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INDUSTRIES OF PORTLAND.

EVER in the history of Port-
land have its industries been
in such a prosperous condi-
tion, or the volume of its
manufactures so large, as at
the present time. Inround
numbers, $16,800,000 repre-
sent the annual value of

manufactured work in this city

with the industries as at present
organized; and these figures do
not include the labor of a large
number of skilled workmen, both
male and female, such as painters, plas-
terers, plumbers, house carpenters, stone
and brick masons, paper hangers, carpet
layers, millinery hands, locomotive and
steamboat engineers, and those engaged in numerous
other occupations by which a livelihood is gained by

physical toil, whose labor can not be classed with le-

gitimate manufacturing, but which amounts, in the
aggregate, to upwards of $2,000,000.00 a year for
wages only. In all this it is gratifying to know that,
as manufacturing increases, there is more work for
people employed in other lines of industry.

In some respects the past year has been an event-
ful one, since it has witnessed the founding of several
industries, which are destined to develop until they
attain great proportions.
of these are the reduction of base ores and bullion,

Among the most important

the establishment of the large plant at Oswego for |

the manufacture of pig iron and iron pipe, the dry
dock, the works for the manufacture of Portland ce-
ment, and a mill for the manufacture of linseed oil.

It can readily be seen that from the natural increase |

in these industries themselves, and from the estab- |

lishment of other branches intimately connected with
them, and to which they will necessarily lead, the

volume of manufacturing in the city will increase |

rapidly during the next few years.

All of these are ‘

specially mentioned in the alphabetical summary of
leading industries given in this article. It is only in-
tended to call attention to the advantages of this city
as a general manufacturing point.

Portland occupies the dual position of a seaport
and the seat of large foreign commerce, and an inte-
rior commercial city and railroad center. Situated
at the head of deep water navigation on the Colum-
bia and Willamette rivers, it is the nearest seaport to
the great valleys of those two important streams.
This is what has brought it to its present position as
the metropolis and center of wealth, population and
trade of a region of varied resources and vast area.
This position it acquired when the rivers were the
great highways of traval and commerce, and in it has
been more firmly fixed by the construction of rail-
roads, which not only make this city the western ter-
minus of all the great transcontinental lines which
penetrate this region at all, but give it communication
with every portion of the vast empire of which it is
the commercial head. Some of these roads go to
other points, one here and another there, but they all
come to Portland, where they find at once their great-
est present traffic and hope for future growth. It is
natural, then, that at this point should gradually be
established a large majority of those great manufac-
turing industries which the northwest will undoubt-
edly soon possess, since the great essentials of an ocean
port, railroad facilities, and nearness to the largest
areas of population, are found here more fully than
at any other point, while all other advantages and fa-
cilities are possessed in as great a degree as by any
other place which might be selected. The almost un-
limited quantities of coal, wood, timber, limestone,
gold, silver, copper, lead and iron ores, wheat, wool,
hops, flax, pork, beef, mutton, hides, and the multi-
tude of other raw materials found or produced in the
northwest, can be concentrated at Portland cheaper
than at any other point, can be made up into the nu-
merous articles of commerce as cheaply as elsewhere,

WASHINGTON STATE LIB
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and when so made are provided with facilities for
shipment by land and sea which do not exist at any
other place. Even San Francisco, possessing equal
transportation facilities, is at a disadvantage in pro-
curing ruw materials and fuel. Nor has that great
metropolis of California another advantage this city
possesses, one which no practical manufacturer will
ignore. Neither that city nor any other on the Pa-
cific coast possesses the great volume of available
water power which is an adjunct of Portland. At
Oregon City, a town 8o near as to be almost a suburb
of the city, are the beautiful and celebrated Willam-
ette falls, having a height of forty-one feet and carry-
ing a volume of water which may be developed into
power one hundred per cent. greater than those which
have made such a great manufacturing city of Min-
neapolis. With such facilities as these, with a capi-
tal of $10,457,000.00 already invested in mannfactur-
ing, with a banking capital of $7,307,348.00, with $54,-
000,000.00 invested in commercial pursuits, with a to-
tal of $15,703,905.00 of exported products annually,
and with a population of sixty thousand, equal to the
combined population of the five next largest cities in
the northwest, Portland offers not only the best, but,
as well, the only complete facilities for large manu-
facturing enterprises in this entire Columbia river
basin.

It might be well to call attention briefly to a few
lines of industry which will find here excellent op-
portunities. It has been estimated that if all the
wagons, carriages and agricultural implements sold
in the northwest, the great bulk of which are hand-
led by our business houses, were made here, it would
give employment to ten thousand people. For this
work we have all the materials and facilities pos-
sessed by any of the great centers of those industries
in the east, as well as some they do not enjoy. Not
one of them possesses the combination of materials,
manufacturing facilities and shipping conveniences
found in conjunction here. It can nct be doubted
that large factories of this kind will sometime find a
location here. Nothing but a company with ample
capital can accomplish anything in this line in com-
petition with the old firms of the east, whose pro-
ducts are handled by the leading business houses of
the city. This is a fact too self evident to be ques-
tioned. Another industry for which we possess pe-
culiar advantages is mills for the production of steel
rails, iron and steel plates, bar iron and steel and
nails. The best quality of iron exists almost at the
city’s limits, not in one, but in several localities, and
in unlimited quantities. Already a large capital is
invested in the production of pig iron. Rolling mills
would find a market in the northwest for all the steel
rails they could turn out for many years to come, as
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railroad building is progressing at a rapid rate, and
thousands of miles of necessary road remain yet to
be constructed. Iron and steel plates and bars are
in ever-increasing demand, and their production here
would encourage a development of ship building as
well as numerous other industries. Nails are requir-
ed by the thousands of tons in the great work of
building up the cities and towns of Oregon, Wash.
ington, Idaho and Montana. The manufacture of the
cheaper grades of glass, especially bottles, could be
made a large and profitable industry. A fine quality
of flint sand has not as yet been discovered here, but
sand suitable for cheaper glass can be had in abun-
dance. We have bottling interests of sufficient mag-
nitude to support a good bottle factory. Smelting
and lead refining in conjunction with the reduction
of ores, ship building and numerous other industries
which might be profitably engaged in here, or being
now established might be materially enlarged, are
mentioned under the proper headings in the follow-
ing alphabetical summary of the city’s industries:

BAGS, TENTS, AWNINGS, SAILS, ETC.

There are three firms engaged in the manufacture
of tents, awnings, sails, etc., one of which is also a
large producer of bags for flour, grain and other pro-
ducts, and of canvas hose. This institution is doing
an immense business and employs a large force. The
bag industry is especially a large and important one,
as it comes in strong competition with the factory in
California and the Calcutta article, of which millions
are imported for the grain crop of the Pacific coast.
This is an industry that ought to be protected by
tariff, as it would grow to large proportions and give
work to many hands. Protection would not raise the
price of sacks more than temporarily, since a combi-
nation of importers now keeps the price far above a
legitimate one, and it would necessarily come down
again under the influence of competition as soon as
our home manufactories were established. To =aid
this industry, both jute and flax ought to be produced
here, and they would be if there was tariff protection
enough to enable our home manufacturers to supply
the market. There is a capital of $130,000.00 invest-
ed in the business, and the annual product of the
three firms reaches $531,000.00.

BOOTS AND SHOES.

But one firm, employing fifteen hands, is engaged
in the manufacture of boots and shoes for the trade,
while three are making uppers, one of them employ-
ing six hands. Three Chinese firms are engaged in
this business, whose product is omitted from the sta-
tistics here given. Smaller shops doing custom work
add much to the total value of the produect, producing
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fully two-thirds of the total output, which reaches a
total of $189,000.00 for the current year. The heav-
ier grades of leather are now produced here, but goat,
calf and kid skins must be imported. The tanning of
finer leathers in Portland would be of great advan-
tage to the local manufacturers of boots and shoes.
The great bulk of goods sold at wholesale in this city
are manufactured in San Francisco. It is only a
question of time when Portland will supply the north-
west market with boots and shoes of her own produc-
tion.
BREWERIES.

Portland has three large breweries, supplying
nearly all the local trade and a large portion of the
northwest. The business has grown to such propor-
tions in the last few years, that it now takes a capital
of $700,000.00 to handle it, and the product this year
reaches the large sum of $430,000.00. The largest es-
tablishment is that of the City Brewery, owned and
managed by Henry Weinhard. On another page is
given an engraving of the extensive buildings, locat-
ed on the corner of Eleventh and C streets. Mr.
Weinbard’s business has increased wonderfully under
his able management and in consequence of the ex-
cellence of his product. Not many years ago San
Francisco had almost a monopoly of this market, but
the fact is now universally recognized that the home
product is superior to anything produced in Califor-
nis, and the consequence is an increasing demand,
which Mr. Weinhard finds it difficult to supply. He
has made improvements in his plant during the past
two years to the amount of $200,000.00, including a
large refrigerator and a powerful Corliss engine.
There are now three refrigerators, driven by three
engines of a total of one hundred and sixty horse
power, and a working capacity equivalent to sixty
tons of ice per day. This is one of the most impor-
tant of Portland’s industries, and is a home enterprise
in every sense of the word. It uses Oregon barley
and hops, both of which are of such superior quality
that they are in great demand by eastern brewers.
His kegs are made from Oregon wood, his fuel is a
home product of considerable consequence, costing
$11,000.00 a year, and his pay roll of $24,000.00 goes
to people living within our midst. Mr. Weinhard is
one of the vice presidents of the United Brewers’ As-
sociation of America, a fitting recognition of his im-
portance in the trade as the proprietor of the largest
and most complete brewery on the North Pacific coast.

BRICK.

Three brick yards are at present engaged in the
manufacture of that important building material, pro-
ducing about fourteen millions annually, valued at
$120,000.00. The entire product is handled by the

brick exchange. Some pressed brick are made, but
the chief product is the common red brick, which is
of good quality. The city consumes nearly all the
product, though small lots are sent to outside points.
The product has doubled in the last two years, and
the building prospects of Portland are such as to war-
rant the prediction of a still greater demand. A new
yard has just been opened.

BROOMS, WOODEN WARE AND BRUSHES.

Two factories are engaged in the production of
brooms on a large scale, and one in a more modest
way. One factory is making wooden and willow
ware. One is engaged in the manufacture of brushes
of all kinds, while another makes brushes an adjunct
of its other business. The capital of $39,500.00 in-
vested produces $82,000.00 worth of goods annually.
Manufacturers complain of a scarcity of broom corn,
and say that farmers would find it & paying crop. It
would seem that this industry must grow to much
larger proportions, and that broom factories in this
city would furnish a market for a great quantity of
broom corn. The growing of this cereal will un-
doubtedly do much to render diversified farming
profitable.

CAR SHOPS.

At Albina extensive car shops were completed last
year by the Northern Pacific Terminal Company, a
corporation whose stock is owned by the Northern
Pacific, Southern Pacific and Oregon Railway & Nav-
igation Company. The works, as they now stand,
cost $525,000.00, and consist of blacksmith, machine
and paint shops, foundry, pattern store house, engine
house, dust tower and sundry other necessary build-
ings. There are now ninety men at work, but the
plant is sufficient for the employment of a thousand
hands, and when the shops are running upon the plan
designed, about that number will be given steady
work. It is the intention to make this a repair and
general construction shop for the roads owning the
company’s stock. Each one of these roads has car
shops of its own, that of the Oregon lines of the
Southern Pacific being in East Portland, and the
other two at towns on their respective lines. Never-
theless, the terminal company, which will also build
the grand union depot soon to be erected here for the
accommodation of these roads, will do the most im-
portant work. The shops in Kast Portland employ
eighty-three men, the total value of work done in both
shops, as now running, being $300,000.00.

CARPENTERING.
No effort is made to compute the labor of carpen-

ters employed in the construction of buildings, and
the statistics here given refer only to shop work and
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the manufacture of the thousand and one things made
in a carpenter and cabinet shop. There are seven
shops employing from five to fifteen hands each, while
numerous shops of one or two hands assist in making
a total of one hundred and seven hands, and a product
of $146,000.00. Carpenters receive from $2.50 to $3.50
per day.
CARRIAGES, WAGONS AND BLACKSMITHING.

The manufacture of carriages and wagons is car-
ried on by no less than fifteen firms, employing from
two to twenty hands each, while twice as many are
doing general blacksmithing. Workmen receive from
$2.00 to $4.00 per day, according to the class of work
done. Nearly all work is done for special orders, and
but few vehicles are made for stock, and for reasons
previously explained. Carriage and wagon work
amounts to $254,000.00 a year, with an investment in
plant of $66,500.00; and blacksmithing reaches $125,-
000.00, with an investment of $21,600.00. In all, one
hundred and ninety-one men are employed.

CEMENT AND ARTIFICIAL STONE.

A factory has recently begun the manufacture of
Portland cement in Oregon City. The article is made
from rock brought from Southern Oregon. In this
quite extensive industry $100,000.00 have been invest-
ed, and the gross product for the year is estimated at
$90,000.00. Closely allied to this is the manufacture
of artificial stone for sidewalks and building purpos-
es. Work of this kind has been done here for a se-
ries of years, and the durability of the material has
won for it such favorable consideration that the de-
mand for it is becoming greater every year. About
$35,000.00 is the estimate placed upon the value of
the product, in the absence of exact data.

CIGAR FACTORIES.

No large cigar factories have yet been opened in
Portland, though the wholesale trade of this city is
very large. A great many small factories, employing
from one to five hands, are located in various portions
of the city, making a total output of $80,000.00 worth
of cigars, chiefly of the eheaper brands. There is
just about to be started a factory employing twenty-
five hands, for the manufacture of cigars by machin-
ery of recent invention. This will, of course, require
but little skilled labor. As all the materials have to
be imported from other localities, there is little ex-
pectation on the part of dealers that large factories
will soon be established here; yet, so far as that is
concerned, the factories at San Francisco have to im-
port nearly everything. The experiment of raising
tobacco in the Yakima country is being tried. Last
year a few acres were planted and the product was de-
clared by experts to be excellent. If a first-class

quality of tobacco is grown in this region, we may
safely predict its manufacture in this city into cigars
and other forms of commercial tobacco.

CLOTBHING.

Under this general title are grouped the several
branches of cloak and dress making, gentlemen’s
clothing manufactured by custom tailors, furs, and
general manufactured clothing and underwear. In
the manufacture of cloaks and dresses there are es-
tablishments employing all the way from one to sixty
girls, the total number of hands being three hundred
and nine. The girls receive from $2.00 to $12.00 per
week, averaging about $6.00. Only two houses carry
a line of goods, the others simply making up mate-
rial purchased elsewhere. Consequently, the capital
invested, $54,000.00, is small when compared with the
value of the completed articles, which amounts to
$444,000.00. The term “ gentlemen’s clothing” em-
braces the work of custom tailors, three of whom em-
ploy eighteen hands each, and one twenty-five hands;
also the product of a small shirt factory and an estab-
lishment manufacturing about $20,000.00 worth of oil
clothing annually. There are several Chinese firms
quite extensively engaged in tailoring and the manu-
facture of shirts, etc., seventy-five hands being em-
ployed, but neither the hands nor their product, which
is considerable, is included in the statistics given in
this article. Tailors work chiefly by the piece, and
make from $15.00 to $30.00 per week, and some more,
on the best kinds of work. Quite a number of girls
are employed, earning $8.00 to $10.00 per week.
The capital invested is $70,700.00 and the output
$363,000.00. Two firms are largely engaged in the
tanning of skins and the manufacture of fur clothing
and articles of all kinds, their combined product be-
ing $55,000.00. Nearly all the furs used are from the
Pacific coast, including seal skins, which, however,
are dressed and dyed in London. Not including the
product of the Brownsville and Oregon City woolen
mills, which are considered under another head, the
combined product of clothing reaches the sum of
$862,000.00.

COFFEES AND SPICES.

In the business of preparing coffee and spices for
the general market, three firms have invested $47,-
000.00 and turn out an annual product of $108,000.00.
Two-thirds of this are handled by wholesale and re-
tail dealers in the city, and the remainder is shipped
to country dealers direct. This does not represent,
by any means, the quantity of these goods used in
the northwest, but as all the materials for making
them are imported, our manufacturers have no advan-
tages over those in other cities. The goods are made
and sold on extremely close margins.
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CONFECTIONERY.

Three firms are engaged in the manufacture of
candies for the trade, employing from ten to thirty-
five hands each. Six others manufacture for retail
chiefly, but partially for the trade. The output has
nearly doubled in the past two years, being $339,500.00
for the current year. The capital invested is $85,-
500.00. The business gives employment to seventy-
five hands, a great many of whom are girls and boys.
The Pioneer Candy Factory, Bernheim & Manner
proprietors, was established in 1852, and is doing a
large business throughout the entire northwest, both
in candies and foreign and domestic nuts.

COOPERAGE.

Six firms are engaged in a general coopering bus-
iness in the city, and one barrel factory is located at
St. Johns, a few miles down the river. No such de-
mand for barrele exists here as the quantity of flour
manufactured would suggest, as flour is handled in
sacks. However, lime manufacturing calls for a great
many barrels, and the breweries use a large number
of kegs. This demand, with the usual miscellaneous
call for barrels, tubs, casks and liquid receptacles of
all kinds, keeps the shops busy, the work turned out
amounting to $59,000.00 per year.

CORDAGE.

The destruction by fire, in 1886, of the Molson
cordage works suspended this industry for two years.
The product of the burned works the last year of their
existence was $80,000.00. Last year the Portland
Cordage Company was organized, and invested $100,-
000 00 in & plant, with which it is now turning out
goods to the value of $125,000.00 a year.

CRACKERS AND BREADSTUFFS.

There are two large factories supplying the gen-
eral market with crackers and general baker’s goods
for the trade, while twenty other bakeries, employing
from one to nineteen men each, are engaged in the
production of all baker’s goods except crackers. In
this business $131,000.00 are invested, and an annual
product of $471,000.00 is turned out. Fully two-thirds
of the product of the wholesale factories is marketed
outside the city, and they hold the northwestern mar-
ket well in hand, so far as San Francisco is concerned.
Portland has an enviable reputation for its soda
crackers. In former years the California Cracker
Company was master of the field, but the production
here of a superior article has, to a large extent, shut
it out. Two years ago, the Portland Cracker Compa-
ny, an engraving of whose factory, corner of Second
and D streets, is given on another page, was incorpo-
rated, and it has been placing goods on the market
that have done much to raise the reputation of the

city in this line and secure the trade of the northwest.
Not only soda crackers, but all kinds of crackers,
cookies, snaps and knicknacks are produced. It is
the policy of this house not only to produce a supe-
rior article, but to pack it in a convenient and attrac-
tive form, and the wisdom of this policy has shown
itself in the wonderful increase in the amount of bus-
iness secured. The plant is now worked to its full
capacity, and the factory will soon be compelled to
enlarge its facilities to supply the increasing demand
for its products. Wherever one may go in the north-
west, the name of the Portland Cracker Company may
be seen, and its brand on a box is a guarantee that
the contents are equal to the best made anywhere in
the world.
FLOUR.

Of the great quantity of flour handled in this city,
more than one-half is the product of mills in the
Willamette valley and in Oregon and Wsshington
east of the mountains. Only one large mill, that at
Albina, is located here, and this is turning out one
thousand barrels a day, being by far the largest pro-
ducer in the northwest. A large mill at Oregon City
is owned and operated by Portland parties, and two
small mills in the city aid in making a grand total of
$2,040,000.00 as the value of mill products here.
There was received from outside points flour to the
amount of $1,300,000.00. From this port were shipped,
foreign and domestic, ¥1,743,717 00 worth of flour,
leaving the remainder for the local market. The for-
eign trade has been almost exclusively with Great
Britain, but during the past year large consignments
have been sent to China, and this is looked upon as a
market of great promise.

FOUNDRIES AND MACHINE SHODS.

Of foundries and machine shops, engaged in the
manufacture of boilers, machinery and all classes of
cast and wrought iron, steel, copper and brass work,
there are seven working on a large scale, and a dozen
smaller ones. These firms represent a capital of
$468,000.00, and produce an annual output of $834,-
000.00. Much mining machinery is manufactured in
this city, as well as much iron used in the construc-
tion of large buildings. The future of this industry
is brightened by the resumption of work at the Os-
wego iron works. The production here of bar and
plate iron and steel would be of great advantage, and
it is to be hoped that ere long this will be accom-
plished.

FRUIT AND VEGETABLE PRESERVING.

The business of canning and drying fruit and veg-
etables is one that is largely on the increase. In no
country in the world do vegetables yield more prolif-
ically, grow to larger size or possess finer flavor than
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those of the district immediately surrounding this
city, while the fame of Oregon plums, prunee, cher-
ries and apples is becoming world wide. The busi-
ness of preparing these for market is comparatively a
new one. In the city, but more particularly through-
out the Willamette valley, a great deal of fruit is be-
ing dried and packed for the general market. Ore-
gon prunes are becoming noted as the largest and fin-
est in the world, and this branch of the business is
rapidly increasing. Two canneries are located in
Portland and are doing a large and yearly increasing
business. Two hundred and fifty hands are employ-
ed during the season. A few years will make a great
increase in this industry, which is destined to be a
leading one.

FURNITTURE.

One of the best developed of local industries is
the manufacture of furniture, including spring beds,
wire mattresses, curled hair, excelsior and fringe. In
this business nearly $400,000.00 are invested and up-
wards of half a million dollars’ worth of goods are
turned out annually, two-thirds of which find a mar-
ket outside of the city. The excelsior branch of the
business is comparatively new and is increasing, two
establishments now being engaged in its produection.
Curled hair is not produced in quantity, and this is a
feature that should be better attended to. Some of
the needs of the business are wire, feathers, twine,
tow and bar iron. The hard woods of Oregon, maple,
ash and oak, furnish splendid material, and so well
have our enterprising manufacturers handled the
business that the importations of eastern goods of
those materials are very small. Even black walnut
is imported in the rough and made up into furniture
that compares favorably in quality and price with
eastern goods. Cedar, spruce and fir are used in
great quantities, and the fir is much superior to east-
ern pine in strength and durability. Another large
factory is in course of erection at present, and this,
with the recent enlargement of the facilities of other
factories, is an indication of the healthy condition
and growth of the industry. Special attention is de-
manded by the enterprise of the Shindler Furniture
Co., whose extensive plant at Willsburg, opposite
Portland, forms one of the illustrations of this num-
ber. In this factory the industry has reached its per-
fection in Oregon. In every department and every
detail, care is taken to use only the best materials in
the most skillful way, and produce the best possible
results. The lumber is first thoroughly seasoned in
the large, two-compartment dry kiln, and then passes
through the planers, cut-off and rip saws, edgers,
mortise and tennon machines, tongue and grove ma-
chines, sand-papering machine, dovetailing machine,
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scroll saw, band saw, shaping machine, the latter
carving straight designs of a multitude of patterns,
and the carving machine for more intricate patterns.
These various machines are of the newest designos,
and turn out a great quantity of work. After the
various pieces have been prepared, they go into the
hands of the cabinet makers and are put together,
stained, grained, varnished, polished and prepared
for market. One can not follow a stick of timber
through all of its wanderings in the factory without
being impressed with the skill and ability of the
managers of this great industry. The company is
erecting another large building to accommodate the
growing needs of the business. The salesrooms in
Portland are large and tastefully arranged, and con-
tain an immense stock of furniture of every conceiv-
able style and design. This industry has grown up
gradually from the first beginnings made by Mr. G.
Shindler years ago, until now it has assumed large
proportions, and its trade extends throughout the en-
tire northwest.
GAS.

Gas companies supply Portland and East Port-
land with that illuminant, giving a good quality of
light and very satisfactory service. At present the
streets are lighted by electricity, arc lights on business
streets and incandescent burners throughout the resi-
dence portion. There is invested in the manufacture
of gas the sum of $1,006,500.00, and the product is
estimated, in the absence of positive figures, at $400,-

000.00.
ICE.

Portland is supplied with ice by two artificial ice
factories, and one company dealing in natural ice
brought here from the mountains of Idaho. It is
thirteen years since the manufacture of ice was first
begun here in a small way, and the industry has de-
veloped with the growth of the city. The shipment
of fresh fish east has added much to the demand for
this article. At present $55,000.00 are invested in
the business, and the yearly product amounts in value
to £65,000.00.

IRON AND STEEL WORKS.

The largest iron manufacturing establishment in
the west is the plant of the Oregon Iron & Steel Com-
pany, at Oswego, Oregon, on the west bank of the
Willamette, a few miles above the city of Portland.
Engravings of this great industry and its picturesque
surroundings are given in the large supplement ac-
companying this number of THE WEST SHORE. This
plant includes the only pipe foundry west of St. Louis,
and, with one exception, the only blast furnace west
of the Rocky mountains. It comprises valuable min-
ing property, blast furnace and pipe foundry end all
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the necessary adjuncts for mining and manufacturing
iron on an extensive scale.

The first step for the establishment of an iron
manufacturing plant here was taken in 1865, when
the Oregon Iron Company was organized, with a cap-
ital stock of $200,000.00. The articles of incorpora-
tion bore date February 23, 1865. Operations were
immediately commenced, and the first pig iron was
made August 24, 1867. This was the first iron ever
made west of the Rocky mountains. During the
time- this company operated the plant, about ten
years, it turned out seven thousand four hundred and
gixty tons of pig iron. In 1878 the Oswego Iron
Company bought the Oregon Iron Company’s prop-
erty, and had made eighteen thousand five hundred
tons of pig iron at the time of selling out to the Ore-
gon Iron & Steel Company, October 26, 1882. This
last named company operated the works until No-
vember, 1885, during which time it made fourteen
thousand six hundred and sixty-three tons of pig iron.
At the last named date the works were closed, and
have remained so since. About the first of Septem-
ber next, work will begin with a greatly enlarged
plant and complete modern equipments.

The first charcoal furnace erected was run by
water power, and had wooden tubs and cylinders.
These wooden appliances were removed during the
time the Oswego Iron Company owned the plant.
The difficulty which led to closing the works in 1885
was amicably adjusted last year, and the company re-
organized with a paid up capital of $1,500,000.00, and
the first step toward resuming operations was the
copstruction of new works throughout. The old plant
was entirely discarded. Even a new mine was opened.
January 1, 1888, the construction of the new furnace
was begun, and the work was pushed to completion.
The blast furnace has a thirteen-foot bosh and is sixty
feet high, with six five-and-one-half-inch tuyers. The
bosh walls are protected by water blocks, and the col-
umn of the furnace is lined with fire brick two feet in
thickness, with a back wall of red brick eighteen
inches thick. The down-.comer gas flue, from the
furnace to the stoves and boilers, is of wrought iron,
six and one-half feet in diameter, lined with fire brick.
For heating the blast, there are three stoves of fire
brick, with wrought iron shells, fifteen feet in diame-
ter and seventy-five feet high, with conical tops. These
stoves are lined with a checker work of fire brick.
This checker work is heated to a white heat by waste
gas from the furnace, then a cold blast is turned on
at the reverse side and forced up and down through
the stoves until it absorbs the heat, when it is carried
back to the furnace. The blowing engine is of the
Weimer type, having a total weight of one hundred
tons and a capacity of eight hundred horse power.

The capacity of the blow is twelve thousand cubic feet
of air per minute, with ten pounds pressure to the
square inch. The power for running this machine is
furnished by two batteries of French type boilers.
No fuel is used either in generating steam or in heat-
ing the stoves, this service being performed entirely
by waste gas from the furnace. The smoke-stack is
of wrought iron, nine and one-balf feet in diameter
and one hundred and sixty feet high, and is lined
with nine inches of fire brick from bottom to top.
The elevator has two cagers, one ascending while the
other descends, and is capable of lifting five thousand
pounds. The stock house is sixty by one hundred
and eighty feet, with two ore bing, or bunkers, with a
storage capacity of three thousand tons each. The
lime house, in one end of this building, holds three
thousand tons of lime rock. Seven hundred thou-
sand feet of lumber were used in the construction of
this stock house.

The mine of the company is about two and one-
half miles west of Oswego, and is connected with the
works by a narrow gauge railroad. It is a fissure vein
of brown hematite, averaging ten feet in thickness, the
ore yielding forty per cent. metallic iron. The old mine
penetrated the hill in which the ore is found for a
distance of about a thousand feet. The ore is first
shoveled into cars in the mine, hauled out and dumped
into bunkers, from which cars on the Oregon Iron &
Steel Company’s narrow gauge railway are loaded and
drawn to the furnace stock house. There it is weighed
on the cars and dumped into the crusher, from which
it passes to the bunkers in the stock house. I'rom
there it drops into receptacles, is weighed again and
hoisted to the top of the blast furnace, where it is
charged. The molten metal from this furnace is cast
into pig iron, and is then ready for further manufac-
ture.

The charcoal kilns are thirty-six in number, lo-
cated near the furnace. They are of the bee hive
pattern, thirty feet in diameter and thirteen fect high,
each with a capacity of fifty cords of wood, which
makes twenty-five hundred bushels of coal, and they
can be turned twice a month. The railroad track
runs along above the kilns, which are charged from
the top. It requires the coal from one hundred cords
of wood to run the furnace one day to its total capac-
ity of fifty tons. A cable road takes the coal from
the kilns to the furnace.

The company’s pipe foundry has a main building
sixty-eight by one hundred and eighty feet, supplied
with one ten-ton steam crane and three five-ton hand
cranes. It has alarge pit for casting pipes vertically,
and a capacity for turning out twenty-five tons daily,
pig iron being taken from the furnace and remelted
for this work.
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The above is only a very brief mention of the
principal features of the plant of the Oregon Iron &
Steel Company. There are engine houses, pattern
houses, a machine shop, and sundry other adjuncts of
a first-class iron manufacturing establishment, every-
thing new and on modern plans. There is an admir-
able arrangement by which a supply of two and a
half million gallons of water daily is secured, with a
head of sixty feet above the hearth. The shipping
facilities are both rail and water. The officers of the
company are: President, 8. G. Reed; vice president,
Wm. M. Ladd; secretary, Martin Winch; general su-
perintendent, . C. Smith; furnace engineer, E. C.
Darley; engineer pipe foundry, Franklin J. Fuller;
superintendent of the mines, James H. Pomeroy.
The company owns two thousand acres of mineral
land and fourteen thousand acres of timber land in
one body. It also has ten thousand six hundred acres
of timber land in Washington Territory, and a mine
of magnetic iron ore in British Columbia. The land
in the vicinity of the works is laid out in town lots,
and Oswego is a very pleasant place of residence.

JEWELRY.

There are no extensive jewelry manufacturing in-
terests in the city, but several firms are engaged in
the business in a small way, and produce $79,500.00
worth of work. Efforts are being made to start a
clock factory. Everything necessary for that indus-
try exists here as fully as elsewhere, and it is certain-
ly to be hoped that the proposed enterprise will be-
come a reality.

LIME.

One large factory is engaged in producing this
article. The works of the Portland Lime & Cement
Company are in East Portland, and the company is
chiefly engaged in calcining marble, brought from
the extensive quarries in Southern Oregon. Cap-
ital to the amount of $25,000.00 is invested in this
industry, and the annual product amounts to $145,-
000.00. It would help to support a good barrel factory.

LUMBER.

In the production of lumber there is invested the
large sum of $960,000.00 and a gross product of $1,-
705,000.00 for the present year is being turned out.
The larger mills make lath and shingles and supply
dressed and matched lumber, doing much work simi-
lar to that of some of the factories included under the
head of planing mills and sash factories. By far the
largest enterprise of this character is that of the Wil-
lamette Steam Mills, Lumbering & Manufacturing
Company, whose extensive plant on the river front in
North Portland and logging camps on the Columbia
are subjects of illustration in this number. The bus-

iness is under the efficient management of George W.
Weidler, and the mills are superintended by J. Ord-
way, & mill man of large experience. The mills have
a total capacity in twenty-four hours of two hundred
and fifty thousand feet of lumber. They have excep-
tional shipping facilities, as the track of the Northern
Pacific runs through the yard, and deep water in front
permits the largest vessels to reach the shipping
wharves. Cargoes of lumber are sent to the various
ports of California, Mexico, Central America, Peru,
Chili, Sandwich islands, Australia and China, and
large quantities are sent eastward by rail along the
lines of the Northern Pacific and Oregon Short Line,
as far as Helena, Salt Lake, Denver and Omaha. The
logging facilities are complete and extensive, embrac-
ing a railroad from the Columbia river into the tim-
ber, by which logs are hauled to the water, where
they are made up into rafts and towed to the mill.
These mills were the first to open the markets east of
the Rocky mountains, and pave the way for a large
increase in the demand for Oregon lumber. The
great strength and durability of the Oregon fir ren-
ders it of special value for railroad and bridge pur-
poses, and for these uses it is in great demand. The
forests of this region are gaining recognition through-
out the Union as the most important in the country,
and the future of the lumbering industry is a bright
one. [See article on lumbering on another page. ]
MARBLE WORKS.

In the manufacture of monuments, mantels, ete.,
several firms are engaged, but none on a large scale.
About $16,000.00 are invested in the business and the
yearly product reaches $64,000.00. There is no good
native marble yet in use here. A deposit exists in
Southern Oregon, but it has not yet been developed.
Marble has been discovered in various localities, but
its use has been confined chiefly to the manufacture
of lime. Sandstone is procured on Puaget sound.
One manufacturer has a small granite quarry in
Clackamas county, but nearly all the stone used in
this city is imported. The demand at present is not
sufficiently great to support large quarries, though
an ample supply of the best quality of stone ean be
found in the mountains whenever it will pay to get it.

MATCHES.

The only match factory on the Pacific coast which
is not controlled by the “combination ” at San Fran-
cisco, is the one located in this city. It has recently
been much enlarged in capacity, and is now doing
work at the rate of $100,000.00 per year, which is
about four times its previous output. The growth of
this industry has been slow and gradual, from the
most humble beginning. 1t is gratifying to know
that the recent enlargement was possible. One of its
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greatest needs is a disposition on the part of dealers
to handle its product in preference to that of the
trust. There is no reason why matches made here
should not be able to compete advantageously with
those from California or elsewhere.

MEAT PACKING.

The packing of pork and beef has not yet reached
the proportions that it should in a country so emi-
nently adapted to that industry as Oregon. Great
quantities of lard, hams, bacon and canned meats are
imported from the east annually, when, as a matter
of fact, this country ought to export such products.
More or less of this work is done in a small way by
butchers, while four firms are quite extensively en-
gaged in the business in connection with wholesale
butchering. Capital of $165,000.00 is invested, and
the yearly product is $900,000.00. At present our
farmers do not raise enough hogs to support a large
packing industry, and that they do not is owing to the
fact that there has been no certain market for them.
The increase of this industry and of the supply of
hogs to support it must go hand in hand. Were the

farmers assured of a market, there is little doubt |

about their willingness to supply it.
hand, were packers certain of a constant and suffi-
cient supply of hogs, they would no doubt embark in
the packing business on a larger scale. No sudden
increase of this industry can be looked for, but a
steady growth may confidently be predicted.

MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.

Six firms carry large stocks of musical instru-
ments, music, ete., and this city is the center of the
music trade for the entire northwest. No instruments
are manufactured here, though the sales approximate
$200,000 00 annually. One firm imports pianos and
organs from a Chicago factory and finishes the exte-
riors here, adding about $3,500 00 worth of work to
them, which amount is credited in the general sum-
mary.

PAINTS AND OILS.

Two firms are engaged in the production of paints
and refining oils on a large scale, one of them confin-
ing its efforts exclusively to oil refining. Another,
the Portland Linseed Oil Co., is preparing to begin
the manufacture of oil. A brick building, fifty by
one hundred and fifty feet in size, is being erected
near the O. R. & N. Co’s. boneyard, which will be
completed and fitted with machinery ready for use by
the first of October. Flax seed is produced in this
region in considerable quantity and of excellent qual-
ity, and its production will be greatly stimulated by
the market this will furnish. Such a mill has long
been needed by our paint manufactarers. The next

On the other |
- from eastern mills, which might be made here as well

thing required in this line of industry is a white lead
factory. With this new enterprise included, the cap-
ital invested in making paints and oils is $155,000.00,
and the total product for the year coming can not fall
short of $400,000.00.

PAPER MANUFACTURING.

One of the largest enterprises in the city is that
of the Columbia River Paper Company, whose works
are located at LaCamas, W. T. The destruction of
the mill by fire a year ago was a great loss to the
community, as operations were necessarily suspend-
ed until new machinery could be procured. The final
result, however, was beneficial, as machinery of an
improved pattern and greater capacity has been put
in, and the mill is now in much better condition than
before. News, Manila and straw papers are turned
out, large quantities of wood pulp being used. The
product is valued at $200,000.00 per year, and finds a
market throughout the entire northwest. A move-
ment is on foot to establish a large paper mill at Ore-
gon City, where water power and all possible conven-
iences exist. It would seem that the manufacture of
finer grades of paper could be made profitable. Many
tons of book paper are brought out here annually

as three thousand miles further east. This is an es-
pecially good field for procuring wood pulp, and the
question of building pulp mills in favored localities
here for the supply of their mills in California has

been given much thought by manufacturers there.

PHOTOGRAPHS

A dozen photograph galleries divide the work in
that line, half of them being large, complete and at-
tractive establishments. It may fairly be said that
photography in this city is equal in quality to that of
the great metropolitan cities of the east, fully as much
skill and taste being displayed by the artists and the
galleries being thoroughly equipped. As would nat-
urally be expected in a city increasing so rapidly in
wealth and population as Portland, this business has
more than doubled within a few years. The product
is $79,200.00 for the current year.

PICTURE FRAMES, MIRRORS, ETC.

Picture frames, mirror frames, canvas stretchers,
etc., are quite extensively manufactured by our art
stores, the total product amounting to $50,000.00.
For this purpose mouldings ar: imported, both fin-
ished and plain, and all the work necessary to adapt
them to the use desired is done here. The demand
is not sufficiently great to support a factory where
these mouldings can be made. This is an industry
which has increased with Portland’s growth in popu-
lation, wealth and culture.
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POTTERY.

Butl one firm is engaged in the manufacture of
pottery of various kinds. The company has two pot-
teries, one at Buena Vista and one on the northern
boundary of the city. The former location was cho-
sen because of the excellent clay found in that local-
ity. Clay for the factory in the city is brought from
banks down the Columbia. The product of the two
factories is $50,000.00 a year, two-thirds of which
find a market in this city. Freight rates on that
class of goods are too high to admit of sending them
any distance, and, as a consequence, many interior
points are prevented from using them. If these con-
ditions were more favorable, production in that line
would be largely increased.

PRINTING, LITHOGRAPHING AND PUBLISHING.

Portland takes high rank in regard to the quanti-
ty and quality of its printing and lithographing.
There are a dozen offices in town, half of which are
large and thoroughly equipped for the business. In
the lithographing branch, in addition to the large es-
tablishment required to turn out the artistic illustra-
tions of THE WEST SHORE, there are three firms en-
gaged in doing commercial work as an adjunct of
their general printing business. In job printing
there is invested a capital of $128,500.00; one hun-

dred and thirty-one hands are employed, and the an- |
In |

nual product reaches the total of $238,000 00.
publishing the thirty papers and periodicals issued
in this city, two hundred hands are employed, a capi-
tal of £195,000.00 is inve.ted, and the value of the
product, as represented by th: total revenue derived,
is not less than £625,000 00. There is one branch of
lithographing which is not done in Portland which
might be made a profitable one. The fruit and salm-
on canneries of Oregon, Washington and Alaska an-
nually use many millions of colored and varnished la-
bels, which are procured in San Francisco and the
east. There is basiness enough of that kind to main-
tain a large plant, provided arrangements can be
made to secure it and to compete in prices with the
houses now supplying the trade.

REDUCTION WORKS.

Something over a year ago the Portland Redu~-
tion Works were incorporated, with a capital stock of
$50,000 00. Sampling works and a forty-ton smelter
were erected and preparations made to begin the re-
duction of base ores. Inability to secure favorable
railroad rates has hampered the industry, and though
the works have run for three months, the conditions
are not yet favorable. With the completion of the O.
R. & N. Co’s. line into the Cceur d’Alene mines, a
great change in this respect is anticipated. This will

enable the company to secure all the ore it desires at
reasonable rates, and will doubtless lead to a large
increase in the capacity of the plant. It is admitted
by all practical mep, that Portland is the natural
smelting point for the ores of Oregon, Washington
and Idaho, as it is the most easily reached by rail and
water, possesses fuel and iron in abundance, and is
the great shipping port and commercial city of this
region. Not only will the reduction of base ores to
bullion be carried on here in the future, but smelting
and lead refining as well. A few years will develop
large industries of this nature in Portland.

SADDLERY AND HARNESS.

Nine firms, employing from two to eighteen men
each, having an investment of $128,600.00 and turn-
ing out annually $217,000.00 worth of product, are
engaged in the general manufacture of saddles, har-
ness, etc., including the manufacture of whips. Twe-
thirds of the annual product find a market outside
the city. The rapid settlement of the northwest stim-
ulates this branch of industry, and though local fac-
tories throughout this entire region keep pace with
the increasing demand of their localities, Portland is
called upon for a larger quantity annually. The lack
of tanneries here has somewhat crippled this indus-
try, but it is hoped that this drawback will soon be
entirely removed.

SASH, DOORS, BOXES, STAIRS, ETC.

The manufacture of sash, doors, blinds, stairs,
packing boxes and general mill work for buildings,
is 80 commingled that it is impossible to separate
each item. Some firms are engaged in making all of
these, and others confine their attention to one. The
business is so closely related to that of lumber manu-
facturing, that they should, in a measure, be consid-
ered together, as some of the saw mills supply dressed
lumber, flooring, siding, ete. There are three factc-
ries turning out packing boxes, four engaged exclu-
sively in stair building, and five doing a general work
embracing all kinds of wood manufacturing for build-
ing purposes. This business has grown steadily for
a number of years, the immense amount of building
being done calling for an increased quantity yearly.
Portland consumes a large amount of this product,
but the mills have the entire northwest for their field.
There is an aggregate of $419,000.00 invested in the
business, and the yearly output reaches nearly a
million dollars in value. As a convenient instance
of the growth and prosperity of the business, mention
can be made of the Seatco Manufacturing Company,
whose works are located at Bucoda, on the line of the
Northern Pacific railroad. This company was incor-
porated in 1884, and began operations at once. Dur-
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ing the past year its plant has been much enlarged
and improved, giving it a total capacity of sixty thou-
sand feet of lumber and two hundred completed doors
per day. The saw mill is run to its full limit, while
the planing mill is unable to supply the increasing
demand for its products. This is due partly to intelli-
gent and vigorous management of its affairs, and
partly to the fact that it has the reputation of turning
out the best work in this region. Improved machin-
ery, skillful management, and first-class timber, have
produced this result. The mill has just completed a
contract of forty-four thousand six-foot cross arms
for the Western Union Telegraph Company, which
the officials of the company have pronounced the best
ever produced in the United States. The mill enjoys
a large local trade, and is doing an extensive and in-
creasing business with the towns along the line of the
railroad as far east as Helena on the Northern Pa-
cific and Salt Lake City on the Oregon Short Line.
Many large bridge timbers have been supplied to the
railroads, and the mill is prepared to cut timbers of the
largest dimensions. Cargo lots of lumber are cut for
foreign and southern coast ports. The affairs of the
company are in the capable hands of Dr. C. A. Plum-
mer, president, residing in Portland, and manager
here of the extensive house of Whittier, Fuller & Co.;
and A. J. Runyan, secretary and superintendent, re-
siding at Bucoda.

SHIP BUILDING.

Of the great fleet of river craft plying on the wa-
ters of the Columbia and Willamette, numbering far
into the hundreds, the greater portion have been built
in this city. Several ship and boat yards exist on
both sides of the river, where row boats, yachts, steam
tugs, side and stern wheel steamboats of small and
large capacity, and ocean-going schooners, are con-
structed. No large ship yards for the building of
large draught ocean vessels or iron vessels have yet
been established here, but of the great fleet of ships
plying between this port and others in all parts of the
world, there is no place where they can be built to
better advantage than here. We have the best of
timber for both vessels and masts, good locations for
yards opposite deep fresh water, and all other neces-
sary facilities. For the construction of iron vessels,
there are found in conjunction coal, iron and timber,
for construction and fuel. Large ocean vessels will
be built at some point on the northwest coast, and
Portland certainly possesses many advantages that
can not be overlooked. The first step has been tak-
en by the O. R. & N. Co., in the construction of a
large dry dock on the east side of the Willamette at
Albina. Fortunately, the only dry dock on the coast,
except the one at the Mare island navy yard, in which

large steamers and sailing vessels could be repaired,
was the one at San Francisco. Vessels reaching the
coast after a long voyage, if it was necessary to go
into dry dock for repairs, were compelled to go to
San Francisco, whether bound for that port or not.
The dock constructed here is the largest convenient
to the shipping of the Pacific coast, and will, it is
hoped, be the nucleus of extensive repairing and ship
building enterprises. The work now being done in
the city by the O. R. & N. Co. and private yards
reaches a total of $195,000.00 for the year.

SOAPD.

All the usual kinds of toilet, washing and scrub-
bing soaps are manufactured in the city, three firms
being engaged in the business. Sharp competition
exists between our local manufacturers and those at
San Francisco and points to the eastward, but the
trade is largely held, especially in the cheaper varie-
ties, by making a superior article and attending close-
ly to the wants of the business. About €52 000.00
worth of soap is made annually.

SODA AND MINERAL WATERS.

The preparation of soda and mineral waters, cider,
vinegar and flavoring extracts for the market, is en-
gaged in by nearly a dozen firms, employing from
one to nine men each. The annual product reaches
$74,500.00. About three-fourths of the product are
disposed of at retail or to dealers in the city, the
other fourth finding a market outside, chiefly west of
the Cascade mountains from Oregon to Alaska. This
is one of the industries that would help to support a
bottle factory, and a willingness to invest money in
such an enterprise is expressed by several of the
manufacturers.

STOVES.

There are two firms engaged in the manufacture of
stoves, one of which has its works located at Salem,
having a labor contract with the state. The total
output is $175,000.00, and the capital invested $160,-
000.00. Stove dealers in the city are all handling
eastern goods in large quantities, though they also
deal in the Oregon product. Under the impulse of
the rapidly increasing population of the northwest,
as well as of the development of our iron resources,
we may confidently look for a large increase in this
industry in the next few years.

TANNING AND WOOL PULLING.

Several small tanneries have been at work here
for a great many years, but nothing at all in propor-
tion to the production of raw hides, of which vast
quantities have been shipped away in crude condition
since Oregon first became settled. The business of
wool pulling and cleaning is connected with that of
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tanning, and wool forms a considerable portion of the
value of the material handled. Nearly ninety per
cent. is shipped to eastern markets, but a small por-
tion being used here. A new tannery is being erect-
ed, which will do its share in keeping at home the
money expended in converting our raw materials into
aiticles of commerce. With a capital of £49,500.00,
goods to the value of $266,000.00 are produced.

TINWARE, CORNICES, METAL ROOFING, ETC.

Fourteen firms, having a capital of $107,000.00 are
engaged in the manufacture of tinware, zinc cor-
nices, metal roofing, sheet iron pipe and novelties in
tin, producing $287,000.00 worth for the present year.
One firm makes a specialty of zinc work, of which it
does a great quantity, while another is extensively
engaged in producing sheet iron pipe. Four houses
are large producers of general tinware.

WOOLEN MILLS.

Two woolen mills, with headquarters and sales-
rooms in this city, have their plants at points in the
valley. Another mill is located at Ashland, but as it
is neither owned nor managed in Portland it is omit-
ted. The largest institution of the kind in the
northwest is that of the Oregon City Manufacturing
Company, with headquarters in Portland. A view
of the factory at Oregon City is given on another
page. The output of this mill has given a reputation
to Oregon manufactures more extended than the pro-
duct of any other industry except flour and lumber.
The salesrooms and business office of O. C. Mfg. Co.
are at Nos. 8,10 and 12 Front street, and are connect-
ed with the factory by telephone. The mills were
established in 1865, by Jacobs Bros.,, and have
increased their capacity until now they are running
eleven-set machinery and employing upwards of two
hundred hands, and turning out in excess of a half
million dollars’ worth of goods. The mills are engaged
in manufacturing blankets, flannels, cassimeres and
tweeds, underwear, wool hose and clothing. Their
product finds ready market on the Pacific coast and
as far east as Illinois and Wisconsin. The superior
quality of Oregon wool enables the mills to put on
the market goods suparior to the great majority of
the American product, and where quality is an essen-
tial they can readily compete with the factories of
the east.

STATISTICAL TABLE OF MANUFACTURES.

A few words of explanation of the following sta-
tistical table are necessary to avoid any misunder-
standing of its nature and what it signifies. In sev-
eral industries, such as ice making, fruit, vegetable
and meat packing, brick making, pottery, and several
others, work is not carried on for the entire year; con-

sequently the gross amount of wages appears small
in comparison with the number of hands. In others
there are many girls and boys employed, whose wages
are much less than those of skilled mechanics. In
the industries enumerated in the table, no less than
seven hundred girls and women find employment,
while in other avocations, such as millinery, type-
writing, book keeping, teaching, clerking in stores,
ete., are fully as many more.
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LUMBERING IN THE PACIFIC NORTHWEST.

OGGING operations, as conducted on the Pacific
slope, are quite different from the business in
the pineries of the east. The large scale upon which
the work here is prosecuted alone constitutes a strik-
ing feature of difference. The large size of the tim-
ber, the peculiarity of the seasons, and the general
character of the country, make logging here new even
to lumbermen from the east. As the pineries of
Michigan, Wisconsin and Minnesota wane, the atten-
tion of the capitalists interested in the lumber indus-
try there is turned to newer fields of operation, which
they find west of the Rockies, and many are securing
timber, and even making arrangements for manufac-
turing, in the new northwest. Though the country is
new, and much of the choicest timber land is not eas-
ily accessible, the lumber output of the northwest is
enormous, and cobstantly increasing. Washington
Territory seems to attract most attention just now,
but Oregon has large quantities of good timber, which
will stand the draughts of manufacturers for many
years.

There are many interesting features cornected
with the logging business, that comparatively few
people are familiar with. Those who come from por-
tions of the east where lumbering is carried on are
more or less acquainted with the plan of operations
which prevails there. Lumbering has closely followed
the “ Star of Empire” and taken its way westward
across the continent, but the methods employed in the
business as carried on west of the Rockies dwarf into
insignificance the hewers of timber on the eastern
shore when the lumber and ship building of the Pine
Tree state, and the pitch, tar, turpentine and lumber
of the Carolinas, constituted the wealth of sehool book
catechism on the subject. In due time, lumbermen
invaded the forests of Michigan, Wisconsin and Min-
nesota, and even Georgia furnished a very creditable
field for their enterprise. Now the region known as
the Pacific northwest is the field lumbermen are head-
ing for, and the industry here has assumed enormous
proportions. An idea of the plan of operations in the
woods can best be presented by a description of the
work at the camp of the Willamette Steam Mills,
Lumbering and Manufactaring Company, on Aber-
nathy creek, in Washington Territory, which a detail
from THE WEST SHORE staff recently visited. The
several views of lumbering scenes at that point in
this number of THE WEsT SHORE will aid the reader
in understanding the work.

Abernathy creek is a small stream emptying into
the Columbia river from the north, some sixty miles
below Portland. Camps Nos. 24 and 4 of the Wil-
lamette Steam Mills, Lumbering and Manufacturing

Company are located on this stream, the former four
and one-half and the latter five and one-half miles
from its mouth. The location of camp No. 2} is at a
waterfall, as shown in the picture. These camps are
the typical loggers’ quarters. The men’s shanties,
stables, shops, etc., are built for utility, rather than
artistic effect, though the latter is not entirely want-
ing, a fact which the builders should not, perhaps, be
held accountable for. A narrow gauge railroad runs
from the landing on the Columbia river to this set of
camps, and is used for transporting provisions and
logs and in dislodging logs from the jams which fre-
quently occur in running the timber down the creek.
A locomotive with several hundred feet of large rope
does excellent service in breaking jams.

The choppers and sawyers fell the timber and cut
it into logs of the desired length, generally ranging
from twenty to thirty-two feet. The trees are large,
and to avoid cutting through the swell near the roots,
notches several inches deep are chopped in the side
of the tree, and the end of a spring board, having an
iron shoe, is put in the notch in such a way that it is
bound fast by the weight of a man who stands upon
it to chop or saw. If the first notch is not high
enough to enable the workman to reach above the
swell comfortably, the second one is made. By this
method the stumps left standing are from eight to
twelve feet tall. Each man has his own spring board.
When the preliminaries have been arranged, the usu-
al notching in preparatory to sawing the tree down is
done, and the tree is felled in the ordinary style. It
is often necessary to use saws twelve feet in length
in cutting this timber, and none less than seven feet
long are taken into the woods for the regular sawing.
Care is taken to fell the tree where there is least lia-
bility of its breaking, and when the stately shaft Jies
prostrate, the men measure and mark it for catting
into log lengths, these being regulated so as to avoid
too much waste in case of a break or an unsound spot
in any portion of the tree. 'When the tree is thus cut
into saw logs, the swampers get a road to it, pull off
the bark, which is from three to six inches in thick-
ness, and hitch the chain or rope by which the ox
team hauls the logs to the landing, or to the skid-
way. When the logs are away up on a side hill, a
long rope is used to reach them; when easier of ac-
cess, the heavy chain connecting directly with the
team is used.

The ox team, as it appears in these dense lum-
ber woods, is not the lonesome single pair of quadra-
peds which vexes the soul of the eastern logger. A
single team here consists of six pairs of lusty animals
moving in concert, and as the saying is, they will
“ pull anything that’s loose.” One teamster, with the
aid of a good pair of leaders, manages the team with
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less friction than is often exhibited with a single pair
of oxen. When at the landing, it is seldom that the
logs can be rolled by the ordinary cant-hook, and
jucks are used to roll them into the stream or upon the
cars. Logs of five or six feet in diameter are not rare,
and the great length in which the timber is cut makes
them very hard to handle. One stump about ten feet
tall measured nine feet in diameter at the top. This
was a fir, which constitutes the bulk of the timber of
the northwest. A cedar tree measured sixty feet in
circumference about four feet above the ground, but
of course this large measurement was greatly due to
the spread at the roots, and the tree tapers very rap-
idly, 1t is customary, about three times a week, to
flood the timber that has been banked down the creek
to the boom in the Columbia, from which rafts are
towed to the mill in Portland. No spring freshets
are depended on for this work, though the stream
abounds in rapids and falls. The dam at camp No. 4
holds a reservoir of water sufficient to flood the larg-
est logs down the channel when the gates are raised
and the pond “drawn off.” As the wave advances
down the stream, the *sackers,” who have been dis-
tributed at various points along the banks, work logs
off the rocks, where they may be temporarily an-
chored, and roll in the stragglers along the shore
which remain from the previous flood. At any short
turns in the creek men are kept busy with their pike
poles to prevent the run from “jamming,” but often
it is impossible to keep the logs moving, as they
crowd in together, some times two or three deep, and
the water subsides before they can be worked loose,
so the jam is left to be dislodged at the next flood, or,
if very bad, the locomotive is brought into use, and
the front of the jam loosened so the logs will readily
float when the water rises again. Thus in two or
three hours the run is taken from the pond where the
logs are landed in the woods, and along the banks, to
the boom at the mouth of the stream, from which the
logs are taken as wanted. About ten million feet of
logs are thus annually cat in those woods and manu-
factured in Portland by this firm. Tug boats tow the
large rafts, which are made up at the boom in the
Columbis, to the mill as the timber is needed for saw-
ing. From the mill the lumber goes to various parts
of the world. Some is shipped eastward as far as
Chicago, a considerable portion of the product goes
to points in California, and China and other foreign
markets take many cargoes from the Portland mills.
In the eastern markets of the United States there is
a demand for a special class of long timber, such as
is used in ship building, that can not be supplied
from the forests there. The large diameter and great
length (between two hundred and three hundred feet),
as well as the toughness and strength of the fir trees
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of the Pacific slope, give them particular value for
such purposes, and this supply is drawn upon for use
in the largest eastern lumber markets. The daily ca-
pacity of the mills now operating in Oregon and
Washington is about three million feet, and new mills
are yearly being added.

The season when lumbering can best be carried on
here is summer. Duaring the wet winter weather there
is too much mud in the rough roads in the woods, the
teams can not work to advantage and soon become dis-
abled, and it is decidedly unpleasant for men to work
in the wet. There is no snow to be looked for here
in the winter, so the season affording the most fair
weather is chosen for logging operations, which are
prosecuted without particular inconvenience through
such mild summer weather as prevails here.

There will be less “picking up” on the territory
once logged over in the west than has been custom-
ary in many of the pineries of the east. Of cours.,
there is some timber here that is not of the huge size
described, but the facilities for handling it, when once
arranged, are so good that about all that is worth any-
thing is gathered in at once, and there is little use of
attempting to make a paying business of logging over
the old ground. The itinerant shingle block, drag
saw or post and tie mills might do a more or less lu-
crative business from the fragments left by the regu-
lar lumbermen, were it not for the roughness of the
country and the lack of transportation facilities in the
interior. But the vast timber supply of Oregon and
Washington Territory will last many years. The
great body of it is still uninvaded, and it is useless to
speculate now on the probabilities of a second glean-
ing from the timber.

- -_—

A HINT TO TOURISTS.

NE of the most difficult questions for the tourist

to the Pacific coast to decide, is which he will

take of the numerous routes of travel, all pretending
to possess equally good accommodations, and each
laying much stress upon the scenic beauty of the
country through which it passes. Not a little confu-
sion arises from the fact that the eastern man does
not realize that this is a country of * magnificent dis-
tances” until he is actually here. At home he is dc-
customed to find the leading cities but a few hours
distant from each other by rail, and it is but natural
for him to fail to realize that such is not the case in
the west. The chief cities on the Atlantic coast, Bos-
ton, New York, Philadelphia, Baltimore and Wash-
ington, naturally associate themselves in his mind
with those of the Pacific coast with whose names he
is the most familiar, such as Los Angeles, San Fran-
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cisco, Portland, Tacoma and Seattle. With his mind
thus fixed, he lays out his tour of the Pacific coast,
only to find, upon arrival here, that he has sadly mis-
calculated the situation. From Los Angeles to San
Francisco it is as far as from Boston to Washington,
the terminal points of the eastern trip, while to Port-
land it is seven hundred and forty-five miles farther,
the total being equal to the distance between Boston
and Savannah, and to go on to Seattle would be equiv-
alent to extending the eastern trip to Tallahassee.
Distances only are considered in these comparisons,
but other elements must be taken into account. Not
only are there not so many roads in the west, but they
do not run so many trains a day nor at so high a rate
of speed. All these are important considerations
when one desires to stop along the line to visit places
of interest and admire the grand and beautiful scenes,
of which this portion of our common country has so
many. Unless he calculate well, the tourist will find
his time slipping away, and at last he will be com-
pelled to take up his homeward journey with a feel-
ing of disappointment at not having seen half the
places he had expected to visit. For these reasons, it
will not be presumptious for one somewhat familiar
with all the routes of travel, and the scenic attrac-
tions of each, to suggest a trip which embraces the
greatest number of objects and places of interest ac-
cessible to the tourist whose time is, in a measure,
limited.

In the first place, it must be fully understood that
many of the natural wonders and beautiful scenes
made so familiar to ear and eye, by both pen and pen-
cil, do not lie immediately contiguous to the lines of
railroad advertising them as their chief attractions.
Some of them are many miles distant, and a trip to
them requires a delay of from one to five days. So
many of them are thus situated, that the ordinary
tourist can not hope to visit them all, and it is well
for him to know in advance which they are, and
whether he can spare the time necessary to see them.

Assuming that this falls beneath the cye of one
about to visit California, or who has already reached
the land of oranges and olives, and is uncertain as to
which of the various northern routes to take home-
ward, or what they offer him in the way of amuse-
ment and instruction, the following words of advice
are given. Take the route by way of the Southern
Pacific’s line to Portland, and from there take the
Northern Pacific by way of Puget sound and St. Paul.
This embraces the greatest number of places and ob-
jects of interest accessible to the tourist not blessed
with an abundance of time and money. From San
Francisco, the line runs up the famous Sacramento
valley, and through the mountains that close it in at
th> north, following the picturcsque canyoa of the

Sacramento to the very base of the kingly Mt. Shasta.
Here, let it be remarked, is the only opportunity the
traveler in the west will have to view one of the great
snow peaks at close quarters without spending time,
money and labor to reach them. Hood, St. Helens,
Rainier (Tacoma), Baker, Adams, and the score of
lesser peaks, must all be viewed from a distance if
one follow the usual routes of travel; but grand old
Shasta, in some respects the most noble and imposing
of them all, stands with its very base resting upon the
small, but lovely, Strawberry valley, through which
the Oregon line of the Southern Pacific passes. Here
are good accommodations, and the tourist will find a
stay of even one day delightful and refreshing. If
he be inclined to climb a snow peak or investigate its
grandeur and mysteries, this is the best opportunity
he will have; in fact, the only good one.

Bidding adieu to the noble Shasta, the tourist is
carried through Shasta valley, across the turbulent
Klamath, and through the picturesque and historiesl
Siskiyou mountains, to the lovely Rogue river valley,
the “ Italy of Oregon.” The line then continues north-
ward through the 1ugged Canyon mountains, the beau-
tiful valley of the Umpqus, and the Calipooia moun-
tains, entering the head of the famous valley of the
Willamette, down whose green and fertile expanse it
runs for one hundred and fifty miles, the timbered
sides and snow-crowned summit of the Cascades ris-
ing grandly on the right, with Mount Hood, Jefferson
and the Three Sisters rearing their white crests far
above the greener heights below, and with the grace-
ful and verdant slope of the Coast range interposing
between the valley and the ocean on the left, the jour-
ney ending at Portland, the busy, wealthy, populous
and beautiful metropolis of the northwest.

A few days should be spent in the city, one of

| which should be devoted to a trip by steamer up the

Columbia to the cascades, embracing the most grand
and inspiring of the famous scenery of the Columbia,
and which can be viewed to far better advantage from
the river than from the railroad; and another, if pos-
sible, down the river to Astoria, at the mouth of this
famous “ River of the West.” Having thus taken in
the chief scenic attractions of the Columbia river
route, the trip homeward should be made by way of
Puget sound. To go east by the way of the Colum-
bia would be to miss the great beauties of the sound
and the crossing of the Cascade mountains, without

| substituting anything at all commensurate with them,

since the chief attraction of the Columbia route is the
river scenery, which has already been viewed to so
much better advantage from the steamer, that it would
be folly to attempt to see it again from so unsatisfac-
tory a point of observation as a car window.

From Portland, the Northern Pacific runs down
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the Willamette to the Columbis, crosses it by means
of a huge ferry, and continues northward through the
fertile valleys and green forests of Washington to
Tacoma, a distance of one hundred and forty-five
miles. A trip from Tacoma to Seattle by steamer or
rail must positively not be omitted, and if time will
permit, it should be continued down the sound to
Port Townsend, and across the famous Straits of Fuca
to Victoria. It is unnecessary to dwell upon the
beauties and delights of such a trip, with verdant isl-
ands, placid waters, forest-clad mountains, and the
snowy summits of Rainier, Baker and the Olympic
range constantly in view. From Tacoma the road
starts eastward, passing through the famous hop
fields of the Puyallup valley, and soon entering the
grand canyon of Green river, beyond question the
most beautiful mountain stream on the Pacific coast.
It possible, the tourist should stop for a few days at
the celebrated Green river hot springs, to enjoy the
benefits of its health-giving waters and the pleasure
of the finest trout fishing in the west. The road then
crosses the mountains through the grand scenery of
the Stampede pass, and emerging from its wilds, con-
tinues down Kittitas and Yakima valleys, crosses the
Columbia and joins the line which the traveler would
have taken had he gone directly up the Columbia
from Portland, by which he would have saved a few
hours in time, to be sure, but lost entirely the beau-
ties of the sound and mountains. Continuing east-
ward, the line passes through Spokane Falls, and then
carries the traveler where his eye will constantly feast
upon the beauties of nature in a successive panorama,
embracing Lake Pend d’Oreille and its surroundings,
Clarke’s Fork of the Columbia, Coeur d’Alene moun-
tains, Bitter Root mountains and valley, the approach
to the Mullan tunnel at the summit of the Rocky
mountains, Helena and the Prickly Pear valley, Gal-
latin valley, the Belt mountains and the valley of the
Yellowstone. At Livingston, just as the last named
valley is reached, a branch runs to the National Park
of the Yellowstone, distant fifty miles, whose wonders
are so well known that to mention the name is suffi-
cient to recall them to mind. To “do the park” re-
quires several days, and is the only feature of the
trip here mentioned which requires the tourist to de-
part from the usunal routes of travel. After leaving
the park, if the traveler has been able to indulge him-
self with a sight of its unrivaled attractions, he will
find his route down the Yellowstone, through the fa-
mous Mauvaises Terres, or “ Bad Lands,” and across
the plains and wheat fields of Dakota, crossing the
Missouri at Mandan and Bismarck, and the Red Riv-
er of the North at Fargo, thence through the beauti-
ful Lake Park region of Minnesota to Minneapolis
and St. Paul.

In making this brief sketch of the best possible trip
a tourist can make on the Pacific coast, provided he
have not time to run back and forth on the various
routes, no mention has been made of any object of in-
terest, the enjoyment of whose beauties is not entire-
ly practicable to the traveler. As before stated, this
is a region of “ magnificent distances” and vast ares,
within whose confines nature has spread her choicest
stores with a lavish hand. To have all these on the
lines of railway is, of course, impossible, yet guide
books, railroad circulars, advertising pamphlets and
collections of photographs contain a great many scenes
which are advertised as the attractions of the various
routes, but which, in fact, lie at a distance from them,
and can not be seen at all unless the traveler leave the
railroad and make a special trip to visit them. Omit-
ting all such from our consideration, the route indi-
cated above gives to the tourist an opportunity to
actually see, at his convenience and leisure, a large
majority of the accessible attractions of the Pacific
coast.

It was assumed, in laying out the above route,
that the tourist desired to visit California first, or was
already there. If, on the contrary, he prefer to come
first to Portland, he should simply reverse the route
and come by the Northern Pacific and Puget sound.
Otherwise, in order to enjoy the beauties of the sound,
which no tourist of the Pacific coast should fail to
see, he would be compelled to make a special trip
from Portland to Tacoma and return. It might be
added, incidentally, that the hotel cars on the North-
ern Pacific and the buffet service on the route from
Portland to San Francisco, supplying plenty of good
things to eat at seasonable and regular hours, are so
superior to the old style of eating stations still ad-
hered to by other lines, with all their delays and un-
satisfactory service, that the traveler of experience,
who is sadly aware that the grandest scenery pales
into nothingness with one who is hungry and cross
because of a long delayed dinner, will not hesitate to
make a choice of route upon this consideration alone.

—_——e—— e e —

EXCURSION OF THE G. A. R.

On the 3rd, 4th and 5th of September the Northern Pacific
railroad will place on sale, from all points in Oregon and Wash-
ington, round trip tickets to Columbus, Ohio, good to return np
to October 31, for the unprecedentedly low price of $80.00. This
will enable all who desire to visit the east during the national
encampment of the G. A. R., at Columbus, to do so at the least
possible expense, as this rate is open to all. This is the route
selected by the departments of California, Oregon and Wash-
ington. A special train will leave Portland September 4, con-
sisting of Pullman Palace Sleeping Cars, Pullman Dining Car
and Tourist Sleeping Cars, berths in the latter being free. Berths
in the Pullman and Tourist cars can be secured, and any fur-
ther information obtained, by addressing A. D. Charlton, Ass’t
Gen’'l Pass. Agt. N. P. R. R., Portland, Oregon.
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TOM NORWOOD: A STORY OF THE CIVIL WAR.*

BY JAMES P. SHAW.

VI

EIGHT o’clock next morning found Amy and her

mother ready to start on their search for Colo-
nel Harrington, and a few minutes later the ambu-
lance appeared, with Mike as driver. Captain Wells
called at their rooms and offered his services as es-
cort, which were gladly accepted by the ladies. They
were comfortably placed in their conveyance, and-
amidst wishes for the speedy termination of their
quest, they were driven away.

“ I suppose,” said Amy to the driver, when they
had left the hotel, “ Colonel Lester has informed you
where to drive us?”

“ Yis, mum, he tould me to drive wheriver yez
wanted to go.”

“ You know where the different hospitals are lo-
cated, I suppose?”

“ Well, miss, seein’ as I’ve been drivin’ this same
amb’lance for more’'n a year, an’ been to ivery wan o’
the hospitals, sure I ought to know where to foind
thim. Which wan will yez go to first, mum?”

“ As we do not know where any of them are, take
us where we would be most likely to find Colonel
Harrington, my husband,” replied Mrs. Harrington.

“ Very well, mum,” said Mike, who turned his
horses into the Georgetown road, and urged them
into a brisk trot. After a drive of half an hour, they
arrived at a large building with the stars and stripes
floating over it. The driver explained that it was the
old Georgetown college, but was now used as a hos-
pital, and called “ Father Mooney’s hospital.”

“ If yez loikes, we’ll shtop here.”

“ Very well,” replied Amy.

They were assisted to alight, and Amy went up to
the soldier on guard in front of the entrance, and in-
quired if the surgeon in charge could be seen.

“I do not know, miss,” he replied, “ but will find
out,” and called to an orderly to whom he told the
wishes of the ladies.

“ Father Mooney is in charge here,” answered the
orderly, addressing the ladies, “and if you wish, I
will inform him of your presence.”

“ Thanks,” replied Amy, “ we wish to see Father
Mooney.”

The orderly disappeared, returning soon with the
information that the Father was in and would see
them at once. They were conducted to the private

- office of the old gentleman, who, as they entered, rose

and advanced to meet them, saying, as he extended
his hand, “ How can I serve you, ladies?”

“ We are looking for Colonel Harrington, my hus-
band, who was wounded a few days ago and brought
to Washington, and, we are informed, is in one of the
hospitals here.”

“ We have received a great many of the wounded
from the recent battles, but whether your husband is
among the number I am unable to say. We have not
yet made a list of the new arrivals, but if you care to
pass through the wards, I shall be pleased to accom-
pany you. I warn you in advance, however, that it
will require strong nerves to view the suffering you
will find among our poor boys. Few women would
brave such scenes as you will witness.”

“ You are very kind,” said Mrs. Harrington, “and
if you will not think it too much trouble we will look
through the wards, as there seems to be no other way
of knowing whether my husband is here.”

“ No trouble at all. I shall be honored in serving
you.”

It was, indeed, a sight never to be forgotten, that
met the eyes of Amy and her mother as they were si-
lently conducted down the aisles between the rows of
white cots, as they passed from one ward to another,
without finding the face they were so eagerly looking
for. While there were a great number of sick in the
hospital, the wounded, owing to the recent great bat-
tles, were largely in the majority. There were men
with their arms shot away, and others who had lost a
leg, while hundreds were swathed in bandages.

As the ladies passed down between the little white
cots the men gazed at them and tried to look brave,
while the great agony they suffered showed only too
plainly in their bloodless faces. At the farther end
of the long room, near the wall, was a minister pray-
ing beside a dying soldier, and from a cot in the row
next to the dying man, two attendants were removing
the body of a soldier who had just died. In other
parts of the ward convalescent men were seated on
cots playing cards, all unmindful of the dead and dy-

. ing around them. Beside a cot containing a very

* Copyrighted 1888, by James P. Shaw*
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sick soldier, a mere lad, were an elderly lady and gen-
tleman, who, Father Mooney informed them, were
the father and mother of the brave boy, watching and
waiting until he should be able to travel, when they
would take him home. Kind nurses were everywhere
ministering to the wants of the sick and wounded.
From this ward they went to others, where the scenes
of the first were again encountered, and after all had
been visited they returned to the office.

“ Oh, what dreadful, dreadful sufferings those
poor men must endure ! ” said Amy to Father Moon-
ey, when they were seated in his private office.

Mrs. Harrington said she felt faint, and called for
a glass of water. An attendant was dispatched for a
fresh supply, while Father Mooney handed some
smelling salts to Amy, who administered them to her
mother. This, with a drink of cool water, restored
her.

“ How is it possible, Father Mooney,” said Mrs.
Harrington, when fully herself again, “ for those men
to live, shot and torn as they are?”

“ I know, madam, it must be difficult for you la-
dies, who are not accustomed to witness such things,
as we do every day, to realize that some of them
could, by any possible chance, recover; yet they do,
and I sometimes think the poor fellows make up
their minds that they will not die, and battle against
death with such determination that they get well in
spite of everything. Few of them ever complain.
Especially is this true of the wounded. They are al-
ways talking about returning to their commands, and
very few ever speak of going home. The sick will
sometimes long for the care of a loving mother, and
will ask how soon they will be able to go home.”

“1 think we will go now, Father Mooney, and
please accept our most grateful thanks for the kind-
ness you have shown us,” said Mrs. Harrington, as
they rose to depart.

“ I am very sorry, my dear madam, that your first
effort has met with disappointment, and can only
wish you entire success at Lincoln hospital. I will
give you a note to Dr. Arthur. He will be pleased to
render you all the assistance in his power.”

Excusing himself he went to his secretary and
bad the necessary noto written. Returning, he gave
it to Mrs. Harrington, and said he would see them to
their carriage. Observing who their driver was, he
said: “I see you have Mike for your driver,” and
turning to that individual, said: “Mike, drive the
ladies over to Lincoln hospital, where,” gaid he, turn-
ing to Mrs. Harrington, “I think you will find your
husband.”

With Mike’s fast driving they were soon at the
hospital on Maryland heights, where Amy and her
mother alighted, and were at once shown into the re-

ception room, and their names announced to Dr. Ar-
thur. The doctor soon made his appearance, and
bowing to the ladies inquired what he could do for
them.

“ We have come from Father Mooney,” replied
Mrs. Harrington, “ and this note will explain our
mission.”

‘When the note had been read, the doctor said—

“I am very sorry, ladies, but Colonel Harrington
is not an inmate here.”

“ Oh, doctor ! ” exclaimed Amy, almost breaking
down under the disappointment, “can you tell us
where papa is? It seems so strange that no one
knows where he was taken.”

“ I learned this morning that several hundred of
the new arrivals had been taken to Arlington heights,
and it is very probable that Colonel Harrington is
among the number, and I would advise you to apply
there before going elsewhere.”

With hearts full of grief they took their leave of
Dr. Arthur, and resuming their seats in the ambu-
lance, told Mike to drive them to Arlington hospital.
Back to Washington they went, thence through
Georgetown and over the chain bridge, to the hos-
pital on the heights. This magnificent property was
once the homestead of an cld Virginian family, the
head of which, at the breaking out of the war, desert-
ed his country, resigning the commission he held in
the army, and accepting another from the government
of the seceding states. The estate, with its grand old
home and extensive grounds, is on the south side of
the Potomac river, on Arlington heights, and is
reached from the capital either by the long bridge to
Alexandria, or across the chain bridge from George-
town. The owner of this fine old property having be-
come one of the first officers in the rebel army, the
estate was confiscated by the government and con-
verted into a hospital for the sick and wounded sol-
diers of the Union army.

The ambulance slowly ascended the long hill lead-
ing to the hospital, and as it reached the front en-
trance, its occupants saw a negro coming from the
building. As he came near the ambulance, Amy
called to him and inquired whether the doctor in
charge of the hospital was in his office.

“ Lor’ bress you, miss, dar’s a whole dozen ob ’em
in dis yer horspital,” replied the darky, taking off his
hat and bowing very low to the ladies.

“ Well, then, is the head surgeon about the build-
ing?”

“ Dunno, miss; specks he is.”

“ Will you please inquire?” asked Mrs. Harring-
ton.

“ Who shall I ax fer?”

”
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“ The one in charge, the head doctor,” replied
Amy.

“’Pears to dis yer nigger dat all ob dem hab
charge ob dis plantation; least wise dey all t'inks
dey’s got charge ob dis yer nigger, an’ dey makes 'im

fly when dey comes around where he is,” said he, a |
broal grin spreading over his ebony face as he moved |

off in a shuffling gate.

“ That’s a queer negro,” said Mrs. Harrington, as
he disappeared inside the building.

He returned very soon, and approaching the am-
bulance, hat in hand, he said: “ No, missus, dey say
de man wat got charge ob dis yer horspital dun gene
to de city, an’ won’t be back 'fo’ night.”

“ Oh, dear,” sighed Mrs. Harrington, “ what shall
we do?”

“ Go inside and get some one to show us through |

the building, as we did at Father Mooney’s,” said
Amy, and telling Mike they would get out, and for
him to wait until they returned, she jumped out of
the ambulance, and then assisted her mother to alight.

Turning to the darky, who was standing with his
mouth wide open, which was almost split from ear to
ear, Amy asked: “ Are you employed here? ”

“Is I what, miss?”

“ Are you employed in the hospital ? ”

“ Don’t ’zackly understan’ yer, miss.”

“ Do you belong to any one about the hospital ? ”

¢ Oh, dat's what yer ax me, is it? Well, miss, I
don’t ’zackly b’long to anybody, kase I'se dun been
sot free by marsa Lincum, but I'se hired to marsa
Kunnel Harrington, what wuz killed at ——"

“ What? What's that you say?” advancing to-
ward him. “ Colonel Harrington killed? ”

The darky backed away from them, saying: “ No,
no, missus, he dun comed to agin.”

“ Where is Colonel Harrington? ” asked Amy.

“ Marsa Kunnel Harrington what was killed? ”

“ Oh, God!” groaned poor Mrs. Harrington, as
she sank to the ground in a faint.

Amy was by the side of her mother in an instant,
and Mike, who, up to this time, had been a silent lis-
tener, jumped from his seat on the ambulance and
grabbed the darkey by the shoulders and gave him a
severe shaking.

“ Now,” said he, “run for some wather, ye black
hathen.”

Sam—for it was that valiant individual—bounded
off like a shot out of cannon, and in a few seconds re-
turned with the water. By this time, however, Mrs.
Harrington had sufficiently recovered to sit up, and
after drinking the water, was able to get to her feet.
Turning to Sam, she asked—

“ Did you say Colonel Harrington was killed?

“ No, missus, he’s dun been killed, but comed to
agin.”

“ Where is he?”

“In dar,” pointing to the building, *a-waitin’ for
dis nigger, an’ I specks he pow’ful mad kase he don’t
come.”

“ Show us to him at once.”

¢ Sartin, missus,” said Sam, as he led the way into
the building, closely followed by Amy, supporting
her mother. Passing between the long rows of cots,
each of which contained a sick or wounded soldier,
Sam at length halted in front of a cot, standing at the
lower end of the room, and pointing to the occupant,
said —

“ Dar he be, missus. Dis am de kunnel.”

The wounded man lay with his face to the wall,
and when he heard Sam’s voice he turned to speak to
him, when he was recognized by his wife and daugh-
ter, who both gave a quick cry of joy and sprang for-
ward and knelt beside the cot.

“ Oh, papa!” said Amy through her tears, “ we
have been hunting for you for two days, and it was
only by chance, and through the stupidity of that col-
ored servant of yours, that we found you at all.”

The colonel’s wife was holding his hand in her
own, her heart too full to say anything for the time.

“ I knew you would come,” said the colonel, faint-
ly.

“ Are you badly hurt, papa?”

“ No; at least, not seriously; but the trip from
the front nearly killed me.”

“ What is the nature of your wounds, William? ”
asked his wife.

“ I received a gun-shot wound in the left leg, just
above the knee, and a bruise on the head, caused, I
think, by a piece of shell, which had about spent its
force, but had enough left to knock me senseless for
some time.”

“ Poor papa! How you must have suffered, all
alone on the battle-field, with no one to care for you.”

“ Oh, no, I had plenty of assistance. My men, as
soon as I was hit, came and carried me from the field
to a place of safety, and from there I was taken in an
ambulance to the field hospital, where I had every
attention possible under the circumstances.”

Sam, who had been forgotten for the time being,
now came up and said—

“ Marsa kunnel hyere is dem orangers what yer
sends me fer.”

“Sam?”

““ Yes, sah; I'se hyere sah.”

“ These ladies are my wife and daughter, and—"

“ I’se mos’ pow'ful glad dey is, mos’ pow’ful glad,”
broke in Sam, as he bowed and scraped to Amy and
Mrs. Harrington.
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“ And,” continued the colonel, when Sam had fin-
ished bowing, “ you are to do their bidding and look
after their wants.”

“ Lor’ bress der hearts, marsa kunnel, all dey’s
got to do is to 'spress der wants, an’ I'se pow’ful glad
to wait on ’em.” As he finished, he went through
another contortion act, and only ceased when inter-
rupted by the colonel.

“Sam?”

“ I'se hyere, sah.”

“ Go and see if Doctor Roether has returned from
the city, and if so, say that Colonel Harrington would
be pleased to see him.”

“ Yes, sah,” said Sam, as he bowed himself from
their presence.

“ My dear husband, it almost breaks my heart to
see you lying there, wounded,” said Mrs. Harrington,
“but I hope the pain is somewhat lessened by my
being with you and able to minister to your wants.”

“ Yes, the fact of your presence will go far toward
my speedy recovery.”

The doctor now made his appearance and was in-
troduced to the wife and daughter, and when told of
their experience in finding the wounded officer, he ex-
pressec. himself as being very sorry that Colonel Les-
ter did not mention the matter to him the day before,
as he had met that officer in the streets of Washing-
ton. “But,” he said, “I presume his mind was oc-
cupied with other matters.”

It was arranged that the colonel should be re-
moved to a room with no other occupants, excepting
his wife and daughter, who were to have a portion of
the room partitioned off for a sleeping apartment;
and for this purpose Sam was dispatched to Wash-
ington to purchase sheeting, and also to have the la-
dies’ trunks brought over to the hospital. As to
meals, they were to be served at Doctor Roether’s
own table.

“ Carry him gently men, he is very sick.”

These were the words of Doctor Roether, a few
days after the arrival of Amy and her mother at Ar-
lington, and were addressed to some assistants, who
were carrying a sick soldier from an ambulance into
the hospital.

“ Which ward, doctor, will you have him taken
to?”

“You may place him on the lounge in my rear
office for the present,” replied the doctor, as he gave
directiors regarding the disposition of a number of
other sick and wounded soldiers who had arrived that
morning.

‘“ Tell the steward to see that these sick men get
extra care, and that I will send Doctor Soule to look
after them.”

Doctor Roether then went into his office to exam-
ine the sick man just taken there.

“ Oh, how good this feels,” moaned the j.or fel-
low, when he had been comfortably placed on ‘he soft
lounge.

Something in the appearance of the sick man, al-
though scarcely enough of him was left to resemble
a human being, had attracted Dr. Roether’s attention,
and he had taken more than a professional interest in
him, and owing to this interest had ordered the sick
man to be taken to his private office, that he might
give him close personal attention. Perhaps he re-
alized, that were he given over to the care of the
nurses in some of the wards, in his very low condi-
tion, his chances for recovery would be very few.
After looking at his patient for a few moments, Doc-
tor Roether went to his medicine case and prepared
a draught. Returning, he said—

“ Captain, I have some medicine here which will
give you ease and cause you to take some rest, which
you seem to need very much.”

Gently raising the sick man’s head, the doctor
placed the spoon to his lips and the contents were
eagerly swallowed.

This feeble skeleton was none other than Captain
Tom Norwood, who had been exchanged from Ander-
sonville prison and sent to Annapolis, Maryland,
where he was kept a short time and then transferred
to Arlington hospital. Soon after taking the potion,
he dropped into a refreshing sleep, from which he
did not wake until several hours later.

It was something dreadful to look upon this man,
as he lay there, but a feeble shadow of the noble form
he had possessed but a year before. His most inti-
mate friends would not recognize, in this emaciated
being, the once handsome, brave, young Captain Nor-
wood. His eyes were sunk far back in his head, no
flesh was on his body, and the skin was so contracted
and drawn over his frame, that the bones, in places,
showed through. The hair, which once hung in wavy
masses about his fair brow, was long since gone, and
every tooth in his head could have been pulled out
with the thumb and finger. The dreaded scurvy had
almost done its deadly work. Doctor Roether re-
mained at the side of the young officer, listening to
his heavy breathing and contemplating the sad wreck
before him, for some minutes, then gave utterance to
the thoughts which were agitating his soul.

“ Curses deep and lasting,” said he, “rest upon
the authors of this young man’s sufferings. May
their bodies be covered with pestiferous and never-
healing sores, and the boon granted Lazarus denied
them. May they be damned through all eternity,
with God’s curses clinging to them.”
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“ Amen, say I,” sounded through the open door
leading to the front office, and on Doctor Roether
looking around, he beheld Doctor Stone, one of his
principal assistants, who had come into the office un-
observed and heard the last of the doctor’s execra-
tions.

“ Do you know, Doctor Stone, that when I look at
the wreck of that once strong man, lying there, and
think of the causes which produced it, I can scarcely
maintain my reason, and sometimes I ask myself the
question, ¢ Can there be a God, and permit such things
to exist?’” said Doctor Roether, with warmth and
animation.

¢ Aside from the question whether there is a God,”
replied Doctor Stone, “ history has nc record of civil-
ized men subjecting their fellows to the cruel and in-
human treatment our Union prisoners receive at the
hands of this sham chivalry of the South.”

“ A chivalry,” replied Doctor Roether, ¢ which
teaches them to hunt human beings, who, by the for-
tunes of war, are placed at their mercy, with terrible
and blood-thirsty beasts, which have been trained for
the purpose. The Great Father of us'all may forgive
them, but I never will.”

“ Again I say amen,” exclaimed Doctor Stone.

Days and weeks went by, and still Captain Nor-
wood remained an inmate of Doctor Roether’s office.
He had, however, improved very much under the
skillful care of the doctor and friend, and indeed a
friend, for the physician had formed a strong broth-
erly attachment for his patient. At Tom’s request,
he wrote to Mrs. Norwood, telling her of her son’s
whereabouts and condition, and also that he would
send him home to her as soon as he was able to travel.

“ And now, my friend, you must get well, and go
home to that good old mother and little sister you
have been telling me about.”

“ Yes, doctor, I am very anxious to see my mother
and the dear little town where I was born; more anx-
ious, I may say, than I thought I would ever be. It
may be weakness in me to say it, but when I lie here
at night, and think how very near to death’s door I
had drifted, the tears come freely to my eyes, and
then it is my whole soul cries out for my mother.”

“ Cheer up, Captain, the time will not be long, if
you keep on improving, before you will be able to
start for home.”

“ My dear friend, how will I ever be able to repay
you for the disinterested kindness you have shown
me?”

Before the doctor could answer, a gentle rap was
heard, and on going to the door he found Miss Har-
rington was his caller.

“ Good morning, Miss Harrington.
leave your father?”

How did you

“ Father is getting on nicely, thanks to your un-
ceasing care, doctor,” replied Amy.

“ Rather,” replied the doctor, “ to your good nurs-
ing, than to any skill I may have. Do you know,
Miss Harrington, that with a few nurses like your-
self, I would require little medicine in the treatment
of my patients?”

“T am afraid, doctor, you place too high a value
on my ability as a nurse.”

“ Not at all; good nursing is of more importance
to our soldier boys than a medicine chest full of nos-
trums.”

“ Well, doctor, as I came to see you upon an en-
tirely different subject this morning, I shall let you
have your way, and not provoke a quarrel by denying
all you say; but I warn you,” and she shook her fin-
ger at him in a threatening manner, “that you are
not to oppose me in the matter which I came to see
you about.”

“ Before I decide what course to pursue, you will
have to state your case.”

“ That is easily and quickly done; I came to see
about taking papa home.”

“ Does your father feel strong enough to travel?”

“ He said this morning that he thought, in a few
days, he would be able to go home, and I came to ar-
range with you regarding the matter.”

“ Let me see, your home is in Ohio.”

“ Yes, in the northwestern part of the state.”

“ Could you delay your journey for a week? My
reason for asking is this: I have a young officer in
my charge, who was a prisoner at Andersonville, and
as soon as he is able to travel I want to send him
home to a dear old mother, who lives in Ohio, and I
would be very glad indeed to place him in your charge
as far as your journeys lead you together.”

“ Who isit? What is his name, quick?” and Amy
left her seat and in an excited manner advanced to-
ward him.

“ His name is Norwood, Captain Norwood,” re-
plied the doctor, somewhat disconcerted by her strange
behavior.

“ Oh, doctor! Where is he?”

“ Here, in my back office.”

“ Take me to him, please.” Doctor Roether hes-
itated. “I know Captain Norwood. He lives in the
same town with us and is a very dear friend. Can’t
I see him?”

¢ Certainly, Miss Harrington, if you wish it.”

Stepping to the door, he said, ““ Captain, here is a
visitor wishes to see you,” but before a response came,
Amy stepped past the doctor and was at Norwood’s
side, crying—

“ Oh, Tom, is this you?”
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The sick man looked at her in a dazed and dreamy
way for some seconds without saying a word, but at
length he seemed to be assured, and said: “ My own
darling, you have come.” Then, mistrusting his sens-
es again, he faintly moaned: “No, no, it is not real,
it is only another dream.”

“ Dear Tom, don’t; it is your own Amy,” and tak-
ing the bloodless hand in hers, she said, “ don’t you
know me? ”

“ Yes,” said he, as he gazed at the form bending
over him, “but how came you here? ”

“ Mamma and I are here with papa, who was
wounded and brought to this hospital.”

Doctor Roether, like the sensible man he was, had
taken in the situation and withdrawn from the room,
leaving the long-parted lovers to themselves. Amy
remained with Tom for some time, telling him all
that had occurred since he left home, not omitting
Frank Von Brean’s visit and her dreadful dream.

“ And your father is here, wounded, did you say ?”

“ Yes, papa would go into the army, against the
most earnest entreaties of mamma and myself, and at
one of those dreadful battles which General Grant is
fighting, he was severely wounded in two places.

Captain Norwood made no reply, but lay quiet,
looking at Amy as though he still doubted her iden-
tity.

“ What a dreadful place that prison was, where
they took you!”

“ Yes, darling, I thank God every day for my de-
liverance from that awful place.”

“ I read your letter, written from Andersonville.”

“ Then mother received it? ”

“ Yes, the very day we received the telegram that
papa was hurt.”

“ Poor mother!” sighed Tom, “I know she has
suffered greatly because of my unfortunate capture
and uncertain fate.”

“ And now I must return to papa, who will be un-
easy at my long stay, but I will come to see you very
often, and bring mamma, who will be so glad to know
you are here with us,” and bidding him an affection-
ate good-bye, she left him.

As she passed through the front office, she en-
countered Doctor Roether, to whom she explained
more fully who his patient was.

“ It would be real nice,” said she, “to have him
go home with us. His mother would be so very, very
glad to see him after so long an absence.”

“I can promise you, Miss Harrington, that as
soon as Captain Norwood can stand the fatigues of so
long a journey, he shall be sent to his home.”

“ Thanks, doctor.”

“ I suppose you will want to take this, my private
patient, off my hands, as you have done with some
others I might mention.”

“1f I can be of any service to you, doctor, you
may command me, even at the risk, as you say, of de-
priving you of your private, and I might say office,
patient.”

“ You can, indeed, render me great assistance, by
allowing me to turn Captain Norwood over to your
entire charge, now that he requires nothing but good
nursing and proper food to build him up.”

“ Ob, if you will only allow me, doctor, I will
gladly relieve you of any further care of Captain
Norwood.”

Studying her a moment, to make sure she was in
earnest, he said, “ Very well, from this time on [
shall hold you responsible for his recovery.”

That afternoon Amy paid a visit to her charge, ac-
companied by her father and mother, the colonel hob-
bling in an awkward manner on crutches, or wooden
legs, as he called them.

“ Tom,” said Amy, “I have brought you some
more callers.”

When Mrs. Harrington saw the condition the sick
man was in, she cried like a child, while the colonel
shook him warmly by the hand.

“ 8o they had you down in Andersonville, did
they?” said the colonel, as he seated himself beside
the bed, in a chair the doctor placed for him.

“ Yes, sir,” replied the captain. ‘ Unfortunately,
I, with most of my company, was captured at Chick-
amauga and taken to that prison.”

“ By George! You had a close call. From what
I am told of that place and looking at you, I am pre-
pared to believe all that is said about it.”

“ The doctor tells me I am looking well now, com-
pared with my condition when I came here. Then I
weighed less than a hundred pounds, and I thivk I
have gained at least twenty pounds,” replied Tom.

“ 1 suppose you will be able to go home in a few
days,” said Mrs. Harrington.

“ T hope so. The doctor was saying this morning
that he thought, before many days, I could make the
trip.” Then turning to Colonel Harrington, he said:
“1 was surprised to learn that you had gone into the
service.”

“ It was my duty to do what I could to help put
down this rebellion.”

The party rcmained fully an hour with the sick
man, and on leaving, the colonel said to Norwood,
“ Captain, you must get out of here and get some
fresh air; the weather is warm, and there is a large
yard here, with plenty of shady places, where you
can spend an hour each day very profitably. I will
see Doctor Roether, and if he approves of it I will
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send my servant over every day to help you out on
the lawn.”

“ Thank you, colcnel, I will try my best to get
well; and now that I know I have friends so near me,
I think I will get on very much faster.”

“ That's right, my boy, never say die, but only
think of getting well and returning to your company,
that you may help thrash these rebellious children of
Uncle Sam, until they cry to get back into the warm,
comfortable house they left because they could not
rule all the rest of their brothers.”

Every day, when the weather was warm, Sam
came over and carried Captain Norwood out on the
lawn and placed him on a comfortable seat, which
Amy had arranged under the spreading branches of
an old oak, to the rear of the doctor’s office.
for an hour each day at first, and a longer time as the
sick man grew stronger, Amy read or talked to him.
We scarcely need say that those were happy days to
both, and that the invalid improved most rapidly in
the sunshine of Amy’s countenance, which, to him,
outshone the sun from heaven. In his almost su-
preme happiness, he lost his longing to go home.
When a week of such happiness had gone by, the

Here, |
| diers at the depot, and give them a hearty welcome

colonel could stand it no longer, and informed the
doctor that he must insist on being allowed to leave
the hospital, either to go home or to return to his
| regiment. “I must do something,” he said.
This was Saturday, and it was decided that they
would start for home, taking Captain Norwood with
them, upon the following Monday. Telegrams were

' sent announcing this arrangement, and everything

put in readiness to start on the day appointed.

When it was learned in their native town that
Colonel Harrington and Captain Norwood would re-
turn on Monday, it created quite an cxcitement. The
colonel, they knew, was all right, but few knew what
had been Norwood’s fate, and nearly all had supposed
him long since dead. A committee of the leading
citizens was appointed to meet the distinguished sol-
~ in the name of their friends and neighbors, the most
| of whom were at the depot when the train arrived.
1 It was almost the realization of the dream Captain
| Norwood had the night of the battle of Stone river,
| when he dreamed that he went home and the people
- of his native place turned out to do him honor and to
' welcome him back to his old home.

To be continued.

OUR LOVE IS DEAD.

Our love is dead : 1ts brief, sweet days
Are shrined in memory’s deathless urn;
We may not call it back again,
For dead love never can return.

We mourn beside this new-made grave

For all our dreary

, empty years;

We grieve in solitude and pain,
With more than bitterness and tears.

And we shall never find our love

Beyond death’s dark and doubtful shore;
Nor will some resurrection morn

Return it us forever more.

Dear God! We loved this precious love,
This fairy thing by fancy wrought,

That was too frail to live and thrive
Where life’s grim battle must be fought.

Our love is dead : We mourn for it
Through all our bitter, wasted years;

The page within our lives turned down
To hide its anguish and its tears.

ETtoILe.
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THE OLYMPIC MOUNTAINS.

N the western side of Washington Territory, fac-
ing the restless ocean and defying its angry
waves with a rock-bound coast, stands the Olympic
range of mountains. To the east of them is that
most magnificent spread of inland waters comprising
Hood’s canal and Puget sound, that has been called
the Mediterranean of the Pacific. These mountains,
during nearly all the year, present a continuous ar-
ray of snow-clad peaks for a hundred miles south-
ward from the Straits of Juan de Fuca, which washes
their northern end. They stand on the peninsula all
in line, like soldiers up for inspection, while the
mightier summits of Rainier and Baker, in the Cas-
cade range, in majestic isolation appear in front, like
officers of high rank reviewing the parade. The
space between Hood’s canal and the ocean is almost
entirely occupied by the Olympic range and its foot
hills. The mountains seem to rise from the edge of
the wa‘er, on both sides, in steep ascent to the line of
perpetual snow, as though nature had designed to
shut up this spot for her safe retreat forever. Here
she is intrenched behind frowning walls of basalt, in
front of which is Hood’s canal, deep, silent, dark and
eternal, constituting the moat. Down in its unfath-
omable waters lurks the devilish octopus, and on its
shores the cinnamon bear and the cougar wander in
the solitude of the primeval forest. It is a land of
mystery, awe inspiring in its mighty constituents and
wonder making in its unknown expanse of canyon
and ridge.
I can see these mountains from my window, and
I often look at them. In the winter time they are
lost to my sight, sometimes for weeks, behind the
rain clouds, until I get homesick for them, and sigh
for them to bless my vision again. But I know that
in the spring they will come forth bright and serene.
One day they will look languid in the sunshine and
the next they may present a savage aspect as they
breast a raging storm born of themselves. On the
third, sunshine and cloud shadows may chase each
other along their black sides, alternately awakening
hope and fear. When they are behind the leaden
clouds, one who loves them, as I do, will look in their
direction and wish for the clouds to go away. When
this occurs, as it often does, and the long line comes
out in the clear, cold, winter air, with its new made
coat of snow and its glint of freshness, and its un-
doubted purity, it seems like the realization of a
dream of the resurrection; as if they had been in the
grave and had come forth, clad in the robes of inno-
cence, in obedience to a command of Jehovah.
When the air is clear they seem only a little way
off. At the distance of fifty miles their angles are

sharp cut and their forests are defined, almost tree
by tree. If it is still you can imagine them to be the
walls of Paradise, idclosing scenes of bliss; but when
awful clouds fly before the wind along their expanse,
you can well believe that the homes of restless evil
spirits are there. In autumn, when the air is filled
with a delightful haziness, the mountains seem to
have receded until their outlines are dim and uncer-
tain. There is no thought or danger of an atmos-
pheric disturbance. Everything is delightfully sug-
gestive of rest and luxury and freedom from evil.
One can imagine that he has found the home of the
Epicurean, and think that he can join Alciphron over
there and sing and dream as long as he shall live. 1
have watched their shadowy outlines on a still, au-
tumn night, and as the stars sank, one by one, be-
hind the great western ridge, I could fancy they were
fixed in the diadems of celestial beings, whose fleecy
formsa I could descry as they went down in groups, to
sit at some feast or listen to the songs of those who
are free from care.

Looking at the Olympic range from the eastern
shore of Puget sound, one can easily conceive how
superstitious ideas could be fostered by them, in the
minds of Indians and trappers, who have to contend
witn the elements as well as with fanged and muscled
beasts of prey that glare in their paths and menace
their advance. Red men and white men have gone
all around this section, as bush men go all around a
jungle in which a man-eating tiger is concealed, but
the interior is incognita. In tradition al )ne has man
penetrated its fastnesses and trod the aisles of its
continuous woods. Superstition lends its aid to the
natural obstacles in preserving the integrity of this
grand wilderness. The Indians have traditions in re-
gard to happenings therein, ages ago, which were so
terrible that the memory of them has endured until
this day with a vividness that controls the actions of
men. In those remote times, say the aborigines, an
open valley existed on the Upper Wynooski, above
the canyon, in the heart of the Olympic range. This
valley was wide and level, and the mountains hedged
it in on every side. Its main extent was open land,
matted with grass and sweet with flowers, while the
edge of the river and foot of the hills were fringed
with deciduous trees. This place was held sacred as
a neutral ground by the tribes that hunted each oth-
er, with murderous intent, over every other foot of
the northwest country. Here peace was enshrined,
and the warriors of the different tribes congregated,
once every year, to engage in friendly rivalry in the
games that were known to them, and to traffic with
each other in such articles of commerce as they pos-
sessed. Coming from various directions at the ap-
pointed season, the bands of Indians threaded the
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mountain trails to the summits, gazed for a moment
upon the entrancing scene below, then, throwing
down their spears and dismissing the frowns from
their brows, went forward with confidence and joy to
repose upon the bosom of the valley. There they en-
gaged in feats of strength and skill, and in contests
requiring courage and endurance, akin to the Olym-
pic games of the ancient Greeks, with whom they
may have been nearly contemporary. No account
exists of any violation of the neutrality, but a great
catastrophe occurred, long, long ago, during the con-
tinuance of one of their festivals, from which only a
few of the assembled Indians escaped. According to

the accounts of the Indians, the great Seatco, chief =acquires from the Indian his methods of taking game

who were spared that they might carry the story of
his wrath to their tribes, and warn them that they
were banished from the happy valley forever.
Doubtless an earthquake had opened chasms in
the land and blocked the exits of the streams, thus
spreading death amongst the peaceful delegations.
Since then the river has again eroded a way through
the rocks and the upper valley of the Wynooski has
resumed its beauteous aspect, but the dreadful warn-

| ing of the great Seatco has been passed from mouth

of all evil spirits, a giant who could trample whole |

war parties under his feet, and who could traverse the
air, the water and the land at will, whose stature was
above the tallest fir trees, whose voice was louder
than the roar of the ocean, and whose aspect was

more terrible than that of the fiercest wild beast, who |

came and went upon the wings of the wind, who
could tear up the forest by the roots, heap the rocks
into mountains and change the course of rivers with

his breath, became offended at them and caused the |

earth and waters to swallow them up—all but a few,

to mouth of the uncounted generations, and the lake
of the happy valley has not since reflected the image
of an Indian. The white hunter and trapper not only

and his wood craft, but also imbibes his superstitions,
and he, too, has avoided the happy valley, so that the
elk and deer roam there undisturbed to this day.
The next person to stand upon the scene of the an-
cient convalsion will be the all-conquering ¢ average
man ” of the Anglo-Saxon race, who will tear up the
matted grass and the sweet flowers with his plow and
deprecate the proximity of the snow-clad peaks be-
cause they threaten his crops with early frosts and
harbor the coyote that tears his sheep.
EUGENE SEMPLE.

THE OLD HOME.

Where whirled that purling stream in silver sheen
Through grass that rolled in golden, velvet waves,
My chieftain father led his warrior braves

Those rugged, sombre valley walls between ;

And on yon brown and barren knoll is seen

The fallen cross that stood above the graves

Of men too proud to live the life of slaves—

They sleep the martyr’s sleep in rest serene.
Though waterfalls that sang in sacred chime

Now turn the creaking, ever-grinding mill,

And fields once fair with flower and sweet with thyme
Have not the charm of shaded bowers still,

01d legions fill the dale with forms sublime,

That walk from desecrated graves at will.

Newrox Hisps,
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THE HOOSIERS IN THE VALLEY.

«/T'HE VALLEY ” is one of those charming rural

spots for which Central Wisconsin is so justly
noted, and on the autumnal afternoon in 1862, on
which our story opens, it presented a charming pic-
ture to the lover of untrammeled nature.

The village proper, the name of which we will
suppress, simply using the appellation “the valley,”
consisted of a single street, from which led some
half dczen lanes or by-ways, sparsely lined on either
side by unpretending cabins. These cabins were,
for the most part, built of unhewn logs, and chinked
and daubed. A few were double, but the majority
contained but one room and the loft above. Their
furnishing was simple and primitive. The business
houses consisted of a store, blacksmith shop, and
mill, the latter turning out clapboards or corn meal
with equal facility.

There was another building, used for school,
church and political purpos s. A little above the
street, off on a sunny slope, lay the little grave yard,
containing less than a dozen mounds, marked by
plain pine slabs.

Hills, brilliant in their mantles of crimson and
gold, lay glowing in the autumn sunlight, while the
calm, blue heavens above seemed to bend and touch
them, shutting in the little valley village with con-
tented, but peculiar, people. The majority of these
people were from Indiana (Inje-annie, they called it,
or more often, In-yander ), but now and then a family
settled in the vicinity from some other part of the
world, drawn hither by the fertile soil, and magnifi-
cent belt of timber in the midst of which the valley
was nestled. The Hoosiers belonged to the religious
sect known as the (Quakers, or Friends, but a repre-
sentative of any orthodox church was made welcome
by these isolated villagers. Their customs, dialect
and dress were odd, to say the least, being a curious
mixture of Hoosier and Quaker.

“ I've 'listed, Betty Ann, ’listed !”

It seemed to the owner of the keen, gray eyes
watching the girl, that, for a moment, the roses on
the round cheeks bloomed less brightly, and that a
shadow of pain flitted over the roguish face; but the
words: “ Well, I don’t see why ye should stop at
home and others go,” accompanied by a scornful toss
of the bright, yellow head, instantly dispelled the il-
lusion.

“ Mebby there be others ez kin be spared better'n
me, them ez ain’t no ’count round home, nohow; but
I ain’t no coward, Betty Ann Freeline, and I've 'listed
and I'm goin’.”

There was no mistaking the anger in the face and
voice as the girl answered, curtly—

THE WEST SHORE.

“ I’'m sure I hope ye ain’t no coward, Dave Dixon,
but them ez are able bodied and don’t ’list hev that
look ter me.”

“Yes, I know, I heerd ye tell Ruth Stanley so,
and—and—well, I can’t stand it to be called a cow-
ard by any one, least of all, you'ns, Betty Ann.”

The youth’s voice had grown low and tender over
the last words, and he essayed to take the little freck-
led hand that lay on the rough gate post, but she
drew it back, saying—

“ T can’t see why ye’d ’list because I called ye a
coward.”

“ Oh, Betty Ann, ye didn’t uster to talk that way.
It’s all along o’ that Stanley that ye've changed so.”

Here the girl blushed vividly, but with the same
scornful toss of her head as before replied, pettishly—

“’Pears like ye're right smart jealous.”

“ Mebby I be, mebby I be; but ye cared fer me
afore he come to the valley with his store clothes,
biled shirt and finger rings.”

“ Well, ez ye're goin’ away, there be no need fer
us to quarrel. When do ye start?” she asked, pat-
romizingly.

“ Day after ter-morrer. Hain’t ye a picture ye
could let me carry, jest fer the sake of the old times,
Betty Ann?”

“I—1I hain’t got but one, and that's promised,”
she answered, hesitating and coloring. Keenly he
watched her averted face for a moment, and then in a
husky voice, said—

“ Well, no matter, I'll never fergit how ye look,
nohow; and now I must be goin’. Mebby I won’t see
ye agin, and if I don’t, and ye never—that is, if any-
thing should happen, ye know, that I don’t come
back, I'd like ye to remember ez Dave Dixon loved
ye, Betty Ann, loved ye ez well ez ef he’d been hand-
some and togged out in fine feathers, and that he
bears ye no ill will on ’count o’ the other chap. Ye'll
shake hands with me, won’'t ye, Betty Ann? There,
don’t cry.”

A sudden revulsion of feeling, not unknown to
women in the higher walks of life, had overtaken the
pretty Hoosier, and sinking upon a stump she cover-
ed her face with her pink checked apron, and burst
into tears. Awkwardly her lover tried to comfort
her, but she continued to sob softly.

“ Well, I must be goin’,” he said, at last, “fer I've
a right smart chance to do fer mother afore I go.
She’s goin’ to stop along o’ Lecty. Good-bye, ef 1
don’t see ye agin, and may God bless ye.” He took
her now unresisting hand, and almost crushing it in
his giant grasp, dropped it and strode away. A long
while the girl sat there, his fervent “ God bless ye
ringing in her ears. But, in truth, she was thinking
less about him than of some one else.
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“ Betty Ann,” called a mild voice from the cabin
door, “ Betty Ann, I want thee to go to the store and
get some more o’ that caliker fer Sarah Jane’s dress.”
Promptly the girl rose to obey; but twice her mother
called her before she came down from the little cur-
tained-off corner of the loft that she called her room.
Evidently she had a full share of feminine vanity, as
the yellow locks were freshly braided and fastened
with one of her Sunday knots of ribbon, and about
her white neck she had clasped her choicest orna-
ment, a double necklace of blue beads.

“ Well, I never!” exclaimed her mother, when at |

last she was ready. “ Why does thee put on thy
First day’s best, jest to go to the store?”

Betty Ann blushed, but evaded the question, and
her mother sighed, for only too well she guessed the
reason why.

The Freelines were a typical valley family. There
was the father, known as Friend Simon—people were
best known by their given names there—and his wife,
Hannah. Betty Ann was the eldest of their children
and the belle of the village; then came the twins, Si-
mon and Hannah, next Sarah Jane, and lastly Jacob,

the baby. The parents were prominent members of |

the church, and deeply regretted the frivolity mani- |

fested by their first-born, particularly of late.

“It's all along o’ them Stanleys; they’ve fairly be- |
witched the child,” Hannah explained to her husband, |

when he spoke sharply of the matter.

The Stanleys were, to use their own expression,
new comers in the valley, having arrived but six
months before. They were neither Hoosiers nor
Quakers, but very gay, fashionable people. The
father claimed to be a broken down merchant—brok-
en in more ways than one, it seemed—and “ hed come
west fer his stomach.” His wife was a weak, vain
creature, and the daughter, Ruth, her exact counter-
part. Roy, their eldest, was a handsome, rakish fel-
low, his mother’s idol, who was never known to do
onything more laborious than lounge on store count-
ers or make love to pretty girls.

Dave Dixon, who had pronounced such a solemn
blessing on Betty Ann’s head, had been her playmate
and lover ever since the two families had come to the
valley, and they had been among the earliest settlers.
His father, who had been one of the Quaker preach-
ers, now slept in one of the mounds on the hillside,
and he and his mother lived alone since the marriage
of his sister 'Lecty. Large, uncouth, and clad in
homespun garments, he presented a striking contrast
to Roy Stanley, of whom he was madly jealous, and
with good cause. The Stanleys had taken to Betty
Ann, from the first, in a patronizing sort of way, and
in turn she seemed completely infatuated with them

even neglecting her bosom friend, Mirandy Davis, for
Ruth Stanley.

‘“ She thinks that Stanley’ll be at the store, ez he
genner’lly is, the good-fer-naught! Mebby I should
not jedge others, but I do wish Betty Ann hed stuck
to them ez she knows, and let new comers alone. I
am glad he’s goin’ to the war, he ought to be adoin’
someat,” soliloquized Hannah, while awaiting her
daughter’s return, adding the last clause to quiet her
conscience, for of course it was a dreadful thing for
anyone to go to war; her church was set against it
and so was she, but if anyone must go, let it be the
handsome “ good-for-naught,” that was stealing her

| daughter’s affections from honest Dave Dixon.

¢ There, jest as I expected,” she muttered, a little
later, as Betty Ann lingered at the gate for a few last
words with Roy Stanley, who accompanied her. The
girl looked so flushed and pretty, when finally she de-
livered the calico into her mother’s hands, that the
good woman could not find it in her heart to deliver
the severe lecture she felt the occasion demanded.

“ He'll be goin’ soon.” she assured herself, and
merely said—

“ Thee was a long time.”

Betty Ann blushed again and ran up stairs. She
must get off the frivolous ornaments before her fath-

| er came in; but she did so enjoy wearing them, for

Roy said the necklace just matched her eyes, and the
ribbon her cheeks.

“ Dave hez 'listed,” she announced at supper with
all the sang froid she could assume.

“Listed ! ” echoed everybody.

“ Poor Rachel, she can ill spare the boy, she’s not
right peert this fall,” said Hannah.

“ He'll make right smart of a soldier, but I wish
he’d no need to stain his hands in innercent blood.
His father couldn’t rest easy in his grave if he knowd
Dave hed ’listed,” remarked Friend Simon, shaking
his head mournfully.

““ Most all the fellers hez ’listed, wish I was old
nuff,” said young Simon, in an injured tone.

“ 1 am thankful to the Lord that thee ain’t,” said
his mother, devoutly, “but I'm feared they’ll take
thy father, yit, in spite of his lame knee.”

“ No danger o' that, mother, no danger o’ that.
Simon Freeline is a peaceable man and’d make no
soldier,” answered her husband, taking up his broad-
brimmed hat preparatory to going to the store to dis-
cuss the news. The store was the general rendezvous
for the male populstion, and thither each man bent
his steps after the evening meal. As soon as possi-
ble Betty Ann stole up stairs, and sitting down by
the little window, thought her own thoughts and
dreamed her own dreams till the autumn twilight had

| faded and one by one the stars came out to deck the
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have been, judging by the soft light that shone in the
bright eyes, and by the smile that dimpled the rosy
cheeks.

She did not see Dave Dixon again, for the next
evening Ruth Stanley came over and persuaded Han-
nah to let Betty Ann pass the night with her.

“ Thee missed saying good-bye to Dave,” said her
mother, when she returned.

“ Was he here?” she asked, absent-mindedly, for
her thoughts were with Roy, whom she had just bade
farewell. Her face was very serious now, and her
eyes were dimmed by unshed tears. What if Roy
should be killed—and they were engaged, though he
said no one must know of it but themselves until he
came back. She felt sure he was so good and brave
that he would never think of saving himself, but
would be ever in the battle front. Her mother talked
on about Dave, and how terribly his mother’s grief

cried herself to sleep with the little coralline heart,
her lover’s gift, pressed to her lips.

How strange and lonely the little isolated village
seemed after the boys were gone, and winter closing
in early and severe made things doubly drear. There
was no place to go, excepting ‘“meetin’,” and this,
conducted by the Quakers, was not exciting, to say
the least. Occasionally the spirit moved someone to
speak or pray, but more often after an hour of un-

|
|
|
i
%

far off blue. Happy thoughts and dreams they must | being something of a philosopher, the good man de-

termined that if he could not tell the startling news
at home he would somewhere else, and accordingly
he retraced his steps for a little way, turned into a
by-lane and soon arrived at the cabin of ’Loecty
Smith—Dave Dixon’s sister. :

“ Howdy? Right smart of a cold day,” remarked
Hulda, stepping across Simon’s threshold, as we have
said, unannounced.

“ Right smart,” returned Hannah, ‘“take a cheer
and put by thy bunnet.”

“ Thankee, can’t stay; jest been to the store fer
mail,” and then she gave a sort of “ahem!” that was
understood throughout the valley as her premonitory
signal for a choice bit of gossip. ‘Spose thee hain’t
heerd the news—Roy Stanley hez desarted and jined
the rebs.”

“ Desarted ! ” echoed Hannah, taking her hands

cut him, but she scarcely heard; and that night she | out of the corn meal pone she was mixing and con-

broken silence they quietly dispersed. Slowly the |

dreary months rolled by, filled with ceaseless anxiety
and foreboding. News from the outside world could
reach them but once a week, and early in the new
year a heavy fall of snow blockaded the roads for a
month. How the days dragged then, and how long
the nights were.

“’Pears like we're buried alive, Mirandy,” fretted
Betty Aun to her old friend, whom she had reinstat-
ed in her affections since the departure of Ruth Stan-
ley, early in the winter, for Illinois.

“’Pears right smart that way,” was the prompt
response, and Betty Ann would have been surprised
with anything else, for Mirandy always agreed with
her, no matter what she said.

It was the second mail after the blockade that
brought the news to stir the “Hoosiers in the valley.”
Jake Cummings, merchant, postmaster and justice of
the peace, received a letter, the author of which he
refused to name, containing paralyzing information
that was soon known in every house. Friend Simon
started for home as fast as his naturally slow move-
ment and a rheumatic knee would permit, but alas!
when within a dozen rods of his own gate he saw
Hulda Higgins, the valley news-monger, pull the
latch string and enter his house unannounced; but

fronting the speaker, while poor Betty Ann dropped
the sock she was knitting and sank back in her chair
white and trembling, while from her lips escaped a
low ery of pain or disbelief, the spinster could not
quite tell which.

“Yes, Jake hez got a letter from some one—he
won't say who, I'd like master well to know, though—
tellin’ it fer a gospel fact,” continued the delighted
gossip.

“ Well, I never!” exclaimed Hannah, using her
favorite expression.

“ I don’t believe one word on’t,” said Betty Ann,
“not one word.”

“ "Pears like thee’ll hev to,” answered Hulda, tri-
umphantly, “fer I heerd the letter read with my own
ears.”

“ I'm sure ye oughter beerd right, fer they’re big
nuff,” remarked young Hannah, who was just at the
age when girls speak out blunt truths freely.

“ Hannah, thee is not raising thy children right,
I am surprised at thee,” said Hulda, sharply, casting
a withering glance at the offending speaker, who re-
warded her by a series of giggles, in which young Si-
mon and Sarah Jane joined.

¢ Children, be quiet, I am ashamed of thee,” rep-
rimanded Hannah, but she thought little of their of-
fense, for her mother heart was wrung with anguish
at sight of the pain in her eldest daughter’s face.
Hulda saw it, too, and the sight restored her good
humor, and she went on—

“ Fer my part, I don’t doubt it one mite; but then
I never sot much store by them Stanleys ez some did.
The young feller couldn’t hold a candle to Dave Dix-
on. Dave is a right peert kind of a chap.”
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“ We allus liked Dave,” responded Hannah, gent-
ly, not knowing what she ought to say, and once more
busying herself with her corn bread.

“ Well, I must be off,” said Hulda, rising, for her
tongue burned to scatter the news, and also tell how
the Freelines took it.

“ Thee might stay to supper,” said Hannah, se-
cretly hoping she would not.

“ No, thankee, I'm goin’ over to Mrs. Cummins’,
and likely they’ll be about supper,” and with a vin-
egary smile she was gone.

The younger Freelines began to make disparaging
remarks about her, and their mother was too preoc-
cupied to chide them. Furtively she watched Betty
Aun, who sat listlessly running a shining needle
through her ball of gray yarn, and it seemed to Han-
nah that she had suddenly aged; and then she re-
membered to have noticed before that Betty Ann was
changed from the gay, frivolous girl of the summer
before. What could it mean? Did she really care
for Roy Stanley in the same way that she cared for
Simon? And her mind went back to her youth, and
she tried to imagine how she would have felt had he
proven false to himself, to his friends, and his coun-
try, as they said Roy had, and her heart grew very
tender toward her suffering child. Of any engage-
ment she had not dreamed, and the fact that she had
never heard from him, excepting once or twice by
Ruth, had convinced her that their liking for each
other was but momentary, a mere pastime; and she
had fondly hoped that when Dave came back all
would be as it was before the Stanleys came. Now
she longed to speak to the child, to comfort her, but
not knowing what to say bustled away about the sup-
per and pretended not to notice. Presently Friend
Simon came in. Betty Ann had put her knitting
away, and was feeding little Jacob his evening meal
of bread and milk. She had scarcely spoken since
Hulda’s departure, but the others were so noisy and
talkative that no one but Hannah took note of it; and
again, when she came to think of it, she remembered
that for weeks, and even months past, she had been
quiet and uncommunicative. What could it mean?
When the supper was ready Betty Ann said she was
not hungry, and would rock the baby while the rest
ate. Of course the sole topic of conversation was the
young deserter. The children had many questions to
ask, and their father was unsparing in his denuncia-
tions. Poor Betty Ann, sitting back in the shadows,
listened to it all—listened as one might to a bell toll-
ing her own funeral knell.

Late that evening Hannah mounted the creaking
stairs, and stealing softly across the floor drew aside
a curtain. It was a bright moonlight night, and
plainly the silver beams revealed the little figure

kneeling by the bedside, quivering with suppressed
sobs. A moment she lingered, longing to go to her
side, but not daring, and then letting fall the curtain
she moved more noisily about, tucking up the happy
sleepers without. She did not tell her husband, she
somehow felt that he would not understand it if she
did.

Days passed into weeks, weeks into months, and
there was no contradiction of the first report, and
Roy Stanley was simply spoken of as “ the deserter,”
or ‘“the traitor.” His parents had quit the valley as
soon as possible, and Betty Ann had seen them but
once, and then she had gone there in the hope of
hearing something to ease her aching heart; but in
this she was disappointed, for they avoided the sub-
ject and treated her as a stranger.

Spring sunshine weakened and finally loosened
winter’s icy bonds. Gradually the hills put on their
emerald robes, the sky grew blue, flowers bloomed,
and nature bestowed her choicest blessings upon the
“ Hoosiers in the valley;” but alas! there were hearts
among them indifferent alike to smiles and sunshine,
hearts still in icy bonds, still trembling 'mid the
shadows.

Ignorant and uncultured were these Hoosiers, but
as susceptible to the tortures of suspense as those
high in authority at the nation’s capital. Some one
has truly said—

Of all fierce torture of the rack-bound mind,

Whose dark commission’s signed and countersigned

By powers of hell, to wreck both soul and sense,

He reigns supreme, this demon named Suspense.
and doubly great was this torture to those who could
hear “ how goes the battle” but seldom. Not least
among these sad-eyed waiters was little Betty Ann,
though what she waited for she could not tell.

“ Father, does thee see how the child has chang-
ed—kind o’ faded like?” asked Hannah, one day, ut-
terly unable to bear her misery any longe: in silence.

Friend Simon did not answer at once, but glanced
out toward the little flower border where Betty Ann
was listlessly pulling weeds from among the young
plants.

“ There does seem some’at amiss.
if she is ailing?”

“ She’s not ailing in body, Simon, but—" Here
she paused, and after a little waiting, her husband
asked—

“ But what? Why does thee stop like that?”

“ She seems worried in mind, Simon.”

“ Worried in mind! Does thee think the spirit
is strivin’ with her, and that she’s gettin’ religion?”

“ Betty Ann got religion quite a spell back, I
trust. No, it's some’at else, but I don’t quite know
what.”

Does thee know
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“ Mebby she’s kind o’ feared some’at’ll happen to

Dave, they've allus been fond o' each other, thee
knows,” suggested Friend Simon.

“ Mebby,” answered his wife, not daring to men-
tion her own fears, and trying to believe her hus-
band’s last surmise to be correct.

Newspapers arriving on the tenth of July, 1863,
again threw the valley into a fever of excitement, for
the names of Joe Davis and Dave Dixon were among
the list of wounded that followed the account of that
terrible three days’ slaughter known as the battle of
Gettysburg.

The grief and anxiety of the two stricken families
can be appreciated by none save those to whom a like
experience has come, and there are many such in the
land. Betty Ann divided her attention between them.
Dave’s mother clung to her with almost childish ten-

acity, because, as she said, “ My boy was fond of thee, |

|
i

Betty Ann,” while Mirandy Davis, who had no moth- |
' fall supply of goods in two carpet satchels and a meal

er, poor girl, could scarcely bear to be separated from
her for an hour. Thus another week passed.

“ A letter for our Betty Ann,” said Friend Simon,
wonderingly, as he handed his daughter a yellow en-
velope, postmarked “Gettysburg.”
swept over brow and neck, only to recede and leave
her whiter than before, and her fingers trembled so
that fruitless were her efforts to open it. Mirandy
and others were present, but Hannah alone guessed
the true secret of her agitation. At last, she held the
sheet in her hand, but with one brief glance at the
signature it fluttered to the floor.

“Is it Joe?” cried Mirandy, hysterically, feeling
that bad news concerning him was the worst that
could reach any one.

“ Maybe it's Dave,” whispered another.
picked it up and read aloud—

Hannah

GETTYSBURG, July 13, 1863.
Betty Ann:

I’m here in the hospurtol, and so is Dave. I ain’t much
hurt now, sence the stifnes is gone, but he’s awful, Dave is.
Outen his genses and calen fer ye the most uv the time. The
way he goes on is nuf ter brake a feller up as knows ye both.
Now Betty Ann, ef ye’ll come, I'll pay yer way, and be glad uv
the chance. The doctor says es it’s the only chance fer Dave.
(iit some money uv Jake and I'll make it squar. Ask fer the
Luthern semnary when ye git here. Tell my fokes es I’m gain-
en and will rite soon. Yours,

JoE Davis.

“ Well, I never!” ejaculated the good woman, as
she folded the letter, while Mirandy sobbed aloud.

“T'll go,” said Betty Ann, simply, rising as if to
find relief from some inward struggle in immediate
action.

“ The little un kin never go alone,” gasped her
father.

A wave of color |

“ Thee must trust the Lord, and let her have her
will, Simon,” answered his wife firmly.

The Hoosiers of the valley had a subject of real,
live, personal interest to discuss now, and indeed it
was an event.

“ Only think of Betty Ann Freeline goin’ so fur
alone, and on such an errant,” said one. ‘She can
never git there,” prophesied another; but an old,
white-haired preacher, known as Uncle Benny, said:
“The Lord will not forsake one of his own lambs.”

She determined to lose no time, and consequently
it was decided that Jake Cummings, the only man in
the village who owned a decent horse, should take
her to the nearest station, twenty-six miles distant,
the following day.

“ I kin make the trip pay by layin’ in some gro-
ceries and a few bits of caliker,” he said to his wife.

The Cummingses were 1ising in the world. Two
years back he had brought on his entire spring and

bag. Never before had there been such commotion
known in the Freeline cabin as on that eventful morn-
ing.

“ I shall wear my meetin’ dress and tote my new
caliker,” remarked Betty Ann, gravely.

Hannah nodded. She did not feel like talking,
and busied herself with the lunch basket. Young
Hannah and Sarah Jane, perched on the bed, watched
Betty Ann’s movements with open-eyed wonder. As
the latter donned her “ meetin’ dress” of Quaker
gray, she felt very thankful that her parents had ut-
terly refused to buy the red and blue plaid she had
so much desired in its stead.

“ Ain’t ye goin’ ter wear yer beads?” cried Sarah
Jane, in amazement, as she saw her sister lay them
aside.

“ No,” she paid, taking them up again and looking
at them with the far-off, wistful look in her eyes, that
was so often there of late. ¢ Girls, thee may have
them. Git mother to divide them, and thee kin each
have a string.”

“Ye don’t mean it, Betty Ann?” cried young
Hannah.

Betty Ann nodded and went on folding a snowy
handkerchief across her breast in a genuine Quaker
fashion. Even the bright sash on the round, white
hat was removed, and a soft, gray veil substituted.

“ Thee looks like a real Friend now,” said young
Hannah, surveying her sister with considerable dis-
approbation.

“T trust I am,” said her sister, gently.

At last she was fairly started, loaded with knick-
knacks and loving messages for the wounded, and
followed by the earnest prayers of many pious hearts.
It is not our intention to follow her on her journey.
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Suffice it to say that the trim figure in Quaker cos-
tume, flower-like face, and pathetic, child-like eyes
under the broad-brimmed hat, and quaint, artless
speech, furnished a ready passport wherever she
went. She was too unsophisticated to know fear, and
too trusting to be troubled with doubt, and Uncle
Benny’s words were verified.

Late one scorching July morning, Betty .Ann was
roused from a slight slumber, into which she had
fallen through sheer fatigue, by the conductor’s voice
at her side: “ Wake up, miss, we're most there.” For
the first time, she shivered with a feeling of dread
and uneasiness; but scarcely had she collected her
satchel and parcels together, when a brakeman bawled
out, “ Gettysburg!” and she was being borne from
the car to the platform by the crowding passengers.
Timidly she gazed into the faces about, but no one
took any notice of her, and she felt as much alone as
if floating on a spar in mid ocean. There was a chok-
ing sensation in her throat, as she looked about for
some one who did not seem busy, to direct her to the
Lutheran scminary, when a hand on her arm arrest-
ed her and caused her to turn a white, frightened
face up to meet the weather-beaten one of Joe Davis.
Weary as she was, the walk to the hospital seemed
very short, so much home news had she for the home-
sick Hoosier boy, and so much to hear of poor Dave.
Joe’s left arm was in a sling, but otherwise he was
ready for service again. The hospital in which Dave
D.xon lay had been a Lutheran seminary before the
dreadful ravages of war made it necessary to turn it
into a home for the suffering. A tall, gentle-faced
woman, dressed in black, and wearing a white cap
and apron, met them at a side door and conducted
the tired girl to a room, where she could wash and
rest. Nor would she allow Betty Ann to see the
wounded soldier until she had taken some refresh-
ments.

“ He won’t know ye now, Betty Ann,” Joe whis-
pered, as she and the gentle-faced woman approached.

“ Oh, Dave, thee has suffered,” cried the girl, with
a keen pang of conscience, ““and he said es he would
not have ’listed ef I hadn’t called him a coward,” and
all unmindful of the pale faces lifted wonderingly
from the rude cots around, she fell on her knees and
burst into tears. Joe looked helplessly at Mrs. Ly-
man.

“ Let her alone, it will do her good,” she said, qui-
etly, and moved away.

There was moisture in more than one eye unused
to tears in that ward, though none but Joe under-
stood her grief, most of the witnesses supposing her
to be the sick man’s sister. The little storm was
soon spent, and gravely she took her place by his

side to minister to his wants and wait for the fever's
abatement and a return of consciousness.

“ Her face looks like a posy bed after a shower,”
whispered one man to his neighbor.

“ She looks like an angel, anyhow,” was the reply.

Occasionally the sweet blue eyes would wander
over the rows of cots, with their weary occupants; bat
always the gaze returned and rested tenderly upon
the flushed face beside her. Ever and anon the tears
would start afresh at the almost incessant moaning
of her own name, and once he muttered something
about “that Stanley.” The little Hoosier girl had
grown accustomed to suffering since she parted with
Dave Dixon, else she could not have sat and silently
borne her misery at mention of that name, from those
lips and at such a time. Late in the day the fever
began to abate and the patient grew calm under the
touch of the cool hands on his brow.

“ Betty Ann,” he moaned.

“ 1 am with thee, Dave.”

Gradually the wild, meaningless stare in the
blood-shot eyes gave way to a look of intelligence, as
they rested on the sweet face by the cot.

¢ Betty Ann,” he whispered, wonderingly, “ am I
in heaven?”

“ No, Dave, thee is here in the hospital, and I
have come all the way from the valley to help make
thee well. Thee must go back with me, for thy
mother grieves for thee.”

“Ye don't mean ye come on my count, Betty
Ann?”

“ Yes, Joe wrote that you wanted me.”

“ Gtod bless thee,” he answered, covering his face
with his hands, while great tears rolled from under
them and fell on the pillow. Well did the girl re-
member when he had invoked the same blessing on
her head before; and then she thought of some one
else she had seen that other day, and she wondered
if he lay suffering in some Southern hospital, and if
he thought of her.

Again the days grew into weeks, and though Dave
was free from delirium and fever, and seemed con-
tent and happy, he was slowly wasting away. He
would lie for hours, calm and smiling as if only he
might drink in the chastened beauty of Betty Ann’s
sweet face, and hear her tell, in her quaint way, of
their friends in the valley, or of that home beyond,
toward which, instinctively they knew, he was hasten-
ing. It was the close of a sultry day in August.
Dave lay back on his pillow, pale and exhausted.
Betty Ann sat silently holding one of his wasted
hands in hers. After awhile he softly murmured,
“S8ing something.” Trembling at first, her sweet,
untutored voice rose in the sacred strains of “ Jesus,
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Lover of My Soul,” but gradually seemed to draw
strength from the words of the beautiful hymn.

Jesus, lover of my soul,
Let me to thy bosom fly,
‘While the raging billows roll,
While the tempest still is high.
Hide me, oh, my Savior hide,
Till the storm of life is past;
Safe into the haven guide,
Oh, receive my soul at last.

“ Amen!” came in a faint whisper from the bed.
“Sing that verse agin, Betty Ann.”

She did as desired, completing the hymn, and
then there was silence for a while, broken by Dave’s
weak tones: “I cant tell ye, Betty Ann, how thankful
I be that ye come. Ye hev been the means o’ saving
my soul, and that’s more ’count than the body. 1'm
sorry [ ever thought ez ye didn’t care fer me, and
said hard things when I ’listed, but ye’ll fergive me,
Betty Ann. ’Twas fer love o’ ye I said ’em, and
now would ye mind kissin’ me jest oncet?”

Reverently she kissed him—not once, but many
times—tears falling like a baptism upon the white
face the while.

“Kiss mother fer me when ye go home, Betty Ann,
and don’t cry. Maybe I could go to sleep now ef ye'd
sing that about Jesus makin’ a dyin’ bed soft like
downy pillers be.”

With a control that surprised herself, the young
girl sang the hymn ending—

Jesus can make a dying bed
Feel soft as downy pillows are,

While on his breast I lean my head,
And breathe my life out sweetly there.

All was still when she had finished, and she
thought he was sleeping. A deep twilight filled the
room, and, overcome with grief and watching, she
laid her head on the side of the cot and fell asleep.
It was thus that one of the nurses found her, when,
a little later, she brought in lights. With a low cry
of horror she hastily summoned the hospital surgeon.
One glance at the white face on the pillow, and sadly
shaking his head, he said: “ He is dead; take the
child away.”

In due course of time the Hoosiers in the valley
received Betty Ann’s letter telling of Dave’s death,
and of her determination to remain in the capacity of
army nurse. To Hannah there was a double mean-
ing in the sentence, “ My work here is not done,”
with which she concluded the letter.

Very full wers the weeks following, with delica-
cies to prepare for flagging appetites, pillows to cool
and change, letters to write for helpless patients, last
messages to receive and send, wounds to dress, and
the dying to sooth and comfort; and the pretty Quak-

er, as they called her, was a universal favorite. Her
smile reminded one man of his sister, here gentle
touch reminded another of his mother’s hand, her
gentle tones were like the sweet voice of another’s
wife, and still another said her eyes were like those
of his daughter who had gone to heaven. But there
came a day, late in the autumn, when the last patient
was discharged, and Betty Ann and Mrs. Lyman, who
had lingered after the other nurses were gone, start-
ed for Washington, where they were to continue their
ministrations in one of the main hospitals. It was
just such a lovely day, bright crimson and gold, as the
one on which Dave Dixon had told her of his enlist-
ment; and vivid were the events of that afternoon in
her mind. She could seem to see his pleading iace,
and hear his reverent parting benediction; also her
mother’s mild voice calling her name, and see herself
in the humble loft plaiting her hair and clasping the
blue necklace about her throat; and then that walk
down the quiet street by the side of one, the very
glance of whose dark, handsome eyes made her heart
beat rapturously—* Ob, Roy! Roy!”

The winter and spring passed in routine hospital
work, until May, when General Grant opened the fa-
mous overland campaign. The pretty Quaker, with
her trusty friend, Mrs. Lyman, were among the num-
ber who volunteered as regimental nurses. Before
the smoke had cleared away from the field the second
day of that stubborn and bloody battle of the Wilder-
ness, the dauntless women were on the ground here,
there and everywhere, their skirts and hands dabbled
in blood, but unfaltering and prayerful. It was Bet-
ty Ann’s first experience in such sights and sounds,
and her friends expected she would falter and shrink;
but she did neither. On the contrary, she seemed
blind and deaf to everything but the need of prompt,
efficient action. She had been binding up a gaping
wound, when, rising to fill her cup with water from
the canteen which she carried, her eyes fell on the
white, upturned face of a boy in gray, not a dozen
yards distant.

“ Oh, God!” she gasped, letting fall her cup and
staggering forward. “Roy! Roy!” and crouching by
his side, she covered the still face with tears and kiss-
es. “Roy! Roy! Ob, speak to me. Oh, speak to
Betty just once; only one word, to tell me you were
not false. Oh Roy, my love, my darling!” But the
cold lips gave no response. Roy Stanley had gone to
the reward of such as himself; and later they found
the faithful girl unconscious on the lifeless breast.

When questioned concerning the matter, she sim-
ply said: “ He was my friend.” In his pocket they
found a soiled envelope containing Betty Ann’s poor
little tin-type and the photograph of a dark, hand-
some girl, with the name “ Ettie” in pencil on the
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margin. There was a noticeable change in the pretty
Quaker after that, and Mrs. Lyman shrewdly sur-
mised that the dead rebel had been something more
to her than a friend; but little she dreamed of the
heart-breaking misery so heroically hidden from the
world’s gaze in the girl’s aching heart. They could
see, however, that her strength was failing daily, but
not until she fainted at her post did the kind old phy-

sician p'easantly order her home on furlough.

“ Betty Ann’s coming home” was the common
topic in the valley.

“ She ain’t feelin’ right smart, Betty Ann ain’t,”
said Hannah to Dave’s mother, who, poor old soul,
was almost wild at the thought of seeing one who had |
been with her boy to the last.

“ Ain’t? Theedon’t think it’s serious, does thee?”
she questioned anxiously. |

“1 can’t tell, I'm sure; she must be e’en a’'most
tuckered out, from Joe's tell.” ‘

| experience.

! long loved her.

The Freeline cabin was in holiday attire, window
and bed curtains freshly laundried, floor, table and
cupboard shelves as white as soap and water could
make them, front yard swept to the gate, and a won-
derful amount of good things cooked and stored away.

Very much surprised and shocked were the fami-
ly and friends when Jake lifted the wasted little fig-
ure from his buggy and placed it in Friend Simon’s
outstretched arms.

“ I am glad to see thee, child,” he whispered, and

' Betty Ann silently kissed him in return.

Betty Ann did not dic—the Hoosiers of the valley
were made of sterner material—but she suffered as
every true-hearted woman must who knows a similar
But bye and bye there came a day when
rough, honest Joe Davis told her that he, too, had
There was none of the old coquetry
in her manner, as she simply answered—

“ 1 will be thy wife, since thee wishes it, Joe.”

VELMA CALDWELL MELVILLE.

A FANCY.

I asked her if I might — —

A blushing cloud was driving towards the moon ,
““Oh, no!” replied the maid, ‘It is too light;
But if yon queen would veil her face (and soon
She knew she would) and it were right,

May—be—you—could!”’

Soon in its flight

Over the moon’s pale face the thin cloud came
As over hers a shadow, tinged with flame—
Love’s fire—when with too swift delight,

1 bade her lips a hushed good-night !

LEE FAIRCHILD.
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A WORD TO DAIRYMEN.

HROUGHOUT the eastern states, but more es-
pecially in the Upper Mississippi valley, butter
and cheese are made chiefly in large factories, con-
ducted, in the main, upon cooperative principles.
These factories consume from five thousand to fifty
thousand pounds of milk per day, the milk being sup-
plied by the farmers of the neighborhood, each of
whom daily disposes of the product of from two to a
hundred cows. There are various ways of managing
the business, as well as various degrees of coopera-
tion. In some instances milk is brought to the fac-
tory, and in others the factory sends a wagon around
and collects cream only. In either case, however,
care is taken to secure only pure and fresh milk or
cream, and any attempt at cheating or carelessness in
regard to the condition of cans, etec., is punished by a
refusal to receive supplies from the guilty person.
In some cases the farmers own the factories, in others
they receive credit for the amount of milk or cream
delivered in a given month, and are paid for it in pro-
portion to the price for which that month’s product
is sold. In still other instances they sell their milk
outright, at a contract price. The cotperative plan
is the best for the farmers, when they can secure the
right kind of a man to manage the business, as it
gives them the double profit of producer and manu-
facturer.

This system, which has been rather hinted at than
described, should be introduced into Oregon. Itisa
fact, and in some respects a marvelous one, that nei-
ther Oregon nor Washington produces one-half the
butter consumed here. The marvelous feature of this
condition of affairs is that this region is, beyond ques-
tion, the best adapted to the dairying business of any
within the confines of the United States. That such
a country, which has been settled by an agricultural
people for upwards of forty years, should import but-
ter from regions not possessing half its natural facil-
ities for producing it, is indeed marvelous. There is,
however, a good reason why this condition may now
exist, but none why it should long continue, and this
reason is personal to the people, rather than associ-
ated with the business itself. For many years the
people of Oregon were isolated from the rest of the
world, so far as an interchange of products was con-
cerned. A majority of the population was agricul-
tural. Each farmer produced his own butter and but
little more. As there was no large body of non-pro-
ducing consumers, there was no warlsst for large
quantities of butter. This was the situation for so
many years that the idea that the dairying business
could not be made to pay became fixed in the minds
of both old and young. Then came the railroads, not

only giving the rural districts rapid and cheap con-
nection with Portland, and extending Portland’s mar-
kets as well, but bringing thousands of new people,
who become consumers. The farmers have not re-
cognized the new conditions as fully as they should,
and will. It takes time to disabuse the mind of ideas
and prejudices engendered by long years of experi-
ence and hardships and failures. That dairying will
pay is a question beyond dispute, but to do so the
business must be conducted on the same business
principles that have made it so profitable elsewhere.
Efforts have been made to supply the Portland mar-
ket, but in such an irregular and unsatisfactory way,
that success was often impossible. Country dealers
would make a collection of butter from their patrons,
and this assortment, of all qualities, shapes, sizes, col-
ors and conditions, would be sent to the city for sale.
No dealer cared to handle it, and no customer wanted
to buy it. Butter can not be marketed in that way
Consumers demand not only a good quality, but an
even quantity, a uniform and convenient size, and an
attractive appearance. This demand can only be met
by one who makes a business of it and has the proper
facilities, so that his product will be as uniform in
quality and appearance as the seasons will permit.
In the sections of the east previously alluded to, fac-
tory butter rules the highest in the market, because
it is the best. It is reasonable to suppose that a man
who devotes his whole time to butter making, and is
provided with the facilities and convenience, will pro-
duce a better article than the farmer’s wife or daugh-
ter, who makes a small quantity about once a week.
Not only does factory butter excel in quality, but it
reaches the market in better condition, in large and
regular quantities, and is a more desirable article for
the dealer to handle. Butter factories, then, are what
Oregon needs, and what she will surely have. A
short trial will convince farmers that the factory is a
blessing. It gives them a eertain market for their
milk, and, if conducted on the cooperative plan, the
profits of a manufacturer, without the labor, expense
and annoyance of making the butter or of finding a
market for it. When dairying was introduced into
the Mississippi valley, the farmers were raising wheat,
corn and oats for market. They were simply produc-
ers of raw materials, and were, in consequence, poor.
Twenty years have wrought a great change. The
farmers now, as a class, are well-to-do, many of them
rich, and enjoy the comforts, and even luxuries, of
life. This change is attributable to live stock and
the butter and cheese factory, to the fact that the far
mers are now making two profits on the products of
their land instead of one. This same condition of af-
fairs may be brought about in Oregon, if the people
will take hold of the matter with a full conception of
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the benefits to be derived. What is required is that
experienced factory men from the east be shown the
advantages of this region and induced to embark in
the business here, and that the farmers of the neigh-
borhood in which such factories may be located give
them a hearty support, both financially and by pro-
ducing the milk required to supply the factory. By
doing so, they will put money in their purses faster
than by any other course they could pursue, and the
mortgage which now bears so heavily upon many of
them will quickly fade away. It will then cease to
be recorded, that in two weeks of the hottest summer
weather twelve tons of butter were brought from
eastern factories to the Portland market, accompa-
nied, be it incidentally remarked, by thirty-six thou-
sand dozen of eggs.

And now a word to the enterprising dairyman of
the east, who is looking for a good location for a but-
ter and cheese factory. In the whole region west of
the Cascade mountains the dairyman will find unri-
valed conditions, of which he can readily take advan-
tage. It is well watered by running streams and in-
numerable springs. From one year’s end to another,
with but occasional and brief exceptions, cattle may
graze upon green and growing grass and clover. The
copious ra‘ns of winter keep the meadows green the
entire winter, and, except for two or three weeks,
milch cows can graze upon the finest butter-making
grass, without the expense for feeding and shelter
from severe weather necessary in the east. Such
comparatively inexpensive shelter as will suffice to
protect the cattle from the rain and give them a dry
and comfortable place to sleep ought to be provided,
and will be by every sensible man who takes thought
of the comfort or well being of his stock. Of course,
a certain amount of feeding is required for dairy cat-
tle if one would produce the best results. This is
understood to be necessary everywhere. What I re-
fer to is the fact that food and warm shelter are not
made necessary for long periods by rigorous climatic
conditions. Thus, at a season of the year lasting
many months, the dairy cattle of Oregon are main-
tained at & much less expense than those of the Mis-
sissippi valley, while, at the same time, they are en-
joying green grass and mild, comfortable weather.

The price of butter, at retail, varies from thirty to
sixty cents per pound for first-class dairy butter, and
it is a constant complaint of consumers, that even at
these high prices, a good quality of butter can not
always be secured. It is for this reason that impor-
tation of eastern factory butter is possible. Railroad
communication between the great distributing mar-
ket, Portland, and nearly every portion of the Wil-
lamette valley, is established, and factories located in
the heart of the valley can reach the city easily and

cheaply. No better location for this business can be
found than in Linn county, which possesses all the
advantages of climate previously mentioned, excellent
meadow and pasture in abundance, the best of pure
river and spring water, and an intelligent and indus-
trious people. Albany, the county seat and center of
business and population, has the best railroad facili-
ties of any city in the Willamette valley. The dairy-
man seeking a location for a butter and cheese facto-
ry will there find opportunities unrivaled in Oregon.

This matter is not lightly spoken of. Oregon
needs these factories, and experienced men to operate
and manage them. It is a step in the march of pro-
gress which this grand, beautiful and fertile state
must and will take quickly, and fortune lies in the
path of him who aids her to take it.

e @

UMPQUA VALLEY FRUITS.

HE favorable transportation nates which have re-
cently been obtained for shipments of Southern
Oregon fruits are an important consideration for the
fruit growers of that region. The new arrangement
brings the fruit product of the interior into active
competition with that grown nearer market. As a re-
sult the inducements for extensive fruit culture in
the Umpqua valley are increased and the growth of
the industry is certain. Vast quantities are shipped
to Portland where there is always a ready market.
There is sufficient difference between the seasons in
Northern and Southern Oregon to supply a wide
range of green fruits through a large portion of the
year. Southern Oregon can now compete successful-
ly with any other portion of the Pacific slope in the
production of choice fruits. Fruit is now acknowl-
edged to be one of the leading crops of Douglas
county, and it is probably the most profitable of all
its agricultural productions. The necessity for ade-
quate means of transportation has been imperative.
The lack of facilities for reaching market has retard-
ed the expansion of the business, but the efforts to
remove this hindrance have now been crowned with
success and the prospects are very encouraging for a
rapid increase in the production. On the rich sandy
bottoms of the South Umpqua river, near Roseburg,
many have gone extensively into the business of rais-
ing small fruits. The blackberries, strawberries and
raspberries raised there are among the earliest that
reach the Portland market, and their quality is un-
excelled. The peaches produced in Douglas county
are among the choicest grown. They are of very
large size, luscious and fine flavored. The peach
orchards thrive in that climate and produce abun-
dantly. The prune business, which has already as-
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sumed large proportions, is growing rapidly through-
out the valley. The favorable climate of this region
permits the trees to expend their vitality in develop-
ing and maturing their fruit. The soil in all cases
has natural drainage, so that trees do not suffer from
soggy or baked ground, while its fertility sustains a
healthy growth. The freedom from troublesome in-
sects is a boon that eastern fruit raisers would great-
ly appreciate in their orchards, and the market cer-
tainly is encouraging for the most perfect production.
The character of the fruit interests of Douglas coun-
ty is attracting the attention of many outsiders, and
steps are being taken to improve on a larger scale
the advantages offered for the business. With the
rapid advancement being made in all industrial af-
fairs in the county the fruit raising is fully keeping
pace and is proving one of the most satisfactory Jines
of operation.

—_——————— - ——

A SUBURBAN HOME.

ORTLAND has reached that stage in its growth
where the natural desire of thousands to escape

the smoke, dust, noise, and unhealthfulness of the
city must assert itself.
business and professional men, clerks and mechanics
of our American cities reside in quiet, suburban vil-
lages, and in these days of rapid, cheap and conveni-
ent transportation the proportion of out-of-town resi-
dents steadily increases. No city in the union pos-
sesses more beautiful locations for suburban homes,
not far distant from the metropolis, than Portland.
Up and down the Willamette, on either side, stretch-
es a vista of plain, rolling hills and wooded heights,
upon which may be built homes for thousands, where
pure air and beautiful landscapes combine to make
life pleasant and enjoyable. The question of rapid
transit is the one of most importance in determining
the direction of this nightly hegira from the city
will take, and this points unmistakably southward, on
the west bank of the river. Two lines of railroad
lead in that direction, parallel to each other and less
than half a mile apart, thus giving each person the
choice of two routes by rail. In addition to this, the
river offers another route, and the celebrated macad-
am, or White House, road a fourth. In no other di-
rection can one go and find such convenient means of
passing to and fro at all hours of the day and until
late at night. 1t is, to be sure, fortunate that these
conveniences exist, for to the south, also, are the
most beautiful and healthful sites for suburban
bomes to be found near the confines of the city. It
was here that the gentlemen composing the River-
view Cemetery Association selected the site upon

THE WEST SHORE.

A large proportion of the |

which that lovely home of the dead was laid out, pos-
sessing the most beautiful location of any “silent
city ” in America. Upon the gently sloping hills ly-
ing between the cemetery and the city the Southern
Portland Real Estate Company, composed of some of
the most prominent business men of the city, has
laid out the town of Fualton Park, whose many ad-
vantages as a place of residence can not be overesti-
mated. Along one side of the tract passes the Port-
land & Willamette Valley road, while the west side
line of the Southern Pacific runs directly through it.
From the depot of either, any portion of the tract can
be reached in a few minutes. Winding through the
tract, so as to reach every portion of it, the company
is constructing a system of grand boulevards, at an
expense of $15,000.00, and the plat is so laid out that
a large proportion of the lots face the boulevard,
which has a total length of five miles. All the other
lots can be reached from the boulevard by cross
streets of from one to three blocks in length. The
ravines and steep hillsides are not included in the
plat, and there is not a lot of the thirteen hundred
and ninety-three embraced in the tract which does
not afford s fine building site; nor is there one from
which can not be obtained a fine view of the city, the
river and the entire country to the north and east, the
landscape culminating in the Cascade mountains and
the great snow peaks, for which the scenery of Port-
land is famous. The slope of the hills, while suf-
ficiently gentle to render their ascent by foot or car-
riage easy or convenient, affords splendid natural
drainage, insuring freedom from malaria, while pure
air and springs of clear mountain water conduce to
health and comfort. The chief diffieulty in the way of
such suburban tracts is the fact that houses are erect-
ed and improvements made so slowly that it takes
a number of years to render them the convenient
and desirable places of residence that they eventually
become. In this case, as has already been stated, the
means of frequent, cheap and rapid transportation al-
ready exist, a convenience for which such tracts are
usually compelled to wait several years. Trains on
the two roads reach the tract in seven and eight min-
utes, a shorter time than is required to reach many
portions of the city by street cars, and the fare is but
five cents, the same as is charged by the latter. To
accomplish the other point, that of avoiding the
usual delay in building, the eompany has adopted
the plan of erecting one hundred houses at its own
expense, which will be given away to purchasers of
lots. The company is reimbursed for this outlay by
the added value of the tract by reason of the building
upon it of one hundred houses, which will be more
than the cost of construction. This added value will
attach to the lots sold as well as to those still remain-
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ing in the company’s hands. In order to give these
houses to purchasers of lots so as to avoid partiality,
it has been determined to distribute them by lot.
For this purpose one thousand lots have been set
aside for sale at a uniform price of $400.00 each, pay-
able in installments of $50.00 at the time of purchase
and $25.00 per month thereafter, beginning with the
first of next September. On the fifteenth of Novem-
ber the drawing will be held, and, of course, every
tenth lot will include a house, many of which will
have been completed by that time. Those who fail
to draw a lot with a house upon it, will have the sat-
isfaction of knowing that their land is at least worth
the money, and that they have received full value for
their investment. Of these houses, ninety-eight will
be cottages, of four different styles, costing $1,000.00
each, and two will be elegant $5,000.00 houses, each
oceupying more than one lot. All the lots are fifty
by one hundred feet, or larger, owing to the contour
of the tract. The company has reserved three hun-
dred and ninety-two lots, selected indiscriminately
throughout the tract, which are for sale on easy terms
at prices ranging from $300.00 to $500.00 each, the
purchaser, of course, having no interest in the draw-
ing.

Here is, undoubtedly, the best opportunity the
man of small or large means will have to secure a
good suburban home on the confines of Portland.
By building these houses and constructing the boule-
vards, the company practically annihilates fully five
years of time, and gives to the land at once the value
it would ordinarily acquire during that period by
gradual improvement. Fulton Park will begin its
career with one hundred houses, all of which will, in
the nature of things, soon be occupied, and splendid
transportation facilities, a stage in its growth which
no other tract can hope to reach in the period men-
tioned. Undoubtedly, before a year has passed Ful-
ton Park will be universally admired as the most
beautiful and pleasant residence district in the city
of Portland.

—_———— @ —

THE YAMHILL AND CHEHALEM VALLEYS.

"TN"HERE is much real enterprise being manifested

by the people of that part of the Willamette
valley known as Yamhill county. The Chehalem val-
ley, in the northern part of the county, attracts fully
its share of attention, and the vigorous enterprise of
of its people is bringing it into prominence. Its at-
tractions are to the home seeker rather than to the
speculator. It 1s desired that the whole valley be oc-
cupied for the merit of its producing qualities, and
that every field be tilled for the best it is capable of

yielding. The division of the land into small tracts
seems to be an especially commendable feature, and
one that is being appreciated. This plan has the ad-
vantage of enabling persons of small means to secure
substantial homes, while it does not exclude those
who wish to engage in the work of development on a
larger scale. It is not like entering a wilderness to
make a farm. Water and rail communication is al-
ready established, so there are no long years of wait-
ing for the approach of civilizing influences from out-
side. It is near one of the largest and most prosper-
ous commercial cities in the west, and all these bene-
fits, in addition to climate and soil, may be enjoyed
by the most humble of the settlers.

In all of Yamhill county there is a progressive
tone that the most casual observer can not fail to de-
tect. The effect of this is nowhere more noticeable
than in McMinnville, the county seat. The farmers
are this year obtaining results that fortify them in
their claims of the county’s capabilities. Successful
harvests insure the prosperity of the people and con-
tribute to the satisfaction which is the safest assur-
ance of the merit of any locality. The fruit of this
section, already famous for its products in that line,
is no exception to the general rule this season. It is
surprising to persons not familiar with Oregon pro-
ductions to behold the fruit which is raised and mar-
keted here. With other crops the yield is similarly
gratifying, and the prosperous condition of agricul-
ture is inspiring improvement in other lines of busi-
ness. Mills, warehouses and factories are being erect-
ed, the volume of mercantile business is increasing
and the county is constantly growing richer. A new
era in industrial progress has opened. The steady
influx of industrious settlers is compelling growth in
all lines of business to which the country is suited,
and the large area of the county is gradually being
occupied and improved in every feature.

- _—

A THRIVING COUNTY SEAT.

ILLSBORO, Washington county’s seat of justice,

is reaping the benefits which its favorable situ-

ation secures to it. The railroad traffic to and from
the town speaks of its increasing business interests.
The broad reaches of cultivated land extending back
in every direction from the town give evidence of the
substantial foundation on which its prosperity is
based and insure its continuance. The grain and
live stock interests of Washington county are very
large. Considerable progress is being made in the
improvement of stock, and many very fine animals
are to be found in the county. Special attention is
giver to breeding horses. The locality is well suited
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to the needs of stockmen and a large amount of capi-
tal is invested in raising stock for export and for
home use. Hillsboro is a recognized market for the

| ration are doing a prosperous business, which is con-

products of a large portion of the county, and this
fact contributes largely to its importance as a com-

mercial town. The mill men there expect to handle
large quantities of grain this season, and their prep-
arations have been made accordingly. Trade quickly
feels the influence of “ good times ” in the county.

FOREST GROVE'S PROGRESS.

HE visitor in Forest Grove, Washington county, |

can not fail to notice the progress that town is
making in industrial matters. The factories in ope-

stantly increasing in volume and importance. Build-
ing operations are being prosecuted industriously,
and a healthy tone pervades the business circles of
the community. There are several individual enter-
prises on foot which promise to add materially to the
common prosperity and pave the way for still greater
growth. In the midst of favoring conditions the peo-
ple are not blind to the needs of their town, nor self-
ish in promoting its growth. The construction of a
large warehouse is a good indication. Flouring mills
and furniture factory draw much trade from the sur-
rounding country, and influence the patronage of the
farmers. It is rare, indeed, that so pretty a town can
be found in any country, old or new, and the further
fact that it is an enterprising manufacturing and
mercantile city commends special attention.

Thonughts and Farcts for LWomen.

BY ADDIE DICKMAN MILLER.

WHAT NEXT?

| waiting for something to turn up.

It is a serious matter to have made a mistake in one’s life |
work, to go digjointed and limping through the tanglewood of |

human activities, to endure the worry and fret incident to an |

unpleasant pursuit, to be in want without the means of supply- |

ing it. But how seldom we think of this in connection with
the career of a woman. Only when necessity reveals it to us
in some sad case of bereavement and poverty, do we think
that woman should always be capable of caring for herself.
Then we exclaim ‘“ What a pity she was not fitted to be inde-
pendent for her own and her parents’ sake;”’ or when we come
painfully into association with one who reigns queen, not ot a
happy household, where order and neatness bear sway, but of
a clamoring brood, where chaos and disorder are supreme, then
our reticent tongues, quickened by indignation, declare that
such a failure is a disgrace upon womanhood. But there are
some women who can not be model housekeepers, but they
can do something else well, and thoroughly, too, when once
fitted for it. But it is to young ladies that I wish to speak—
yvou who have finished your school days.
lately received hard-earned diplomas, which you have duly
framed and hung in the library with just pride in your acquire-
ments. Since returning to your home from commencement
vou have been petted, lauded and caressed to your hearts’ con-
tent, and how happy it makes you to be appreciated. But
now, toward the future you look, as do your brothers, and won-
der what of it. No doubt many of you have already decided
upon some course of action, knowing that she who would win
must take time by the forelock. For such we know success is
certain. They have the courage that wins. Others have been

Some of you have |

Far better for them had
they gone to work to turn up that something. The genius of
good luck is forethought and timely action. Yet there are oth-
ers who have thought little of the future, or if they have, ex-
pect to meet their fate in the form of a husband, with whom
will come occupation and the supply of all needs. Very well,
but I am sensible and not over anxious when I tell you that
this is the reason why marriage so often degenerates into a
mere business transaction. Why, in the case of inability or
death of the hushand, families are obliged to suffer every hard-
ship, and in many instances distasteful marriages are formed,
which add to the number of unhappy homes. No; to marry is
not your whole duty. Marriage is honorable, and so is the re-
sulting financial support when fit companions are united, but
it is your duty, ¢ first, last and all the time,” to be a true and
noble weman, who can no more eat the bread of dependence
than can a true and noble man. For these reasons every
young lady should learn some one thing, at least, by which she
may gain a livelihood if necessary. Think you it is degrading
and beneath the dignity of a lady? No less a personage than
the accomplished and popular Madam DesStael declared that
there was nothing which afforded her more satisfaction than
that she possessed seventeen different accomplishments by
which she was able to gain her livelihood if necessary. Itis a
false notion of refinement and ladyhood which raises one above
that independence which gives elasticity to the step and spar-
kle to the eye. Live for something useful if you would retain
long your youthful thought and purpose. Be independent and
you will be better able to make the most possible out of life for
yourself and those about you.
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A COMMON INTEREST.

Of the many letters received bearing on topics of interest in
this department, I select for publication the following, which
bears the signature of ‘“ Homebody:”’ ‘I have been much in-
terested in Tue WEsT SHORE’s department of Thoughts and
Facts for Women, but it has occurred to me that women ought
not to have a monopoly of such facts and thoughts as are fur-
nished by this department. I believe that the highest welfare
of the home demands that men should take a greater interest
in the inside equipments of the home, and that women should
know more of the outside business which contributes to the up-
building of that home. In the first place, from a mere business
point of view, the husband who does not know what should be
the inside equipments of a home does not know how heavy a
draft may properly be made upon the outside resources for its
maintenance, hence appropriations from outside resources are
often so reluctantly and begrudgingly bestowed as to seriously

they are not actually withheld on account of this same misun-
derstanding and lack of appreciation. As the business of a
commercial firm prospers, it is expected, and generally is the
case, that the business place of the firm is enlarged and made
more convenient and attractive. So, as the outside affairs of
this home firm of husband and wife prosper, the home should
be correspondingly improved, until at least a fair degree of
comfort, convenience and pleasure is attained. That this is
not always the case, may be witnessed in many cases here in
Oregon, where, though farm has been added to farm and herd
added to herd in the increased possessions of this home firm,
the headquarters of the firm shows no signs of this prosper-
perity, but shows all the inconveniences and discomforts of pio-
neer days; and this condition of things is, perhaps, too often
the result of the head of the household taking no interest in the
affairs of the home. On the other hand, the extravagances of
the home, which often lead to mortgages and bankruptecy, are
often traceable to this same lack of interest and absence of con-
sultation between husband and wife in regard to the inside af-
fairs of the home. There is an :wsthetic reason, also, for the
husband’s taking an active interest in the equipments of the
home. Since its furnishings and surroundings are to adminis-
ter to the enjoyment ot both sexes, there needs to be a min-
gling of the masculine and feminine tastes, in order to have

artistic completeness—the one to give sturdiness and strength, |

the other to give delicacy and refinement. The tendency of
our advancing civilization is to bring about a free exchange of
taste, thought and sympathy between man and woman, and
the model home is both a cause and the result of this upward
tendency.”

SELFISHNESS.

There is no one more disagreeable than an extremely selfish
person, one who wraps himself up in his own business or pleas-
ure. Yet there is a certain selfishness which should be culti-
vated for the sake of others—one should not overwork, even
when doing for others. In such a case present selfishness is
future generosity. One should not be such a constant worker
as to neglect personal preparation for the future. Mothers of-
ten, in their anxiety to care for the needs of their households,
neglect almost entirely such personal improvement as is abso-
lutely essential for their future work. Parents should be am-
bitious to improve as they grow older for the sake of their fu-
ture influence upon their children, as they are at present to do
their utmost for their development. And this they can not do
without that degree of selfishness necessary for self improve-
ment. Whether selfishness be base or noble depends upon the

1
|
’:
|

purpose and circumstances. Four excellent rules for personal
duty in this matter were found in the expense book of the late
Hannah E. Stevenson: ‘ To postpone my own plearure to
others’ convenience, my own convenience to others’ comfort,
my own comfort to others’ want, my own want to others’ ex-
treme need.”

‘“ BLUE BLOOD."”

Not long since I overheard a conversation between two fash-
ionable ladies concerning the mistress of the white house.
The two seemed to be perfectly agreed in regard to the matter,
and the substance of their reciprocal deliverances was this:
“ Oh, she may be pretty and smart and all that, but the first
lady of the land in a great nation like ours should be a lady of
caste, should be something above the common herd, in fact,
should have some blue blood in her veins.”” Just what women

. 5 ! of democratic America could mean by ‘‘ blue blood,”” or what
detract from the comfort and satisfaction of the home, when |

there is in American society to give coloring to the blood was
not made clear by the colloquy referred to. However, I infer-
red from the manner of the conversationalists, and from obser-
vations of the tendency of ‘‘high society” in this country,
that it is wealth, acquired or inherited, and lavished upon so-
ciety after the manner of European nobility, that produces
““caste” and gives the true cerulean tinge to the vital fluid.
Such pitiful snobbery well suggests how utterly un-American a
large portion of our society is fast becoming. That this class
could furnish some severe criticisms upon the conduct of roy-
alty itself appears from what is related of one of the daughters
of Queen Victoria: Prussian society gives the first place to of-
ficers of the army. When the empress was crown princess she
welcomed to her receptions and treated” with marked distinc-
tion artists, men of letters and musicians. The innovation
made the officers indignant and their wives irritable. At the
beginning of her married life in Berlin, she horrified the Ger-
man ladies-in-waiting by putting on her own cloak, and mov-
ing any knick-knack she wished to arrange. Once she carried
a chair from one side of the room to the other. ‘‘The crown
princess of Prussia,” said the amazed chief lady-in-waiting,
““ ought to summon her servants when she wishes to have the
position of any piece of furniture changed.” ‘I have often
seen my mother move her own chairs,” replied the princess,
‘“and surely what the sovereign of England can do is allow-
able for a crown princess of Prussia.”

THAT VISIT HOME.

We sometimes become too intensely practical for our own
good. Business cares and the domestic duties of our own little
households absorb time and thought. The years speed away
and we grow old without noticing the wrinkles on cheek and
brow, nor how fast the frost of time is whitening our locks.

| We grow morose and surly, and need a homdopathic dose of

something to sweeten us and renew youthful ambitions and
hopes. We remind ourselves then of a loving mother and a
dear father, who were wont to bring us back to ourselves in the
years agone, whenever youthful fervor and excitement car-
ried us off on a tangent, and we determine to try their
charm again and see if they still retain their power since we
have changed by rubbing up against the great old world. It
seems one of the greatest wonders how people can change in
form, thought and manner while all unconscious of it. But let
one remain from the home of his childhood for a number of
years and then return, and a perplexed feeling takes posses-
sion of him and he feels like exclaiming: ¢ Oh, friends of my
childhood, I know you not!”’ But he doesn’t so exclaim. Oh,
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no. He bows himself to the inevitable and strives to recall
every familiar look and action. The old home seems much the
same, especially if it be one of those old-fashioned homes
where ‘“ a place for everything and everything in its place ’ is
so carefully enforced, that it often seems that a house has but
one place for each thing, and there it is kept from year to year.
Perhaps the greatest change that may be seen is in the appar-
ent neglect of certain things that were once the special duty of
the visitor before his feet learned to wander. It is a satisfac-
tion to even see one’s friends, to know with one’s own eyes
just how they look, to grasp hands again, if nothing more can
be done. But it is better to sit down and talk with parents af-
ter having learned to appreciate them, to know that they have
thrown off a care here that used to burden them, or a task
there that once busied them. Talk of renewing one’s youth!
There’s r.othing that does it more effectually than being a child
again in the home of one’s parents, in having childish pranks
rehesrsed, in frolicking with younger brothers and sisters, and
partaking with them of their aspirations and joys.
visit to the home of our childhood not only has in it the satis-
faction of a visit, to one’s self and others, and the renewing of
youth, but we learn something of what our past influence has
been, with satisfaction if it has been good ; and whether bad or

But a good |

good, we are made to feel that it is no slight thing even to be a |

responsible member of a family. Yet besides this it is well for
friends to compare note books after their paths have separated
in life, to measure one’s own progress by that of others, and
form a period in life work from which a new start may be
taken.

The following enumeration of blunders it would be well for
every one to commit to memory who would have that charity
which is not as sounding brass and tinkling cymbal, and who
would be on good terms with themselves and those around
them: To yield to immaterial trifles; to endeavor to mould all
positions alike ; to look for perfection in our own actions; to ex-
pect uniformity of opinion in this world; to expect to be able to
understand everything ; to measure the enjoyment of others by
your own ; to believe only what our finite minds can grasp; to
look for judgment and experience in youth ; not to make allow-
ance for the infirmities of others; to consider everything im-
possible that we can not perform; to worry ourselves and oth-
ers with what can not be remedied; not to alleviate all that
needs alleviating as far as lies in our power; it is a grand mis-
take to set up your own standard of right and wrong, and
judge people accordingly.

PLAYING WITH THE CHILDREN.

How much time, mothers, do you spend playing with your
children? How many times a day do they come to you with
‘ What shall I play next, mamma?” It is an excellent plan
to have a certain part of each day set apart for amusing the
children. It pays, even though it can be only ten or fifteen
minutes at a time. If you give some time unreservedly to
them, they do not think you negligent when you are obliged to
put them off. Children are reasonable little creatures, and can
put things together in a way that would surprise us could we
know all their thoughts. Mary E. Albright, in Babyhood, says:
Help the little girls to play at housekeeping and ‘‘ mother.”
Mimic, if you like, your own petty cares and domestic vexa-
tions, and in adding variety to their play, you may take the
sting out of your own trials. Interest yourself in your boy’s
attempt at carpentering or drawing or paper cutting. You can
teach patience and perseverance at the same time without his
knowing it. Show the children the beauties of the cards and

| ing one and having it charged to their account.

picture books. Admire them and be careful of them yourself,
and they will learn to prize them. And be assured that in the
love and confidence of the children you will find a reward en-
tirely disproportionate to the little time and trouble given for
their happiness.

BITS OF GOSSIP.

It is a notable fact that many of our American maidens are
not averse to exchanging money for a title. Young men who
posses: little but an inherited name have crossed the deep, and
because of their titles have been received into the wealthy cir-
cles of American society, where they have selected almost at
pleasure from the marriageable young ladies with fortunes. A
title has seemed to be just the thing to complete a fortune
which has come easily, and titled foreigners to the number of
four hundred have been unselfish enough to share their titles
in return for money, but we have yet to learn of a count, duke
or baron marrying one of America’s daughters without means,
however worthy she might be. There seems, however, to be
an ebb in the popularity of such men. Too many of them are
found to be attendants in restaurants and day laborers for the
spell to continue.

Ladies of limited means often think they are the only ones
who scheme to save expense, but it seems scheming is natural
to some persons and comes not always because of necessity.
There is one scheme among the wealthy ladies of New York
and Brooklyn which is now well known. The credit custom-
ers are the ones who practice it. They are very choice in the
selection of the article desired, sometimes going over the whole
supply, putting the clerk to a great deal of work, finally select-
The next day

| the article is returned with the excuse that it does not suit for

| or that it doesn’t match their costume.

some reason, that they don’t wish it charged to their account,
But before it is return-
ed they have had the use of it for some special occasion, which
was all that was desired.

Miss Alice Louise Pond, who finished a course at Columbia
college at the last commencement, is the only living feminine
alumnus of the college, her one predecessor of last year having
since died. To have finished a course at Columbia with the
present local sentiment is an achievement to be proud of.
Miss Pond is a resident of New York City, and is ambitious to
study still further abroad.

Miss Florence Bayard, daughter of Secretary Bayard, has
been quite fortunate of late in winning prizes. She has won
first prizes herself at tennis tournaments, and her dogs, too,
have been meeting with special favor. Yet it seems to be at
the expense of the purse and time of Secretary Bayard, who is
inclined to limit the proceedings.

Mrs. Clinton B. Fisk is said to be a dimpled brunette of
quiet, yet strong, opinions, an active church worker and a shar-
er in her husband’s opinions. Were his chances good for the
white house, he would carry with him one who would be a po-
tent factor in many good works.

BRIEF NOTES.

Women are invading a new field of knowledge in Russia.
One lady, for example, Mme. Goloutzov, has selected the moun-
tains of Tounka as her special field of study, and has investi-
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gated the topography and geological formation of the region,
with the result that Russian geographers have now more de-
tailed and elaborate information as to the physical features of
this part of Asiatic Russia than they have ever before had.

There is a Working Women’s Guild in Philadelphia which
has about the same purpose as the club started by Miss Dodge,
in New York, several years ago. It supports one guild house of
seven hundred and fifty members, where the women and girls
meet every evening. ILessons are given there in the languag-
es, literature, cookery, needlework and gymnastic training.

Governor Hill, of New York, has sigmed a bill compelling
those having authority to send women prisoners to such sta-
tions only where police matrons are provided. This is as it
should be. The practice of sending women prisoners to men
wardens is one of the most deplorable abuses of prison life.

The empress of Russia has a houseful of seamstresses, vet
she makes nearly all the clothing for her younger children, and
takes their new hats to pieces and trims them over to suit her
own taste. She is expert with the needle and makes beautiful
embroidery.

Mrs. Janette Thurber, who patriotically sunk so much cap-
ital in American opera, has given a musical education to num-
bers of poor girls in New York, and sent them to Europe to
complete their studies.

Evelyn college, Princeton’s branch for voung women, is to
be incorporated and pushed aggressively to success. Dr. Pat-
ton, Princeton’s new president, says the experiment promises
much that is good.

Ouida, it is reported in Europe, has become extremely re-
ligious and will give up literature. The latter step, from her
point of view, is certainly consistent with the former.

The first art club in Texas has been established at San An-
tonio, with ladies for president, vice president, secretary, treas-
urer, and board of directors.

Miss Kate Sanborn hopes some day to organize a club of
one hundred members, fifty women and as many men, to be
called the ‘“ Millenial Club,”

In Finland’s system of public schools manual training is
universal. Boys learn to sew as well as girls, and both learn
carpentry.

Baroness Gripenberg is a member of the school board of
Helsingfors.

ARTISTIC HANDIWORK.

A most convenient little device is a traveling bag, for it can
be thrown across the arm of a wash stand in a hotel and the
essential toilet articles are at finger tips. Take a piece of brown
silk an inch wider than length of hair brush you wish to use,
and six times as long as the brush is wide. Line with oil silk
of same shade. Turn up one pocket at bottom deep enough
for brush. Make four other pockets and sew on just above,
one for comb, the next for tooth and nail brushes, the fourth

for soap and wash rags, and the fifth for hair pins and powder.
Point the top, and bind it and sides with braid. Put a braid
loop on top to fasten over button on top when closed.

Not long since I saw the top of a book case very tastefully
arranged in the following manner: The case, which was not a
large one, was placed upon a writing desk; this brought the
top of the case about midway between floor and ceiling. The
top was deep and broad. Upon each end was placed a large,
showy vase, and between them were heaped grasses of various
shades. Two large shells finished a beautiful arrangement.

KITCHEN RECIPES.

PickLeED STRING BraNs.—These are much relished during
the fall and winter. Remove the hard ends and strings from
whole beans; boil in salted water till they can be pierced with
a fork but are not too tender. Take out into glass cans, fill up
while hot with boiling vinegar and seal. Spices can be added
if liked. Sealing secures them against fermentation during the
hot weather when there is so much trouble about pickles work-
ing. Put up in this way the housewife can rest secure during
the season when any additional care is too great a burden.

To Cax Sweer CorN.—Shave from the cob carefully with a
sharp knife and scrape a little. Add one tablespoon white «u-
gar to each quart. Fill your cans, put on the covers, but don’t
seal ; place in your wash boiler with a thick folded cloth under
them, and pour in enough cold water to come up to the necks
of the cans, putting weights on to hold them down. Heat up
gradually and boil two and a half hours. Remove, one at a
time, fill up with boiling water, if needed, and seal. When
wanted for use, season and warm, but don’t let it boil.

Peacu Pyrayins,—Cut a dozen ripe, large peaches in half,
peel and remove the stone. Make a syrup, dissolve an ounce
of isinglass and stir in. Fill a mould half full of syrup, let
stand until set; add the peaches and more of the syrup; when
well set turn out on a flat glass dish. Surrounded with flowers
this makes an elegant table ornament.

Wirerep Ice CreaM.—One quart sweet cream, two quarts
milk, three eggs, one pound sugar, one ounce gelatine. Soak
the gelatine in a little cold milk, let the milk come to a boil
and stir in the gelatine ; beat the eggs and sugar together and
stir in also; <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>