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GLIMPSES OF WILLAMETTE VALLHY,
IDROBABLY no better or more satisfactory bird's-eye

glance at the flower of the Willamette Valley can
bo obtained than is afforded by a good view from the
summit of Mary’s Peak, or “June Peuk,” s it is ealled.
Snow, which falls to a great depth during the long winter
months on the summit of this peak, generally disappears
some time in June, and hence the origin of the name
“June Peak." Mary's Penk is located in Benton County,
nbout eighteen miles almost due west of Corvallis, With.
out doubt it is the highest mountain along the entire
length of the Coast Range. (}nn bright, lovely morning,
early in August, a party of four, including the writer,
left the lively town of Corvallis, fully equipped for the
excursion to the summit, and turned their faces to the
west,

Two hours' leisure riding brought us to the lower end
of Little Mary's River Valley, or “CGrensy,” ns it is
known in slang parlance among the early settlers of that
region. Here we diverged from the main route of travel
and entered the foothills, which lead by somewhat abrupt
gradations to the main Coast Range. From that time
on, until the base of the mountain was renched, our
progress was slow nnd toilsome. The party moved for-
ward very deliberately, now winding arannd the base of
n sharp projecting spur, climbing along the steep side of
a hill, riding “single file” as we followed the narrow
trail through dense forests and tangled thickets, or,
agnin, plunging with cantious steps down n deep, rugged
canyon, gloomy in morning shadows, and still damp with
the undried dews of night.

About two o'clock the base of the peak wns reached.
Before commencing the wearisome ascent the party hnlted
und discussed, with hearty relish, an excellent lunch.
Shortly befare three o'clock we started up the steep teail
that led a zig-zag course along the side of the peak. Full
three hours were consumed in reaching the summit, ns
wo moved very slowly under the sweltering aftornoon
sun, and paused st short intervals to allow our jaded
horses an opportunity of recovering their wind. It wis
late in the afternoon before we cleared the thick belt of
timber and entered the small prairie that crowned the
extreme summit. Pausing for a fow minutes the party
rested, and then commenced n tour of observation, deter-
mined to utilize the brief interval of day that remained.

Evening was moving rapidly apace. Already the suu
was low down near the horizon, and the sky was glowing
with roseate tints. Lorge shadows ware cresping across
the summit and stretching far down the monntain's side.
Within less than an hour summer twilight would gently
wrap the mountains and valleys.

A fow minutes’ walk brought the party to the highest
point of the peak. This spot was found st the extreme
southeastern point of the mountain. Here was o long
ledge of rock, which overhung the precipitous side of the
peak. Several small, stunted spruce trees grow out from
the fissures of the ledge, their roots clinging to the
rugged sides, nnd drawing from the sterile and reluctant
soil a meager life. The topmost branches of these dwarf

troes rose only u fow feet above the edge of the projecting
rocks. Those standing there could onsily look over
their rogged trunks wod obleiu an uuobstiacted view of
the broad panorama of landseape below and beyond,

Standing thus, with the san just sinking behind the
waves of the Pacific Ocean, with the elondloss sky batled
in hues of purple, gold and red, with the whole visible
world steeped in the soft glamour of the sunset hour, what
o seono of grandear and beauty sproad out before us!

Far to the southeast rose the dark, wooded outlines of
the Calapooin Mountaing, strotching from Const Range
acrows to Casendes.  This range constitutes the southern
boundary of the Willamette Valley proper. From be.
twean the foothills of the Casondes nud Calapooin, where
these approneh and fuse into one, appenred the Macken-
zio Fork, one of the chief tributaries of the Willametto
River, Its courso could be dimly traced winding throngh
the distunt hills, until the stream rashed upon the fertile
valley oast of Eugene, Following its course the aye
noted each turn until its wators mingled with the other
parent fork known as the Willumette River,  United, the
strenm, widenod and doeponod, moved onward in s
mareh to the ooean.  Each turn and wind of the besutiful
river was clearly marked by the broad, groen beolt of tim.
ber growing along the bunks, Down the rich valley
glided the stroam; here moving in n steaight line for
sovernl miles; there twisting like a gigantio serpont, in
placos almost turning baek apon its general courso;
winding among the onk-clad hills of Lane; along through
the fortile plains of Linn aud Bonton; past the rich
finlds of yellow, waving grain and the smiling homes of
thrifty, happy farmers; past the cheerful hamlets of
Harrisburg, Monroe and Peorin; past the more proten.
tions towns of Corvallis and Albany, whose white resi.
dences, somber-hued brick buildings snd ehureh spires
showad vagoo nnd misty in the red light of the expiring
dny. Onward, onward, flowed the clear, lovely river,
expanding nnd deepening as it glided woftly towned its
fur-off ocean home, glancing and gleaming like s broad
ribbon of burnished silver as its waters flashud into view
betwosn ocensional openings in its grean environment
Onward, ever onward, singing its low musical lay, ns the
watars frotted the pebbly shores, until the strenm faded
nway, lost in the dreamy, mysterious distance nmidet the
emernld hills of Polk and Marion counties.

Sweeping the eye along the wvalley wouth, what a
diversified panorama was presented ! Lane County
wpread out its broad, rieh scres of prairie, timbered
plain and undulating upland,  White cottages dotled the
landsoape like mere spocks in n sen of dark vordure,
Fiolds of golden grain nodded in the twilight wind with
their swelling promise of sbundant harvest.  Boveral
wmall streams, loaving the base of the Cascades, wound
ncrows the country and poursd their walery stores into
the Willsmette. Far above the surrounding landsoape
rose the bold knob-shaped head of Bpeneor's Butte,

Westward the eyo roved across the Willamette River
and took in at one comprehensive glanco the southers

portion of

The Coast Range, trending south- -+
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