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This picture is from a pholo of
an exhibit made al the ﬁ/}r af the
Yahima County Agricultural So-
ciely held at"Naorth Yakima.

{.HOF VINE,50LI10 CLI/STER 40 FEET LINE.
2.HEMFP 14 FEET HICH.

3.COARN,II FEET HIGH.

4. OATS 6 FEET HIGH,HEADS, 2 FEET LONG.
5.WHEAT, 60 BUSHELS PER ACRE.

6. 7. CABBAGES, WEIGHT,33AND 43 POUNES.
8.9 UTTLE ANO BIG CLUB WHEAT.

10. TOMATOES, THREE, WEIGHT, 5 POUNDS.
11,12,13. TOBACCO.

/4. PEACHES, FIVE VARIETIES .

15. PEARS.

16.17. |18. CAULIFLOWERS, WEIGHT I8 FOUNDS,
15,20, 71,22 23,24 WATERMELONS, N2 2 2
WEIGHED 54 POUNDS,

25 T0 35 S5QUASHES, N°34WEIGHED 8% POUNDS,
36. SWEET POTATOES. :

37. APPLES, 9 VARIETIES.

38.39. --- BEFTS 38 WEIGHED 14 POUNDS.
40 SORGHUM, 10 FEET HIGH,

41.42. PEANUTS.

FIGHT VARIETIES OF CORN; TEN OF IRISH POTATOES;
FIVE OF ONIONS; AND 51k OF PEFPERS,

PRODUCTIONS OF THE GREAT YAXKIMA COUNTRY.
FROM PHOTO BY F.M.ILER,NORTH YAKIMA .
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OUR FEATHERED IMMIGRANTS.

ARELY, if ever, in the
history of the nation, has
the action of a community
had as deep a foundation
in sentiment as that of an
association of our citizens
of German descent, in im-
porting to this state the
song birds of their native
land. It is nothing new
to take from ome portion
of the globe for propaga-
tion in another, the feath-
ered, furred or scaled rep-
resentatives of the animal
kingdom, but the moving

a more sordid or utilitarian nature than those which
have led to the action of this society. The brute cre-
ation of the universe has been assembled in menag-
eries and museums for the amusement and instruc-
tion of the people, and for the pecuniary gain of en-
terprising managers.
transplanted from native haunts to strange homes,
that the sportsman and angler may better amuse him-
self, or that the people may, at cheaper cost, add to
the attractions of their dinner tables; and even mu-
nicipal authorities have engaged in this work of in-
troducing birds into city parks, though less from a
feeling of sentiment than a-desire to preserve the
trees from the ravages of insect pests. In this action

impulses have all been of |

Fish, flesh and fowl bave been

tenderness. At such times, any familiar object, even
the most insignificant, that is identified with those
days of childhood invokes feelings of regard nearly
akin to reverence. In the same manner, the exile
from his native land, though his act of expatriation
may have been a voluntary one, though he may have
exchanged a life of privation and labor for one of
ease and comfort, though he may have forsaken his
home to escape the tyrannical rule of an autocrat to
enjoy the blessings of political freedom, can not but
cherish feelings of tender regard for his native land
and the home of his youth, which some familiar ob-
ject will call into active life. A story is related of
the early days in the Australian mines which illus-
trates this redeeming trait in the human character.
During a time at the Ballarat mines when rioting
was in progress because of the taxes levied by the
government upon the miners, some Americans notic-
ed a great crowd of English miners moving off into
the country, and supposing that some important pro-
ject was on foot, they followed. After a journey of
several miles they reached the hut of a stockman, and
there the mystery was explained. Hanging in front

. of the door was a large cage, and within it perched an

English bullfinch, from whose throat issued the joy-
ous notes of a song these exiled men had not heard
for many weary months and years. Tears came to
the eyes of many a rough and hardened man, and for

. the time being the load of years of dissipation and

of our German citizens, however, all considerations
' can these promoters of the movement to introduce

" into Oregon the song birds of Germany, be compared

but those of sentiment are eliminated.

As around the scarred trunk of the forest patri-
arch twine the fragile vines of spring, so do tender
memories of childhood cling about the aging heart of
man. Go where he will and do what he may, the
home of his youth will ever exist in his mind as a
Garden of Eden, a Happy Valley of Amhara, to
which, at times, his thoughts will turn with a loving

crime was lifted and the tender sentiments of the nat-
ural man appeared.
Happily, neither in physical nor moral condition,

with those hardened miners of Ballarat, but the foun-
tain from which their emotions spring is the same.
It is not, however, simply a desire to gratify them-
selves, that these gentlemen have taken the action
they have, but, as well, to improve and make more
pleasant the conditions of life in the home of their

WASHINGTON STATE LIBRARY
OLYMPIA. WASHINGTON
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adoption for all, the native and the immigrant, the
old and the young, and it is not the least pleasant of
their reflections that their children and the children
of their neighbors will reap the reward of their la-
bors more fully than they can hope to do. In the
deserts of Arabia he is looked upon as a public ben-
efactor who makes two blades of grass grow where
one grew before, and even more so he who makes a
well in the desert, for the refreshment of strangers
and the use of coming generations. To found a col-
lege, to endow a hospital or to create a chair in a uni-
versity is a commendable act, even though the mov-
ing impulse be as much a hope of perpetuating the
name of the donor as a desire to benefit mankind.
But quietly and unostentatiously to do as these gen-
tlemen have is far better, since the action springs
from a purer and more exalted sentiment. It is to
be hoped that our feathered immigrants from Ger-
many will become as useful and respected in their
sphere as are those citizens who are responsible for
their presence among us.

A few words about the society and the birds them-
selves will be of interest. The idea of bringing these
feathered songsters to Oregon originated with Mr.
Frank Dekum, president of the Portland Savings
Bank, and to his earnest efforts and liberal contribu-
tion of money are due the successful carrying out of
the idea. A year ago, upon being urged by Mr. De-
kum, Mr. C. F. Pfluger undertook the work of secur-
ing subscribers to a fund for this purpose. This ef-
fort finally crystalized in the organization, on the 2nd
of June, 1888, of the Society for the Introduction of
German Singing Birds into Oregon, of which Mr.
Dekum is president, C. F. Pfluger secretary, and F.
Bickel treasurer. A fund of $1,000.00 was raised,
solely by contribution by about one hundred and fifty
German, American and English citizens, and a con-
tract was made with a resident of the famous Herz
mountains to capture and bring to Portland one thou-
sand birds, embracing from ten to twenty-five pairs
each of skylark, black starling, nightingale, gray
thrush, linnet, black-headed nightingale, bullfinch,
black thrusb, ring ouzel, chaffinch, goldfinch, green-
finch and singing quail. The birds were captured
last year, and will be brought here in the spring, ar-
riving about the 20th of May. For a short time they
will be placed on exhibition at the new exposition
building, and will no doubt attract crowds of people,
the small admission charged being added to the funds
of the society, which now fall short of the expense of
making this importation. At the proper time, just as
the nesting season begins, the birds will be liberated
in Portland, East Portland and Albina, or in the im-
mediate vicinity of those places, according to the hab-
its of the birds. It is expected that they will imme-

diately select places for nesting and begin the work
of raising their families, not having time to fly about
or seek more distant homes; and from the well known
habit of these birds to return each spring to the home
of their birth, it is believed that the young ones will
find their way back after their southern journey next
winter, and Portland will be the center of their colo-
ny, from which they will gradually spread until in a
few years they will be found throughout the entire
region west of the Cascades.

Among the first to appreciate the action of this
society were members of the Oregon Alpine Club,
who at once took steps to supplement it by bringing
from the eastern states several of the most desirable
song birds, such as the famous mocking bird of the
south, the cardinal grosbeak, or redbird, and the joy-
ous bob-o-link. These birds, also, will arrive early in
the spring, and will receive, as will also the others,
the fostering attention of the club and the German
society until they can propagate in sufficient numbers
to be past all danger of extinction. One of the steps
to this end was the passage by the legislature in Feb-
ruary of an act to protect birds from destruction and
their nests from spoliation, including our native birds
as well as these strangers.

In the supplement which accompanies this num-
ber of THE WEST SHORE is given a group of these
imported songsters, both Germam and American,
with their natural colors of plumage, by which our
people can so familiarize themselves with the appear-
ance of these strangers as to recognize them upon
sight. As a help to this end, the following brief de-
scriptions of the birds will be of interest.

Among the most desirable of these feathered im-
migrants are the nightingales and thrushes. The fa-
mous nightingale of poetry and song, the nachiigal of
the Germans and the sylvia luscinia, L. of the natur-
alists, stands foremost among the song birds of Eu-
rope. Its song is almost wholly uttered in the even-
ing, though it is occasionally heard throughout the
day. A week or two after their arrival in the spring
is the time when they pour forth their rich notes in
the greatest volume, the males singing in rivalry,
hoping to win their mates by the splendor of their
song. Congugal love is very strong with the night-
ingale, and one captured after mating soon dies from
grief at the loss of his mate. When captured before
nesting, they often make delightful singing birds for
the house. In color it is a rich brown on the upper
part of the body and a grayish white below, the en-
tire length of the bird being about six inches. An-
other species, the sylvia atricapilla, L. or black-head-
ed nightingale, called schwarzkiopfige grasmiicke by
the Germans, rivals the more common variety in the
sweetness and power of its song. A tuft of dark
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feathers crowns the head, coal black in the males and
a deep, reddish brown in the females, the general col-
or being gray, dark above and light below. It hasa
touch of the mocking bird in its nature, and often
mars the beauty of its own song by introducing the
less harmonious notes of other singers. It is retiring
in its habits, and will seldom sing unless concealed
from observation.

The gray thrush, or song thrush, as it is usually
called both in English and German (singdrossel), is
scientifically known as the furdus musicus, L, and is
one of the most charming of feathered songsters. Its
voice is rich and mellow, and his song, long sustained,
is remarkable for the purity of its tone and the vari-
ety of its notes. It sings from early in the spring
until late in the fall, and will, probably, become the
best known of all these strangers from across the
sea. It has some of the powers of the mocking bird,
and can not only imitate the song, but the manner-
isms as well, of other birds, such as the robin, and
in captivity has been taught to imitate the notes of
the flute to such an extent as to render the “ Blue
Bells of Scotland ” perfectly. In color it is strongly
marked and will be easily recognized. The upper
surface is of varying shades of brown, the chin quite
white, the abdomen gray white, and the throat, breast,
flanks and sides of the neck yellow, thickly studded
with dark brown spots. In size it is about nine
inches long. The black thrush, or schwarzdrossel
(turdus merula, L.) is intensely blue-black, almost
uniform throughout, with a very bright yellow beak.
In general appearance it much resembles the black-
bird of America, which is also, as well as the robin,
a member of the thrush family, and will be easily
distinguished from its less sable hued companions.
Its song is full, mellow and musical, occasionally be-
ing heard at night in rivalry with the nightingale. It
is something of a mimic of other birds in its native
state, and in captivity has been taught to whistle
tunes with much force and accuracy. It is solitary
in its habits, and does not congregate in great flocks,
as do the common blackbirds of America.

Another member of the thrush family is the ring
ouzel, or ringdrossel (turdus torquatus, L.), though
as a song bird it is far inferior to the others. Its
name was bestowed because of the broad band of
white on the throat, the rest of the plumage being of
a very dark brown, bordering on black. In size it is
about eleven inches long.

Of finches there are five varieties, the chaffinch,
goldfineh, bullfinch, greenfinch and the linnet, and al-
though they are very pretty and intelligent birds they
are not such charming singers as the thrushes. The
chaffinch (fringilla coelebs, L.), is called edelfink by
the Germans. It is a field bird, and often congre-

gates in great flocks about the hedges. Its note is a
merry kind of whistle and its call note is very music-
al, sounding something like “ pinck,” which is a com-
mon name for the bird. In coloring it is very pretty
and will be easily recognized. At the base of its
short bill the feathers are jet black, as also are the
wings. The top of the head and back of the neck are
slate gray, the back is chestnut, and the sides of the
head, the chin, throat and breast are a ruddy chest-
nut. The wing feathers are tipped with white, and
the tail is mixed black and white feathers. The gold-
finch, or stieglitz (fringilla carduelis, L.) is also a
beautifully-colored bird. A crimson band at the base
of the beak, a black streak from the top of the head
to the shoulders and on wings and tail, white on the
sides of the face, back of the neck and tips of wing
and tail, and a gray-brown on back, breast, throat and
abdomen are its chief colorings. The goldfinch is a
favorite bird with fanciers, and is one of the most in-
telligent and easily domesticated of all wild birds. It
is easily instructed in tricks and has been taught to
do most wonderful things in captivity. The siskin,
or aberdevine, also called greenfinch, though not the
bird regularly known by that name, is called zeisig
by the Germans, and is classified as fringilla spinus
L. It has a peculiarly sweet voice, though not as ac-
complished a singer as some of its companions. It
lives in flocks of eight or ten, and is very active in its
habits, flitting constantly from place to place and ut-
tering its sweet call notes frequently. Its general
color is an olive green, though the top of the head is
black, and a sulphur yellow is found behind the ear
and on the neck and breast and edges of the wings
and tail. The linnet (fringilla cannabina, L.) called
by the Germans hdnfling, is known both as the brown
linnet and the redfinch, the latter because of the ver-
milion-tipped feathers of its crown. The face and
back of the neck are gray-brown, the back a warm
chestnut, the wings black tipped with white, the chin
and throat gray, the breast bright red dappled slight-
ly with brown, the abdomen gray-brown and the tail
black edged with white.

One of the finest singers and most easily domesti-
cated is the bullfinch (pyrrhula Europaea, or rubi-
cilla), known to the Germans as gimpel or dompfaff.
It is very retiring and shy in its habits, but when do-
mesticated exhibits marked affection for those who
care for it. In its wild state it is not a singer of
much consequence, but its imitative qualities are so
good and its voice so flexible that it can be taught to
sing tunes, its tones resembling those of the clario-
net. For this purpose the birds are caught while
young, and are carefully instructed, a flageolet being
the most satisfactory instrument to use. It is very
important that they be kept away from other birds,
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as they are apt to pick up notes entirely foreign to
the airs they have learned and inject them into the
midst of the song in a very unharmonious and laugh-
able way. This bird is a great favorite with fanciers.
The male is a little over six inches in length. Its
bill is a deep, shining black, the top of the head, the
chin, wings and tail are black, with white tips on the
wings; the back and base of the neck are slate gray,
often having a roseate hue, and the sides of the head,
throat, breast and abdomen are a light red with a
slight chestnut tinge.

Not the least musical of these newcomers is the
skylark (alanda arvensis, L.), a field bird which will
probably be the least familiar to the denizens of the
city of them sll. On the contrary, so rapidly does
the lark multiply, it will be as familiar a sight in the
country as the present field or meadow lark, to which
it is closely allied. In fact, the Germans so ecall it,
their name for the bird being feldlerche. From early
in the spring until late in the fall the sweet song of
the lark is heard, as the bird darts skyward or flutters
high up in the air. Its notes are strong and full and
can be distinctly heard when the singer has become
a mere speck in the sky. It seldom sings execept
when in flight. Larks are a good table bird, and
thousands of them are sent to market, but they mul-
tiply so rapidly that their numbers remain undimin-
ished even in such a thickly-settled country as En-
gland. In color the skylark is of varying shades of
brown, mingled with white and an occasional tinge of
yellow. The abdomen is a yellowish white. The
starling (sturnus vulgaris, L.) or star, is a handsome
bird with dark mottled feathers and a long, bright
yellow beak. They assemble in great flocks in low,
marshy districts, and seem to be regularly organized
under the command of one of their number, whose
voice they obey with a promptness and concert of ac-
tion that is marvelous. A vast cloud of these birds
passing overhead and darkening the sky, will sudden-
ly become almost invisible by the instantaneous turn-
ing of each bird on his side, thus presenting to the
eye only the edge of the wings. Flocks will separate
into divisions, will wheel with the greatest accuracy,
will unite again, and execute other maneuvers with
military precision. Starlings are easily tamed and
become amusing pets, being admirable talkers and
often learning to speak words nearly as well as a
parrot.

The singing quail (caturniz communis, Bonnat) or
wachtelfomilie, is closely allied to the Virginia vari.
ety (ortyx Virginiana), better known as “bob white.”
It is a great game bird in Europe, and is shot, snared
and netted by the thousands during the periodical
migrations. Quails fly at night, and generally, the
males precede the females by several days, conse-

quently falling a prey to the sportsman in greater
numbers than the gentler sex. They are polygamous
in their domestic life, and the males fight fierce bat-
tles for the possession of their harems. In this re-
spect they resemble the barn yard fowl, and are very
pugnacious and courageous. In some countries they
are trained for fighting the same as game fowls. It
closely resembles the Virginia quail in form and col-
or, the chief difference being light streaks of white
on the neck and back and a browner tint on the ab-
domen and breast. In size it is somewhat smaller
than the “bob white,” but the probabilities are that
people generally would fail to notice the difference
between these American and German cousins.

Of the birds contributed by the Alpine club, the
most important, and one that will, no doubt, become
the best known, is the celebrated mocking bird of the
south. It is universally acknowledged as one of the
most wonderful of feathered songsters, and it not
only possesses & remarkable voice and song of its
own, but is endowed with powers of imitation of the
songs of other birds that none of its rivals can equal.
Nor is this a matter of education, for it can instantly
repeat the notes of a strange bird with astonishing
exactness of tone. This bird (mimus polyglottus)
seems to consider Mason & Dixon’s line the boundary
of his dominions, seldom being seen north of Ken-
tucky, Missouri and Kansas. Not only will it imitate
the notes of other birds, but the voices of animals
and men as well, and even mimics the sound of ma-
chinery and any other curious noise it may hear. In
its imitations it not only deceives the sportsman but
other birds as well, wooing some of them by piping
the love notes of their mates, or frightening others
by uttering the shrill cries of birds of prey. It
fiercely fights for the defence of its young, and many
a black snake, its worst enemy, while endeavoring to
feast upon its eggs, has been savagely attacked and
killed by the dauntless bird. Rearing mocking birds
is a difficult task, and an adult male bird, well do-
mesticated, is valued highly. In color it is a dull
brown, the whole under part of the body being paler
and inclining to gray, and the wings and tail mixed
white and dark brown.

One of the prettiest of all is the bob-o-link, or
bob-linkum (dolichonyx aryzivorus), known also as
the rice troopial, rice bird, rice bunting and reed
bird. It ranges all the Atlantic states, spending its
winters in the West Indies and tropical portions of
the mainland. Its song is very peculiar and varies
greatly in character. Its ordinary cry is simple and
unharmonious, but its love song, with which it wooes
its mate, is one of the sweetest and most wonderful
uttered by a feathered throat, its rapidly-uttered
notes harmonizing like the united voices of several
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birds, and giving the effect of a chorus of piping
voices. They sing from April to June, often assem-
bling in crowds of thirty or more and singing in con-
cert quite scientifically, as if under the direction of a
leader, each taking up the strain at the proper time
and the whole flock ceasing together as if in response
to a signal.
link easily recognizable. The upper part of the head,
sides of the neck, outer half of the wings, tail and
lower surface of the body and the upper half of the
beak are deep black, and the upper half of the wings
and lower half of the back are white, while the nape
of the neck is a pale brown.

Most easily distinguishable of all is the cardinal
grosbeak (cardinalis Virginianus), known also as
the redbird and Virginia nightingale, the latter name
being given it because of its musical powers. A pe-
culiarity of the redbird is that the female sings al-
most as well as her companion. We already have

Handsome plumage renders the bob-o- = searlet on its wings and breast, the only exception be-

one variety of the grosbeaks, or hawfinches, which
make their appearance among the trees of Portland
every spring. Its plumage is black, fawn, gray and
chestnut, and resembles that of the redbird in no re-
spect, the latter being red from the point of its bill
to the tip of its tail, dusky on the back and bright

ing a fringe of black on the chin and base of the
beak. On its head is a tuft of scarlet feathers that
may be raised and lowered at will.

If the efforts of these societies to propagate here
the beautiful and harmless song birds of other re-
gions are successful, they will be continued, and still
other desirable kinds will be introduced. The her-
mit thrusb, of Pennsylvania, and several other Euro-
pean thrushes and finches will be brought out, and a
few desirable birds of rich plumage and undestractive
habits from Japan, China and Australia will probab-
ly be added.

THE MARCH OF EMPIRE.

Oh, dweller in the leafy wood, oh, tenant of the plain,

Your sun is sinking slowly down and ne’er will rise again;
For easier could your war cry check the broad Pacific waves,
Than the tide that creeps from the rising sun to roll above your

graves.

Turn the hour glass, Father Time,
The west wind tells of sorrow,

‘Where marshaled hosts stood yesterday,
The dead shall sleep to-morrow.

The smoke of grimy factories wreaths up to Heaven where
The fires of Indian wigwams waved their white plumes in the

air;

The wheat in golden billows tosses like a shining sea,
On rolling hills of Oregon, where once your herds ran free.

Turn the hour glass, Father Time,
The tawny hunter listens,

‘Where on the morn the woodman’s ax
Althrough the forest glistens.

Where, through the northern valleys, run down the silver

streams,

Where proud Tacoma’s summit in the blue of Heaven beams,
A score of bustling cities now gem the emerald shore,
Your light canoe above the wave shall dart and glance no more.

Turn the hour glass, Father Time,
‘Where now the wild woods darkle,
To-morrow shall the bright, home fires,

On hearths uncounted, sparkle.

The plow now traces furrows where once you chased the deer,
And marts of trade are builded where you spread your savage

cheer;

In coming ages history’s muse alone shall ope again,
The scroll that tells of dusky tribes who roamed the western

plain.

Turn the hour glass, Father Time,
Another dawning bringing,

The hearts so haughty yesterday
Are now a requiem singing.

MAUDE SUTTON.
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OUT OF ZION.

PART II.

¢« (VOODNESS!” exclaimed Chalcy, as she was

helping wash the dinner dishes the next day,
“ somebody’s comin’ to-day, sure; I dropped the dish-
rag, an’ the rooster crowed afore the door, an’ my
nose eaches; an’ it's some one that’s never be’'n here
afore, too, ’cause the broom fell right across the
he’rth; an’ laws-a-massy there comes the bishop, an’
ef they haint & woman with him!” and Chalcy was,
for once, speechless at this speedy fulfillment of her
predictions.

“ A woman!” echoed Martha and Serena, rushing
to the window.

“ It’s his first wife, es true es I live,” declared Se-
rena. The two women drew in their under lips and
looked at each other significantly, then toward Clar-
issy.

“I never knowed uv his takin’ her anywheres
afore,” remarked Chaley, craning her neck to see.

“ Go tell yer paw,” cried Martha. “ Hurry now,
limber-legs.”

Silas hurried to the house, a little uncertain how
to tell Clarissy what was expected of her. He came
in, nervously wiping the perspiration from his face
with his sleeve.

“ That the bishop comin’ ?” he asked, carelessly,
dipping the pint cup in the water bucket with a trem-
bling hand, but watching his daaghter closely. She
smiled to herself as if roused from pleasant thoughts.

“ I do’ know,” dreamily, “I guess so.”

Silas Dean liked respectful attention when he
spoke to any one, and Clarissy’s indifference irritated
him. “Clarissy, you've got a chance before ye as
don’t come to every girl.” He tried to speak smooth-
ly, but his tone was menacing.

“ I don’t know what ye mean,” said Clarissy.

Silas was a hasty man. “ Wal, then,” he said
rougly, taking hold of her arm, “it’s time ye knowed.
I mean this, the bishop wants to marry ye, an’ he’s
goin’ to, that’s all.”

“ Pap, they've kim,” called Chalcy, and pushing
Clarissy before him into the other room, he hurried
out to greet the visitors.

Clarissy was numbed. She spoke to them and
shook hands with them, but she made no response to
their extreme cordiality. When Mrs. Yelkton drew
her chair close, and took her hand, she looked up to
see that they two were alone.

“ Well, my dear,” said the older woman pleasant-
ly, “I suppose you know what I've come here for?”

Clarissy’s eyes avoided hers for very shame. “It's
too horrible,” she murmured, “I can’t believe it.”

“ 8h-sh, you mustn’t talk that a-way,” said the
other sharply, then softening her tone, *come now,
I've given the bishop four wives, but none so purty
er smart es you be, an’ I hope you'll make us both
happy by sayin’ you'll make one of the jewels in his
crown.”

Clarissy shuddered. “Mis’ Yelkton,” she asked
abruptly, “do you believe in polygamy? ”

“ G(racious!” exclaimed the startled lady, “don’t
call it that. If you mean do I believe in plural mar-
riage, I say yes. Why shouldn’t I? Solomon and
David did, and it was given in a revelation to the
saints. I hope you're not an unbeliever,” looking
keenly at her.

Clarissy’s courage sank. She wished she was
brave and dared to speak out and say how she hated
Mormonism; but the fear of a lifetime weighed down
her courage.  Are you happy?” she asked, earnestly.

Mrs. Yelkton smiled rather grimly. “I guess I'm
happy es most folks. Ef I ain’t, likely it's my own
fault. Well, you say yes, don’t you?” 8She was
willing to humor a girl’s whims, but this was getting
tiresome. “ You don’t know how impatient the bishop
is,” she continued with a sigh, thinking, perhaps, of
a time when his impatience was flattering to herself.
“But I see,” she nodded her head wisely, “ you want
him to coax you; all right.”

Before the girl could protest, Mrs. Yelkton was
out of the room, and her husband came in so quickly
that Clarissy involuntarily wondered if he had been
listening. She rose quickly, and with a childish idea
of running away, ran to the outer door. It was
locked. She leaned against it, shaking with anger.

The bishop stood a little way off, looking at her
with an indulgent smile. ¢ Clarissy,” he said very
gently, “ you need not try to get away from me, you
are delivered into my hands, blessed be the Lord.”

He stood smiling at her and stroking his beard,
until she fancied she could almost hear him purr, he
looked so cat-like. She did not ery or storm, and so
wear out her opposition, as he had hoped she would.
Her first feeling had been one of intense anger that
confused her. As she became calmer her spirit rose
against her tormenter.

“ I’ll never be a plural wife,” she said, as soon as
she could speak quietly.

The bishop became officious. “ The divine law of
plural and celestial marriage,” he began sternly, “ was
revealed to us by the prophet, Joseph Smith. Those
who embrace the divine privilege, verily they shall
have their reward; those who reject it shall be pun-
ished even as the Lord wills. As one of the anointed
of God, I command you, Clarissy, to no longer reject
the teachings of the prophet and the divine will,
which you have set at naught, lest you bring upon
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yourself the punishments with which the Lord smites
those who heed him not.”

“ T’ll never be a plural wife,” she repeated, hope-
lessly.

The bishop walked up and down the room a few
times. “ We might as well sit down and talk this
over.” He sat down near her, his priestly manner
quite gone, his tone confidential.

“ I rather expected you wouldn’t say yes in a min-
ute,” he began, with an admiring glance, “and I'm
willing toc admit that a woman like you 18 worth the
undivided love of any man, and I promise you that
if you will marry me I will never take another wife.”

He paused to note the effect of his promise. Clar-
issy winced at his words, for she remembered that
Tom had said the same thing.

“T'll give you a beautiful home in the city,” he
continued. “ You can travel if you like; I expect to
have to go to Washington soon, and will take you.
Surely you're not jealous of those other women? I
didn’t marry them for love.”

“ I'll never marry you,” she said coldly, “I'd die
first.”

The bishop changed front again. * Oh, we don’t
want you to die,” he sneered, “we don’t intend you
shall, but you may bring death, or worse, to that boy
you think so much of. If you married him you would
both be lost to all eternity. Do you think your father
and I will stand by and see you go to destruction?
If the young man is wise he will submit, but if not,
if he is so foolish as to defy the will of the Lord, let
him look to it lest he perish in his stubbornness.
Better that one be lost than two.”

Clarissy was frightened. She remembered vague
stories of terrible punishments inflicted on apostates.
There had been such dreadful things hinted at, and
whispered about as something not to be spoken aloud.
She thought of Tom, her bright-faced lover. Oh,
could she do this, even for his dear sake?

“You see,” said her tormentor, triumphantly,
“ you had better calm down a little.”

“ Oh, I will be quiet, only give me time to think,”
she almost sobbed.

“Too much thinking isn’t good for pretty girls.
Come, now, to show you mean to be reasonable, give
me a kiss.”

“ T hate you,” she cried, turning pale with anger.
If she could have killed him, she would have done so
in the strong emotion that cook possession of her.

She faced him fiercely. “Don’t think you can
make me give in as they made poor Sarah Manton,”
she said slowly, “I'm not a weak, sickly girl, and
your talk about saving my soul don’t scare me. I
don’t believe in plural marriage. What do you want

to spoil my life for? I never done nothin’ to hurt
you.”

The bishop called her father in. “ Brother Dean”
he said, solemnly, “you have been very derelict in
your duty. You have allowed this precious soul to
wander off after the devices of her own imagination,
but the Lord is merciful to the erring, I will redeem
her from the wrath to come. Let us implore Him to
soften her hard heart, which rebels against both her
earthly and Heavenly Father.” With sanctimonious
lips he prayed for her submission, and Silas said
amen.

During the weary days that followed, Clarissy was
constantly under the watch of condemning eyes.
Martha and Serena, being plural wives, regarded her
conduct as an insult to themselves.

“ The truth is,” proclaimed Martha, “ Clarissy’s
allers sot ’erself up es bein’ a heap better'n the rest
uv us. She needs a good takin’ down. It's too good
luck fer her to be the bishop’s wife. I can’t see fer
the life uv me why the men run after her so; but law,
they’re all fools.”

Clarissy was kept in her own room and watched
constantly lest she escape. Her sisters were kept
away from her. She was cut off from all human
sympathy. The little gleam of happiness she had
known was darkened by hopeless despair, and she
lapsed into a sad and silent state, which her friends
assured her was but another evidence of her almost
hopeless depravity. Only once she cried out for help.
Sitting alone with Serena one evening, and remem-
bering that this woman had not always been unkind
to her, she broke the silence in a last appeal for hu-
man help.

“ Sereny,” she whispered, imploringly, ¢ when
your baby gits to be a woman, don’t you wish she
could be happier'n you be? You won’t want her to
be a plural wife, will you?”

Serena started. “ You don’t orter ask questions
like that,” she said in a frightened whisper.

Clarissy fell on her knees and put her arms about
the thin, lathy form. “Oh, help me to get away,”
she begged. “I don’t want to die, Sereny, but es
sure es they’s a God in heaven, I'll kill myself be-
fore I'll marry that man, an’ you’ll be one of my mur-
derers.”

“ T dassent, oh Lord, they’d kill me,” sobbed Se-
rena, weakly.

Clarissy’s eager hands dropped helplessly down;
in that moment her last hope died.

“ It's no use to humor her any longer,” the bishop
decided when he came again. “8he is like a child
that does not know what is good for it. We have
been mild, now we must be firm. You had better
bring her to Logan to-morrow and have it over. Then
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I will take her down to the city, and while I'm there
T'll see if I can arrange about your mission.”

Silas’ heart beat fast. At last his long-deferred
hope was tantalizingly near fulfillment. He could
have shouted for joy. The bishop turned his horse
back after he had gone a few steps.

“ It may be, brother,” he said in a low tone, lean-
ing over the saddle horn to bring his face near Silas,
“it may be best that you bear down with a heavy
hand. Not, of course, in an unreasonable manner,
but sufficient to, in a measure, subdue her and lead
her to reflect that a husband’s care might be prefera-
ble to a father’s discipline.”

Having sown this seed, at which the devil must
have rejoiced, he departed.

Silas stood for some time leaning on the gate.
His mind retreated slowly from its fierce exultation
over the thought of going on that longed for mission,
of girding on the armor of his Master and taking the
true word to the Gentiles, and then the reward that
would be his when he should hear the * enter in.”
All the earthly buffetings he might meet, the violent
death that might await him, these were nothing. Into
the midst of his lofty dream the remembrance of
Clarissy’s heresy came like an awful accusation.

What would all the glory of a mission avail him if |

the soul of his first born be lost? Anger, the anger
of a narrow, zealous nature, began to burn against
her. He walked slowly to the house. Behind the
door hung a whip, a long, cruel blacksnake; his hand
closed on it with a nervous grip.

Clarissy was trying to face an awful alternative
when she heard her father’s step. She did not look
up as he came, she was very tired, yet her resolution
was unshaken. Martha sat in her place as jailer. A
latent sense of shame stirred in Silas.

“ Go out, Marthy,” he said roughly. The woman
obeyed hurriedly, her timid obedience feeding the
fire within him.

“ Clarissy,” he growled, “how long you goin’ to
keep up this durned foolishness?”

She raised her eyes, sad but unyielding. Their
mute answer stung him beyond control. He struck
her fiercely across the shoulders. She put her hands
over her face as the blows fell heavily. Her silence
maddened him more and more.

“T'll cut ye to pieces if ye don’t talk,” he swore
with a great oath. She heard him, but now she felt
faint and sick, then she knew no more, and Silas
Dean, looking down on her lying at his feet, felt his
rage turn upon himself with something like remorse.

“ Sereny!” he called in a frightened tone, “ Se-
reny!”

Serena came, and for once spoke fearlessly to her
tyrant. “You've done a brave thing, Silas. I should

think you’d feel like & murderer,” she said, and Silas
slunk away.

Tenderly she lifted the bruised form. “Oh,
mother,” moaned the girl pitifully, as life came slow-
ly back, “if I could only die.” Later she sat up,
stiff and sore. “I'm all right now,” she told Serena,
“I don’t want nothin’, only to be left alone.”

Softened by the regret he felt for his cruelty, her
father bade them leave her be; he thought she was
safe until morning.

Clarissy did not undress. She lay quiet until the
full moon had risen and its rich light was flooding
the small room, then she rose and took from her
chest a thin, yellow sheet of paper and a short pencil.
After long meditation she began to write, slowly and
with some difficulty, for she was self-taught since her
mother’s death. She wrote—

Dear Tom:

Go way from here jest es quick es you can. I can’t
stand it no longer, I must die or marry some one I don’t like.
Good-bye. Your loving CLARISSY.

She folded it and wrote the address, “ For Mr.
Tom Baker.” Then, after listening a long time, she
crept painfully out of the house. The night wind
chilled her weary frame. 8he trembled at every
noise as she passed down through the old orchard,
where the gnarled trees writhed to and fro like un-
easy ghosts. This was the path where she had walked
with Tom. Poor boy, how sorry he would feel, never
to see her again. She felt numb and dull. Her one
desire was to reach the river—how it sparkled in the
moonlight—she must get down there, even if she had
to crawl.

Suddenly somebody sprang over the line fence.
A moment of sickening fear, then Tom’s voice whis-
pered “Clarissy,” and his arms were about her.

She felt no surprise, no hope. “Oh, Tom,” she
said feebly, leaning against him, “ now we can die to-
gether. Come, it’s not far to the river.”

“Die!” he exclaimed. “My darling, we won’t
die. Oh, Clarissy, have they been cruel toye? God,
I'd like to kill ’em!”

He lifted her over the fence, then half led, half
carried her along. In his father’s yard he stopped.
“ Clarissy,” he said, very tenderly and very earnestly,
“they’ve mighty nigh killed ye, 'mongst ’em, an’ ye
can’t go back there no more. I only got back las’
night, an’ Chaley, she slipped out an told me what
was up, 8o I rode over to Jo. Bruntsell's, an’ brought
him an’ Henry Halperson over. Jo. is a justice of
the peace, an’ he’ll marry us this minute, then no one
can’t hurt ye, Will ye, Clarissy?”

She put her arms about his neck, “ Tom, will ye
be good to me?”



THE WEST SHORE.

123

“ Oh, Clarissy, I will.”
back home.

If Bishop Yelkton was a bitterly disappointed
man when he learned of Clarissy’s flitting, Silas Dean
was not less so. Moreover, Silas was an old man, and
his defeat was made more bitter by his failure to re-
alize his one desire; then, he had to endure the bish-
op’s anger, which was not pleasant; lastly he had not
the hope of revenge to sustain him, as did the bishop.
Even Time, the great healer, could not sooth away the
sting which rankled in the bishop’s memory of this
affair. In secret he held a settled purpose, which
was slowly ripening against the time of its accom-
plishment.

Fortunately for Tom and Clarissy, the good bishop
was called away from Cache on business which took
him to Washington and other places, so that Cache
epjoyed a long absence on his part.

For two years Tom and Clarissy lived in almost
perfect happiness. It was true, neither of them could
forget the past. That was stamped indelibly upon
their memories, but in the sweet content of their lives
it seemed very far away. Uncle:r Tommy grew old
happily, as good men should. Between Clarissy and
her father there was simply a blank; he turned his
heart against her, and she made no effort to change it.

But with all their happiness, there hovered away
off on the horizon of the young couple’s life a faint
cloud. It was little, yet, but an unspoken fear. To
Clarissy it came often when she was alone. When it
weighed heaviest on them they would talk of leaving
Utah. There were many things in the way, however.
Uncle Tommy was very feeble, and clung to his home;
then money was scarce; the church secrip, which
passed current in Mormondom, was worthless any-
where else. Selling the farm was out of the ques-
tion. No one could buy it without knowing why its
owner sold, and it was not easy to leave the country
openly. Tom was deeply attached to his farm, and it
was easy for him to persuade himself that the days
of the Danites were over.

But the Mormon policy of exclusion was being
broken in upon by the incoming of Gentiles, and the
peculiar people were alarmed. The head of the church
was not idle at this time, nor did he let his hand grow
slack. In the churches and the temples the preach-
ers stirred up the people with denunciations against
the godless Gentiles, who were to be crushed under
foot and given to the elect as their spoils. Especial-
ly in the outlying districts did the elders deal strong
meat of the word to their flocks. Denunciations
against the faithless, the slack of purpose, grew more
bitter, and there were ominous prophecies of a time
when the Lord would make & threshing floor of Zion
and winnow out the chaff from the good wheat. At

So Tom brought his wife

this time Bishop Yelkton came home. He was zeal-
ous in the cause. The observance of the divine rev-
elations was enjoined more strictly upon the people,
and among the Heaven-sent duties was plural mar-
riage.

Tom Baker was a very busy man now, with his
large farm and growing flocks and herds. The new
railroad, the Utah & Northern, had pierced the rock-
walled basin of Cache, and opened a market for farm
produce, which the thrifty Mormons welcomed eager-
ly. Tom was up early and late, and out in the fields,
and Clarissy would have been lonely at times if Chal-
cy had not given her frequent visits. Chalecy was a
young lady now, her childish traits softened some-
what by a high conception of what was due society
from a person of her importance. She rushed in on
Clarissy one day brimming over with pleasurable ex-
citement.

“ They’s a-goin’ to be a weddin’ termorrer night,”
she proclaimed. Your true rustic knows no evening,
it is night from early candle lighting until daybreak.

“ Who is it?” asked Clarissy, with the pleased
little flutter with which most women hear of a wed-
ding.

“ Wal, it's Mame Luther goin’ to marry George
Paulson, an’ Mame she sent you'uns a invite; an’ say,
won’t ye go? ’cause I'm jest plum crazy ter go.”

“ Tom’s pretty busy,” said Clarissy, dubiously.

“ Law, he’ll go in a minute ef you say so,” urged
the girl.

Tom was willing, he said, but he had nothing to
say in answer to Chaley’s rapturous comments. Clar-
issy was afraid he was working too hard; it would do
him good to go to the wedding, she thought. Hehad
not seemed like himself all summer. No instinct
warned her of danger. She had as strong a faith in
her husband as if plural marriage had never been
heard of. Yet a great temptation was sitting at the
door of Tom’s soul, making its silent appeal to every
fibre of his nature. He would not let it come in and
take possession, he would drive it away. In nothing
does the weakness of our natures and the subtlety of
our intellect so cunningly work together for evil to
our better selves, as in devising plausible reasons why
we should do wrong things. Afterward, when Tom
looked back on this period of striving with himself,
he wondered that he ever allowed himself to yield, as
far as he did, to the temptation set before him.

Clarissy’s wedding, little as it had been like a
wedding in all its details save the essential one, was
a hallowed event to her. It was invested with a sol-
emnity she was sure no ordinary wedding could have.
Something of this feeling made her eyes deep and
luminous as she and Tom were “fixing up” to go to
the wedding. Tom became aware that she was look-
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ing at him intently, and he fidgeted a little uneasily
under her gaze. Almost reluctantly he felt compelled
to turn and meet it as he saw the unbounded love and
trust in her beautiful face. His eyes cleared and he
took her in his arms and kissed her tenderly.

“ We have been very happy,” he whispered, ques-
tioningly.

“ Yes, Tom, we have been very happy.”

It would be hard to find a happier woman than
herself, she thought, as she took a last look at herself
in the glass, lingering a little to think of the time
when Tom had taken her, a homeless, beaten, hope-
less girl, and had since filled her life with the happi-
ness of his great love.

The guests were arriving as Tom drove up to the
front gate, where Mr. Luther, fat and jolly, welcomed
his neighbors.

“ By jinks, Tom,” chuckled the old man, “ef I
had ary wife es purty es your'n I'd be 'feerd some’un
ud steal ’er. Chaley, I swan, ye're es lively es a
grasshopper kick. Come ter shake a foot ter Mame’s
weddin’, hey? Tom, you jest put up yer team; walk
in gals, walk right in. Mame, she’s in there some’rs,
fixed up fit ter kill.”

“ Wal, Mame, you do look good 'nough to eat,”
exclaimed Chaley, rapturously, as they entered the
room where the bride elect sat in state, onjoying her
little hour of triumph, surrounded by her friends,
who were divided between envy and admiration.

“’ Reckon George ’ll think so?” asked one, teas-
ingly, at which they all giggled.

Mame was fair and plump, and both these quali-
ties were emphasized by her dress, a very ornate af-
fair of some hot looking woolen stuff, and in color a
most aggressive blue. The room was a babel of talk,
the older women recalling the glories of their own
weddinge, the younger ones anticipating what was to
come. Only Clarissy had nothing to say; but she
had Tom, she thought, exultantly, pitying the others
who were only sharers in their husbands.

“ Mame, th’ bishop’s come,” announced some one,
in a loud whisper.

A funeral solemnity at once settled on everybody.
George Paulson, so embarrassed that he had to as-
sume a ferociously defiant air, gripped Mame’s hand,
and the two faced their fate, the endowment house
process being deferred to a more convenient season.

Bishop Yelkton performed the cvremony, and as
Clarissy was standing near, he turned to have a word
with her while the others were * wishing joy ” to the
bride and groom.

“ Clarissy,” he said, reproachfully, “how could
you misjudge me so?” He spoke as if they had
parted but yesterday.

“ Bishop Yelkton,” she said, firmly, but with
heightened color, “I think you misjudged me.”

He looked at her in silence for a moment, then
she passed on and he sought out Tom, finding consid-
erable comfort in that young man’s troubled face.

“ Well, you've made up your mind to act the man,
I hope,” said the bishop, meaningly. Tom’s iace
flushed. “ You had better make a start right now,
pick out a girl and don’t be too fastidious, you won’t
find another like the first.”

The fiddlers were already going over their musio,
giving out little scraps of jigs, reels and quadrilles
that set many an impatient foot to beating time.

The gentlemen had gravitated to one side of the
room, where they pretended to be absorbed in con-
versation, casting furtive glances, meanwhile, at the
girls, who, on their part, seemed not to know there
was & man in the room, as they clasped each other’s
waists and sat in each other’s laps, and even when
the oldest fiddler held up his bow and called out,
“ Gents, git yer pardners fer a quadrille,” they main-
tained an admirable composure, which only the di-
rect appeal of a would-be partner could relax.

Clarissy looked on with an amused smile. Tom
was coming her way, and she looked up, expecting he
would ask her to dance; but, to her surprise, he pass-
ed her and led out a young girl.

“ Thet looks sorter ’spicuous, Clarissy,” whisper-
ed Mr. Luther, with elephantine playfulness.

“1 reckon ye’ll hev to come to it same’s the rest
uv us,” remarked a first wife, with grim satisfaction,
watching her husband gallantly “ honoring ” his sec-
ond. “I've heerd more er less fer some time back,”
she went on, turning her attention to Clarissy, “ut
set me to surmisin’, an’ now I see Tom reely is after
Liz Christofferson. You'll git uster it, I reckon.”
She looked keenly into Clarissy’s face as she spoke,
as pitiless as the vivisector who will not lose the least
quiver of a dying nerve.

Clarissy sat still, trying to keep an easy smile on
her face, while her sick heart turned cold and hard.
Little incidents, phases of Tom’s behavior during the
last few months, trivial things she was surprised at
remembering, sprang to life and became proof of
what she now saw. She rose presently and went into
another room, where some old women sat about a
smouldering fire, waiting for supper to call them into
active service. She sat down by a window and press-
ed her hot forehead against the cool pane. The wo-
men’s talk droned on, and she found herself listening
with interest, forgetting her trouble for a time, so
strangely are we constituted. In times of supreme
sorrow our minds will, for a moment, turn aside and
consider trifles as seriously as if they were of vital
importance. The speaker was a thin, old woman,
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with a sharp face, whose features converged to a
shrewd focus. She kept weaving to and fro as she
talked, and her voice had the strident gunality of a
grasshopper’s call.

“ Talk ’bout the Lord answerin’ pra'r,” she said,
¢ jest let me tell ye how ’e answered me oncet. We
was livin’ up on Ten Mile ecrick, an’ hed in a right
smart bit o’ corn, an’t come time fer secon’ hoin’ an’
the ole man he hed to be away, an’ I was thet druv
weth work I was on the bother box most o’ the time,
80’t I didn’t git up to the corn patch fer a spell, leav-
in’ it to the boys to ’tend it; an’ when I did git up
thar one day, ’long in the afternoon, thet corn was as
yaller as Mary Jane Crocker’s sody biscuit—them
shifless boys hedn’t errigated it nome. I stood an’
looked at it, thinkin’ how much trouble ’twas, an’ I
says right out, ‘ Lord, send a crick as big as Ten Mile
on this corn patech.” Then I went back to the house
fer a shovel, an’ I see a black cloud a gittin up in the
west, an’ thinks I we’ll hev a shower ’f ye don’t look
out. Wal, ’fore I cud git back it begin ter rain, an’ I
put fer the house. It jest come down in tornts, pur-
tin nigh washed me away, an’ drownded three calves
fer us an’ some fer the neighbors. I never see noth-
in’ like it; jest swashed down the valley, an’ all over
in half an hour.”

“’D it hurt the corn?”

“'Twas washed flat to the ground, but it come up
agin all right. I never asked the Lord to do my er-
rigatin’ no more.”

Clarissy smiled and then fell to wondering if the
dull pain in her heart would ever be lightened.
Would the Lord answer if she prayed?

“You don’t seem to be enjoying yourself very
well,” sneered the bishop, at her elbow. “You're
not jealous, are you? ”

His manner was insolent, and Clarissy felt keen-
ly the humiliation of her position. All her pride as
a woman and wife rose in defiance. She leaned back
in her chair and faced him down with her handsome
eyes full of scorn. She meant to pay him back in
his own coin.

“ Why don’t you dance?” she asked.
not getting old and clumsy, are you?”

The bishop colored with anger. He was growing
portly.

“T like to look omn, occasionally, and see others
dance.”

As Clarissy made no reply he changed his tone,
and began to tell her incidents of his travels. He
was a good talker, and she became interested in spite
of herself in the pictures he drew of the great Gentile
world, with its wealth and splendor and beauty and
wickedness. She forgot to be scornful, and the eyes

“You're

which met his were soft and glowing with delighted
interest.

“ How beautiful it must be,” she sighed, as he
closed a vivid description of English country places.
How I should like to see such countries.”

He looked at her keenly, but her thoughts were
far away. She was evidently not thinking of him or
his offer, when she was Clarissy Dean, to take her
traveling.

“ You would enjoy it,” he said, heartily ‘You
would find that life contained a thousand possibilities
for pleasure there to one in the humdrum round you
know here. I have sometimes stood among the
throngs of beautiful, richly-dressed women, with their
costly jewels and haughty ways, and I have thought
of you and said to myself, ¢ Clarissy, in her native
grace and beauty, is worth them all.’ ”

His flattery hurt her. “ Was it possible,” she
thought, that another might prize her more highly
than Tom did?” All her jealous pain came back.
She had forgotten the bishop, and when he spoke
again she felt annoyed. She wanted to be alone.

“ How much happier are you,” he asked, “ than if
you had married me? I never would have needed to
take another wife. Tom will have to. Clarissy, it's
not too late.”

She rose, superb in her anger, one hand upon her
throat to still its throbbing. ‘ Whatever he may do,”
she said, loyally, “1 am his wife.” And she turned
and left him.

She went slowly into the room where her hat and
shawl were. It was deserted, save by the sleeping
babies, whose mothers had disposed of them in every
place available. She put on her things and went
quietly out, conscious of only a longing to go home—
home to that dear spot where she had known the only
happiness that had ever been hers. She bit her lips
to keep back the sobs as softening memories rushed
over her. She walked swiftly, trying to keep pace
with her thoughts. When, at last, she opened the
door and stepped into the familiar room, she felt
comforted for a moment. Could everything remain
the same and Tom be changed? Then, as the full
realization of Tom’s conduct came to her, she sank to
her knees and wept in utter despair. No power on
earth, she thought, could have made her hmnsband
treat her so, unless he had ceased to love her.

By the time supper was over, Tom Baker was
thoroughly sick of himself, his courting, and, most of
all, the insipid girl beside him. He began to go over
in his mind the reasons urged upon himself for go-
ing into polygamy. In the first place, he saw no way
of getting out of Utah, unless they stole away like
thieves, in the night. His father was too old and fee-
ble to go, and they would have to leave the farm,
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which had come to be so much to him. Clarissy had
been right. They would make him go into this curs-
ed business, but of course she would understand it
was not because he wanted to. He wished he had
told her about it, but it had seemed impossible. At
any rate, he must find her now. He looked through
the roows, even verturing into the one sacred to the
small fry, where he woke one innocent in his bung-
ling efforts to see if Clarissy’s wraps were gone. As
he stood irresolutely watching the sets forming once
more, he heard Mr. Luther’s wheezy voice, as that
gentleman stood with his back to him.

“ Good joke on Tom,” chuckled the old man.
“ While he’s a-sparkin’ Liz, lo an’ behold, the bishop
he’s shinin’ up to Clarissy.”

Tom waited to hear no more. * Chaley,” he said,
a few minutes later, on finding her silting out a set,
“I’'m going home; get your things, and don’t say any-
thing about it to anyone else.”

Chaley obeyed, poutingly. She did not want to
g0 80 soon.

“ Where’s Clarissy?” she snapped, as Tom help-
ed her in.

“ Home,” was Tom’s curt reply.

Chalocy sniffed. She could put this and that to-
gether as well as anybody.

“ Tom, you goin’ to marry thet dough-faced Liz
an’ set her ’longside o’ Clarissy? ” she asked, almost
viciously.

“ No,” snapped Tom, in return; he was in no
mood to talk. 'What a fool he had been to think that
Clarissy would stand it. As for the bishop, his game
was plain. He meant to get Clarissy one way or an-
other. ''om knew how easily church divorces were
obtained, and he had thought, idiot that he was, that
Clarissy would look at the matter as he did—as a dis-
agreeable necessity. He had planned to build anoth-
er house at the far side of the farm, so that she need
never see the other wife. He sneered at himself for
supposing that would make it any easier for her.
1hen he began to wonder if she would forgive him.
She was a proud woman, he knew, and, perhaps, in a
moment of jealousy, she might have encouraged the
bishop. He stood up and whipped the horses into a
run. Chaley screamed and clutched at him. Would
he never get home!

Presently the house loomeéd up, dark and still. A
new terror distracted him. What if she had finished
that awful task from which he had saved her on their
wedding night. Perhaps the bishop had goaded her
to desperation. An oath at his own folly escaped his
lips as he drew the lines, and jumping out of the
wagon he ran into the house, leaving the terrified
Chalcy to follow. The pale moonlight waving to and
fro over the floor, as it came in through the swaying

poplars, showed him the sitting room empty. He
opened the door of their room with & trembling hand.
Thank God, she was there; her arms were about him,
her dear face, tear-wet and trembling, was pressed to
his, her true eyes shining with the love that his cow-
ardice had not killed. Tom could only say, broken-
ly—

“ Qh, Clarissy, I must ’ave been mad; forgive me,
an’ we'll leave Utah or die tryin’.”

There was no need for him to ask it; she had al-
ready forgiven him, and presently they went out,
hand in hand, to put up the team and relieve Chalcy’s
suspense.

When Uncle Tommy heard the story he shook his
head sadly.

“You'll have to leave,” he said, sadly, “they’ll
never let up on ye. But 1 can’t hardly bide the
thought o’ ye goin’; happen it won’t be long, though.”
He spoke the last words wistfully, as to himself, and
they knew they could not leave him uow, no matter
what the cost of staying might be. That evening the
old man called Clarissy to him.

¢ Clarissy, you'll need some money, an’ I'd best
give ye what I've got by me. I've had it many a
long year,” he went on, musingly, fingering the money
absently. “Yes, ye'll need some money, an’ it’s hard
to git here.” He fell into the deep reverie of old age,
and Clarissy waited patiently. “ Money answereth
all things,” he went on, presently, his old eyes twink-
ling with quiet amusement. * When I came to Utah
I turned most o’ my money over to the church—they
thought all—but I kep’ some. I never liked the feel
o bein’ a pauper. Here it is, Clarissy, keep it fer
Tom.”

Clarissy’s simple faith in the God of her mother’s
teachings sustained and comforted her in the dark
days closing about them. Yet it is hard to live in
hourly dread of violence, perhaps death; to hear the
muttering voices of hate; to meet the cold, averted
faces that had once beamed with friendliness. It
hurt Tom sorely to be an outcast in his own country.
The evil time grew darker. The hired man and his
wife left secretly and silently, after years of pleasant
service under Uncle Tommy’s roof. A pretty, sleek
heifer came lowing piteously home, a deep gash in
her side. Then Uncle Tommy died, and no one came
to offer friendly service to them in their sorrow.
They had laid him in his last narrow bed, and come
back to the house that was no longer home, but the
haunt of anxiety and unrest; the short twilight was
fading into the cheerless dusk of the winter night,
when a light tap on the door startled them both.

Clarissy instinctively put out the light, then see-
ing Tom turn to the door she held him back, her face
deathly pale.
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The door opened slowly, a shawled head was
thrust into the room and a voice whispered hurriedly,
“You've only got ten minutes.”
visitant was gone.

Clarissy felt Tom’s hand turn cold in hers.

“T'll never get away,” he said, hopelessly, “ the
bishop’s got that devil, Dick Towner, up here to kill
me. It's you they want, Clarissy, they’ll kill me—
and—" his voice broke, he was completely unmanned.
His wife had hurriedly put on her shawl and lighted
the lamp in the front room, so that whoever came
would not think the house was deserted. She did
not tremble or feel faint.

|
|
|

Then the ghostly

“ We'll go this minute,” she said, and noiselessly |
they stole out of the back door to the stable, where |

the horses stood saddled awaiting this hour.

“ We'll go down through the pasture,” he whis-
pered, as they mounted. “If we can get to Bellevue
in time for the train goin’ north, we’ll be all right; if

. with lead.

not—Clarissy, promise me that if I'm killed you'll |
keep right on an’ get away. No matter what hap-

pens, go right on.”

“ We must both get away,” replied Clarissy, and
they rode on in silence through the moonless night,
every nerve tense, every sense alert.
rolled under their horses’ feet but they started. The
far-off sound of a galloping horse turned doubt into
certain pursuit. Tom urged his horse on, but Clar-
issy checked him.

Not a pebble

“ The road forks right up here,” she whispered,
“le’s get off an’ start the horses on the Heber road,
while we go ’cross lots; it ain’t far, an’ hark! there
comes the train.”

It was but & moment’s work to send the riderless
horses flying down the road, and then Clarissy and
Tom ran down into the narrow valley and hurried
across to the little station. They heard the beat of a
pursuing horse’s feet, swiftly following on down the
Heber road, snd then every energy was bent to catch
the train, their only hope of escape. The passenger
trains made but brief stops at these small places, and

| sometimes barely paused. A steep bank still rose

between them and the track when the shrill whistle
rang out. Up, up, with feet that seemed weighted
Tom almost lifted Clarissy on the steps
of the last car, the train moved out, and he pulled
himself up on the platform. Then, just as Clarissy
dared to let herself feel thankful, a furious rider
dashed down the track, and seeing Tom on the light-
ed platform, fired the pistol he held ready in his
murderous hand. But Clarissy had understood the
danger. Her strong, young arms were about Tom as
he staggered and fell, and she drew him inside the
car. Thank God, it was only a flesh wound, a mere
scratch, and there was no more danger now, for the
train, flying on over plain and through valley, had
brought them safely “ Out of Zion.”
LveLLiNG.
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THE YAKIMA COUNTRY.

ORTH YAKIMA is the name of a flourishing
young city of fully two thousand inhabitants,
situated in the south-central portion of Washington
Territory, on the west side of the Yakima river, near
its confluence with the Natches, and in one of the
most promising valleys of the west. It is not yet
four years of age, but from the commanding position
which it occupies with reference to the surrounding
rich country its growth thus far has been rapid, and
all indications point to still greater prosperity in the
future.

The circumstances of the location and settlement
of North Yakima were such that its growth was as-
sured from the beginning. The old town of Yakima
is situated near the borders of the Yakima Indian
reservation. This was a village of some five hundred
inhabitants when the Northern Pacific railroad was
located through that country, and though the line
passed near this town, there were reasons which made
it advisable to establish a commercial center farther
up the river on a more eligible site and at a point
more accessible for the then slowly developing indus-
tries of the section to the northward. The present
site of North Yakima was selected for the new me-
tropolis, it being four miles nearly due north of the
old town of Yakima. In order to get the new town
established quickly and on a substantial basis, the
Northern Pacific company presented lots for business
and residence locations and paid the expense of mov-
ing to the new situation to all who chose to avail
themselves of the offer. The result was that most of
the people and buildings of the old town of Yakima
were moved, in several instances without interrup-
tion to business, to North Yakima, which soon was
invested with the powers and functions of a city. It
was established almost in a day and immediately be-
gan a healthy and promising growth which has con-
tinued to the present time, with constantly increasing
vigor. In laying out the new city the plat was made
on a generous plan, the east and west streets being a
hundred feet wide, and those extendiag north and
south eighty feet, and the alleys are twenty feet wide.
The streets are lined with rows of shade trees and
with streams of living water which flow nine or ten
months in the year. It is rare that such complete
preparations for a beautiful city are made previous
to its settlement, at the time when most details of the
plan can be best arranged.

North Yakima now has sixty-five business estab-
lishments, which did a business aggregating more
than $2,500,000.00 during 1888. There are two na-
tional banks in the city with a combined capital of
$127,000.00, and carrying deposits aggregating $155,-

000.00. The assessed valuation of property in North
Yakima last August was $625,000.00, which is about
one-third the actual value, and the total tax levy for
all purposes was three per cent. of this one-third val-
uaticn, equal to one per cent. of the actual or market
value of the property. With this extremely low rate
of taxation municipal improvements are carried om,
placing the town in the front rank of western cities.

Among the most important enterprises now con-
templated is a water works system and an electric
light plant, both of which will be in process of con-
struction by the time this number of THE WEST
SHORE reaches its readers. The water will be sup-
plied from a point on the Natches river less than two
miles to the westward of the city. The Natches flows
directly from the great glaciers of Mount Rainier and
is cold and pure. The works will be operated by
water power ordinarily, but will be supplied with an
outfit for steam power to use in case of too cold
weather in the winter time to use the water wheel.
There will be four miles of iron mains within the
city limits and twenty-five hydrants for fire protection.
The electric light plant will be operated by the water
works power. In addition to the large number of
poplar, cotton wood and box elder trees that now line
many miles of streets in the city, twelve hundred sil-
ver maples and locusts will be set out this spring.

In order that there may be a definite conception of
the region under consideration let the reader under-
stand that the Yakima country, of which the city of
North Yakima is the central and chief commercial
center, comprises that part of Washington lying be-
tween the Cascade mountains on the west and the
Columbia river on the east, drained by the Yakima
river and its tributaries. It includes thirteen rich
valleys, besides a large area of table land and hilly
timber land, and also takes in a considerable portion
of the broad plain of the Columbia. The main stream
that drains this region is the Yakima river which
takes its rise in two or three small lakes near the very
crest of the Cascades and meanders down the moun-
tains and through the valleys in a southeasterly
general course, joining the mighty Columbia a few
miles above its confluence with the Snake, which
comes from the opposite direction. From source to
mouth this is a rapid stream, having an average fall
of fully twenty feet to the mile. It receives a num-
ber of tributaries from both sides so that when it
emerges from the foot hills and enters the great
Columbia plain it is a river of no mean volume.
Flowing through a dry region its waters are not the
periodic washings of the country but they come from
the snows and springs in the mountains and are un-
usually pure.

One of the principal merits of this Yakima coun-
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try is a feature that is a serious drawback to many
sections, viz: the necessity for irrigation in order to
successfully prosecute farming operations. A small
portion of this country does not need irrigation but it
is so essential to anything like a complete develop-
ment of the region that it forms ome of the chief
questions for the consideration of the prospective im-
migrant. In the immediate valleys of the streams the
soil is of a light voleanic ash combined with alluvinm
and in a wild state grows chiefly sage brush. The bench
lands carry a heavier soil, though its constituent in-
gredients are not greatly different from that of the
valleys, and grow both sage brush and bunch grass,
the latter predominating and on the higher benches
being entirely alone. There is a little of what is
termed “scab ” land, where patches of rocks crop out
on the south or southwest elevations, the remainder
being susceptible of cultivation. Except along the
immediate margins of the streams this land needs the
fructifying influence of irrigation to make it produec-
tive. Perfect irrigation may be obtained so easily
and kept within such complete control at all times
that it is deemed better than the natural rainfall of
any region, and to those who can understand the
peculiar character of the country this feature needs
no commendation. It places within the farmer’s con-
trol that which in the best naturally watered sections
is entirely beyond it.

The valleys tributary to the Yakima are the We-
nas, Selah, Natches, Bumpin, Nile, Tilton, Cowyche,
‘Wide Hollow, Ahtanum, Moxee, Cold and Konewock.
Most of these have streams flowing through them all
the year, though in two or three instances they are
only watered during the time the snow is disappear-
ing from the mountains in March and April. The
descent of these streams is so rapid that it is very easy
to lead ditches of water from them through the soft
soil to irrigate as large tracts as may be desired. The
main ditches are easily dug and when these are done
all the farmer has to do when he desires to let water
on his fields is to run farrows from the main ditches
through the fields. This is known as the trickling
system. When there is sufficient moisture on the
land a few minutes work with a hoe shuts off the
streams and the crops grow on without danger of
damage from either drouth or flood.

All the streams of the Yakima country supply ir-
rigation for a greater or less number of farmers. The
farmers themselves at very small expense provide
their own irrigation ditches in most instances. There
are several irrigation enterprises of greater magni-
tade, however, now in operation and more are contem-
plated to bring the land farther from the streams
under cultivation. The Selah Ditch Company has
taken a canal twenty-four feet wide and carrying three

and a half feet depth of water out of the Natches
river, some thirty miles above its mouth, and conduct-
ed it around the foot hills into the Selah valley just
north of North Yakima, where twenty thousand acres
of as fine land as can be found anywhere are rendered
fertile and being rapidly improved. The head ob-
tained by going so far up the Natches to tap the
river is sufficient to lead the water over any of the de-
sirable bench lands of that section. Near North
Yakima the Moxee Company takes a canal eighteen
feet wide and three feet deep out of the Yakima and
distributes the water through the beautiful Moxee
valley, supplying some two thousand acres belonging
to this company alone besides a large quantity of
other land. The Moxee Company, after numerous ex-
perimente, has adopted the flowage system, laying out
the fields in checks so that the moisture is distributed
evenly over the entire tract. This practice will prob-
ably soon become common. Immediately about
North Yakima are the Union, Hubbard, Ahtanum,
Schanno and other small ditches, which supply the
farmers of that section and the city with an abundance
of water for all purposes. There have been several
schemes for consolidating the nvmerous small irri-
gating ditches into one system and to bring the entire
body of arable land about North Yakima, about one
hundred and ten thousand acres, under its influence,
but thus far this plan has not been successful. The
farmers now provide their own irrigation as they
need it, but it is likely that some extensive and cheap
system will before long supply the whole valley with
adequate water, giving to those located back from the
streams as good service as those on the river fronts.
This will be necessary as the land back from the
water becomes settled upon more generally.

Opposite the old town of Yakima the Sunnyside
Ditech Company proposes to take out a canal to irri-
gate the rich plains back of the town of Prosser this
spring. This will render eighty thousand acres of land
suitable for farming. Farther down the Yakima val-
ley is the Konewock canal along which remarkable
fertility of soil is developed, but this is expected to be
supplanted by the Sunnyside scheme. The Yakima
Improvement and Irrigation Company is constructing
a canal for agricultural and commercial purposes that
will open up to cultivation some nineteen thousand
acres of the company’s own land, besides about twice
as much government land that will be subject to home-
stead and pre-emption entry. This canal is calculated
to carry six feet depth of water and to float boats car-
rying produce from the interior to the railroad at
Kiona and it is expected it will be completed early in
1890. When these projeats are completed there will
be a wide field for settlers and in one of the most
favored regions of the west. When the whole Yaki-
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ma country is brought under cultivation it will be
difficult to find a richer and happier people under the
sun.
The climate of the Yakima country is peculiar. It
is a dry climate. No rain falls in summer nor does
snow in any considerable quantity fall in winter. In
the spring there are a few refreshing showers but no
very copious rainfall. In winter time snow frequently
covers the ground to a depth of an inch or two but not
enough to provide sleighing. The ground freezes a
few inches deep and mercury more than once in an
ordinary winter goes below zero—sometimes ten or
twelve below—but the dryness of the atmosphere
makes the cold anything but disagreeable. One ac-
customed to the damp atmosphere about the great
lakes or on the Atlantic’s seaboard could scarcely be
convinced of the truth of the thermometer’s record in
the Yakima valley, so used to the biting cold of a
moist climate has he become. Z>aro weather at North
Yakima seems hardly more severe than barely freez-
ing temperature in a humid atmosphere. The mild
chinook wind that blows along up the Columbia
river from the ocean enters the Yakima valley and
keeps out the chilling currents from the north that
would otherwise prevail there. The natural features
of that country seem particularly calculated to secure
a mild and equable climate, the mountain spurs on the
north serving as a protection from Arctic blasts and
the valleys so situated as to draw the warm winds
from the tropical ocean currents through them.
Spring comes in advance of the calendar, not several
weeks behind it. In February the ground thaws and
farming operations have a good start by the end of
the month. There are scarcely half a dozen days in
the year when the sun does not shine. In summer
the heat is not oppressive. The lingering snows and
heavy forests of the mountains lend to the breezes a
refreshing coolness; and then that carrent from the
ocean brings health and comfort and makes the cli-
mate at all times delightfal.

The Yakima country is capable of growing suc-
cessfully & somewhat remarkable range of vegetable
products. Besides the ordinary grains, fruits and
vegetables which are common to most of the Pacific
slope, corn and tobacco are grown to perfection, sor-
ghum is an excellent crop and even a fine quality of
cotton has been raised. The cotton seed was planted
merely as a novelty and the matured product was so
surprisingly good that there are likely to be more ex-
tensive experiments with that great staple of the
south in this most northern territory. But of those
crops which are undoubted successes in the Yakima
country there are a great variety. All the small
grains—wheat, oats, barley, rye, buckwheat, etc.—
grow well. As has been said, corn is a successful

crop and instances are reported where two crops on
one piece of ground matured in one season, the sec-
ond planting being from the first harvest. Of course
such instances are rare and probably would not ordi-
narily be practicable on a large scale, but they serve
to show the possibilities of this soil and climate.
Vegetables and root crops of all sorts, even peanuts,
grow well and yield abundantly. The sorghum syrup
industry promises to develop into an important busi-
ness. Tobacco has proved so successful during the
past three or four years when considerable attention
was devoted to its culture, that it is now reckoned
among the surest and safest and one of the most
profitable for the producer, and cigar factories are
being attracted by the superior quality of the product.
Daring the past month a cigar factory has been estab-
lished in North Yakima, being the first in that coun-
try, and others are contemplating locating there. All
ordinary fruits flourish in the Yakima country,
including the finest quality of peaches, pears, grapes
and quinces which can be grown to complete satisfac-
tion in comparatively few localities. Indeed, it is not
known where the line can be drawn in growing semi-
tropical productions as the experiments in that line
have been so limited. Scarcely anything has been
tried that proved a failure. But the farmers have
not been situated so they could well engage in experi-
menting or even divide attention with one-half the
variety of products that are known to take kindly to
the Yakima valley. It is still a new country and
three or four years of communication with markets
under the most advantageous conditions will never
suffice to bring a vast area like that of the Yakima
country into a state of full development. Away from
the mountains there is no timber to speak of so the
only vegetable growth the settler found were the
inhospitable sage brush and the bunch grass. While
these indicate that the soil may be brought into con-
dition to grow farm crops by proper irrigation, they
are a feeble index of the real capabilities of the land,
which can only be ascertained by introducing the pro-
ducts of other sections for trial in the new country.
The bunch grass benches afford a range for cattle
and sheep that herdsmen were not slow to take ad-
vantage of, and now there are pastured on the bunch
grass range of Yakima county alone—which by no
means includes all the region known as the Yakima
country nor all that tributary to North Yakima—
about three hundred and fifty thousand sheep, one
hundred and twenty-five thousand horses and two
hundred and fifty thousand cattle. This is superb
pasture land and the stock men are loth to give it up,
but when required by settlers it will be found that
these bunch grass benches are the very best grain
land. This fact has already been demonstrated. But
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there is so much of the fine bottom land that is still
vacant that the stock men will not be crowded from
the excellent pastures for some years. There is no
question but the stock business of the Yakima coun-
try is very profitable, but it would hardly be safe to
calculate on its future expansion there. As civiliza-
tion takes possession of a country the stock ranges
become more and more sonfined until finally the bus-
iness loses its identity and merges with that of
general agriculture, as it has in most of the states of
the Mississippi valley. And the cattle king seeks
new pastures if he can find them where he is at
liberty to roam at will.

The Yakima country is also rich in minerals.
Placer mining on the Yakima river and south fork of
the Tilton is carried on by the Chinese and there are
quartz ledges near the Yakima which will undoubt-
edly be worked when transportation facilities are
better. The little prospecting that has been done
there is said to yield promising results in gold. Iron
is mined quite extensively to the northwest and even
in the Tilton valley it is found in paying quantities.
Wherever there is a break in the surface from the
Lewis river to the southwest to the Wenatchee in the
opposite direction, there are out croppings of coal of
various grades of excellence. Coal is everywhere
found in abundance sufficient to insure a supply for
all the manufacturing that can possibly crowd into
the Yakima country, of good quality and at very
cheap prices. The only reason why this coal is not
now extensively mined is that nearly all portions of
Washington contain so much coal that only that most
easily reached is worked, leaving the remainder for
local uses entirely. At one place on the Natches a
vein of coal six feet thick is found and several town-
ships in that immediate vicinity show numberless
out croppings of carboniferous measures. Marble,
lime stone, clay, etc., are among the other mineral re-
sources of the Yakima country that are of commer-
cial value. There unquestionably are vast stores of
minerals, precious and base, in the eastern slope of
the Cascades and these may justly be considered as
tributary to the growing metropolis North Yakima.

That a country of such extensive area and rich
and varied resources should build up important com-
mercial centers and a diversity of manufacturing
interests it is but natural to expect. It is also to be
expected that the town situated at the most conven-
iently accessible point for massing the various
products of the valleys and ranges is the one that will
command the patronage of the people and grow in
proportion as the industries of the country develop.
Such a situation has the city of North Yakima, and
that it is improving the opportunities that lie at its
door is apparent to the most casual observer. Good

wagon roads lead from every direction to North Yak-
ima, and that great transcontinental transportation
line, the Northern Pacifie, which passes through the
city, supplies adequate shipping facilities for the sur-
plus produce of that region. This railway follows
the Yakima river more or less closely from its source
to its mouth thus passing through the very heart of
the Yakima country. There are, of course, several
shipping points on the railroad on either side of
North Yakima, but that city is recognized as the prin-
cipal market place and it is there that the great bulk
of produce is collected and shipped in large quan-
tities. During 1888 the Northern Pacific receipts at
the North Yakima station were $168,000 00. That
railroad forwarded from the city during the year
twenty-two hundred bales of hops, three hundred and
twenty-five carloads of live stock, two hundred and
sixty carloads of hay, sixty-two cailoads of vegetables,
twenty-seven carloads of potatoes, twenty-one carloads
of melons, three carloads of wool and four thousand
pounds of leaf tobacco, besides the shipment of less
than carload lots which amounted to nearly one. third
as much as the total of those mentioned above. These
figures form a definite basis for judging of the im-
portance of North Yakima as a shipping point. Of
course this total does not represent a great volume of
business, but it must be remembered that though the
country has unusual natural resources, it is still very
new, sparsely settled and in no place thoroughly de-
veloped. Previous to the building of the railway,
less than four years ago, there was no incentive to
production beyond the home needs because there was
no market for the produce. Another important fact
to be considered is that two-thirds or three-fourths of
the people now located in the valley have settled
there within the last few years, many of them only
last year and have hardly begun to produce for ship-
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