonishment, and
convinee him that the husbandman who
enjoys these gifts of nature, in this most
favored region, is blessed above all his
fellows, no matter in what corner of the

MILE upon mile of level valley and

great terrestrial footstool their lot may
be cast.

There are, of course, many sections
deemed by those familiar with their
characteristics, and ignorant of the ad-
vantages offered by other regions, as the
best in existence. T have traveled over
the entire Pacific coast, and through all
the states of the great Mississippi val-
ley. I have seen fields of grain without
number, barns almost bursting with the
fruits of harvest, beautiful homes, and
happy and contented people; but in all
this, I have never yet seen the region
combining all the advantages possessed
by this favored portion of the green and
fertile Willamette. Such an assertion
as this requires a strong array of facts
to sustain it, and these I will proceed to
give.

Take down the map of Oregon, and
turn your attention to the long valley
lying between the Coast range and Cas-
cade mountains. Follow up the wind-
ing course of the Willamette until the
city of Salem, capital of the state, is
reached. The broad stretch of valley
land lying west of that city, extending
along the river many miles, and stretch-
ing away westward to the Coast range,
constitutes the county of Polk, named in
honor of President James K. Polk, dur-
ing whose administration the original
territory of Oregon was organized. It
includes more valley and arable land, in
proportion to the entire area, than any
other county in Oregon. In fact, there
is scarcely a foot of land not valuable
for the growth of cereals or the rearing
of stock. Within its limits are upwards
of three hundred thousand acres of deed-
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ed land, of which one hundred and twen-
ty thousand acres are under actual cul-
tivation. The surface of the western
half of the county consists of little val-
leys, lying along the water courses, be-
tween which lie rolling prairies. Along
the Willamette, for several miles inland,
is a continuous stretch of almost level
valley land, with a steady trend toward
the river. Across the northeastern cor-
ner stretches a high range of hills, pop-
ularly known as the FEola hills, their
summits crowned with fields of grain.
The western half of the county is hilly,
rising gradually to the low summit of
the Coast range, numerous valleys pen-
etrating far into their midst. The gen-
eral nature of the topography is shown
in the engraving on page 634. From
the summit of Mt. Pisgah, near Dallas,
it looks across the valley and hills, to
the snow-crowned peaks of the Cascade
range.

The idea must not be obtained that on-
ly the valley and prairie lands are arable,
since it is a fact that, in some respects, the
hill lands make the best farms. Even
the higher slopes of the mountains,
whose sides are not so rugged and pre-
cipitous as those of the Cascades, pos-
sess a fertile soil, capable of profitable
cultivation when cleared of timber. The
fact is, that but a comparatively small
portion of the county is unfit for event-
ual cultivation, while by far the greater
portion is either already in a producing
state, or can easily be so rendered. Each
section has its advantages. The valley
and prairie lands, of course, give the far-
mer a greater proportion of cultivable
soil, better opportunities for orchards,
and, on the rich bottoms along the
streams, a soil well adapted to the cul-
ture of hops. The soil of the valleys
and prairies is rich, dark loam, of al-
most even and unbroken fertility. The
hill lands possess a reddish soil, formed
by the decomposition of lava, and of the
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vegetable matter which has covered them
for ages. Though the early settlers sup-
posed that the valley lands were the
best, and though for years the value of
the hill lands was not appreciated, the
fact is now generally recognized, that
the soil of the hills is remarkably fer-
tile, and produces the finest and hardest
wheat of the Willamette valley, the
most sought after by millers for their
best brands of flour. The hill farmer,
also, has the advantage of grazing for
his stock on unoccupied, or partially
cleared, land, since, wherever the brush
is cut away, a spontaneous growth of
grass and white clover springs up at
once. Taken all together, then, the val-
leys, prairies and hills of Polk county
form one vast area of arable soil, whose
yellow fields stretch, in harvest time,
from horizon to horizon.

In regard to the production of cere-
als, there is, practically, no difference
between the different classes of land, all
of them yielding enormously. What
differences are observable are of a local
nature, or consist in methods of cultiva-
tion, more than in quality of soil. At
the office of Wright & Ellis, in Dallas,
I was shown some magnificent samples
of wheat of this year’s crop. One stool
in particular was a marvel in its way.
It contained seventy heads, and upon
counting the grains in a head of average
size, there were found to be seventy-six.
This gave a total of more than five thou-
sand grains of wheat from one seed. The
good old “hundred fold,” of the bible,
was here made five thousand fold. This
was, of course, an exceptionally large
stool, others taken from the field show-
ing about thirty heads. The harvest of
the present year has not sufficiently pro-
gressed to give accurate figures of the
yield per acre; but that it is equal, if
not superior, to that of last season, is
evident. The total crop of 1887 is esti-
mated at one million two hundred and
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fifty thousand bushels of wheat, and half
a million bushels of oats. The crop of
1886 must be resorted to for figures of
average yield. A field on Col. Nesmith’s
farm, at Dixie, yielded fifty bushels to
the acre, and I saw there, a few days
ago, a field of about fifty acres yet un-
cut, which presented the appearance of
containing an equal amount per acre.
Numerous large fields, both on the high
and low lands, yielded forty bushels of
winter wheat to the acre, and the gen-
eral average for the county can be safe-
ly placed at thirty bushels. On the
farm of D. M. Guthrie, a field of eight
acres of New Zealand oats yielded seven
hundred and fifty-eight bushels, after
having been damaged more than fifty
bushels by animals. Barley and- rye
yield in the same prolific manner. Corn
does not make a good crop, and is but
little cultivated. The hay crop was fif-
teen thousand tomns, chiefly timothy,
Hungarian grass and red clover. There
is but little wild hay put up in the coun-
ty, since swamps and overflowed lands
do not exist, save the few bottoms oc-
casionally overflowed along the river.
About six thousand acres are cultivated
in hay. Hay brings from ten to twenty
dollars per ton. The potato crop reach-
es one hundred thousand bushels, and is
a paying crop, since potatoes are in de-
mand for export to California. Occa-
sionally, as in 1886, the export price
is as high as one dollar per bushel, al-
though in other seasons it may fall to
one-fourth that price. Taken for a se-
ries of years, however, the potato crop
is a highly profitable one.

There is another profitable crop, to
which more attention is being paid year-
ly. No less than four hundred reres of
hops are now growing within the limits
of Polk county. Thedeep, rich, alluvial
bottom lands along the Willamette and
its tributaries are splendidly adapted to
hop culture. Their occasional overflow
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by spring freshets seems but to enrich
the soil and increase the yield. There
are hundreds of acres of land adapted to
hops, which are not now in cultivation.
A low estimate of the average yield of
hops is fifteen hundred pounds to the
acre, though some fields have produced
twice that amount. Taken for a series
of years, the average price of hops is
twenty cents per pound, though in the
past few years it has rien as high as
one dollar, and fallen as low as seven
cents. The cost of raising hops is about
eight cents per pound. A yield of fif-
teen hundrcd pounds per acre, at twenty
cents per pound, gives a total of $300.00
per acre. This is a good profit at the
average price, and in the seasons of high
prices, some growers have become com-
paratively rich on one crop cf hops. The
prolific yield, the freedom frow insect
pests of all kinds, and the exemption
from drouth, render hop culture on the
river bottoms of this region a peculiarly
safe and agreeable business. The com-
ing crop in Polk county is estimated at
not less than six hundred thousand
pounds.

Stock raising and dairying, carried on
in connection with farming, can be con-
ducted profitably, especially among the
foothills of the Coast range. The grass
grows perennially, remaining green the
entire season along the streams. The
copious rains of winter keep it fresh and
sweet, and only in the late summer
months does it lose its freshness, only
to be revived by the first rains of au-
tumn. The care and feeding of stock
during the winter months is but slight.
Shelter from the rain, where cattle may
have a dry bed, and a little feed during
the few days when snow covers the
ground, as it occasionally does for a day
to a week at a time, will keep them in
good condition. During the entire sea-
son they graze upon the green grass,
and yield the rich milk that stock in
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other sections give only for a few months
in the spring. These facts render this
region, when the ease of transportation,
and the certain market for butter at from
twenty-five to forty cents per pound are
considered, the most favored under the
sun for dairying. What is needed is the
establishment of creameries and cheese
factories, ss is the universal practice in
the dairy regions of Illinois, Jowa and
other states. These are operated by pri-
vate individuals, who purchase milk or
cream, at a contract price per pound, or
are either partially or wholly coopera-
tive. In the former case, the farmers
furnish the milk and the factory does
the manufacturing and marketing, the
price of milk being regulated monthly
by the price of the butter and cheese
sold. In the latter case, the farmers
employ a superintendent, and divide the
net profits among themselves in propor-
tion to the amount of milk or cream fur-
nished by each. There is an institution
of this kind at the falls of the Little
Luckiamute, seven miles southwest of
Dallas. The Syracuse creamery has
been in operation a little more than a
year, and has demonstrated the success
of the business, even on the small scale
upon which it is operating, as compared
with the large creameries of the Missis-
sippi valley. It took some time to over-
come the apathy of the farmers and in-
duce them to take hold of an idea so new
to their experience. In consequence of
this, not much was accomplished last
year. This year, however, the establish-
ment is making good progress, and will
soon found an extensive and paying bus-
iness. The establishment has a capaci-
ty of two hundred pounds at one churn-
ing, but its product only reaches about
three hundred pounds per week at
present. Cream is collected daily at
each farm house. It can not be long be-
fore the farmers will appreciate the ben-
efits conferred upon them by such insti-
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tutions, and take the necessary steps to
increase their number. Itenables every
farmer to reap the profits of the dairy
business, without expending the labor
and time necessary to manufacture and
market the product himself.

The subjet of fruit and its preparation
for market is one full of interest. The
early settlers, a third of a century ago,
set out small orchards, and nearly every
farm has upon it an orchard of from one
to ten acres, chiefly apples. For size,
flavor and keeping qualities, the apples
of this region have no superior. Plums,
prunes, pears and cherries grow to a
size and perfection deemed marvelous
by orchardists of the East. The dried
plums and prunes of Oregon are the fin-
est, in size, flavor and attractiveness of
appearance, that reach the Eastern mar-
ket. There is a demand for them which
the present supply is inadequate to fill.
Formerly there was no market, and year
after year fruit has rotted upon the
ground, while old orchards have been
permitted to go to decay. A new era is
opening. Dried fruits, neatly and care-
fully packed, find a ready market, and
the shipment of fresh fruit over the nu-
merous railroad lines which have reached
us, has been commenced. The trouble
is that orchards are not large enough,
that there is not a sufficient quantity of
one kind of fruit, and that the varieties
best suited for market have not been
generally ascertained and planted. The
orchard may, with care and intelligent
action, be rendered a profitable adjunct
of the farm, instead of becoming a neg-
lected incumbrance. The practical or-
chardist will find, in Polk county, an
opportunity to engage in fruit culture
where a rapid and healthy growth of the
tree, prolific yield, extra size and supe-
rior flavor of fruit, combine with exemp-
tion from winter killing of trees and se-
rious insect pests, to render his business
a pleasant and profitable one. The
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shipping business must be one of growth,
but the first essential is the fruit itself,
without which, of course, no shipping
facilities will ever be supplied.

In traveling through the country,
either by train or buggy, one is forcibly
impressed with the number of streams
of water. Upon examination, it will be
found that nearly every farm has upon
it a good spring or stream of living wa-
ter.  The county is ramified by the
large and small tributaries of the Wil-
lamette. Big Luckiamute, Little Luck-
iamute, La Creole, Salt, Mill, Yamhill
and a score of other streams, fed by hun-
dreds of little branches and thousands
of springs, flow continuously through
the year. Water is everywhere, and ev-
ery drop of it is clean and pure, coming
from the crystal fountains of the Coast
range, or welling up through the sand
and gravel of the prairies, from the pure
bosom of the earth. What an effect this
abundance of pure water has upon the
dairy interests, no farmer csu fail to ap-
preciate.

Mention has been made of the cloud-
less skys of harvest time, and in this
consists one of the greatest ot the many
blessings showered upon the husband-
man of this region. To render this in-
telligible to one not familiar with the
peculiarities of the climate of the Wil-
lamette valley, a brief summary of cli-
matic conditions and causes is necessa-
ry. The leading characteristic of the
climate is the equability of the tem-
perature, which is much higher in
winter and lower in summer than in cor-
responding latitudes east of the Rocky
mountains, or on the Atlantic coast. The
primal cause of the high average tem-
perature in winter is the Japan current,
the stream of warm water flowing along
the coast, diffusing an agreeable mild.
ness, and entirely overcoming the rigors
of winter incident to this latitude else-
where. The warm, moisture-laden winds
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sweep in from the ocean until they en-
counter the summits of the Cascade
mountains and the colder ecurrents of air
in that high altitude, when the moisture
is condensed and falls in copious show-
ers, at an average temperature above
forty degrees. From November to April
these rains are frequent, rain falling on
an average of twenty days in each month.
Once or twice during the season, when
an easterly wind sets in, there is a light
fall of snow, and the thermometer indi-
cates from ten to twenty-five degrees
above zero for a period lasting from two
days to two weeks. This is the only
taste of winter weather experienced. It
is during this brief period, which does
not occur every season, that stock re-
quires extra attention and feeding. The
“snap” is terminated by one of the
strong ocean winds, called a “ chinook,”
which, with a temperature of about fifty
degrees, causes the snow to disappear in
a few hours, soon to be succeeded by the
ever welcome rain. About the first of
March the rains generally diminish in
frequency, offering the farmer oppor-
tunities, during March and April, to
plow and seed his land, such as has not
been planted in winter wheat. In May
the rains generally cease, xcept an oc-
casional shower, and during the months
of July and August scarcely a drop falls,
giving the farmer an opportunity to har-
vi st his crop at his leisure, without fear
that it will receive the least damage by
rain. Grain is cut, and, in some cases,
permitted to stand in shocks in the field
for several weeks, waiting for the thresh-
er. The temperature of the long, rain-
less summer days is moderated by the
cool breezes from the mountains, on
both sides of the valley, especially the
Cascades, whose highest peaks wear a
perpetual robe of snow. Cool breezes
from the sea also exert their influence.
It is seldom the thermometer indicates
ninety degrees at midday, and even then
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the heat of the day is followed by a cool
night, which woos one to the soundest
and most refreshing slumber. The warm,
sultry nights, such as are experienced on
the Atlantic slope, are unknown here,
and this is one of the reasons why corn
does not grow to perfection in the Wil-
lamette valley. Such is the climate of
this region. Exemption from excessive
cold or heat administers to the personal
comfort of the farmer, while the rains
of winter refresh the earth and give it
strength to produce the immense crops,
which the perfect weather of summer
permits the farmer to harvest in good
condition. It would be impossible to
conceive of a climate where the condi-
tions which contribute to the comfort of
the husbandman are combined with those
necessary for the production and certain
harvest of large crops, exist in a higher
degree than in this favored region.
Land may be purchased in Polk coun-
ty at any price, varying between $5.00
and $30.00 per acre, owing to location,
quality and condition of improvement.
This was one of the earliest settled re-
gions in the state, and the valley lands
have been in cultivation upwards of for-
ty years. Farms have been held in too
large tracts for successful cultivation,
and even to this day, much land has not
been brought under the p’ow, which,
were the land divided into smaller hold-
ings, would be rendered productive.
Many of the large farms are now being
divided up and offer.d for sale. The
land varies in price, according to the
proportion in cultivation and the value
of improvements. A good farm of
three hundred acres, half in cultivation,
with good house and ten acres of or-
chard, can be had for $15.00 per acre.
Land in the hills, soil fertile, but a large
portion of it yet covered with brush,
may be had for $5.0C. Valley lands,
with good improvements, and nearly all
under cultivation, are held at $25.00 and
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$30.00. In fact, the intending purchas-
er can find land suited to his means and
wishes, however high or low they may
be. How much better and wiser is it for
the man who has a little means at his
command, to purchase a farm at these
remarkably cheap rates, where markets
already exist, where rcads have been
constructed, where railroads and steam-
boats are at hand, where churches and
school houses and al the adjuncts of
settled and prosperous communities are
within easy reach, than to go into the
wilderness, simply because the original
cost of land is slightly less. He who
goes to a distance from market to take
up govaernment land, must wait a num-
ber of years before he can arrive at the
condition he would start with here. If
one have no means with which to settle
himself, he is compelled to se.k govern-
ment land in a new and undeveloped re-
gion, in order to obtain a start; but un-
less such be the case, it is the part of
true wisdom for the immigrant to avail
himself of such excellent opportunities
as are here offered, to secure a good and
productive farm and a comfortable home,
without bringing upon himself and fam-
ily the privations and hardships of pio-
neer life.

The county is well provided with ship-
ping facilities. Along its eastern mar-
gin runs the navigable Willamette, while
through the heart of the agricultural
portion, from north to south, pass two
lines of railway, both terminating in
Portland. On the river, the O. R. & N.
Co. has four steamers engaged in carry-
ing wheat and produce to Portland. The
Oregon Pacific has two steamers en-
gaged in carrying wheat to Corvallis,
where it is loaded on the cars of that
road, and conveyed to Yaquina, and
thence shipped by steamer to San Fran-
cisco. The west side division of the
Oregon & California railroad passes
through the county, touching the river
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at Independence, and terminating at Cor-
vallis, in Benton county. Between this
line and the foothills of the Coast range,
runs the narrow gauge line of the Ore-
gonian railway, passing through Dallas,
and terminating at Airlie, on the south-
ern verge of the county. This road will
probably be extended to a connection
with the Oregon Pacific, thus offering
the country along the route the same
competitive advantages enjoyed by points
on the river. It is within the bounds of
truth to say that scarcely a farm in the
county is more than five miles distant,
by good wagon road, from a railroad or
the river.

The largest town in the county is Dal-
las, the county seat, situated on the line
of the narrow gauge, near the foothills,
and not far from the geographical cen-
ter of the county. It lies in the midst
of a multitude of farms, stretching out
across the prairies to the north, east and
south, and over and among the hills to
the west. Frem this point, about sixty
thousand bushels of wheat are shipped
by rail to Portland annually. This does
not, by any means, represent the total
crop of the country immediately sur-
round.ng the town, since more than twice
that quantity is purchased by the large
flouring mill at Dixie, only four and one-
half miles distant. Through the edge
of the city runs the La Creole (com-
monly called the Rickreall), a tributary
of the Willamette, whose water power is
utilized by a large sash and door facto-
ry, combined with an extensive foundry
and machine shop. Three miles west of
Dallas, at Ellendale, is a valuble water
power, formerly used by a woolen mill,
which has not been utilized since the
mill was destroyed by fire. By the ex-
penditure of a little money, water power
can be had for several factories. Other
forms of manufacturing consist of two
machines for brace-wire fencing, a tin
shop and wagon shops. A tannery turns
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out annually large quantities of leather
of superior quality, which finds market
chiefly in San Francisco. Near the town
is a free-stone quarry, where dimension
stone is taken out for trimmings for
buildings and bases for monuments, etc.
This is a valuable resource, and will be
worked more extensively as the demand
for such material increases. Dallas is a
quiet place, though full of business and
thrift. Its streets are broad and its res-
idences neat and tasteful, some of them
being quite large and ornamental. In
the center of a large square, fronting on
the chief business street, stands the
court house, a large frame structure,
with Corinthian columns before the en-
trance. The jail, a brick structure, with
a second story of wood, stands on one
side of the enclosure. The business
houses occupy one street, nearly all fac-
ing the public square. It counsists of
four good brick buildings and many sub-
stantial frame ones. One block back
from this street is being erected a large
frame city hall, thirty-six by eighty feet
in size, two stories high, and surmount-
ed by a bell tower. These features of
the city appear distinctly in the engrav-
ing on page 633.

Dallas has two large general stores,
carrying stocks of from $15,000.00 to
$20,000.00; three groceries; two hard-
ware stores; two drug stores; one furni-
ture store; one jewelry store, and nu-
merous other stores and shops. There
is an opening for a good hotel. The
fact that there has never been a busi-
ness failure in Dallas, speaks volumes
for the region upon which it depends
for trade. The city has a volunteer fire
department, whose apparatus consists of
a good hand engine and a hose cart.
Cisterns in some portions of the town,
and the mill race in others, afford an
abundant supply of water for fire pur-
poses.

From an educational point of view,
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Dallas is a desirable place of residence.
It has a good graded school, employing
three teachers, and having two hundred
scholars. The edifice is a large frame
structure, standing not far fiom the de-
pot. In addition to this, the La Creole
academy has about one hundred pupils.
This is an institution founded many
years ago, by the gift of the land upon
which the city stands. The site was
laid out in lots and sold, the proceeds
being used to establish the school. It
now occupies a site of ten acres on the
edge of the city. It is non-sectarian,
and is managed by a board of trustees.
An endowment of $5,000.00, for the sal-
aries of teachers, has been given the in-
stitution.

The Itemizer is an excellent weekly
paper, published by Graham Glass, Jr.,
and is full of news and mattters of inter-
est pertaining to Polk county. There
are three churches, belonging, respect-
ively, to the Methodists, Baptists and
Southern Methodists. The Christians
have an organization, but no church ed-
ifice. Taken alt gether, Dallas is a
pleasant place of residence and a pros-
perous business community. The peo-
ple are intelligent, refined, and extreme-
ly hospitable, and he who takes up his
residence among them will have occa-
sion to feel that his lines have been cast
in pleasant places.

The second town in size is Indepen-
dence, on the west bank of the Willam-
ette, a live and growing place of about
nine hundred inhabitants. The town is
compactly built, as appears in the en-
graving on page 616, the business por-
tion lying along two streets, one parallel
with the river, and the other crossing
this one at right angles, being the street
leading to the ferry landing. There are
about thirty business houses, one of
them carrying a stock of $25,000.00, and
three others from $10,000.00 to $15,-
000.00 each. There are two banks, and
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two hotels. There is an opening for a
good furniture store with a capital of
about $5,000.00. The country for many
miles around is more or less tributary
to Independence, and this is a favorite
shipping point, owing to the fact that
there is active competition between three
lines of transportation, the Oregon &
California railroad, and the boats of
the O. R. & N. Co. and the Oregon
Pacific. There are four ware: ouses,
handling fully two hundred thousand
bushels of wheat, all under the control
of J. C. Cooper, at whose bank the bus-
iness is transacted. Three of these are
along the railroad, and the fourth, a
huge one with a capacity of one hun-
dred and fifty thousand bushels, stands
on the bank of the river.

The manufacturing enterprises con
sist of a good sash and door factory, a
large saw mill, cutting twenty-five thou-
sand feet per day, and a custom grist
mill. There is a small saw mill not run-
ning. This is one of the best flouring
points in the Willamette valley. Excel-
lent water power can be had by the ex-
penditure of a little money, and the ship-
ping facilities, by rail and river, are un-
surpassed, while the best quality of wheat
is unlimited. The citizens would take
stock in an enterprise of that kind, if on
a sufficiently large scale to be a benefit
to the place.

Independence is a progressive town.
It already possesses ten brick buildings,
all erected within the past five years,
and two others are in contemplation. It
has a large depot for agricultural ma-
chinery, from which nearly the whole
county is supplied. A large brick yard
in the vicinity manufactures brick for
all the towns of that region. It has an
excellent graded school, with four teach-
ers and two hundred scholars; and the
old town, that portion lying north of the
bridge and not included in the corpo-
rate limits, has another school, employ-
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ing two teachers. The West Side is a
good local paper, published weekly by
W. W. Brooks. There are four church-
es, belonging to the Southern Meth-
odists, Presbyterians, Evangelists, and
Christians, all of them neat structures.
The streets are broad and level, and the
many residences are attractive and home-
like. In every respect, Independence is
a representative town, possessing all the
internal elements of growth and pros-
perity.

Abpout three miles inland from Inde-
pendence, is Monmouth, on the line of
the narrow gauge. This is a thriving
little town, and a considerable shipping
point for grain. Here is located the
Monmouth college and state normal
school, an institution under the auspices
of the Christian denomination. Tt has
a good brick edifice, an excellent faculty
and an attendance of two hundred, chief-
ly in the normal course. There is, also, a
good district school, occupying a new
building. The Christian Herald, a
church and local paper, is published at
Monmouth weekly.

Buena Vista is a small town and ship-
ping point on the river south of Inde-
pendence. It contains a large pottery
and terra cotta factory. A good public
school, employing two teachers, is one
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of its features. Another shipping point
on the river is Eola, a few miles below
Salem, where a small furniture factory
is located. Dixie, near the station of
Derry, on the O. & C. road, has a large
flouring mill, with a capacity of one
hundred barrels of flour per day. Other
shipping and business points are Perry-
dale, Ballston, Smithfield, Airlie, McCoy,
Lincoln, Zena, Lewiston, and Suver. In
the county are fifty school districts, af-
fording educational advantages to every
family within its limits.

No one can carefully read this brief
description of Polk county, without be-
ing strongly impressed with the fact set
forth in the opening sentence—that it is,
indeed, a ““ gem of the Willamette.” To
the intending settler, it offers advantages
not to be lightly considered. Fertile
soil, cheap lands, a pleasant and propi-
tious climate, excellent transportation
facilities, prosperous business commu-
nities, numerous and excellent schools,
intelligent, enterprising, contented and
peaceful citizens, a high total valuation
of property ($4,234,054.00), a low rate
of taxation (.0145), and beautiful land-
scapes of valley and mountain, conspire
to render it one of the choice spots of
this mundane sphere.

Hexry LAURENZ.
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N. P. Svow Sueps.—Work is progressing rap-
idly on the snow sheds of the Northern Pacific
east of the Cascades. The contractors are Glenn,
Bonzey & Co., who will use nearly five million
feet of lumber in the work.

Ipano Pracers.—The Moose creek placer
mines, sixteen miles from Salmon City, Idaho,
have been bonded for $250,000.00, to an Eastern
company. When the transfer is made, the
mines will be opened on a large scale.

A Caxur D’ALENE NUGGET.— A nugget of
gold was recently found near Murray, Idaho,
weighing a little more than thirty-three ounces,
and valued at $530.00. This is four ounces
heavier than the largest previously found in the
Cceur d’Alene placers.

ALBANY IMPROVEMENTS.—Work on the Oregon
Pacific round-house, at Albany, Oregon, has
been commenced. It will be built of brick, will
contain eight engine stalls, and will cost $12,-
000.00. Work on the machine shops will be the
next undertaken by the company. A project is
on foot to establish woolen mills at Albany,
with every prospect of success.

Poxp Livuies.—The large white pond lilies,
that are so much admired, have about all dis-
appeared, and in their place comes the lotus
flower, somewhat similar, only larger and of a
rich cream color. It is said that the only re-
gion in the West where these flowers are found,
is in the Mississippi valley, between Dubuque
and St. Paul, and then in but few places.—De
Soto Chronicle.

ParaLLEL Rarnroaps.—The Montana Cen-
tral, which is a link in the Monitoba system, is
constructing a line from Helena to Butte. A
branch of the Northern Pacific is also being con-
structed between those two cities. Both lines
have progressed to Boulder, at which point the
tracks are but fifty feet apart. Between Boul-
der and Butte, the surveyed lines cross each
other several times. The fight between the
Northern Pacific and the new company, as re-
vealed in projected roads, will lead to several

similar instances of paralleling lines, a notable
one being the Northern and Manitoba, between
Helena and Fort Benton.

Baxegr Crry RaiLroap.—The preliminary sur-
vey of a route for the proposed railroad from
Baker City to Granite creek has been com-
menced. The beginning of this work indicates
that the incorporators of the company are in
earnest in the matter. The road would be of
great benefit to Baker City, and to Portland as
well, if the large reduction works, so much
talked of, are ever erected.

VANCOUVER TO YAKIMA.—A preliminary re-
connoissance has been made of a route from
Vancouver to Goldendale and Yakima, for the
Vancouver, Klickitat & Yakima R. R. Co. The
party went through Klickitat pass, and encoun-
tered no serious obstacle to the construction of
a railroad. The line passes through a splendid
agricultural, timber, coal and stock region, and
if built, will be a valuable one.

SearTLe, L. S. & E. Rankoap.—The ship
Persian has arrived at Seattle, from England,
with a cargo of two thousand and seventy steel
rails for the Seattle, Lake Shore & Eastern.
Track laying will be pushed rapidly ahead. The
company declares its intenltion of penetrating
Eastern Washington next summer, and is ne-
gotiating with the people of Walla Walla for a
bonus for a line to that city.

QUEEN CHARLOTTE CoaL.—The coal property
of W. A. Robertson & Co., situated in Yaquon
valley, on the Queen Charlotte islands, has
been bonded for ninety days for $110,000.00.
An expert will examine the property, and the
sale will depend upon his report. These islands
are on the coast of British Columbia, just south
of the Alaskan line, and the superior quality of
the coal found there has often been asserted by
explorers.

GoLp Quartz IN THE CAscApes.—Three res-
idents of Brownsville, Oregon, recently discov-
ered a ledge of gold quartz on the western slope
of the Cascade mountains, between the Cali-
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pooia and McKenzie rivers. They report the
vein to be five feet in width. From one pan of
the decomposed quartz on the surface, they ob-
tained a teaspoonful of fine, round gold. They
consider it a valuable discovery, and will pros-
pect it thoroughly.

TreaNawAY Drrcu.—The gigantic ditch enter-
prise of the Yakima country, which embraces
a main irrigating canal of fifty miles in length,
with branches to cover eighty thousand acres of
land, has received an infusion of new vigor.
The route has been surveyed, and twenty miles
of the canal have been constructed. The en-
tire cost will be about $100,000.00, and as the
original capital of the company was only $50,-
000.00, a new company has been formed to com-
plete the work, in which several Tacoma capi-
talists are interested.

SEATTLE’S PrOSPERITY.—The assessed value
of property in the city of Seattle, for 1887, is
$11,872,328.00, an increase of $5,000,000.00 in
two years. The population, according to the
estimate of the Puget sound directory recently
issued, based upon a ratio of two and one-half
persons to the name, is twelve thousand one
hundred and sixty-seven. The same estimate
gives Tacoma seven thousand nine hundred and
twenty-two; Port Townsend, two thousand one
hundred and fifty-five ; and Olympia, one thou-
sand seven hundred and eighty-two.

Corrax Boarp oF Trape.—The citizens of
Colfax, W. T., have organized a board of trade,
composed of fifty members, of which L. D.
‘Woodward is president; J. A. Perkins, vice-
president; W. J. Hamilton, second vice-presi-
dent; Wm. Lippett, treasurer ; and F. H. Brown,
secretary. These hoards of trade are of great
benefit to the business interests of our growing
cities, and it is a matter of surprise that so pro-
gressive and thrifty a town as Colfax has not
organized one earlier. We look for good work
to be accomplished by this new board.

Frouring MiLL AT OKANAGAN.—A new pro-
cess roller mill is being erected at Okanagan,
B. C., in the midst of the finest agricultural re-
gion in the province. It will have a daily ca-
pacity of two hundred barrels of flour, and will
find a market throughout British Columbia.
This is on the line of the Shuswap & Okanagan
railway, a branch of the Canadian Pacific, and
is also favored with steamboat navigation to the
great railway a great portion of the year. This
will furnish a market for the wheat of that re-
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gion, which has hitherto been cut off from out-
side markets. It will also encourage settlement
in that fertile region.

HeveNA ReAL Estrate.—A short time ago,
five United States senators, Farwell, Cameron,
Plumb, Vest and Allison, visited Helena, and
were so favorably impressed with Montana’s
chief city, that, with Ex-Governor Hauser, they
have purchased thirty-two acres of city proper-
ty, at a cost of $2,000.00 per acre. Another
tract of eight hundred acres, in the suburbs of
the city, has been purchased for $250,000.00, by
the St. Paul & Helena Land & Improvement
Co., a new incorporation. This will be platted
and made the most attractive part of the city
for residence purposes. This is by far the larg-
est real estate deal—unconnected with mines—
in the history of Montana.

Tacoma ImMPrOVEMENT.—Nearly three thou-
sand front feet of warehouses are being erected
along the water front at Tacoma, to accommo-
date the grain expected to reach the city over
the line of the Northern Pacific. The grain
rate from Eastern Washington to Puget sound
is $5.00 per ton, the same as by the O. R. & N.
Co. to Portland. The crops are large, and no
doubt much wheat will be handled at Tacoma.
Contract has been let for a five-story brick
block, one hundred and fifteen by one hundred
and twenty feet in size, to be erected on the cor-
ner of Ninth street and Pacific avenue. It will
be the finest in the territory, and will be occu-
pied by wholsale stores and a bank.

RamLroap 1o Pr. TownsENp.—The citizens of
Port Townsend, W. T., have often expressed
the conviction that the port of entry for Puget
sound would, before many years, become the
terminus of a railroad, the most extreme north-
western point in the United States reached by
the iron horse. A strong rumor is now afloat,
that a company is to be organized by capitalists
of Sacramento, San Francisco and Washington
Territory, with a capital stock of $3,000,000.00,
to build a road west of the sound, to the mouth
of the Columbia, and probably to Portland.
This would give the Southern Pacific, which is
supposed to be behind the movement, an un-
broken line from San Francisco to the Straits of
Juan de Fuca.

SeATTLE & WEST Coast R. R.—A prelimina-
ry survey of this line has been completed from
Snohomish to the British Columbia line, a dis-
tance of one hundred miles from Seattle, and
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trial lines have already been run from there to
several points on the Canadian Pacific, such as
New Westminster, Port Hammond, Sumas and
Hope. The route is reported an extremely fa-
vorable one, rendering a line easy of construc-
tion, with few curves and low grades. It pass-
es through a comparatively well settled region,
which will give the road good local business
from the start. The section from Seattle to
Snohomish will be completed by the middle of
September, and contracts will probably be let
for other sections.

THE SaLmMoN Pack.—The salmon season on
the Columbia closed by law on the thirty-first of
July. The pack is nearly a hundred thousand
cases less than last year, and but little more
than half that of 1883, notwithstanding the in-
creased number of fishermen and boats. The
total pack is three hundred and fifty-four thou-
sand cases, the largest by any one cannery be-
ing twenty-five thousand eight hundred and
seventy. The season has but well begun on
other streams, so that the quantity of outside
fall pack can not yet be stated. Reports from
Alaska are to the effect that the season there is
late and the prospects for a large pack not good.
Reports from Fraser river are to the effect that
the British Columbia pack will be light.

Tue Uxiversaln TiNker.—Many boys, and
even men, though having no trade, love to work
with tools, and would he glad to receive assist-
ance in learning the use of them. All such
should subscribe for the Universal Tinker and
Amateur’s Assistant. This is a new monthly
journal, devoted to amateur pursuits, and tells,
from an amateur’s standpoint, about turning
and lathe work, painting, staining, working
drawings, organ and piano building, clocks,
photography, wood carving, boat building, car-
pentry, home-made furniture, book bhinding,
French polishing, wood finishing, fret work,
amateur printing, the magic lantern, etc. The
journal is profusely illustrated. Subscription,
$1.00 per year. Ningle copies, 12 cents. Ad-
dress Hodgson & Bertrand. 294 Broadway, New
York, N. Y.

TLLe-Crnie-Waer MimNes.—Of these mines,
situated near the line of the Canadian Pacific,
in the Selkirk mountains, the Victoria Colonist
says: ‘‘The Selkirk Mining & Smelting Com-
pany, of Ille-Cille-Waet, shipped their first car
load of ore on the 25th instant, to the smelting
works at Denver. The shipment consisted of
fifteen and one-half tons of tested ore, having
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an assay value of two thousand one hundred
and twenty ounces of silver. The company
have the privilege of drawing on the smelting
works for ninety per cent. of this value on its
being forwarded. An assayer holding the con-
fidence of the Denver company states the value
of the ore, he having made tests that enable him
to do so. On the lead, nothing can be drawn
until it has been smelted. The work on the
four ledges cwned by this company is progress-
ing favorably, and it is hoped that in the course
of a short time, they will be in a position to
turn out ore at the rate of two or three car loads
per week.

SrokaNE Favrus.—The city of Spokane Falls
is growing at a rapid pace. New buildings are
going up rapidly in every quarter. Says the
Chronicle: ‘“ Between the railroad and river, on
Howard street, twelve buildings are in the
course of erection. Contractor Brook has six
brick structures in hand at present. He has
orders for one million brick, has delivered the
last kiln of four hundred thousand, and is com-
mencing to take brick from one of three hun-
dred and seventy-five thousand. On the edges
of town, over the river, and everywhere, houses
are going up and scores of residents are draw-
ing plans and getting ready to build themselves
homes. The demand for houses is greater than
the supply, and consequently rent is a little
high. It is only of late that houses have been
built for the special purpose of renting, and
renters have been only too glad to get anything.
The medium class of houses, which are usually
demanded by people of moderate means, are
just beginning to be erected, and are always en-
gaged before they are finished. At the present
rate, a population of ten thousand inhabitants
is not many months ahead.”

GArrFIELD, W. T.—The southward extension
of the Spokane & Palouse road, crossing the
0. R. & N. line at Garfield, has enlivened mat-
ters at that place, and the prospects for a good
business town springing up are good. Says the
Garfield Enterprise, itself one of the late evi-
dences of the town’s growth: ¢ Six years ago
the O. R. & N. Co. made the first survey from
Colfax up the North Palouse river, to the mouth
of Silver creek, thence up Silver creek and
across the divide to Pine creek, a distance of
fifteen miles, and there it ended at that time.
Two years later we had assurance from the rail-
road company that the road would be built
within one year from that time. With these
expectations, and with a beautiful location for a
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town, Mr. S. J. Tant had the present town site
of Garfield surveyed and platted. In June,
1883, Giles Bros. built a store and put in a stock
of general merchandise. But the railroad com-
pany failed to build the road at that time, and
for the next three years the town consisted of
one general merchandise store, the postoftice,
one drug store and one blacksmith shop. But
the building of the O. R. & N. railroad, and its
nice depot and warehouses, put new life into
our citizens, and a lively business sprang up in
the town and surrounding country. At the
present time, the bunilding of the Spokane & Pa-
louse railroad across the O. R. & N., in the east
end of town, two telephone and two telegraph
lines crossing each other, six county roads con-
centrating here, and the building of a nice ele-
vator, which is nearing completion, has created
a building hoom.”

CorviLLe Farms.—For a distance of sixty
miles southwest from Colville, along the east-
ern shore of the Columbia river, lies a strip of
land, from five to ten miles in width, that has
no equal in the diversity of advantages afforded
to every branch of industry pertaining to the
farm. The land slopes from the river in bench-
es, or steppes, thus laying in level strips, a mile
or more in width, one higher than the other,
until the mountain range is finally a barrier to
the undulated condition of things. The coun-
try is well watered by cool mountain streams,
which flow across the plains at short intervals,
toward the river. The general character of the
goil is sandy, and the surface is covered with a
vigorous growth of pine, fir and tamarack tim-
ber on the steep hillsides and along the water
courses, and bunch grass in verdant abundance
covers the open prairie lands on the plateaus.
A great deal of the land has been settled by an
industrious class of people from the Western
states, who till the soil for the pleasure there is
in it, and direct their attention to stock raising
as a means of support and livelihood. This
plan is suggestive of success, and we believe
will work to the benefit of the early settler. We
had the pleasure of passing over a large portion
of the farming land in this section, and noticed
that in every instance where a settlement of two
years standing has been made, there is a pleas-
antly situated home, nicely improved and sur-
rounded by the abundant products of the farm.
Strawberries, every description of garden vege-
tables, and all varieties of orchard trees, grow
without effort, and the soil or climate has no
fault detrimental to their adaptability to this
northern latitude.—Colville Miner.
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WarrLa WaLLA Fruir AND VEGETABLES.—The
high quality of the fruit and vegetables of the
Walla Walla valley is making a demand for
them greater than the supply, though not great-
er than could be supplied, did the farmers ap-
preciate the advantages of raising something
besides wheat. One shipper informed the Jour-
nal that the demand for fruits and vegetables,
is growing much more rapidly than the sup-
ply, especially so with berries, as they could
ship one hundred thousand boxes per diem, if
the fruit could be obtained. During the past
year they have shipped berries, fruits and veg-
etables to Helena, Butte, Thompson Falls, Deer
Lodge and Sulphur Springs, in Montana; to
‘Wardner, Cweur d’Alene, Hailey, Rathdrum and
Sand Point, in Idaho; to Bismark, Dakota ; and
they have shipped grapes and other fruits to St.
Paul, Minn. ; they have had numerous inqui-
ries for grapes, etc., from different parts of Da-
kota. Parties from Helena and Butte, Monta-
na, come here and purchase onions and apples
by the car load, and the onion crop is a most
prolific and profitable one. Another said that,
during the month of June, he shipped twenty-
eight thousand nine hundred and sixty pounds
of strawberries alone, and an average of one ton
of vegetables per diem ; has standing orders for
four tons of vegetables per week for the Nation-
al Park, in Wyoming, and has numerous calls for
fruits, berries and vegetables from Denver, Col-
orado; Fargo and Bismark, in Dakota; and
from nearly every part of Montana, which he
can not fill, owing to the limited supply. He
stated that the demand for fruits, berries and
vegetables is simply enormous, and that if the
supply were sufficient, dealers could ship car-
load lots to St. Paul, Chicago and Denver.

Pine CreEek Mings.—The Simmons mines,
above Cornucopia, have been bonded for $100,-
000.00. They are the best developed on Pine
creek, and sufficient ore has been exposed to
demonstrate their value. The Baker City Dem-
ocrat thus summarizes the mines: ‘‘ Cornuco-
pia and Allentown, which are really one town,
contain about six hundred inhabitants, have
three general merchandise stores, five saloons,
three hotels, two restaurants, blacksmith shops,
etc. The distance from Union is fifty-three,
and from Baker ('ity sixty-three, miles, with
fair roads. The towns are pleasantly situated,
at an altitude of six thousand five hundred feet,
with wood and water abundant, a flouring mill
only six miles distant, and Pine valley, dotted
with farms, lies at the foot of the mountain.
One five-stamp mill, the Hope, is running on
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ore belonging to the Portland company, and is
showing a good yield. A twenty-stamp mill
will be erected about the first of November, by
the Oregon Gold Mining Co. This company
has an incline down its ledge two hundred and
seventy-five feet, and has thirteen hundred tons
of ore in sight. Gold predominates, but it car-
ries some silver. The Alta No. 1 has an incline
of two hundred feet and shows high grade ore.
Alta No. 2 is down one hundred feet, all in good
ore. Red Jacket is down fifty feet, and the
richest ore yet found in the camp. The Forest
Queen has incline fifty feet, tunnel forty feet,
and six foot vein. One ton of ore worked at
Omaha last fall yielded $612.00. The Allen &
Cox was the first discovered in the camp, Mr.
Allen pounding out, with a mortar, $190.00 from
twenty-five pounds of ore. It has a one hun-
dred and thirty-five-foot tunnel, tapping a four-
foot ledge. The Bonanza gronp has four claims
opened from fifty to seventy-five feet, all show-
ing high grade ore, and some of remarkable
richness. The Simmons group are the best de-
veloped. The Whitman has one hundred and
ten men at work. Work is plenty ; wages $2.50
outside and $3.50 underground. Mechanics get
from $4.00 to $5.00 per day.”

Koorenay Mines. — Returning prospectors
from Kootenay lake, B. C., report the mining
outlook in that region as very good. There are
about fifty quartz locations, all showing galena
croppings, while a dozen have been opened up
to a depth of from twenty to seventy feet, ex-
hibiting ore continuously from the surface down.
One vein carries about twelve feet of solid gale-
na of a low grade ore, eight to ten ounces silver,
others showing from eight inches to two feet of
ore, running from thirty to one hundred and
thirty ounces, while the ‘“ Krao ” hastwo veins,
one twelve and the other eight foet wide, the
ore being both galena and carbonate, the latter
class, in some instances, running as high as
sixteen hundred ounces, while the galena oc-
curs scattered throughout the vein and is of low
grade. A new district, about thirty miles south
of this camp, has been discovered this spring,
by Colville parties, one vein being about three
feet across and carrying a copper sulphide ore
assaying about eighty-five ounces silver, while
another has about eight feet of ore running from
sixteen to forty-five ounces silver, and pretty
heavy in copper. Two shipments of carbonate
ore were made from this claim, one lot going to
Butte, and assaying two hundred and eighty-
seven ounces silver and forty-three per cent.
lead; the other to Portland, carrying two hun-
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dred and forty-four ounces silver and fifty-two
per cent lead. Water has put a stop to opening
this claim until machinery can be put up for
pumping purposes. The mines are about eighty
miles north of Idaho Territory and ninety miles
south of the Canadian Pacific railroad, a branch
of which is now being surveyed te Kootenay
lake, and will be the means of opening up a
vast and totally unprospected section. Still
south of this place, and on the American side
of the line, is the new camp of Metaline, where
more galena ore is in sight on top of the ground
than any person who has visited there has ever
seen before, the ore, however, carrying only
about eight ounces silver. All these camps are
reached from Sand Point, on the Northern Pa-
cific railroad, by water courses and a few miles
of mountain trail.

Gorp SaviNé MacuiNes.—Much interest is
felt all over the Pacific coast in the question of
mining the flour gold found on the ocean beach
and along the bars of the Snake, Fraser and
other rivers, where the gold is so fine, and the
sand so heavy, that it has been hitherto impos-
sible to mine to advantage. The Range & Val-
ley, of Mountain Home, I. T., thus describes the
new machine in use there, which appears to be
the ‘““long-felt want” of the sand miners:
““ These machines are as simple of construction
as they are durable. At the head of the ma-
chine is an ample hopper, and from this the
gravel passes into a large cylinder, about four
feet long and twenty inches in diameter, and
into a coarse, strong screen. The screen is
made fast to the cylinder, which makes from
forty to fifty revolutions per minute, the flanges
on the outside carrying the bowlders and coarse
gravel out through a spout at the opposite end,
and to one side of the plate, while all the small-
er particles are forced through into the cylinder,
or machine proper. The inside of this cylinder
is copper-lined, and constructed like an auger,
three-inch copper flanges working from the
head of the machine, making a distance of one
hundred and forty feet to be traveled by the
sand, from its entrance into the machine until
it is discharged onto the table. The inside of
this screw cylinder, like a battery, is charged
with quicksilver, so that every particle of gold
is caught as it comes in contact with the plate,
while tumbling and rolling through by the rev-
olutions of the machine. Through the center of
the machine, also, runs a perforated iron pipe,
through which about an inch and a half of wa-
ter can be forced with good pressure, the strong
jets aiding the ‘ digestion ”’ of the machine by
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the flood, and dissolving the refractory particles
like a hydraulic. The table below the machine
has a quicksilver tank at the head, and at the
foot a riffle and slot, with a small bucket at one
end, to catch any particle of silver or metal that
might be carried over the plate by the gravel.
The machines are a success. Not a particle of
gold ever passed over the plate into the tail-
ings. A couple of hours were spent in panning
the tailings of last week’s run, in the vain en-
deavor to find one color, while the bar is very
rich. The machine is guaranteed to save nine-
ty-five per cent. in all cases, and under reason-
able circumstances one hundred per cent., or
all, of the gold that will amalgamate. The dry
process can be worked where water is not at
hand. The machines weigh about five hundred
pounds, and may be moved about like a chair.
Their capacity has been demonstrated to be
seventy-five tons of gravel per ten hours, with
two laborers. A child can turn one. An old
dump, or gravel bar, worth twenty-five cents
per ton, can be worked with great profit. These
are facts, which will be proven by figures.”’

SaimoN River Mines, W. T.—We have seen
and conversed with Colorado men, Idaho men,
and Nevada experts, and the general expression
is that the mines are the best on the coast. The
proviso is added, ““if they only hold out.” Of
course, no one can tell what they will develop
as they are gone down on. Up to the present,
little development work has been done. The
deepest that any of the mines have been pene-
trated is sixty-two feet, fifty feet, thirty feet,
twenty feet, and down to five and three feet.
A great many of them show up well, although
they have had but little work done on them.
The First Thought is down fifty feet, and shows
well at three different levels, and is now held at
a high price. The anxiety shown by experi-
enced mine workers, to get hold of the property,
induces the belief that they think the mines are
good enough to invest money in; but they want
to purchase at as low figures as possible. Up
to the present, little or no gold to speak of has
been discovered in the Salmon mines. Silver
and lead predominate. Some little copper is
mixed in the ore. The ore runs from six up to
thirty-five hundred ounces to the ton, and some
assays much higher. We have heard men who
were from Leadville and Nevada say that, when
developed, these mines will equal, if not excel,
those at Leadville; that they beat the famous
Comstock mines in Nevada. How true that is,
we know not, but give them for what they are
worth. Salmon City is situated on Salmon
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creek, some three or four miles above Ruby,
and consists of some five or six houses. It is
located in the midst of some very valuable min-
eral lodes, some of which have passed into the
hands of capitalists, who intend to introduce
machinery to work them. One claim, the Ar-
lington, sold for $30,000.00. It isintended to go
to work on the development of this claim soon.
There are four families in Ruby. There are at
present two stores, two saloons, two restaurants,
a butcher shop, and a blacksmith shop. Ruby
can now boast of thirteen buildings, all of which
have been completed except two, which had
not the roofs on when we left. The town is
growing fast enough for the country. Meals are
fifty cents, and whisky twenty-five cents a drink.
Flour is $2.50 to $3.00 a sack, bacon eighteen
cents, ham twenty cents. The saw mill is situ-
ated between the two towns of Salmon City and
Ruby, and the power is furnished by Salmon
creek. The hills and mountain sides in the
mining regions are covered with a heavy coat
of grass. Even on the steep hillsides the grass
is green, but out of the reach of animals; even
mountain goats could not reach it, or so it ap-
peared to the reporter. Deer are plenty in the
the mountains, and hunters bring them in
nearly every day, two or three at a time, packed
on horses. A Tacoma company has ordered a
concentrator, which is to be landed at Sprague,
and hauled from there to Salmon City. This
looks like business, and the outlook for a lively
camp is favorable. The mineral is there to jus-
tify the introduction of mills and machinery for
working the high grade ore. The Salmon mines
are bound to prove a second Leadville. There
are between four hundred and five hundred in
the mines, and prospecting in the mountains
adjacent to the mining towns.—Ellensburgh Lo-
calwzer.

Lower Warnrowa VarnLey.—The first object
of interest to strike the traveler, in approaching
Wallowa county, is our canyon. The scenery
is as grand and beautiful as can be found any-
where. The mountains on the south side are
covered with a heavy growth of pine, fir and
tamarack, changing at the base and along the
river bottom, to birch, alder willow, service
berry, thorn and cherry, while every now and
then one comes upon beautiful little mossy
glades, that seem to have been expressly de-
signed for picnic grounds. On emerging from
the canyon, one is not favorably impressed with
the lower valley. The large number of sheep
which have been kept there for many years
have given the hills a brown and barren look,
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and besides one sees but little of the valley in
passing through. It is so divided by heavy
belts of timber along the river and Bear creek,
that the traveler never sees the south half of
the valley, and frequently passes on without
knowing that there is such a place. The valley
proper is about five miles long by three miles
in width, and contains some of the best hay
land in the world. The hay crop is very sel-
dom exhausted, large quantities being ‘‘ sum-
mered over ’ almost every year. The Wallowa
river passes through the middle of the valley,
from east to west, heavily belted on either side
with pine, cottonwood and alder timber; so
much so as to hide from view some of the hest
hay farms, notably those of Wm. Webber and
Joseph Johnston. Bear creek, coming down at
right angles from the mountains on the south,
also heavily timbered, cuts the south side
(which is much the larger portion) of the valley
in two portions, thus dividing the entire valley
into two parts, and furnishing an abundance of
timber for all purposes for many years to come,
and a water power without end. The water of
these streams is about as clear and pure as it is
possible for water to be, and they abound in fish.
The celebrated red-fish come up once a year,
furnishing sport for about two weeks. Salmon
come up three times a year, in April, August
and November, while the spotted trout and
shiners remain with us always.

Now, having considered the valley itself
(which used to be considered all there was
here) we have not made a commencement on
the subject. Bordering the valley on the north,
is a strip of hilly, bunch-grass country, extend-
ing eastward along the Wallowa basin for forty
miles or more, and from four to ten miles in
width. On the hills, which are neither high
nor steep, may be found the richest and best
grain land in all the West, interspersed with
other land which is good for nothing but pas-
turage, as is the case in all hilly countries.
Back of these hills, and extending to Snake riv-
er, some forty or fifty miles, is a scope of coun-
try, for the most part very finely timbered, and
without underbrush, so that one may travel al-
most anywhere in a wagon. Every mile or two
we encounter a thicket of long and most beau-
tiful poles, sometimes extending for miles.
These we have to go around, since they grow so
thickly one can scarcely go through on foot.
This would be a paradise for fencers and tie
choppers. Scattered all through this vast scope
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of country, are numerous open glades, like the
beaver meadows of the East, covered with the
best of grass from three to four feet high, with
the very richest of deep, black soil, plenty of
springs, and some streams of considerable size.
This whole region will soon be settled. There
are already some settlers located there, the only
inconvenience being deep snows in winter. This
region has before it a great future. Several
large saw mills may work here for many years,
and still there will be plenty of good timber left.
Railroad ties may be shipped out for the build-
ing of thousands of miles of railroad, and there
will be poles remaining. Vast herds of stock
may graze here, and there will be plenty of
grass left. Elk, deer and bear may be killed
for many years, and some will yet remain. The
snow falls here from three to four feet in depth,
but with plenty of hay and grain laid in for
winter use, stock will do much better and come
out in better condition, than in warmer coun-
tries, where there is rain, wind and mud. For
the first fifteen miles out, this country is quite
level, much more so than most of the state of
Iowa. After that, as you go north toward
Snake river, it becomes more rough and brok-
en, while the climate grows warmer—much
warmer, in fact, than any part of the Wallowa
valley. Incidentally, I mention that this is a
great country for huckleberries, and for fear
that any man should consider a huckleberry a
small matter to make mention of, I will just
say, that toward spring, a supply will go far to-
ward making one feel healthy, wealthy and
wise.

But to return to the valley. The lower part
of the south half is hid from view and little
known. It is called Diamond prairie. This
prairie is, or rather was, the most dried up,
parched and unproductive portion of Wallowa
county, with the exception of some of its little
“ranches ” around the outskirts next to the
mountains and river, which have always been
very rich. Within the past three years, Mr.
Chamberlain has located a desert claim in the
center and dryest part of the prairie, and has
taken out a large irrigating ditch. As a conse-
quence, he is making this desert region to
‘“ blossom as the rose.”” He is now cutting the
best quality of hay, and a good crop of it, too,
from land that used to be, from the first of May
until the fall rains began, as dry as gunpowder,
producing nothing but bunch grass, and very
little of that.— Wallowa Chieftain.



@Goitorial Comment.

ThE attention of the business men of Port-
land is earnestly called to the leading article in
this number of THe WEsT SHore. The fact that
the Willamette falls have been with us always
has had the natural result of making us thought-
less of the great use we might make of them.
There are two old saws which exemplify the
situation: ¢ Familiarity breeds contempt,” on
the one hand, and ‘‘ Distance lends enchant-
ment to the view,”” on the other. We look with
admiration upon the city of Minneapolis and the
magnificent water power which is the founda-
tion of its greatness, and yet, right here in our
own midst, we have a water power greater in
quantity, and better situated for manufacturing
purposes, than that which wins our admiration
through the enchantment of distance. There
is no other commercial city on the sea coast of
Oregon, Washington or California, either pres-
ent or prospective, which possesses a natural
water pawer amounting to even the shadow of
the falls of the Willamette, nor is there any
water power in the United States so favor-
ably located for ocean shipments. These
two great facts point to Portland as the most
available center of great manufacturing indus-
tries on the Pacific coast, and it is high time to
awake to a realization of the situation. Let us
make a practical effort to aid the gentlemen
who are trying to develop this great power, and
found those manufacturing industries which we
daily assert must be the chief element in the
future growth of Portland. To all practical pur-
poses, a factory at Oregon City is a Portland in-
dustry, since this must, of necessity, be the bus-
iness and shipping point. This calls for acts,
rather than words, and our board of trade should
take hold of the matter with a determination to
accomplish something.

Tue Central Pacific is now running tri-weekly
fruit trains from Sacramento to Chicago and
New York. The time to Chicago is one hun-
dred and ten hours. A train consists of from
fifteen to twenty cars, containing twenty-two
thousand pounds of fruit each. It is expected
that daily trains will soon be required. Here is
food for thought for the people of Oregon and
Washington. We boast of our fruit, and won-
der why there is not a shipping demand for it.

‘We have certain kinds of fruit which equal, if
they do not excel, those of California, but we
have not enough of them. The shipment of
fruit, in order to be successful, must be made a
special business, and to do this requires that it
be conducted on a sufficiently large scale to
keep down the expenses to a living rate. Our
orchards are too small. We should have or-
chards where several car loads of the same kind
of fruit may be had at one time. In that way,
cars are quickly loaded, trains made up, and
dispatched. As it is now, our Portland ship-
pers have to buy fruit in small lots, a wagon
load from this man and a wagon load from an-
other man, and so on unlil they get together
enough for a car load. Where in the world
they could procure enough for a train of fifiecen
cars passes our comprehension. ILet our farm-
ers plant large orchards, devoted exclusively to
a few varieties of fruit in demand for shipment,
and they may depend upon it that a market
will be found in the Kast, and our railroads will
give us as good facilities as they now give the
orchardists of California. It depends upon us,
not upon the railroads, for when we have the
fruit, they will furnish the trains to carry it
away.

THE Columbia Waterway Convention has met
and adjourned. The members listened to re-
ports on the condition of improvements at the
cascades, which were of a sadly discouraging
nature, heard a few speeches, exercised the
American’s inalienable right to pass resolu-
tions, created a perpetual association to look
after river interests, and adjourned for one year.
It was wise to make the association a perpetual
one, in view of the progress being made in open-
ing the river. Tme West SHore hoped, as ex-
pressed in its last issue, that this convention
would inaugurate some practicable plan for the
opening of the river, independently of the gen-
eral government; yet while admitting the fact
that if dependence is to be continued upon the
action of congress, the present generation will
not live to see the work completed, the conven-
tion continued in the old rut of seeking con-
gressional appropriations. We will wait, now,
another year, when it will again be time to pass
resolutions.
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One of the secrets of securing that home-like
appearance, so desirable to every dwelling, is
the giving to each article of furniture, whether
for use or ornament, an entertaining and restful
expression. Nowhere is this more noticeable
than in the hanging of pictures. Pictures
should be hung so that the average person,
when standing, may enjoy them without as-
suming an uneasy posture. A portrait should
be so hung that we may look directly into its
eyes, and landscapes and other pictures should
be hung at such a height that the eye may be
on a level with the center of the picture. The
manner in which the light falls upon the pic-
ture should also be taken into account. Some
pictures look better in a shaded recess of the
room, while others need the fullest light. And
the surroundings should all be such as to give,
as nearly as may be, the expression the artist
desired when executing it. Pictures are to be
looked at and enjoyed. Their influence is re-
fining, and to the degree that they break the
monotony of the view, whether material or
mental, it is restful. Some one has said that
we may judge of the culture of a family, by the
pictures which hang upon the home walls,
while some one else has said that the manner
of hanging the pictures decides the culture, so
perhaps it would not be far wrong to decide
that the two taken together are a pretty sure in-
dication of the intelligence which selects and
arranges them. We do not desire pictures for
something bright, merely, but we want them to
be suggestive. Art is not for the eye only, but
for the mind and heart, through the eye; and
in our selections from it, should he made to
subserve its noble purpose.

It is said, that ‘‘ The greatest study of man-
kind is man,’’ also, in words of wisdom, ¢ know
thyself.” Butman can best be studied through
his actions and the result of his actions, human
institutions; and self may best be known by
knowing others, and by that development of
self which comes through mingling with others
in society. It is because of these principles,
along with increased incentives to endeavor,
that the reflex action of a public spirit is so ben-
eficial to the individual. It is a fact to be dep-
recated that there is not as much of a public

spirit among women as there ought to be. With-
in prescribed limits—her family and friends—
and in certain directions—physical health and
the church—woman has equaled, if not ex-
celled, man ; but a good kindred to that which
she seeks to do in these directions, is needed to
be done by her hands and through her thought,
elsewhere, as well ; and, be it said to their cred-
it, there are many women awake to the fact.
Is it a sufficient excuse, that family cares de-
mand a woman’s attention? We call a man,
who allows his business to absorb his active in-
terest, a fogsil. Nor is it a sufficient excuse that
there are some things of a public nature which
woman can not do, for there are many things
which she can do. It is the subtle influence of
woman’s presence, her moral nature, her gen-
tleness, that are so much needed. These she
exerts on questions of public concern, just to
the degree that she feels an interest in them.
It is true, her influence is indirect oftener than
direct, yet to do her utmost is to do her best,
and she should not refrain from doing what lies
within her power, simply because there are
some things which lie without it. Were woman
to live for her own family, merely, and there
were no christian obligation resting upon her,
either for the welfare of those outside her kin-
dred, or for her own individuality, she should,
even then, simply for her own family, look to
the proper moral standing, the intellectual sta-
tus, and the general sense of equity possessed
by those with whom her family must mingle in
society and state, for such is the equipoise of
American society, that ‘“That which effects
any body any place, effects every body every
place.”

‘Water, how closely thou suitest
Thy form to the walls thou surround!
So man, 'neath the power of influence,
Ever rises or falls to the ground.

Then choose thyself friendship ennobling,
And seek for hearts truer than thine,
In virtue improving continue,
Their strength with thine own to combine.
The influence upon the home, of the associa-
tion of its members with friends, or even ac-
quaintances, without, can not be estimated. It
is seldom that we meet a character so neutral
that we do not feel a quickening of some faculty
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of our nature by being in his presence, while it
is no uncommon occurrence to meet with per-
gsons 80 positive in nature as to arouse us to
either good or ill, and when received into the
family, such an one comes either to brighten or
blight the most sacred ties of relationship.
‘“ Perfect obedience may be secured from chil-
dren, as long as they can be kept from bad as-
sociates,”” said a mother to me not very long
ago, ‘“but let them once enter bad company,
and they never seem the same again.” I also
know of a husband driven almost to distraction
by domestic troubles, warning another against
the association of his wife with a certain lady of
the neighborhood, because she had brought
dire disaster into one home, and he was sure
she would into another. I know, furthermore,
of homes where support has been taken away,
where, in the place of smiling countenances,
there are those of fearful foreboding and an-
guish. Their sun has gone down into night,
all because the husband and father chose evil
associations. Yes, we all know of these things,
and deplore the fact that they are true ; buthow
can they be bettered? We may not be able to
ameliorate these conditions, unless we be soun-
fortunate as to experience them in our own fam-
ilies, for each case requires a cure peculiar to
itself. But what does concern us, is the pre-
vention of such occurrences in our own house-
holds. Is our home to us the most interesting
spot that we are able to find? Are we making
any special effort to attach our children to it
and to its discipline? How much of that which
strictly belongs to home do we pour into the
ears of some one quite outside our home inter-
ests, to receive, it may be, an irritant in return?
How many womanly efforts do we make to be
pleasing and attractive just for our home folks ?
If we are not doing all these things, and even
more, we are falling below the true standard of
a good homekeeper. It is much easier to lead
into the right than to prevent from the wrong.
Let woman’s actions be positive toward the
good, and if she be active and on the alert, her
home will be her highest source of pleasure,
her greatest blessing, while her family, in so far
as she is consistent, will delight in her delight,
and accord in her dislikes.

It is said that the queen of the Sandwich is-
lands, in her recent visit to America, was very
much interested in the methods and institu-
tions of our country, especially any that she
thought could be used among her people. She
delighted in our educational institutions for
girls. She visited Wellesley, and was greeted

647

in her own language, by one of the professors,
who recited a national poem. In her reply to
the greeting, Queen Kapiolani said that when
she left her island home, she never dreamed of
seeing so large an institution devoted entirely
to the education of girls, and that she should
always carry the remembrance with her. Per-
haps, in the no distant future, we shall hear of
a kindred institution to our Wellesley, spring-
ing into existence in the midst of the Pacific
ocean. The schools for girls among the Hawai-
ian people are of an inferior nature. The queen
is very intelligent, and, it is said, is well in-
formed on social and political matters, both in
Europe and America, but she does not speak
our language. She is accompanied by the heir-
apparent to the throne, Princess Lilinokalani,
sister to Princess Likelike, whose sad fate of
January last all will remember. The princess
speaks the English language fluently, is highly
intellectual, and is accomplished in music.

A few years ago it was thought improper for
a woman to be a foreign missionary, unless she
were a missionary’s wife; but now, so great is
the change wrought through practical work in
this direction, that there are twenty-four hun-
dred unmarried women in the mission field, be-
sides probably an equal number of married wo-
men, and public opmmion has changed about
face so much on this question, that the mission
field is now thought to be one of the places
suited especially to women.

Dr. Lucy M. Hall, of Vassar, has been com-
piling lists of the young women absent on ac-
count of illness, and comparing it with a simi-
lar list of young men at Amherst college. The
number of absences among male students large-
ly exceeded those among female students.

Miss Alice Longfellow is one of the officers of
the Society for the Collegiate Instruction of Wo-
men, and is often at the Harvard annex build-
ing, where, they say, she is regarded by the
students with a love almost amounting to rev-
erence.

According to Mrs. Mary A. Livermore, there
are now two hundred and twenty-seven occu-
pations open to women, as against seven at the
beginning of the century.

A very pretty way to make a lamp shade, is
the following, which we clip from an exchange :
Take strips of ribbon, about an inch and a half
wide, and six inches long, each cut to a sharp
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point at the end. A sufficient number of these
strips are joined together to surround the shade
at its largest circumference, and then the top is
drawn in with a draw string, leaving a ruffle
above the gathered part. The lower edge will
be a succession of points, and a ruffle of Orien-
tal lace is set underneath, each point being fin-
ished with a silk ball, or a little gilt bell, if pre-
ferred. A bow of ribbon on one side adds to
the effect. The ribbons used in making this
lamp shade may be silk, satin, or faille, or piece
goods can be employed. The colors may be in
contrast, but a pleasanter light is cast through
a shade of one plain color, such as pale yellow,
Charles X. pink, green, or light blue. Brown
may also be used, but black or white is not de-
sirable, excepting when the shade is used solely
as an ornament.

Also tinted handkerchiefs of India silk, with
a hole cut out in the center to slip over the lamp
chimney, are easily arranged for lamp shades.
A cream, pink, rose-color, blue, or green silk
handkerchief, edged with narrow or medium
width plat Val lace, is very effective, and the
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lace must be sewed in a full frill around the
center opening as well. A square of India silk,
about three-eigths of a yard each way, may be
used instead of a regular handkerchief. Cam-
bric and lace are used in the same way, and
trimmed with ribbon bows and a fringe made
of loops of “ baby ”’ ribbon all around the edge.

A good way to hide a superfluous door is to
fasten a curtain of madras drapery to rods above
and below and secure to the door jam. This,
when harmonizing with the other colors of the
room, gives a cozy effect. I saw a door opening
into a hall, concealed from the hall side very
beautifully in the following manner: A mirror
for hall use was hung upon the door, which
had been previously draped, the curtains part-
ing just enough to receive it. Ahove the mir-
ror were fastened a pair of deer antlers, upon
which a lace draping was gracefully fastened
above the glass. A table covered with a thick
spread below the glass, finished the conceal-
ment of the door, which I am sure every one
considered attractive.

AppIE DrckMAN MIULER.

THE DOMESTIC MARTYR.

HAVE a great aversion for the domestic
1 martyr. She has been the bane of my
life, and had I the power to exterminate
her from the face of the earth, I would do
it without a particle of compunction. If I had
a husband and family, I would never turn the
sweets of existence into gall and wormwood,
just for the credit and glory (Oh, my!) of being
a martyr. Yet this is so exactly what many wo-
men do, that I sometimes become utterly dis-
gusted with my sex, and wish myself a man.
There is a large class of people who are not
rich, nor poor. They have education, refine-
ment, and means enough to make for them-
selves a comfortable and happy home. And
this, it is to be presumed, is what the man
wanted, and expected, when he took unto him-
self a wife. But the wife determines to be a
model housekeeper, and the trouble begins ; for
a woman may be a most excellent housckeeper,
and have no knack at all for homekeeping. And,

let me tell you, this is not a ‘“ distinction with-

out a difference.” Iam acquainted with women
whose habitations are always in exact order,
whose well-cooked meals never fail to be ready
at the proper time, whose bread is always per-
fection, whose pie-crust is invariably tender and
flaky, whose cakes never dream of heavy streaks
or burnt crusts, whose coffee-pots furnish forth
nectar, and their tea-urns ambrosia; women
who exult each Monday morning that the wash-
ing is early upon the line, and that Tuesday
evening finds every garment ironed, aired and
mended ; women whose windows glisten with
cleanliness, whose carpets seem never to fade
or grow dusty, whose parlor curtains hang in
the exact folds decreed by the hands that draped
them ; women, in fact, who excel in every cul-
inary art, and are immaculate housekeepers ; but
the house they live in is not my ideal of a home,
by a long, long way. Good, conscientious wo-
men, these same housewives are, and deserving
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of great credit for their superhuman achieve-
ments. But, oh dear, how I havelonged some-
times, when I have been a ‘ prisoner within
their gates,” to see things left to take care of
themselves, that the tired and care-worn mis-
tress might enjoy ‘¢ life, liberty and happiness ”’
with the rest of mankind. And I have observed
that the hushand of the model housekeeper is
not very fond of home; he seems to feel more
at ease away from the house than in it. Not
that he does not enjoy the prompt meals, the
excellent cooking, the well cared-for garments.
He does. He is proud of his wife, and very
likely brags about her abilities to his friends
and cronies. But, nevertheless, he is a home-
less man, in the true sense of the word. He is
never comfortable in his—I should have said in
her—well-ordered rooms. He feels almost a
culprit, if by chance he should happen to disar-
range any of the tidy arrangements about him,
and is never wholly and completely at ease
among his household gods. It seems to him
that his wife’s mind is altogether taken up by
cares and worries that, to him, seem trivial and
petty, and although he sympathizes with her,
in so far as his masculine mind comprehends
the situation, he can not, for the life of him, see
why she is not entirely comfortable and happy.
He can not see that a poor, overworked mortal,
who is trying to be wife mother, mistress, nurse,
housekeeper, seamstress and servant, all in one,
can not, by any known possibility, be the com-
rade and companion, the happy house-mother,
that she should be. It is utterly impossible
that one mortal woman should properly fill so
many different posts of duty, and it is in conse-
quence of her effort to do so, that we have the
domestic martyr.

Did you ever know a model housekeeper, who
did not consider herself a martyr? And no
wonder. She is always weary, full of aches and
pains and worries, she laments and resents that
no one appreciates the situation, that her trials
are not comprehended, and that no one knows
how much she undergoes every day of the three
hundred and sixty-five in the yearly round.
She declares, often, that she is ‘“ working her-
self to death,” yet abates no jot of her daily
toil. The work must be done, ¢ though the
heavens fall.”” Her children do not sympa-
thize with her to any great extent, because they
are so accustomed to hearing her complaints,
that they pay them little heed. Like their fa-
ther, they are likely to seek their associates and
confidential friends outside the home circle, be-
cause that home lacks the charm that would
bind them to it.
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Mrs. Stowe says—and she never uttered truer
words—that ‘¢ It is a hateful dogma, that love is
to be taken for granted, without daily proof be-
tween those who love.” And again, ¢ How
many live a stingy and niggardly life, in regard
to their richest inward treasures. They live
with those they love dearly, whom a few more
words and deeds expressive of this love, would
make so much happier, richer, and better; and
they can not, will not, turn the key and let it
out. People who really do love, esteem, rever-
ence, almost worship, each other, live a barren,
chilly life side by side, busy, anxious, preoccu-
pied, letting their love go by as a matter of
course, a last year’s growth, with no present
buds and blossoms. Are there not husbands
and wives, Lrothers and sisters, in whom the
material for a beautiful life lies locked away in
unfruitful silence—who give time to everything
but the cultivation and expression of mutual
love?

How much more we might make of our fami-
ly life, of our friendships, of our social inter-
course, of the mental powers with which God
has endowed us, if only we would not sacrifice
ourselves to this Moloch of house work. I af-
firm that there is much useless labor done by
women, who, being in moderate circumstances,
think they can not afford to hire help, or, being
able to afford it, can not obtain that which is
satisfactory. I agree with the modern essayist,
who asks for ““ plain living and high thinking.”
‘Would it not be better to live upon this plane,
to plan our lives so that we may have time to
be companion to husband and children, to es-
tablish that comradeship in the family circle
that makes home the most delightiul spot on
earth? Would it not be better that the house
should be filled with jollity, love, cheerfulness,
and unselfishness, than that there should he
pies for dinner? That plans for mutual im-
provement and enjoyment should occupy more
space in the scheme of life, and plans for super-
fine housekeeping less? 1 believe that a moth-
er should be the joyous companion of her grow-
ing sons, and the sympathizing confident of her
young daughters. $She should be, actually and
truly, a companion and a comrade. Her wider
experience and more mature mind would ren-
der her invaluable to the young souls entrusted
to her care, as counsellor and guide. With such
a mother, the children will imbibe higher ide-
als of the dignity and beauty of life, than
through association with a woman whose mind
and whose energies are go absorbed in house-
keeping duties, that all other matters are kept
in subordination, and regarded as side issues.
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Not that order and cleanliness and nicety and
dainty cookery are not to be valued. Far be it
from me to inculcate such a doctrine as that.
But if a woman must choose between being a
weary, nervous, household drudge, and what is
termed a ¢‘ slack ”” housekeeper, for pity’s sake,
let her be slack.  Why should she impose use-
less burdens upon herself, to the neglect of
higher duties and nobler aims? Why should
she make herself and every one about her mis-
erable, in order to carry out her ideal of good
housekeeping? To come down to personal sup-
plication, can not you, dear sister, scarify your
pride and let ‘“ help ”” really help you? If the
bank account is small, or altogether wanting,
and you feel that you can not afford to keep a
servant, or two, or three, as the case may be,
economize in some other direction, and save
your health, your spirits, your time, your youth
and good looks, for the benefit of your hushand
and children and friends. Iave fewer clothes
in the family, live on plainer food, abolish the
company-consecrated parlor, and you will find,
if you give your mind to it, that you will be
healthier, happier, and better looking. Your
sons will admire you, and strangers will think
vou are your own daughter’s elder sister. It
will prove a trial, no doubt, for a time, to feel
that you are comfortable, and have no aches or
pains to complain of. But persevere, and you
will become resigned, and as you ascend to that
higher plane of home life, which I have at-
tempted to describe, you will take your family
with you, and life will be well worth living, even
though there be no pudding for dinner, and the
best dishes are not upon the table when some
member of your family brings home an unex-
pected guest to dine.

The domestic martyr is an American institu-
tion. Nowhere else, in any civilized country
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that I know of, does the mistress of the house
undertake so much as here. The English house- .
keeper, although but the wife of the butcher,
the baker, or the candle-stick maker, has at
least one servant. And then her bread, her
pies, her roasts come ready for the table, from
the baker’s oven. If she has young children,
it is a matter of course that she have a servant
to look after them and amuse them. DBut Yan-
kee energy and thrift prefers other ways, and in
consequence, there is, in every community, a
number of excellent, intelligent, well-meaning
women who have sunk from bright, pretty, in-
teresting girls, into nervous, irritable, complain-
ing drudges. If they have guests in their
houses, they (the guests) feel themselves a bur-
den, and are usually glad to escape. Social
converse, intellectual conversation, music and
amusements have small consideration where
pickles and preserves, cakes and superfine cook-
ery, fill the mind and busy the hands of the
hostess.

But, as temperance workers say about the
old drunkards, *‘ They can not be saved; they
are confirmed in their evil courses; but let us
save the young—Ilet us prevent the formation of
the dreadful habit, which, once fixed, can not
be cured.” So Isay tothe martyrs. Goonand
kill yourselves. There will be those who will
breathe freer when you are gone. But, young
wives and mothers, take a word of advice.
Make life beautiful and happy, in so far as in
yvou lies. Make home a cheerful place, and
when you find yourselves overburdened, drop
some of the burdens, even though your friends
hold up their hands in horror at your inefficien-
cy. Never, never, whatever else you may be
tempted to do, never transform yourself into a
domestic martyr.

CEeLIA PEARCE.
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These wheels.are designed for all purposes where
limited quantities of water and high heads

‘3“» ““*&@3

are utilized,

and are guar-

I anteed to give

. \more power

with less wa-

ter than any other
# wheel made.

Estimates furnished on

““application, for wheels specially
built and adapted to suit any

particular case. Fine illustrated

catalogue sent free. Address the Manufacturers,

JAMES LEFFEL & 0., Smorieto oo
Tourists to British Columbia

Will find the CLARENCE a first class hotel to stop at. It is a magnificent four-
story brick building, centrally located, and has all modern conveniences.

The Only Hotel in Bratish Columbia Having a Passenger Elevator,

RATES, $2.00, $2.50 AND $3.00 A DAY.

Be5=The table is unsurpassed and is supplied with all the delicacies of the
$eason. F. G. RICHARDS, Jr., Propr., Victoria, B. C.

VANCOUVER, B. C,,

The western terminus of the Canadian Pacific Railroad,

Oftrs Greater Inducements to Investors and Npeetlators

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.

Mount Hood, the Famous Monarch of the Cascades

A Magnificent Engraving of this hoary peak, 12x18 inches, printed in eight colors and em-
hossed, will be sent, securely packed in a roll, postage paid, upon the receipt of fifty cents.

L. SAMUEL, PuBusaEr oF THE WEsT SHORE, Portland, Oregon.




PARKE & LACY
2> Nacne Depot

8 North Front St.,,

PORTLAND, OREGON.

AGENTS FOR

- ~ INGERSOLL'S
Rock Drills and Compressors,

ALSO WESTINGHOUSE AUTOMATIC ENGINES.

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

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

[HE - PORTLAND  REDUCTION ~ WORAS

INCORPORATED AUGUST 17, 1886.

—_—————* O —
President, - - W.S. LADD, Treasurer, - - JAMES STEEL,
Vice President, - - W. A. JONES, Secretary, - . J. M. ARTHUR.

@

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

c®e

Rates for Treatment are moderate, and returns are based upon

NEW YORK VALUES OF LEAD AND SILVER.

—————— e P C—

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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25, 27, 29, 31 Main Street, San Francisco. 91 and 93 Front Street, Portland, Or.

TATUM & BOWEN,

Manufacturers and Importers of

Machinery of Every Description

AND

ALBANY LUBRICATING OILS AND COMPOUNDS.

Our MANUFACTURES.—Mining Machinery, Saw Mill Machinery, Heavy En-
gines, Boilers, ete.

AcENcIEs.—Steel Boilers of any size made of two sheets only.  Single-act-
ing Engines. Davey Safety Engine. Stationary, Boat, Electric Light, Hoisting
and Small Power Engines and Boilers. Steam Pumps. Printing Material and
Presses of every description. Iron Working Machinery. Wood Working Ma-
chinery. Shingle Machinery. Chisel Tooth and Solid Saws. Blowers. Ex-
hausters. Turbine Wheels. Injectors. Governors. Belting and all Supplies.

91 and 93 Front St., Portland, Or.

A. F. HILDRETH, Manager.

THE GREAT TRANSCONTINENTAL ROUTE.

The Northern Pacific Railroad.

The Direct Route. No Delays. Fast Trains.
' To Chicago and All' Points East

LWSE RS, sgemrmpensess LOWESE RS

TO EAST-BOUND PASSENGERS :

Be careful and do not make a mistake, but be sure to take the Northern Pacific
Railroad, and see that your ticket reads via St. Paul or Minneapolis, to
avoid changes and serious delays occasioned by other routes.

Through Emigrant Sleeping Cars are run on Regular Ex
press Trains, Full Length of the Liine. Berths Free.

LOW RATES. QUICK TIME.

(eneral Office of the Company, No. 2 Washmgton St Portland, Or.

A. D. CHARLTON, General Western Passenger Agent.



THE WEST SHORE.

SAMUEL LOWENSTEIN, President. WM. KAPUS, Secretary.
Bion © sl

OREGON FURNITURE MANUFAGTURING GO,

L 3
Manufacturers of Furniture and Dealers in Carpets, Bedding, Upholstery Goods,
Btc. Office and Warerooms, 208-210 First St. Factory, 209-211 Front
St. Shipping Department, 7 and 9 Salmon Street,

PORTILAND, - - - OREGON.
—— @ C——
B& 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. 5. CHADBOURNHE & CO.,

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALERS IN

FURNITURE -
ﬂ
1l | %M

| [|RRLOR)|| JueT DRaPERIE

RERD

| LiBARY | feomnice (3 || ::;Es‘ *“‘=
ﬂl‘r;l:cnn JOURTAIN d MATS Iii; 5
NITURE]
TR — R [
—,—;%Ai: ———
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 Proprietors of Pectoral Balsam (Trade Mark registered), for Coughs, Colds, Throat and
Lung Diseases. Physicians’ Prescriptions and Private Recipes a Specialty.

I L E Instantrelief. Final cure and never BUTTERFIELD BROS

s returns. Noindelicacy. Neither
knife, purge, salve or suppository. Liver, kidney Watchmakers, Jewellers and Engravers to the trade.
and all bowel troubles—especially constipation—cur- Orders from_the GOIlDﬁI'S’ promptly attended to. 162%
ed like magic. Sufferers willlearn of asimpleremedy First street. Portland,

free, by addressing, J. H. REEVES, 78 I\assau St., N. Y. P —
T R i : A. H. JOHNSON,
Superfluous Hair is £
L ADIES o cn!mtdb} e appllcat?gilvg; | Sto(,k Brokexl-l,dvy)ho}es%le llslul:;:h:lar and Packer,
"' PILLA SOLVENE."N ol St Gere T

Particulars, 6 cts. |
“ANTI-CORPULENE PILLS® rapidly re. . TFrosh and Cured Meats, Bacon, Hams and Lard.
duce Superfluous Flesh. Particulars 4 cents, |

W 1Icox specific Co., Philadelphia, °a. | Special attention given to su ships. Stalls 26
| 27 and 28. Central Market, Pnrt:]p Xl (F = e




THE WEST SHORE.

OREGON RAILWAY

AND

' NAVIGATION Co.

‘COLUMBIA RIVER ROUTE:

————

PULLMAN SLEEPING CARS
[ To Council Bluffs
. “ Kansas City,
' « St. Paul,
_ﬁ (43
a y “ Chicago,
' “ Walla Walla,

Minneapolis,
“ Spokane Falls

Ay

OCEAN STEAMERS.

Between San Francisco,
Astoria and
Portland,

RIVER STEAMERS.

On the Columbia, Snake
Willamette.

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

Every
4th
Day.

and

H.S. ROWE,

Superintendent.

A POCKET KNIFE FREE!

A. L. MAXWELL,
Act. Gen. Pass. & Tkt. Agt.

g

et Knife shown in the abo

The beautiful Po stration, has
two blades whic guaranteed to be of the finest quality of
English cast-s TLe handle is of fine, polished white bone,

1 iveted with brass. Itis of handy size for the pocket,
and is suitable for either lady or gentleman. It isa thoronghly
good knife, well made, substantial, and fully guaranteed jor

wality and dwrability, We publish The Cricket on the
%leurth, a large 16-page, 64-column Illustrated Literary and
Family paper, filled with the choicest reading matter for the
family circle, and being desirous of increasing its already la

circulation to 100,000, we now make the following wonder/ully
liberal_offer : Upon receipt of only Thirty Cents, we will
send The Cricket on the Hearth jor Six Months, and
to every subscriber we will also send, ¥Free and post-paid, the
nhandsome Pocket Knife above described. Remember, the
Pocket Knife costs you nothing; it is given free as a premium
with the paper. This is a rare opportunity and a great bargain.
Six subscriptions and Six Pocket Knives will be sent for $1.50.
A3 to our reliability, we refer to any publisher in N. Y. Address,
SO, MOORE & €0, 27T Park Place, New York.

OVERLAND TO CALIFORNIA

Via Oregon & California R. R. and
Connections.

THE MOUNT SHASTA ROUTE.
Close connections made at Ashland with stages of the
California, Oregon and.Idaho stage Co.

ONLY 20 MILES STAGING! Time Between
Portland and San Francisco, 29 hours.

California Express Trains Run Daily Between
PORTLAND AND ASHLAND.

Leave Portland ....4 00 p m | Arrive Ashland ... 830 am
Ashland.....540pm - Portland ..10 40 a m

Local Passenger Train Daily, except Sunday.
Leave Portland ....800 a m | Arrive Eugene.....240p m
Eugene. .....900am Portland ...345p m
Pullman Buffet Sleepers Daily between Portland
and Ashland.
The O. & C. R. R. Ferry makes connection with all regu-
lar trains on the East Side Div. from foot of F 8t.

WEST SIDE DIVISION_ Between Portland and
Corvallis. Mail Train.

Leave Portland.....7 30 a m | Arrive Corvallis..12 25 p m

Corvallis....130 pm Portland .. 615 p m

AL Alba_nyRanI(} Corvallis connect with trains of the

Oregon Pacific R. R.
Express Train.
Leave Portland ....4 50 p m | Arr McMinnville.. 8 00 p m
McMinnville5 45 a m Portland ....... 900am

Local tickets for sale and baggage checked at com-
pany’s up-town office, cor, Pine and Second Sts. Tick-
ets for principal points in California can be procured at
company’s office,

Cor. F and Front Sts,, Portland, Or.

Freight will not be received for shipment after 5 p m
on either the East or West Side Divisions.
R. KOEHLER, E. P. ROGERS.
Manager. G. F. & Pass. Agt.

IMPORTED

WORK BOX FREE.

We desire to add 25,000 New Names
to THE HOME, during the
next Three Months.

To accomplish this object, we make the following un-
paralleled offer. On receipt of only

56 CENTS 56

We will send TaE HOME one year, and to every subscrib-
er we will also send free and postpaid, 4 Lady’s Elegant
Imported Work Box, something that no lady can fail to
be delighted with. Each box will contain 1 Packing
Needle, 1 Bodkin, 1 Steel Crochet Hook, 1 Ivory Crochet,
Hook, 1 Steel Button and Glove Hook, 1 pack Black
Hooks and Eyes, 1 pack White Hooks and Eyes, 1 box
Toilet Pins, 1 box Hair Pins, 1 reel White Cotton, 1 reel
Black Cotton, 50 best Needles, 1 box White Pins, 1 box
Black Pins, 1 box Safety Pins, and 1 Silvered Thimble.

Remember, we send this splendid Lady’s Work Box
free to all who send us 56 cents for one year’s subscrip-
tion to our paper. These work boxes we had made in
Europe specially for us, and only by ordering a very large
quantity have we been enabled to procure them at a price
which permits us to now give them free to subscribers to
our paper. Five subscriptions and five Work Boxes will
be sent for $2.25, so by getting four of your friends to
send with you, you will secure your own paper and Work
Box free. This great offer is made solely to introduce
our paper. Take advantage of it at once and send your
order now. Address People’s Publishing Co., Publish

ers of THE HoME, Boston, Mass.
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Use Rose Pills.

HOS. VARWIG, SANITARY PLUMBER, GAS AND |
Stenm Fitter, No, 78 Washingion strest, between Portland Steam Candy Manufactory,

Third and:Fourth, P ‘
r Bath Tubs, | ALISKY, BAUM & CO., Proprs.

Dealer in Lead zmd Tron Plﬁe Cop
lawst ﬁproved Water Closets, Marble Basins, Rubber

MANUFACTURERS OF

. ~ French and American Candies and Confectionery.
WOODARD.-- |§ !
"@L ARKEsCO. tory. cor. B and Sixth, Pordiand, OF, o

PH/UTOGRAPﬁIC ‘MATERIALS- EGYPTIAN LOTUS

Dry Plate Outfits and Complete Photograpluc CREAM COLORED
Supplies a Specialty. Send for I1I’d Catalogue.

1417;%:;%;&“8: gxmmn O W ATER LILY ‘

o WHOLESALE . 6 to 10 mches in Diameter.

FRUIT= PRODU CE [T i
COMMISSio MERGHANT

SION MERGHAN
122 FRONT ST., PORTLAND, OR.

Send where grown, to

F. Z. ALEXENDER, - - DeSoto, Wis.

w BEcK &80N, (, [l EISNIIRFFER

REMOVED TO 146 FIRST STREET.

Wholesale and Retail Dealers in

CHILDREN’S CARRIAGES,

Boys’ Wagons, Doll Carriages and Bird Cages.

Western Agents for A. G. SPALDING & BROTHERS’
Base Ball Goods:—Uniforms, Balls and Bats, Athletic
Goods, Boxing Gloves, Indian Clubs, Dumb Bells, Bicy-
cles, Tricycles and Bicycle Lamps, Bells, Saddles, etc.

165-1G7 Second St., PORTLAND, OR.
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ALLEN C. MASON'S

ADVERTISEMENT.

——— - - ®

The Attention of Parties desiring to make Profitable Invest-
ments in Real Estate is respectfully called

to the following facts:

That the City of Tacoma, located on Coinmencement Bay, at the head of navigation on Puget Sound, is the ac-
tual Western Terminus of the Great Transcontinental Northern Pacific Railroad, now completed and in operation
from St. Paul and Duluth to Tacoma.

That at the City of Tacoma is now being centered the Western Terminal business of the Northern Pacific Rail-
road.

That the Northern Pacific Railroad Company owns nearly two miles of the water frontage of this city, and over
a half interest in millions of dollars worth of real estate in and near the City of Tacoma.

That the Northern Pacific Railroad Company declines to sell the bulk of this property, which action is an evi-
dence that this property will materially increase in value in the not far distant future.

That the large amount of valuable city property and water frontage which it absolutely withholds from sale or
lease for its own use, is a further evidence that in this city it expects to have developed over its own extensive lines
of road sufficient business to need all of the real estate thus reserved for its own purposes.

That in no other city or town on Puget Sound has the Northern Pacific Railroad Company any landed interest.

That it has already constructed and furnished here at a cost of a guarter of a million dollars, a hotel which
would be the pride of a city of one hundred thousand population—a further evidence that this is in anticipation of
the size to which Tacoma will grow.

That it has already contracted for fifteen hundred thousand brick to be used in the construction of a building
for the use of its chief officers on the Western Division of its extensive road.

That Tacoma is now the headquarters for the following officers of that road : Second Vice President, General
Manager, General Land Agent, Superintendent of Telegraph, and Superintendent of the Pacific and Cascade Div-
isions,

BF=That if there ever has been a doubt in the last three years concerning the real and actual Terminus of the
Northern Pacific Railroad, that doubt is set at rest.

That Tacoma is the only American port on Puget Sound at which consignments of goods from the Orient have
been received for shipment direct to the great marts of the East, and this from the fact that shipments from China
and Japan via Tacoma can be made to New York in six days less time than by San Francisco.

That there is no obstruction to navigation from Tacoma by way of Puget Sound to the Pacific Ocean as there
is from Portland by way of the treacherous Columbia river to the same great highway.

That vessels can load wheat more cheaply at Tacoma than at Portland, and that this saving will go into the
pockets of the producers and thus stay in the country.

That the city of Tacoma is filled with enterprising citizens who extend a hearty welcome to others of a like
kind, who come here with a determination to assist in the development of the country.

That the prospects for the continued growth of Tacoma are brighter than those of any other city on Puget
Sound,

That Tacoma offers better opportunities for profitable investments of any city on Puget Sound. For particu-
lars concerning these investments, or for a *‘ Compendium of Information ” concerning Tacoma, address

ALLEN C. MASON,

Real Estate and Loan Broker, Tacoma, W. T.
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THOS. P. SIMPSON, Washing-
PATENT ton, D.C. No pay asked for pat-
ents until obtained. Write for

Inventor’s guide. vii-iii

ILLER 2 WEST
1/ COMMISSION MERCHANT

R 111 FRONT ST R
= SR N (VA DA RTS

~ < 3 of the body enlarged and strengthened. Full particulars
Consignmapts SOl taind Returns  (led) free. ERIE MED. CO., Buffalo, N. Y.

Flour, Feed, ]I)Iay, Grain, Potatoes, Butter, Eggs, Cheese,

[\

ry and Fresh Fruits handled. ) RTIAND A
CRESCENT CREAMERY BUTTER. J / WZ% W/
J. C. MILLER. WILL H. WEST. y 7/ 4 (UL LL Al

= PORTIAND o —=oREGON

GASKET UF JEWELHY FREE ' In successful operation since 1866, patronized from
L all sections of the Northwest, endorsed by

This_ elegant business men and leading educators.
% Ladies’ Jewel Cas- - <
r 5 ket, which is im- THE MOST PERFECTLY EQUIPPED SCHOOL
Rﬁ:-rcsixt\]u"llsli‘l(m;rj: of its class on the Coast, it offers _private or class
tion, is made of instruction, day and evening throughout the year, in
fine, polished hard Arithmetic, Writing, Correspondence, Book-keeping.
wood, beautifully Banking, Shorthand, Type-writing, Business and Legal
m.l,'i',‘fé’ v:',':'?‘ ’5";{: Forms and all Common School Branches. Students
bluo and gold. of all ages and both sexes admitted at any time.
its  construction Catalogue fiee, Armstrong and Wesco, Proprietors.

the following hand-

Joined in mosaic work: Cherry,

Black Walnut, Butternut, Poplar and Basswood, and the casket,
in its finished sta fthe most attractive and useful
ase or bureau that we have ever

e

ive reading matter for ladies, being devoted to

stories, sketches, poems, fancy work, home decoration, fashions,
hygiene, housekeeping, etigu , reading for the young, etc., we
now make the following exiraordinary offer:_ Upon receipt of
only Thirty-five Cents, w U send The Ladies® World
Jor 8ix Months, and to every subscriler we will also send,

¢ with the following Jewel
Casket will contain: a handsome imported Pearl Shell Ne 5
consisting of a large mumber of beautiful shells neatly joined
together; a pair of Imitation Jct Bracelets, good and durable;
a pair of Nickel-plated Sleeve Buttons, neat and handsome, and

e Gaskttctogernewrenarc i otend aieractive: Xemember, — TThe Corbett Fire-proof Livery, Hack and Feed Stables,

e pe

is given free with & 6-months’ subscription to our paper. Five
eubscriptions and five caskets of jewelry will be sent for $1.50.
You cannot afford to miss this great chance! Take advantage of
it at once! We guarantee double value of money sent. As to
our reliability, we refer to any publisher in N. Y. Address,
8. H. MOORE & CO., 27 Park Place, New York.

‘CHARLES HOTEL,

EUROPEAN PLAN.

| Corner Third and Madison Sts., Portland, Or.
| MAGOON BROS., Props. Telephone No. 331.

NEWLY HM Tl ‘ W‘ FlRSTl CLASS
FURNISHED i) M .
THROUGHOUT ? mﬂnmﬂ imi

EVERY RESPECT

Kk *_ %
* % *

Fire Proof Brick Building in Center of City. 200 Rooms.
C. W. KNOWLES, Proprietor, PORTLAND, OREGON.



PHYSICIANS,

INISTERS, VOCALISTS, PUBLIC SPEAKERS,
) and the Professions generally, recommend SANTA
| ABIE as the best of all medicines for-all diseases of the
| THROAT, CHEST AND LUNGS.
‘ BEWARE OF IMITATIONS.
See that the trade mark SANTA ABIE is on every bot-
tle. Satisfaction guaranteed, or money refunded by all

] 'm‘l’mmm 1

$5,000.00 - REWARD - $5,000.00

1 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 ABIE-
| TINE and MOUNTAIN BALM COUGH CURE. Not a
| secret compound. A complete mixture without the ad-
dition of any powders. Pleasant to the taste.

ALIFOR NTA

CUR
CAT--R---CURLE,

THE ONLY GUARANTEED CURE.

FOR 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 breath, resulting from Catarrh. 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. 8ix months’ treatment.
for $1; sent by mail for $1.10. For sale by all Druggists.

JUMBO! JUMBO!

The original Abietine Qintment is only put up in large
two-ounce tin boxes, and is an absolute cure for old sores,
burns, wounds, chapﬁ)ed 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.
per box—by mail, 30 cts. Snell Heitshu & Woodard
Agents, Portland, Oregon.

Oregon Pacific R.R.

225 miles shorter! 20 hours less time.

Accommodations Unsurpassed for Comfort and
Safety. Fares and freights via Yaquina and
the Oregon Development Co’s steam-
ships, Much Less than by any
other route between all
points in the
Willamette Valley and San Francisco.

DAILY PASSENGER TRAINS,

X [Except Bluldays
Leave Yaquina.... 7.00 a.m. lbany.... 1.830 p.m.
Arnive Corvallis..10.88 Arnve Corvallis.. 202
Arrive Albany....11.10 * | Arrive Yaquina... 54¢ *

|

Oregou & Cah.forma trains connect at Albany and Cor- |

vallis,

Fares—Between Corvallis and Albany and San Fran- |

cisco, Rail and cabin, $14.00; Rail and Steerage, $9.00.
C. C. H()GUE
WM. M. HOAG, Act. G.F. & P. A

Gen. Manager. (“orvalhs, Or.

Oregon Development Co.

First Class Steamship Line between Yapuina and
San Francisco, connecting at Yaquina with
trains of Oregon Pacific Railroad.

SAILING DATES:

FROM YAQUINA. ‘ FroM 8AN FrANOISCO.
Wlll‘te Valley..Thu. Jun. lh Will’te Valley..Thu. Jun. 9
East'n Oregon.Fri. 24 East’'n Oregon.Fri 17
Will'te Valley..Tues. 28 Will'te Valley.. Tues 21
East'n Oregon.Wed. July b East’'n ()re on.Wed. 29
Will’te Valley. ‘Wil ey..

East'n ()rpgon. | East’n Ore on.

Will’te Valley.. 'Will’te Valley..

Kast’n Oregon. East’n Oregon.

The company reserves the right to change steamers or
sailing dates.
8. B. TOBY, Gen. F. & P. Agt.,
304 Mont,gomery St San Franclsco, Cal.

HIGGINS 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.
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