Pree with this Number Supplement " Hotel Denny,” Seattle, W. T.

{(‘ESTABLISHED-1875-)

Y
_——

==

1L \(

WESTSHOR

D)2 E] ..

*\/,;r

‘FEBRUARY 1 8 89

PIA, WASH

‘AN ILLUSTRATED -WESTERN- MAGAZINE:
‘CONTENTS-

Page.
Vancouver on the Columbia....................... 59
T S RS e S S e L S e A e U 63
RO Pon-—Part L. . oida ae el i 64
The Skagit Country.............0.....00% s 72
R T ISR R e R N S 64
The Railway Center of the Valley................ 7 & 4
Klamath County Lands and Ditches...... ....... 78
Salmon River Region, Idaho...:.................... 79
The Tragedy of Quilicene Bay.. ................... 80
Tiamook County, Oregon. . <. . ... i v 83
The Victim of the Sirens.... ... ... ..ccccevieninn.s 84
Propagating Fish in the Northwest ............... 85
QGrain Storage in the Northwest................... 87
The Thwny of Tafamas. ... 0 oG i sioiiiaas . 88
fdaho County, TA8B0. ... .. 8. i vsiayi oo .. 89
e A e e B R S S SR e 90
Pomeroy and Garfleld County ..................... o1
A Story of the Klamath—PartIL................... 956
New Enterprises at McMinnville................... 104
Waéhington Oounty, OTORON. .. .o s svairsas st 104

Page.
A Quaker Commundty............ ... ... ool 104
Improvements in Roseburg......................... 105
Northwestern News and Information ....... ..... 105

Yaquina Bay Improvements—Montana’s Assessment Fig-
ures—Irrigation in Yellowstone Valley—The Great
Shoshone Canal—Woolen Mill for Helena—Idaho’s
Argument for Admission—Spokane & Northern—Ore-
gon & Washington Railroad—Northern Pacific Going
to Butte—A Worthy Home Enterprise—Water Works
for Ketchum—=Seattle & Southern Railroad—Magnifi-
cent Alaska Steamer—Bellingham Bay & British Col-
umbia Railroad Company—University of Idaho—
Pend d’Oreille Mines—O. R. & N. to Cceur d’Alene—
Paper Mill for Bozeman—Port Towsend’s New Hotel
—Railroad From Puget Sound to Gray’s Harbor—
Meteorological Summary for January—Railroad Shops
for Butte—The Big Horn & Southern Railway--Olym-
pia Street Railways—Mountain Lion Mine—To Pipe
Wyoming Oil—Helena’s Great Smelter—Sand Coulee
Coal—Surveying the Northern Reservation—Sheep In-
terests of Montana—Alturas County Divided—Colville
Mine Sold—A Valuable Volume.

PRICE -25 - CENTS - $2.50-A YEAR-
L: SAMUEL: PUBLISHER - PORTLAND - OREGON-

Nos. 171, 173, 175 SECOND STREET, COR. YAMHILL.

"OFFICE AT SAINT PAUL, MINNESOTA, MERCHANT'S HOTEL.



WASHINGTON STATE LIBRARY
OLYMPIA, WASHINGTON ;

FURNITURE MANUFACTURERS,

WHOLESALE AND RETATIL.

‘Warerooms—168 First St., through 200 feet, to 167-168 Front 8t., next door to 8Bt. Charles Hotel, Portland, Or.

G.SHINDIL.ER & CO.

9

y firm having Complete Facilities for executing every description of
, from the simplest Engraved Card to the most elaborate Colored Show

2 to 8 Alder 8t,, corner Front, PORTLAND, OR.

They are the onl
Artistic work,

Card.

of can be done for the people of the northwest only at the establishment of
Their Printing Department is Complete in Every Detail.

A. ANDERSON & CO.

AND ENGRAVING, such as this mngniﬁcont number 6f The West Shore is composed

[THOGRAPHING

FOR 1889.

Now is the time to Subscribe for the .

WEST SHORE MAGAZINE

for 1889 and secure a full volume of numbers. It is the

Uheapest Hlustrated Magazine in the World,

An idea of the mass of information it contains can be gathered from the index to
the volume for 1888, which will be mailed free upon application. It covers the entire
Northwest completely, and deals with all subjects of interest to those seeking informa-
tion of this region. For the current year Toe West SHORE will surpass in excellence
the volume just closed, and will be a complete exponent of the resources of, and a
careful chronicler of all new enterprises of importance in, the entire region embraced
within the limits of

Oregon, Washington, Montana,
British Columbia, Idaho and Alaska,

With a multitude of superb engravings of scenery, cities, industries, etc., of the
country described.

12 ART SUPPLEMENTS 12

All elegant engravings in colors or tints, will be issued, one with each number. These
supplements are 17x23 inches in size, and represent some object of general
interest or some feature of the Magnificent Scenery of the West,
and will alone be worth the price of the Magazine.

Beginning With April, the Magazine will he Issued on the First of the Month.

You can not do without Tue West SHore for 1889. Only $2.50 a year. Fifty cents
extra for postage if sent beyond the limits of the United States,
. Mexico and Canada. Address

L SAMUEL, Publisher of The West Shore, Portland, Or.

Bomd Volumes _ﬂf_ The West Shore.

——

A bound volume of The West Shore for 1887 or 1888 is a magnificent book of more
4 than 7(0 pages. contains more than 200 illustrations, is handsomely bound in cloth,
@ with leather back. and gold embossed. It is a valuable addition to any library.
Bent postage paid on receipt of $3.50; or including subscription for 1889, $5.50.
‘We have a few volumes for 1888, 1885 and 1886.
L. SAMUEL, Publisher,

171-178-175 Second 8t., Portland, Or.

b)

& Hatters

try orders. SamKlos. with rules for self meas-

1eIS

to

2ot Lasdlge

Corner Flirst and Morrison Sts., PORTLAND, ORHGON.

Men’s, Boys’ and Children’s Clothing, Hats, Furnishing Goods, etc., at very lowest prices. Sp

urement sent on application. Bend for one of our illustrated catalognt;a.

A. B. STEINBACH & CO., Cloth

B. STEINBACH & CO.

ALBERT FELDENHEIMER,

LEADING JEWELRY HOUSE of 7 NORTE

CORNER FIRST AND MORRISON STREETS, PORTLAND. OREGON.

=
=
7
s

Only Direct Importer of
Diamonds, Watches & Jewelry.

Entered at the Post Office in Portland, Oregon, as Second Class Matter.




A

)

HIIIlIl]IIlll\IHlHHIllll




LANDING OF THE PORTLAND AND VANCOUVER RY.
VANCOUVER, W.T.




THE WEST SHORE.

FirreeENTH YEAR.

FEBRUARY, 1889.

NUMBER 2.

VANCOUVER ON THE COLUMBIA.

PON the north bank of the
great Columbia, and but
a short distance above the
mouth of the Willamette,
lies the city of Vancouver,
occupying the most beau-
tiful and eligible site of
any city in the entire
northwest. Rising in a
gentle slope from the riv-

/) er’s brink, it commands a

view of great extent and

wonderful beauty. To the
south lies the great Wil-
lamette valley, between two parallel ranges of moun-
tains; to the west the river soon loses its identity
among the wooded hills; to the north stretches a re-
gion of timbered upland and forest-clothed hills and
mountains, dominated by the great white mass of
Mount St. Helens; but it is to the east the eye turns
with the greatest sense of pleasure, for there, with
the sparkling waters of the broad Columbia in the
foreground, and framed in a massive setting of ver-
dant mountains, the kingly Hood rears his snowy
crown far into the heavens, a sight to fill with admi-
ration every soul possessing a spark of love for the
beauties of nature. On a clear day, when the sun has
passed well to the south, so that the shadows cast by
the huge, projecting ridges mark distinctly the deep
canyons and glaciers that scar the mountain’s sides,
the view of Hood obtained by looking up the broad
channel of the Columbia from Vancouver, is the most
striking and enchanting the peak can offer. At no
other point can all the elements of this great picture

be had, and it is worth all the time and trouble neces- |
sary to obtain this view of Oregon’s famous moun-

tain.

Sitting on the dock, waiting for the steamer, or |

promenading on the beautiful parade ground at the |

barracks, with its soft, green carpet, the eyes invol-
untarily turn toward the great gorge of the Colum-

WASHINGTON =~

bia, from which the great river issues in a mighty
flood, and fasten themselves upon the commanding
form of that majestic mountain with sensations of
pleasure that seem never to lose their potency. 1t is
ascene of which the eyes never weary, and one which
can never be effaced from the mental canvas of one
who has beheld it.

Vancouver dates its birth from the first. quarter
of the century, and was for years the commercial
center of the entire region from California to Alaska
and from the Pacific ocean to the summit ridges of
the Rocky mountains. In 1823 the headquarters of
the great Hudson’s Bay Company, which had former-
ly been at Astoria—called Fort George by the com-
pany and other British subjects—were established at
this point, and were given the name of that celebrat-
ed English explorer, Captain George Vancouver, one
of whose lieutenants had ascended the river in a boat
as far as this place soon after the discovery of the
river by Captain Gray, in 1792. There were impor-
tant reasons for this change of headquarters by the
great fur company. All the routes of the company’s
employes from tbe various trapping grounds to the
north, south and east, converged at the mouth of the
Willamette, near which, of course, should be the
great central station and supply point. An extra
day’s travel was necessary to reach the mouth of the
river, and the vessel which came annually with sup-
plies and to carry away a cargo of the accumulated
furs, could ascend the stream and lie in safety along
the bank of the river in front of the fort. DBesides
this, hay, grain and vegetables could be produced to
better advantage. For years Vancouver was the hub
of Oregon, a name far more comprehensive in those
days than now, and so remained until the settlement
of the Willamette valley by Americans raised up suc-
cessful rivals. With interests antagonistic to the
great fur company, the settlers founded commercial
centers of their own on the Oregon side of the Col-
umbia river, both below the mouth of the Willam-
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ette and a few miles up that stream, from which has
grown the great city of Portland. Until the complete
withdrawal of the great fur company from this re-
giop, the same causes which had operated to make its
headquarters the great center of this section retarded
its growth as a general commercial point, and this
condition of affairs was maintained so long that Port-
land, occupying a far inferior position in every re-
spect, attained such a growth and such a hold upon
the business of the country that all hope of supplant-
ing it was vain. To this fact, and the further one
that the conflicting claims of the fur company, the
Catholic missionaries and the military authorities
clouded the title of the best portion of the town site
for many years, is due to the fact that the metropolis
of this region is located on the Willamette instead of
the Columbia. Happily, now, the question of title is
set at rest, and nothing remains to interfere with the
growth of the town, which still possesses advantages
to make it a commercial point second only to Port-
land, in the lower valley of the Columbia and Willam-
ette. Brief attention is called to these advantages
and to the means being employed to utilize them.

Sea going vessels of deep draught can reach this
point cheaper and quicker than they can ascend the
Willamette to Portland. Between the mouth of the
latter stream and the docks at Vancouver there is but
one bar, through which a channel can be maintained
at greatly less expense than it now costs to keep one
open to Portland from the same point. The opening
of this channel, now closed for lack of use, could be
made for less money than is annually expended to
maintain the other in navigable condition. During
seven months of the year there is now a channel from
sixteen to twenty feet deep, and at an expense of $4,-
000.00 one can be made that will permit an unob-
structed passage of the deepest draft vessels that en-
ter the Columbia. This channel will be made as soon
as developments now in progress have reached such a
stage as to render it desirable. The business men
are taking steps to make this a port for general com-
merce, and as soon as these plans have matured, the
channel will be opened and kept free for the passage
of vessels. The cost will be nothing when compared
with the benefits to be derived, and if the government
appropriations can not be utilized for the purpose,
then it will be accomplished by private enterprise.
Many an ocean craft has rested at the docks of Van-
couver in the past, and it will not be long before
others will follow. In fact, the lighter draft vessels
used in the lumber trade will soon be a common
sight, as the extensive lumber enterprises now being
founded there will engage largely in supplying lum-
ber for foreign markets.

The most important enterprise now on foot in

preparation for the new era spoken of is that of the
Vancouver, Klickitat & Yakima railroad. More than
a year ago this project received its inception, but the
usual delays encountered by such enterprises held it
back, so that until last fall no progress beyond a gen-
eral reconnoisance of the route had been made. At
that time the citiz >ns decided upon an aggressive pol-
icy, and subscribed $60,000.00 for the construction of
ten miles of track leading into the timber and agri-
cultural lands lying to the northeast of the city.
Work was at once begun, and five miles are now com-
pleted and in operation, while the second five miles
have so far progressed that they will be finished with-
in a few weeks. The company has now on the road
one engine and sixteen cars, and more rolling stock
has been ordered. Using the first section as a basis
of credit, money will be raised for the immediate ex-
tension of the line to Lewis river, and render that
rich agricultural region tributary to Vancouver. This
will be accomplished by the end of the current year.
The next objective point is the extensive deposits of
excellent coal lying on the proposed line of the road
sixty miles from the city, the nearest accessible coal
to the Portland market. This will be reached in an-
other year, and will of itself supply business enough
to support the road. The ultimate object is to cross
the mountains through the Klickitat pass and trav-
erse the extensive stock and agricultural region lying
east of the Cascades, making connection with the
Northern Pacific, or some other transcontinental
route, in the vicinity of the Columbia or Yakima riv-
ers. By this line Vancouver would not only become
a shipping point for a large area of country, but it
would be a terminal point of a through route on a
par with Portland, Tacoma, Seattle and other north-
western ports. It can not be doubted that the pro-
jects of this company will be fully realizzd within a
very few years, by which time Vancouver will have
increased largely in size and business importance un-
der the influence of the causes already at work.

For a time the chief business of the road will be
the transportation of logs from the magnificent tim-
ber district through which it runs, to the mills at
Vancouver. Two hundred thousand feet of logs will
be brought in daily, which will be used by four saw
mills, three of which are now in operation, and the
fourth, and largest, will soon be ready for business.
The capacity of the road for the delivery of logs is
practically unlimited, and as it will take years of the
most extensive operations to exhaust the accessible
forests, it needs no prophet to predict that lumbering
operations at this point will increase greatly in mag-
nitude in the next few years. A huge floating dock
will be one of the conveniences for handling the pro-
duct of the saw mills. This will contain six tracks,
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each accommodating two cars. Barges will be used
for conveying the cars to the various lines of railroad
centering in Portland, or for ferrying them across the
river to the terminus of the Portland and Vancouver
road. By this means the mills will be prepared to
ship lumboar by the car load to any point reached
from Portland direct. When the V. K. & Y. road is
completed across the mountains they will also have a
railroad outlet to the markets in that direction. Lum-
ber will also be loaded here for San Francisco and
other coast markets, as well as for foreign ports, and
there is no reason why those points can not be sup-
plied from this place as well as from any mill site on
the Columbia river.

Manufacturing forms a considerable portion of the
business of the city. Four saw mills are a good foun-
dation to build upon, though other enterprises are al-
ready established, consisting of a sash and door fac-
tory, a flouring mill, an artificial stone factory, two
brick yards, a brewery, an ice factory, machine shop,
cabinet shop, and various smaller industries. A large
furniture and box factory is under discussion and is
one of the prob.ibilities of the near future. Other
industries would thrive at this point, especially can-
ning and fruit drying, a barrel, tub and pail factory,
a tannery and a woolen mill, the last two more espe-
cially when the road is completed across the moun-
tains to the bunch grass country.

Mention of fruit preserving industries is not light-
ly made, for Clarke county is rapidly taking a com-
manding position in both the quautity and quality of
the fruit it produces. Apples of all varieties, pears
from the earliest to the latest, cherries, plums and
prunes are the kinds of fruit the soil and climate are
best adapted to, and in size, flavor and general quali-
ty are second to none produced anywhere in the world.
Grapes, peaches, apricots, ete., also do well, but are
not of the superior excellence of the other fruits
named. The celebrated Bartlett pear, known in the
east as the “ California” pear, reaches here a flavor
and perfection superior to the best product of Cali-
fornia. As the new orchards come into better bear-
ing condition, Bartlett pears will be shipped from
Vancouver by the car load. Plums, especially the
Peach and Yellow Egg varieties, reach great size and
perfection, und will form no small portion of fruit
shipments. The same may be said of the Royal Ann
and Black Republican cherries, whose large size and
firmness render them especially valuable for ship-
ment to distant markets. It is, however, in the prune
that the fruit raiser finds his most profitable business.
Experience has demonstrated that in Oregon and
‘Washington, west of the Cascade mountains, the
prune reaches a perfection in size, flavor and firmness
that is unequaled anywhere else in the world. Even

in the section named, some portions produce fruit su-
perior to that of others, and in this respect Clarke
county stands in the front rank. Only twelve years
have passed since the first experimental trees were set
out, and less than half that period since the result of
the experiment became known, or the building of rail-
road lines made the industry a practicable one. Since
that time many oi1chards have been set out, contain-
ing from one hundred to five hundred prune trees,
which are now just coming into good bearing condi-
tion, several orchardists last year having harvested
three tons of fruit per acre. The prune aereage is
now being largely increased and in a few years, when
the trees now being planted shall have arrived at good
bearing condition, the fruit crop in the vicinity of
Vancouver will be a very large and valuable one.
Last year eight fruit dryers prepared one hundred
tons of dried prunes for market, a quantity which
will be exceeded the present season. Shipments of
fruit in car load lots will also be a feature of the bus-
iness. Pears, plums and cherries will be supplied in
great quantities for this purpose, as the number of
trees is being largely increased by all growers. Cars
can be loaded at Vancouver and ferried to Portland
the same as the lumber cars, and when the railroad
across the mountains is completed a direct eastern
route will be open. Fruit drying on a large scale, as
well as canning of both vegetables and fruit, will nec-
essarily become an adjunct of the industry at this
point.

Not only fruit, but agricultural products of all
kinds find special advantages in Clarke county. Near
Vancouver, and in the Lewis river region, soon to be
penetrated by the railroad, are to be found some of
the best farms in the northwest. The country as a
whole is densely covered with fine timber, and the
process of bringing it into a cultivable condition is
necessarily a slow one. In one respect this has been
advantageous, in that it has operated to prevent “ bo-
nanza farming ” and the acquisition of large tracts.
On the contrary, farms are from eighty to one hun-
dred and sixty acres in extent, thus supporting a larg-
er population in proportion to the area cultivated than
is the casein the prairie districts, where large tracts are
owned by individuals or companies. The building of
the V. K. & Y. road will aid in the work of bringing
the land under cultivation, and it will enable settlers
to do clearing to a better advantage and at less ex-
pense, as well as supply a means for them to reach
market with the products of their land. Every acre
of land denuded of its timber for lumber is also an
acre rendered valuable for agriculture. This fact
renders the more speedy development of the county’s
resources certain. Settlers who are looking for tim-
bered agricultural lands will do well to examine the



62 THE WEST SHORE.

government and railroad lands of Clarke county, as
well as private holdings offered for sale. The gov-
ernment land is in the foothills and mountains, where
the ground is rough and heavily timbered. The most
desirable unimproved lands, lying within from five to
twenty miles of Vancouver, can be purchased at from
$5.00 to $10.00 per acre, while partly improved farms
can be bought at from $15.00 to $30.00 per acre.
Good dairy ranches are worth from $30.00 to $50.00
per acre. Land specially desirable for fruit, being
high, dry and covered with valuable timber, and lying
within five miles of the city, are held at from $25.00
to $50.00 per acre in the wild state. Orchards with
five-year trees are valued at from $1,000 to $1,500
per acre, but none are for sale, and the person who
intends to embark in the fruit business must reckon
upon planting his own orchard. The highest figure
quoted has been refused for an orchard now in bear-
ing. The cost of clearing land within a reasonable
distance of the city is about $40.00 per acre. It is
figured that ten acres of prunes can be put in at a to-
tal cost of $1,000.00, and that the use of the land be-
tween the trees for the four or five years during which
they are maturing will pay for their cultivation. It
is, of course, better not to raise any crop on the land
while the trees are growing, but not to do so increases
the expense of maintaining the orchard.

Dairying and stock raising are extremely profita-
ble in this region. The foothills and mountains fur-
nish a splendid range for cattle and sheep, which
graze the entire year on the rich grasses and wild
peavines that grow in luxuriance in the forests. Ev-
ery settler finds that a small band of stock is a pay-
ing adjunct to his farm. The winters are so mild,
and so little snow falls, that the perpetually green
forage keeps the cattle in excellent condition at all
seasons. A number of dairies are doing a good busi-
ness, being located generally along the bottom lands
of the various streams, where good meadows and ex-
cellent water exist in conjunction with the forest
ranges. No regular creameries have yet been estab-
lished, but there is an excellent opening for them.
Millions of pounds of butter are imported into this
region annually, and good dairy butter sells at from
thirty to fifty cents per pound. Instead of importing
butter, great quantities of it should be shipped to
less favored localities, and there scarcely seems a pos-
sibility that the dairy business can be overdone here
for many years to come.

The city of Vancouver has a population of four
thousand and possesses a full city government and
many metropolitan features, including forty-five arc
electric lights of twelve hundred candle power, put
in by the city at a cost of $11,000.00. There are an
excellent water supply and a volunteer fire depart-

ment, equipped with one steam engine, one hand en-
gine and a hook and ladder truck. Besides the man-
ufacturing industries there are two banks, one of them
a national, a building and loan association, a large
number of stores, shops, etc., three churches, a ca-
thedral, convent, hospital, court house, school house,
and many neat and tasteful residences. The court
house of Clarke county is a large brick structure,
erected in 1883 at a cost of $60,000.00. A large two
story and basement school house, built aboat the
same time, stands near the court house, and is one of
the best school buildings in the territory. A large
three story brick convent and orphanage, a hospital,
a school for girls and a college for boys are main-
tained by the Catholics. Here, also, is the United
States land office for the district. A handsome brick
structure on the river bank just east of the reserve is
occupied by the school for defective youth.

With the exception of a short period, Vancouver
has been the military headquarters of this region, and
is now the headquarters of the department of the Col-
umbia, under command of General Gibbon. At this
post are generally stationed six companies of infantry
and one of artillery. The buildings embrace houses
for the officers, barracks for the men, library, gymna-
sium, etc., and necessary magazines and ordnance
storehouses, commissary warehouses, etc. The mili-
tary reserve is one of the most beautiful in the Unit-
ed States, and the parade ground is an almost level
tract of large extent overlooking the river and offering
a splendid view of the distant mountains.

Under the impulse of new enterprises now under-
taken, the value of desirable residence and business
property will steadily increase. The Columbia Land
& Improvement Company was organized in January,
to supply cheap and desirable property for homes.
The company has five hundred acres adjoining the
city on the northeast, of which one hundred and sixty
acres have been platted into blocks two hundred feet
square, with north and south avenues eighty feet
wide, and east and west streets sixty feet wide. Lots
fifty by one hundred feet sell at from $100 to $150,
according to location. The company has procured a
franchise for a street railway, which will be built
through the main business streets of the city to this
desirable residence district. Vancouver Heights, as
it is called, has a most commanding site, and is one
of the most beautiful places of residence in the north-
west.

Portland addition, consisting of twenty blocks, ad-
joining the city on the northwest, is another desirable
place of residence. It is but three blocks from the
school house, and about ten minutes’ walk from the
ferry landing. The line of the Vancouver, Klickitat
& Yakima railroad runs along its western edge.
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Blocks are two hundred feet square, lots fifty by one
hundred feet, avenues eighty feet wide and cross
streets fifty feet. Lots sell on easy terms at from
$150.00 to $250.00. The location is high and health-
ful and affords a most commanding prospect of river,
valley and mountain. Railroad addition, containing
seven blocks, lies near the Portland addition, and is
very desirable property. As residence lots in the
town proper are worth from $400.00 to $1,000.00, and
as these additions lie so near and are so much pref-
erable for residence purposes, the prices now quoted
for them are extremely low, and will not be main-
tained very long.

Vancouver is but seven miles distant from Port-
land by the line of the Portland & Vancouver rail-

way and the Columbia river ferry. Trains run every
hour, passengers making the entire trip for twenty-
five cents, including the two ferries. This road is
one of the improvements of the past year, and is
owned by Portland business men. It will be one of
the chief factors in the growth of Vancouver. By water
the distance is about eighteen miles, three lines of
steamers running regularly between the two points,
one twice daily, one three times a week and one twice
a week. Possessing all the advantages of a beautiful
and healthful site, a tributary country of rich and

rapidly developing resources, good and increasing fa-
. cilities for reaching market, and an enterprising peo-
| ple determined to improve these advantages to the
| utmost, the future of the city is bright with promise.

BEYOND.

I came to the city in darkness,
> Mid starlight, before the dawn,
And weary and worn with travel,
‘Woke late on a brilliant morn.

Then I gazed on a vision of beauty,
A more lovely can scarce be seen,

For I saw Mount Hood in its splendor,
And Willamette rolled broad between.

The river, with ferry and steamer
And sunshine, was all aglow,

And the mountain towered beyond it,
With its crest of eternal snow.

Oh! mountain, so grand and stately,
Oh! river, with curve and reach,

Oh! town, with thy wealth and pleasures,
Have ye all no lesson to teach ?

Yes, this world’s the city ; the river
Is death, to be crossed between
The heights of eternal beauty,
That border the land unseen.

Though rich and noble our city,
And sweeping and broad the stream,
Have they aught in beauty or grandeur
To compare with that snow-clad dream ?

¢ Sic itur ad astra’ our motto,
Toiling hard up the hill to fame,

Not resting or waiting, but rising,
In life and in death the same.

And in future, when thinking of Portland
And the vision of beauty it brought,

In the city, the river and mountain,
I'll remember the lesson it taught.

PorTLAND, Jan. 31, 1889.

CHARLES RUSSELL GURNEY.
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OUT OF ZION.

PART I.

UNSET over the Cache valley, in Utah, the west-
ern sky glorious with an opulence of yellow
light, that breaks and shatters on the ragged peaks of
the high hills which wall the valley in. A subdued
radiance lies on the bench lands lower down, and
through a deep, western gap in the hills, one burning
ray darts down and rests, a dazzling point of light,
on the dark waters of the tiny river that comes hur-
rying through the wind-swept Port Neuf canyon, to
wind placidly among the fertile fields of Cache.

In shape, the valley is a huge basin, set high up
among bare, rocky hills, where in summer the sun
glares fiercely down and the winds blow great clouds
of dust high and low, and in winter the sun shines
but coldly, and the winds blow clouds of snow into
fantastic drifts. In the generous lap of the valley
are gathered pilgrims from the four corners of the
earth, pilgrims who, as members of the * Church
of Jesus Christ of the Latter Day Saints,” have here
entered upon their portion of the earthly inheritance
given to the believers of the one true faith, the re-
ligion of Mormon. The msjority of the people who
first settled in the “Stake of Cache” had little but
their intense ignorance, abounding zeal, and such ex-
periences of want and oppression that their easy lives
in these genial wilds were to them daily renewed ar-
guments that they were being led by divine guidance.
Freed from the cramping pressure of want, they
slowly expanded into normal human beings; they be-
gan to feel, to think, to live.

The fathers and mothers were satisfied to reclaim
the wilderness for those who were to come after them.
They found happiness, beyond their highest hopes, in
their growing children, herds and flocks, their ample
fields and orchards. Theirs was the free, simple life
of a primitive people, having few wants and fewer
ambitions. But simple and kindly as they were in
many respects, they had no toleration for any devia-
tion from the faith. Heretics were excluded, apos-
tasy was crushed. If a young mind dared question
this or that, its nearest and dearest were ready to de-
nounce its wickedness. What was individual suffer-
ing as compared with the general good? With de-
vout confidence in the head of the church, that ¢ Pro-
phet, Priest and Seer,” whose strong will dominated
his people, they readily accepted his patriarchal rev-
elation. They were in goodly company, following in
the way trod by Abraham and David and Solomon.
Polygamy was thus invested with a sacred obligation,
and, under the name of plural marriage, became an
ordinance of their religion.

Half way up the slope of a western hill sat two
girls, nestled in a cozy hollow, where the sunset rays
fell soft and warm, while below them the valley was
already growing dark and cool with the evening shad-
ows. There was almost perfect silence on the hill.
side. The unceasing wind, now softened to a mere
breath, played about in the dry grassess, which did
not even rustle as it passed. No sounds of insect life
creaked and shrilled, no ripple of water or rustle of
leafy trees rose and fell on the still air. The hills
stood great, motionless waves of sombre brown and
faded yellow, with here and there the strawberry
bushes showing lines of cloudy red along the shal-
low ravines. Down the valley were villages, Menton,
Brigham City and Willard, each in its cluster of box-
elder trees and thrifty farms, the alfalfa fields green
after the second cutting. Midway stood Logan, fa-
mous for its endowment house and temple, the latter
being the place of mysterious and unholy rites.

On this scene the older of the two girls looked
with musing eyes, seeing not village or field, but some
vision of fancy, at which her eyes darkened with se-
cret satisfaction. There was nothing in her face, or
that of her companion, widely different as they were,
to indicate a foreign ancestry.

“ Chaley,” suddenly cried the girl, breaking away
from her day dream with a regretful sigh, and stir-
ring uneasily under the other’s intent gaz2, “I do
wish’t you wouldn’t gawp at me so like a dog wantin’
a bone. Ef you’ve got anything to say, say it.”

Chalcy, a freckle-faced girl of fifteen, sprawling
on the ground in high content, chuckled to herself
and winked shrewdly. “1I bet I know somethin’ you
don’t,” she replied eagerly.

“Does you lots of good, don’t it?” asked the
other teasingly, a smile softening her handsome face
as she plucked idly at a tuft of grass.

“ You needn’t be so high an’ mighty,” retorted
Chaley in gay good humor, “it’s about somebody you
like, Clarissy.”

“ Well, why don’t you tell me what it is then?
You know you're jest a-dyin’ to,” and Clarissa looked
down at her with dark, amused eyes.

Chaley drew her scrawny figure up and looked ea-
gerly into the other’s face. “I do b’lieve you know
it a’ready,” she exclaimed in keen disappointment.
“Your eyes haint so shiny fer nothin.””

Clarissa laughed out joyously, “ What a girl you
air, Chaley! I b'lieve you'd ruther tell a piece of

9

news as to eat; do tell me, I don’t know nothin’.
“ Oh, wal, 'taint much,” began Chalcy with as-
sumed indifference.
“ 1 didn’t g’pose ’twas,” and Clarissy sat up and
reached for her bonnet.
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“ Tom Baker’s come home, that’s all,” said the
girl slowly.

“ Honest? ” asked the other, flushing a little.

Chaley sprang to her fcet. * Clarissy,” she cried,
her tone full of hurt feeling, “did I ever story to
you?”

Clarissy rose and put her arm affectionately about
the thin shoulder, “ Goosie,” she said lightly, “ who
said you storied? You know we’ve heerd more’s onct
he was comin’.”

“ 1 g’pose you thought 'twas too good to be true,”
returned Chaley saucily, quite appeased.

“ Well, it’s time we was gettin’ home,” said Clar-
issy, turning away.

Chaley ran helter-skelter down the hill, indulging
in various capers to express her buoyant feelings,
just as & young lamb prances about because he is
young, while Clarissy walked sedately along the nar-
raw path that wound down the hillside. She stopped,
presently, before a small “doby,” a hut built of sun-
dried brick, its lean sides shrunken and cracked as if
from drouth. A hard-faced baby sat in the doorway
and eyed her with such unwinking stolidity when she
stooped and made a merry face at him that she felt
rebuked, and was about to start on her way, when
she was startled at the sight of a woman’s face, wear-
ing a look of dull misery which appealed silently to
the girl’s pity. It was that of Hanchen, her Swedish
neighbor, usually one of the happiest and most smil-
ing of creatures, who now sat listlessly in the disor-
dered room. her face drawn and haggard with pain.

“ Why, Hanchen!” cried Clarissy, going hastily
in, “ air you sick? Where’s Peter?”

For answer the woman put her hands over her
face and rocked to and fro.

“ Oh, Hanchen,” implored the girl, “do tell me
what’s the matter! Where is Peter?”

“ He gone to Logan,” sobbed Hanchen.

“ To Logan?” echoed Clarissy. * What for?”

Hanchen struggled to regain her self-control.
“ He get letter two, t'ree mont’ ago,” she began, pick-
ing her way with difficulty through the unfamiliar
English, “from home, de ole countree. It say some
more of our people come to Zion, an’ he must be for
sure meet dem to de city, w'en he come back an’ say
Gerda Sorenson, her we know to home, she is come
too. W’en he say dat I t'ink not'ing. I nefer like
dat Gerda. Now, to-day, Peter he is gone to Logan
to take her for wife, too.” A fresh burst of tears
closed the recital.

Clarissy stood in awkward silence. What could
she say to comfort a grief like this? * You know the
church says plural marriage is a revelation,” she be-
gan, falteringly, wondering if that would be any con-
solation.

“De church lie den. I
I no b’lieve Got

Hanchen’s eyes flashed.
no wants Peter to haf nodder wife.
say to him marry Gerda.”

 Oh, you mustn’t talk that a-way,” cried Clarissy
in alarm. “It's dreadful, an’ if any one heard you I
don’t know what they’d do to you.

“ Oh, w'y I no die,” moaned the unhappy woman,
“w’en mine heart ache so it will break? ”

“ But Hanchen, mebby he loves you too.”

“ I not know dat lof; I haf no fadder, no mutter,
no one but Peter, and he will mine be no more—all
de time Gerda’s now.”

“ Oh, I'm so sorry for you! If I could only do
something for you!”” sobbed Clarissy, quite overcome,
and she knelt down and put her arms around the un-
romantic figure.

“ You haf de goot heart,” said Hanchen, grate-
fully.

“ But there haint nothin’ I can do,” went on the
girl, hopelessly, “jest nothin’, only to feel sorry for
yor an’ feel bad with you. Oh!” some painful recol-
lection pierced her troubled mind.

Half ashamed, not of her emotion of pity, but of
her demonstration of it, she rose, and after a moment
of awkward silence, said hurriedly—

“ 1 must be a-goin’; come an’ see us soon’s you
can,” and then went out, her head drooping so that
she did not see how the bands of orange in the sun-
set sky were fading, changing to palest yellow and
pink, while in the edge of the rosy flush a few stars
hung trembling and luminous. A man and woman
coming slowly up the hill did not notice her as she
stood aside to let them pass.

It was Peter and his new wife, hand in hand, see-
ing only each other’s faces. She looked at them with
bitter disgust ard pain. Being a woman, and yet
young, her heart ached, whether more for Hanchen
or herself she did not know. Old doubts stirred in
her mind, old memories of her mother, dead these
many years, came up before her, and words her
mother had spoken seemed to utter themselves afresh
to her unhappy consciousness. Tossed on & sea of
unrest, between her doubts and her ignorance, the
girl was very miserable. If, for a moment she
thought of Tom Baker, she tried to thrust his image
from her with a feeling of contempt at her weakness.

“ Haint I seen enough of it?” she whispered
scornfully, and yet with a certain sadness for herself.
“ Don’t I know jest how it goes? Mother knew; an’
that's why she made me promise, I reckon. I wonder
if she knows how hard ’tis for me to keep it?” and
questioning thus she came slowly down the hill to
her father’s house.

Silas Dean’s house had originally been a square
adobe building, containing two rooms, the kitchen
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and the “other room,” a proud title in days when
most dwelling houses had only one room. The “other
room ” it was still, as Silas had increased his respon-
sibilities the house had grown by a simple process of
accretion. The east lean-to was built on when he took
his second wife; the west wing when he trebled his
joys; but amid all changes the “other room” re-
mained the family sitting room. Here, on this sunny
afternoon, Silas Dean, Clarissy’s father, and an elder
in the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints,
sat with his wife Martha and his wife Serena. The
Book of Mormon lay on the table, together with a
bible and the book of doctrines and covenants, the
latter especially furnishing an abundance of strong
meat and drink to the spiritual life of the elder and
his family. In the place of honor over the mantel
piece hung the pictured face of the founder of Zion,
a strong, coarse face, selfish, cruel and shrewd. The
elder was bothered. He had sought aid and comfort
from the doctrines and covenants, but even that well
of inspiration had failed him. He tilted his chair
back, puraed his lips, thrust his hands deep into his
pockets and fixed his eyes upon the ceiling. His
stiff, iron-gray hair stood up like a mane on his head,
which was long in shape from crown to jaw. He
half closed his small, black eyes, as if, by excluding
external objects, he hoped to concentrate his mental
vision on a baffling question.

After a serious silence, lasting some minutes, he
brought his chair down with a thump, leaned forward
and looked reproachfully from his wife Martha to his
wife Serena. Martha, a large, sandy colored woman,
went placidly on with her knitting, while Serena’s
sharp, black eyes were bent on the baby that lay
sleeping in her arms.

“ Ef ennybuddy ud tell me,” began Silas slowly,
“er even give me a kind uv an idee, es ter w’at ails the
girrul—"

“ Meanin’ Clarissy?” interposed Martha.

“ Meanin’ Clarissy, in course,” he replied emphat-
ically, a little nettled at her tone. Martha sniffed.

“She haint mean er ornery,” continued Silas warm-
ly. “She’s sot in 'er way some, but she’s a major to
work, an’ most ways seems to hev purty tol’ble good
sense, fer & woman,” glancing sneeringly at Martha,
“but law! they’s no use talkin’, she’s jest diffrunt,
thet’s the hull thing in a nutshell—she’s diffrunt.
Now here’s ben Joe Barmen an’ that there Oly An-
derson an’ Bill Rushton’s boy Dick all a-wantin’ to
marry her, an’ she won’t so much as say dog to none
uv 'em; 'pears like she haint on the marry nohow.”

“ Er else she’s minty hard to suit,” ventured Se-
rena.

Silas shook his head gloomily. He had never
thought women hard to suit in the matter of marrying.

“ Mebby she’s possessed uv a devil,” suggested
Martha, in the same tone in which she might have
remarked on Clarissy’s having the measles.

“ What!” roared Silas, quite maddened by this
unexpected complication.

«“ A devil, possessed uv a devil, I said,” repeated
Martha stoutly.

Her husband drew a long breath: “ Wal,” he said
bitterly, “ ef she is, ef she is, le’s be thankful to God
it’s a dumb one.” He got up in his anger and walked
up and down the room a moment, then sat down again
sighing heavily.

Serena rocked to and fro, hushing the baby and
singing & dreary hymn, beginning—

Go tell my companions and children so dear
To weep not for Joseph our Saint,
For the same hand that led him

Through scenes dark and drear,
Has safely conducted him home.

The lame metre and halting rythm of these lines
were carried along pretty smoothly to a sing-song
tune, which, commencing on a high note at the be-
ginning of each line, gradually descended from a
painful shrillness to a long-drawn nasal whine.
Soothed by such melodious strains, Silas was fast
forgetting his troubles under the sweet, sleepy influ-
ences, when the door flew open and Chalcy bounced
in.

Chalcedony had been the scriptural name bestowed
upon her when a helpless baby, as indicating that she
should be a precious jewel in the kingdom of Zion.
Martha had been a widow when Silas had the pleas-
ure of making her acquaintance, and he had thought
more than once, in the years of their wedded life,
that it would have been better for him if he had never
changed her condition. Chaley had not been so ob-
jectionable as the widow’s pert little girl, but as a
step-daughter she was simply obnoxious. She fa-
vored her departed parent, Martha said, and said fre-
quently, until, in & moment of extreme nervous irri-
tation, Silas so far forgot himself as to remark chat
in his private opinion she * took after home-made sin,
only she was uglier.”

Martha never forgave him that speech. * Beau-
ty,” she said, “was only skin deep; and Chalcy was
like a singed cat, a heap smarter’n she looked.”

At present the child was in the gawky age, being
chiefly angles, freckles and preternaturally long limbs.
She was a born gossip. To hear news and to repeat
it gave her a joy so keen as to be almost unholy, and
by reason of this thirst for information and desire to
impart what she acquired, Chalcy sometimes told
more than she heard; at least that was what people
said who did not appreciate her talents as a reporter.
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She stepped noisily about the room, after banging
the door, and soon waked the baby, whose indignant
cries roused Silas, who groaned inwardly. He had
six daughters of his own, and he knew that women
were whimsical and incomprehensible beings. Chal-
cy, never still, lounged before the one small window
and drummed on the pane with ten lean fingers. Se-
rena lifted her eyebrows, but with wonderful self-
command for so thin a woman, said nothing.

“ D’ye know Tom 'ad come?” asked Chalcy pres-
ently, of no one in particular.

“I wonder!” exclaimed Serena.
look at ’im now.”

“ Tom’s got & minty good house to take a woman
to,” observed Martha, with a ruminating air. “I’low
thet ole man Baker’ll set a heap by Tom’s wife, an’
they do say Mis Baker left no end o’ quilts an’ dishes.
Law, ef Clarissy was my girl—"

“ They wouldn’t be no trouble then,” sneered Se-
rena, with a wicked side glance at Chalcy, “ any girl
but Clarissy 'd jump at the chance o’ marryin’ Tom
Baker.” ‘

“I kin tell ye one thing,” flashed Chaley, “ef I
aint smart ‘nuff to be a fust wife I won’t go stickin’
myself where nobuddy thinks uv me enny more'n ef
I wuz the dirt under their feet.”

Serena’s cheek flushed. Silas looked from one to
the other. “Shet up, Chaley!” he said sternly.

“You'd best make Sereny quit a-tantin’ uv ’er
then,” thus Martha entered the conflict.

¢ Oh, hev yer jaw out,” he exclaimed, starting up
and going out.

Experience had taught him the wisdom of flight
at such times. Silas Dean’s was one of those natures
made up of opposing qualities, so often found among
those sects whose peculiar principles set them apart
from the majority of their countrymen. He was an
American, from the south originally, and had drifted
to the uncertain region which is neither north nor
south, the great middle west, where he had married a
woman who was his superior in every respect, save
one—she loved him. Her love made her yield weak-
ly to his whims, and at last follow him to Mormon-
ism; but when it came to the question of plural mar-
riage, she refused to accept it, defied the church, and
died a broken-hearted woman. All this had but set-
tled Silas more firmly in the wild and visionary fan-
cies which had taken hold of his narrow, credulous
mind. He fed his imagination with lofty hopes of
what the Lord might yet call him to do. He read
and re-read the marvelous record of the Israelites,
with a strange feeling that he had been with them in
their journeyings. He would like to have gone back
to the nomadic, wandering life of that time. He saw
with delight the steady growth of God’s people.

¢ Clarissy mint

“ We're a-makin’ a noble history right straight along,”
was his favorite saying, as he reviewed the founding
of the desert city. At all times his righteous wrath
was hot against the Gentiles, who heard and believed
not. One ambition he cherished in secret—a hope so
dear that he had never profaned it by utterance. If
only the call would come to him to go out among the
misguided heathen, he felt that the Lord would touch
his lips with holy fire and make many a waste place
blossom with the fruit of the true word. But this
night his soul was in darkness. The hope which had
come to be a part of him lay so chill and lifeless in
his breast, that he almost wished he had never known
it; yet he could not give it up. Like many a wiser
man, he had made out of his longing a Nemesis
which gave him no peace.

He thought of Clarissy half angrily, and of her
mother, never a pleasant subject for him. ¢ Pos-
sessed of the devil,” that was what had been said
when she stubbornly set herself against his marriage
with Martha. He had done his duty then, and he
would do it now. He would go to-morrow and see
Bishop Yelkton about it; perhaps he would talk to
her.

The light swish of a woman’s dress made him
turn, and this brought him in front of Clarissy as she
came down from the hill.

‘“ Ben takin’ a walk?” he asked, not unkindly, his
gnarled and suspicious heart yearning over his daugh-
ter, whom he trembled for as one in danger of wan-
dering out of the one way to eternal life.

“ Yes, sir,” she replied civilly, standing dutifully,
as she saw he had something to say.

“ Clarissy, what makes ye so diffrunt from the rest
uv us?” he spoke, almost appealingly.

“ Am I different?” There was a glad ring in her
voice. “Mebbe I'm like mother.”

“ 1 ’lowed you'd most forgot her.”

“1 won’t never forgit her. I try to remember
everything 'bout her I kin,” she said, earnestly.

“ She wur a unregenerate woman,” began Silas,
gloomily.

“ She wuz a Christian an’ a saint,” broke in his
daughter, “an’ she’s an angel in heaven now, a heap
nigher to Christ than we’ll ever git, I'm afeerd.”

She went on into the house, leaving her father in
a state of dubious wonder as to whether her devil, if
she really was possessed of one, was as dumb as he
thought. Inside the house Serena’s red eyes were
evidence that her sharp tongue had not been a match
for her heavier-witted, but coarser, antagonists. Clar-
issy’s sore heart sank as she felt the jar of conflicting
natures that would never be at peace.

“ Come ’ere, Clarissy,” called Chaley, as she flat-
tened her nose against the window. “I kin see a
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light down to Baker’ses. It’s in the settin’ room, too;
I bet Tom—" Clarissy slammed the door angrily as
she went out to escape Chalcy’s comments.

She hurried to her room and sat down with her
back to the window. It was nothing to her if Tom
Baker came home every day in the year, she was very
sure of that. South of Silas Daan’s place lay the
farm belonging to Uncle Tommy Baker, who was un-
cle to everybody by virtue of a sweet temper and a
hearty laugh, which made sunshine in many a dark
place. Uncle Tommy was an Englishman; a man of
shrewd, good sense, desiring peace and quiet and uni-
versal good will above all things. He had been twice
married and twice a widower. His second wife had
not “ got on ” well with her stepson; or he with her.

When the boy was twenty-one he had convinced
his father that it was best for all that he should find
a home elsewhere. For four years he had been away,
except for short visits, but his father had missed him
sadly, and since the death of his stepmother had
urged his return. Uncle Tommy was now an old
man, and crippled with rheumatism, so that he got
around with difficulty. His affections were centered
on two objects, his son and his farm. Perhaps the
farm should come first, for he loved it with all the
tenacity of his sturdy English nature. It was a
pleasure to his old eyes to look over the rich mead-
ows and fields of waving grain, and think how pa-
tiently he had wrought it out of the desert wilder-
ness. It was his by a patent from nature’s own hand.
Tom shared this feeling, only he looked forward and
saw what possibilities the future held.

They were not brilliant men, either of them, but
theirs were strong, honest natures, sound to the core.
They sat together in the sitting room this evening.
Before his son’s return, Uncle Tommy had liked to
sit in the kitchen with his help, a middle-aged couple
who “did ” for him in doors and out, for he disliked
sitting alone. Now Tom had come home to stay,
there would be no more lonely evenings. They did
not talk much; the silence which often fell between
them was more expressive of mutual trust and affec-
tion than words could have been. It did the father
good to note the fair hair and laughing blue eyes so
like his own. It was like looking in a glass and see-
ing his own boyish face. After the fashion of old
people, to whom memory is a blessed angel and not a
mocking devil, he went back over his youthful days,
lovingly and lingeringly.

“ Eh, lad,” he said, presently, taking his pipe from
his mouth and speaking with a strong accent, as he
always did when he had been dwelling on the past,
“eh, lad, ye'll be gettin’ married one o’ these days,
like?” There was a questioning inflection in his tone,
but Tom made no reply.

“ One thing, Tom, don’t ye take a woman as speaks
loud. Some on ’em has voices as would out-craik a
crow, an’ the low-spoken ones makes better wives.
Happen they differ with you, the whole neighborhood
ain’t roused.”

Tom thought of his stepmother’s loud clack, which
had gone on continaally. “ Don’t you be afraid, fa-
ther,” he said, lightly, ‘“there’s no hurry anyway.”

Even as he spoke his gaze wandered out, and his
heart followed it, through the window, past the pop-
lars with their fluttering gray robes, and up through
the orchard where stood the old adobe house. How
fast his heart beat as he thought of a slim, girlish
form; of cold, dark eyes that were yet so beautiful.
No, there was no hurry.

Apple picking was nearly over in Silas Dean’s
wind-twisted orchard. The girls, who had helped in
the pleasant work, were inclined to be frisky over the
last picking and storing away. Clarissy was happy
with them, partly because it was hard to be gloomy in
the exhilarating October sunshine, partly, from the
reaction after a time of distressing doubts and fears.
She came up the slope, trying to balance a basket of
apples on her head, the children springing about her
like laughing imps, but all the time keeping watchful
eyes on their father at the other end of the orchard,
for he had little sympathy with their pranks. Tom
Baker heard their laughter as he came up through
his father’s orchard, and sprang over the low line
fence. Only Chaley saw him, and her laugh grew
shriller, her antics more grotesque, in hopes she could
unsettle Clarissy’s hold; but that young lady walked
steadily on, smiling a little at her success in carrying
the basket. When, as she turned to enter the apple-
house, she saw Tom, the basket trembled, up went
her hands to steady it, and Tom stepped quickly for-
ward to help her lift it down. It was done in an in-
stant, but in that instant of surprise he looked straight
in her eyes, and saw there neither dislike nor cold-
ness, but—was it only friendship? The next moment
the children were crowdiag about him with noisy
greetings, and Silas came toward them with a hearty—

“ Howdy, howdy Tom; w’y, yer most a stranger.”

“ Lawsy, Pap, looky there,” whispered Chalcy
shrilly, as a horseman rode up to the gate, “ef 'tain’t
the bishop!”

Silas hastened to welcome his superior, the chil-
dren flocking after him. Try as she might, Clarissy
could not put on the frosty air with which she had
always endeavored to treat this frank admirer. He
was 8o evidently happy at seeing her again, and she
was 80 glad to see him, although she would not have
owned it, that her eyes would soften and her cheeks
dimple with pleasure, and she even felt foolishly hap-
py when he whispered—
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“ Oh, Clarissy, I wonder if you’re half as glad to
see me as I am to see you.”

“ Well, measure your gladness an’ I'll tell you,”
she said, saucily. “I reckon ’twouldn’t more'n fill a
pint measure,” she went on, mockingly.

Tom would certainly have told her then and there
how glad he was, had not the bishop advanced with
outstretched hand to shake unctiously as became a
bishop.

Silas was nothing if not noisily hospitable: “ Come
right in, bishop,” he urged, “we’re powerful glad to
see ye. Nice weather, ain’t it? Jest walk right in
t'other room. Chaley, ye take the bishop’s horse
'round an’ tend to it. Clarissy, rustle now an’ git up
a supper as is a supper. Where’s Tom? Ob, he's
gone to help the girle. 'Wal, bishop, how’s the times
a-usin’ ye?”

“ Oh, fairly, fairly,” replied the urbane brother,
“ I’ve nothing to complain of, bless the Lord.”

Bishop George Yelkton was a fine looking man;
that is, he had a large, commanding presence, wavy
brown hair and keen hazel eyes. He was what is
called a masterful man, and he knew it, and was per-
fectly willing to sustain that reputation. He shook
hands with Sister Martha and Sister Serena, and
praised the baby and asked its age, all in orthodox
style.

“ You're doing your duty, Brother Dean,” he said,
frankly, “helping to build up the kingdem, I see;
and you dwell here in this pleasant place like a patri-
arch of old, surrounded by your family, in peace and
comfort. Ah, sisters,” his voice grow mournfully
tender, and he drew a spotless white handkerchief
from his pocket and laid it gracefully across his knee,
“many a time when I have wandered in foreign
lands, lonely and among strangers, homesick for the
blessed gates of Zion, I have thought longingly of
some quiet spot where I might sit down under mine
own vine and fig tree and spend my days in peace;
but the Lord has called me to the work, and I will
not falter. If it is His will, I can go cheerfully on,
trying in my weak way to lead poor, perishing souls
to the light of the only true gospel. May the Lord
bless his unworthy servant.”

Some unlucky chance brought Clarissy into the
room during this speech, and the bishop saw, or im-
agined he saw, a look of contempt on her face as she
went out again. He inwardly resented the fancied
slight, and it stung the deeper as he imagined her
making fun of him, and Tom laughing with her.

“ H'm,” he began, ominously, “that young man
that was here as I came in, he’s Uncle Tommy Ba-
ker’s son, isn’t he? ”

He knew perfectly well who Tom was, and he

knew, too, that this questioning would raise vague sus-
picions in the minds of his hearers.

“ Yes,” replied Silas, heartily, “thet’s ole Uncle
Tawmy’s only boy. Him an’ my girls, they’ve purty
nigh growed up together.”

The bishop shook his head sadly, then he sighed
heavily and frowned, and, when his small andienze was
sufficiently impressed by these silent doubts of Tom’s
worthiness, remarked, more in sorrow than in wrath:
“ Thomas Baker is a weak man, and I have doubts
about this boy; but that wasn’t what I came over for.”
He spoke briskly, as if dismissing a disagreeable sub-
ject. “Now about Clarissy—what’s the matter with
her?”

In the solemn council that followed, Clarissy’s pe-
culiarities were mercilessly scanned, Silas even com-
ing to feel a mournful pride at being concerned in a
matter worthy of the bishop’s attention.

Meanwhile Tom had been received in the kitchen,
with a kindness as delightful as it was rare. While
Chalcy put the bishop’s horse away, Clarissy, with
Tom’s help, built a fire in the cook stove; then they
filled the teakettle, and she laughed at his awkward-
ness, and he laughed because she ¢Gid. Courtship in
a country kitchen has a flavor of its own, sweet and
simple. The homely tasks are invested with a new
and delightful interest, suggestive of a housekeeping
in the enchanted future, and then there are delight-
ful opportunities for gay scorn and gentle ridicule at
a man’s clumsy attempts o help with the cooking.

There was much joking of this kind at Tom’s ef-
forts to be helpful, and everything seemed the fun-
nier because they had to be careful that no sound of
mirth should penetrate the sacred precincts of the
“other room,” lest Martha or Serena, or perhaps Si-
las himself, might come out and scold about the noise.
Chaley suffered especially under this repression.
Three times did she drop the potatoes she was peel-
ing, and, dashing out of the back door, bend over the
huge water barrel and shriek wildly with laughter she
could not control.

“ Oh, Tom!” exclaimed Clarissy, at last, “we’ll
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