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“THE BRIDGE OF

PERSONALITY OF THE MAN WHO WROTE

THE GODS” |
|

FREDERIC HOMER BALCH

ASPIRED TO BECOME THE WALTER SCOTT
OF OREGON—HIS UNTIMELY DEATH

FTER having read that delightful
romance of Indian Oregon, "The
Bridge of the Gods,” the inquiry la

naturally made. who Is F. H. Balch? It |
may be n surprise to many'to know that -

Oreron claims him as a natlve son. Bo
little has been known herciofore of the
intense uand interesting personality of |

Froderle Homer Bdleh: that It seems but
right that the admirers of Oregon liter-
ature =hould learn romething relative to
the talented young author who wrote this
Oregon cizssic. His death occurred before
he wns 3 yearn age, when he was
standing on the threshold of a great lit-
erary career for which his talents gave
promise.

Frediric Homer Balch was born at Leb-
enon, Ling County, Oregon, December 14,
1881. His parents wore both plonecrs. He
was a boy of great ambition. At a very
early ape he jearncd to read sand write:
alen mt & wvery early age he resalved
tn win fame, no matter what It cont
Afterwards, referring to this reaclution,
he wrote in s journal: It may have been
B boyish fancy then, but it grew into a

of

burs'ng thirst In after years, Stories of
wur usad to fanvinate me. My ancestors
have besn soidlers for more than 100 years,

gnd 1 was provd of my Welsh blood—the
binoad of the old Britons, a line more pure-
¥ noble and English than Normsn and
Bnxon. X7 ancestors were free men of

Facland teferr the S8axons had heard of |

the “WEite 1~
wmiiad the Baltie.
When Frederie feas atout 30 yenrs of
sge, the fami's moved ecrt of the Cas-
cades to the Kilckitur Walley, Washing-
tom, and Hved there four years. “‘There*
to quote agaln from his journal "1 rode
on horsehack cver the prairies after stock
and read._all the books 1 could get, though
the frontier librarles were very scanty.
Hril the eduostion I hawve I owe to the
eraseless reading and re-reading of Ma-
caing.” Milton was one of his bayhood
favorites, alsy “"Nicholas Nickleby” and
“Jane Eyre.” At this time he was con-
etantly writing esmay=s historical and other-
wise, and as he afterwards cxpressed it
“wrote them almost by the hushel™
young Balch's father encouraged hio Jit.
eTRry I tions, ard gave Him time
his wri hie Nfe was one long dream
of fature fame. The family agaln changed
1Eedr reaidonce, movisg down, to Mount
Tahor and remaining there two years
Here as clrewhore to hocome an eminemt
author fremed the dominant ldea, At this
time he gZave nperisi attention to poetry
and historieal sketcher. While at Mount

s

or the Normans bhad

jor |

,["I‘aher he attended school for six months
On account of the mother's Bealth the
Baich fam!ly agaln went forth to seek o
home. This time they eettled in a lttle
town called Lyle. in Eastern Washiogton.
on the Columbia River. An colder half-
sister and her two children came to Lyle
and bov=ht a small farm near by. Thin
sister, being s widow, It naturally fell to
the lot of Frederic to make his home with
her. He ever after attributed to this ais-
ter the moldlng of his entire character.
Her goodness and wisdom muet have been
great, as his after life showed such sin-
glenoss of purpose and pureness of heart.
All this while Frederic was stll] dreaming
dreams and soaring (nto ambitious
thought. But Ie was pot Always sun-
ghine, for he was-obliged to go into the
world snd do what r preaented itself in
the way of Mhe 0. R & N. Co.
was then bull its line up the Colum-
bla. and this gave the opportunity for
labor: so Frederic Balch shoveled sand
and handled rock among the lowest class
of humanity. Even while engaged in this
manual occupation, his mind was flled
with romantic thoughts and he completed
an Indian taie, entitled “Wallulah.," The
name was afterpards osed for the bero-
Ine of *“The Bridge of the Goda,” parts of
which he lnter submitied to one of the
first Hterary critics in the Northwest at
| that time. Judge Mathew P. Deady, who
gave It great praise. However, the manu-
seript was not accepted by the publishera
This romance was aflterwnrds destroyed
on account of the strain of Infidellty that
ran through it, which was at variance with
hiz Iater convictions,

“For six years he was rent =nd torn by
n battle between his avowed infidelity and
a =eeret self-questioning as to the trutha
of Christianity. Then come the final strug-
gle that involves the lives of =0 many
young men: Rellgion va non-religion, but

Infidel bellefs, truth was vindirated and
Christianity aceepted,

After a time the conviction eame to him
that he must give up hin cherished lterary
asplrationo and obey a commmand to enter
the ministry. The sirugzie was Intense,
as be then felt that he was casting aside

of ‘hls 1fe. After the Annl decislon was

Ing lest the new work at
prove discouraging and hla ltarary ambi-
tien would lure him again into forbldden
patbe, he decided to deatroy the manu-
soript of “"Wallulah.” [ts destiruction was
patnful to all the family. Hie =ister clung

trying to save some of it from the flames.
But unfalteringly and with tko look on his

of Cecll Grey, his hero of “*The Bridge of
the Godn™
New Engiland and civilization to hecome
a mirnionary to the Indlans. the minister

= e ————

becoming convinced of the fnlsity of his :

forever the great, overwhelming ambition |

made In favor of the ministry, and fear- |

FREDERIC H, BALCH

completed the worR of sacrifice. Night
after night he studied and wrote, many
times by the flickering light of pine knots
in the open fireplace of . ploneer home,

toiling hopefully toward the goal of the |
times wounll | young author's ambition.

Eight such
vears were thus represented in thgrcomple-
tion of this historical rnmanr-ﬂ/

Abont this time came the Joen of the
haif-sinter whoee sympathy had been mich

an Inspiring companionsbhip and =t!mulus

to him. begging bim not to destroy it and | for the higher and loftler aspirations of
In the year 185 Mr. Balch entered |

life.
upen his pastorate In Hood River Valley

face that one might fancy was on the face j ms A home misslonary of the First Congre-

gational Church. For the first two vear:

when he turned his back on ; hiz work In hlo chasen field pald him #1

his dutles were arduous and varlous, He
rode all over g(- valley to minister to

ELIZABETH IN HER NEW OREGON HOME

PAINFUL DOMESTIC STORY OF GREEN FIREWOOD AND BAKING BREAD
FROM “SOFT WHEAT” FLOUR

MONG ““The Pointed Flra.” —My Desr
A Nell: In my last 1 tried to pleture
some of the beautles surrounding

our pew Oregon home. but [ do wssure
you that that glvyon was only the
preface o this wonderful nnture book of

the hills. @ would Uke now to 12l you
more of I, but es man cannot live by
scenery alone, and as you particularly

want the dotalls of our early expefience
here, not enly the lUghts but the shudowa,
I will have 1o go back again to those
memorable days of January, 18l Green
fir seen upon the hille s admirable, green
fir in the kitchen range is abominahle
especially after being soaked by main for
three months., When frst put in the stove
bolstored up by pienty of pine kindlingz.
it would binze rather hopefully, until the
moss burned off and the pine burned, then

1y don't expect me to go It alone, do you?"
shed o few rainy tears, then turn biack—

and all wes over. The emést of our pack-
ing boxes were demolished In the effort
1o make n go of it, but all In vain; it sim-
Py would not burn, and we had W xo
back 1o evoking by the fireplace, where
it 44 fairly well, with a liberal supply
of bark.

the intter burning well here, but
of no use in the range. While In this
siough of Jdespond, a man came to hang

wall papir for us, Hearing our lamenta-
tione, he suggested drying the wood in the
oven before wsing L. Long may that man
live and progper!. The curing process
helped wonderfully, oniy now it burned
out in a jiffy. Fill the stove full, lenve it
15 minutes, come boack 10 I, aed not a
vestige of fire = Jeft. No conls such as
burners ok and hickory would nat-
urally expect to find. We scon learned
thit the stove must nover be loft alone;
one muet stand there, with hand on the
throttie, the engineer of a jocomotive.
HBaking the Firewood,

The demund for fuel wis always greater
thun the supply, though the oven waa
kept filled with it frem January to May,
except on baking dayvs Sometlmes we
would close the oven door, forgetting It
until remlnded by & great crackling, whon,
ulnging the door opsn, flames would rush
out in our faces nand every stick of I
would be ablage: 1 wonder that we didn‘t
blow the stove up and bumi: the house
down, Though we didn’t know enough to
bake gur wood without boing told we
found out one thing for gurselves, and
that was, that when hested a plich onzed
from §t tbat &tuck to the fAagers and
burned ke hot sepling-wax. _.ven nfter
fearning this fact, wv Xept forgeiting.
would hurriedly reach in the oven, selze a
#tick and then shriek and dance nround
ke a Bloux Indian. All Winter long, our
hands were bitstered and soared. Once on
the harnd, It stuck there, like an adhesive
plaster of fire; and not all the waters of
*great Neptune's ocean” pould wash It
ofr.

Agaln our man of experience chme In
the rescus, telllng uwe first ta soak
our hande |n korosens and then wash
—a wvery beipfol, though not fragramt
remaedy. We learnesd aome other ihings
from our gulde, philosopher and friend;
first, that the wood we were using was
“dogy’’ (we had ourselves ohserved that
it wns =somnolently Inclined); eecondly,
that if “our men" would cut or saw down
a big ree, we would find (hat the heart
of It would makec o rosring fire. Now, we
had susplcions that nelther of *our men”
hadever felled & wree, which were strength-
ened by thelr great activity In eollect-
ing bark, fallen limbe and other wond-
land debris. palming It off on us, 1s some-
thing rather cholce, but Mary and I, pin-
ing for the “heart of that big tree,” did
not jet conceslment prey upsn our dam-
ask cheeks, but harped so long on that
“mounider'd string™ that at list the fagot-
gatherers were epurred to actlon; at least
we judged something was about to bap-
pen, from o conversation in the woed-
house, overheard by us:

Divalged a Secret.

“Ever file one™

“No, did you™™

“No. What the Dickens will we do?”

“Do? We'll Just file her, that's what,"

Whereppon began terrible rasping. grat-
ing. screeching nolses., which continued
untll the perpetrators were summoned to
dinner. During the meal we were told they
had been filing a saw. Though palnfully
aware of the fact, Mary Innocently ex-

of

ke

claimed: "Flling a saw! 1 didn't sup-
| pose elther of you knew how,"”
“Know how to file a =aw’™
shrieked Bort, “"Why, T've flled ‘em,
may say, (rom infancy up*

| that idea, and since thon we have bad ox- | ovens of Pompeli,

| heart, my great
 the oven.

(AIrlY | Souls Tried by Flour as Well as Fire.

“Yee,” chlmed in his shameless coadju- | BY flour] not that the flour wan poor. for

tor, “and If I had a dollar for every one |
I've filcd, I'd ask nothing of J. Plerpont |

Morgan.” Seornful silence on
of their audltors

Boon after dinner there eame a rapping
at the kitrhen door, and there we found
the wunblushing prevaricators, on thelr
shoulders a saw about four yards long,
one carrying an axe, the other an old
tin pall, alf full of {ron wedges.

“Whither nway ™' was asked.

“We are golng, ladies, to hold ‘com-
munion  with Nature in  her visihle

the part

“Yes, ma'am. we are golng to draw
near to Nature's heart, as It were, and
rive out a chunk of It to satisfy your
awful eravingn” We were then told that
if we would glance up Mount Nebo about
twilight, we would behald a novel and
| Interesting scene.  “Supposc nelther af
you ever happensd (o xce a tree spaked
out of the woods, did you?™

“T've sren ‘em from infancr unp”
and if 1 had a dollar for—"
hearers had® gone to
which stood near, ilterally wreathed In
log chalue. They had not long been gone,
untll the rain poured down na If the bot-
tom had dropped out of the water tanks
above. We pitled them then., through
that long afterncon. Sure enough, about
dark, "siiently down from the mountain's
cTOWR A greal procession swept”—but,
look as we might, we could see nothing
being “snaked.”

Tackled the Wrong Tree,

Passing the hause. thore poor men
looked so miserably wet and bedraggled,
we conslderately refrained from com-
menting on “the novel and Interesting
Bconet

After supper. when the innér man had
been refreshed, and the outer one was
basking In the genial hest of an open
fire, the story came out. Tt seemn they
had found fine tree, 8 feet through,
and, thinking they might as well “*git a-

“Yea,
but our
rejoin the horses,

pienty while they were gittin',” had
tackled It “Good! Saw it down—saw It
down! We never got half way through

the bark., because, you see, every time I

' there assured us

cellent wood.

Our scule were not only tried by fire but |
we ate good bread made of the same
kind, In the lttle town where we stopped,
when we first arrived here.
we would have much
trouble with It until we learned how to

handi» i, and they were right, This flour !

was miade from what is here called “zoft
wheat.” Put It on the Kkneading board,
and it spread over It llke batter on
griddie, and stuck there lilke Spauiding's
glue. Try to remedy this by adding flour
to meke a stiff dough, then It would crack
open while baking, and come omt of the
oven a8 hard as a beseball,
ting it. you could 2a eneily sMco a *‘two
by four” scxntling. No, it must be mixed
soft, and murt no! 'ie motionless one
inetant on the boord, or It . bad to be
scraped up with a knife, We remembered
hearing that Beston bakers pound the
board with the dough, Instead of knead-
ing it, & method we adopted, though It
required the alertness and dexterity-of rn
Eaet India juggler. We would cluteh the
mnaes, rilse 1t high toward heaven with
one hand, with the other dash flour on the
board, then bring it down, swift as lighi-
ning snatch It up again. dash on more
flour, whack it down agnin,
tigue to the bitter end. I tell you, Nell,
when bread was mixed in the ranch of
“The Pointed Firs” the china rattled and

the earth trembled. About this time, the |

people of Salem and other places were
occaslonally experlencing slight earih.

quake shock®, You can Imagine how
gulitlly we read of them,
Mixing was not the only trouble; It

" wouldn't rise after it was mixed, though

pulled T pulled on the saw Tom puiled.” |

“Yes,” retorted Tom, "and what
you do when 1 pulled?™

“Well, sir. 1 thought. ald man, you
don't get the betler of me,
braced my fesl and pulled. too."

“Well, If vou two men oughtn't to be
in a feecble-minded asylum! The ldea of
you standing !n a drenching raln this
whole afternoon pulling a saw In opposite
dicections.”

"But, Mary, we didn't ‘pull the saw’ all
the afternoon: when we found we had
struck a lignum vitae, Instead of a fir
tres, we gave it up. But we've got you
some dendy wood; we will bring it down
in the morning.”

diq

“Sanke

“I hardly know—what do you think,
Bert?

“Better not" sald that gentleman,
frowning thoughtfully. *“"Your team Is

just & IMtle bit too light—might strain
g

1 saw them imloading it the next morn.
ng: a préenonderance of bark and o few
emall. mossy poles, about such as one
user 1§ support Lima beans. I called Mary
w come and see our “dandy wood.”
Just what 1 expected,” she cried indig-
nintly. * "Btraln the horess® Snake [t
down!" 1 guess not, unless they had poked
those little sticks through the links of the
chain.**

a0 I jumt

| the laborstory many of

“But, Mary. they could have bunched

them llke cheese-straws, you know.™ And
then, Nell, we got to laughing. and fancy-
ing all sorts of nonsensical things.
“Wouldn't these mossy little things be
i lovely standing about the room In vases,
burning like thoss Chinese Incense tap-
ers?™ “Yes, or cut in short iengths and
Ued with baby ribbon, they would make
stunning favors for a green luncheon.”
“And nothing could be better If we were
going to banquet the Modern Woodmen,"
ete. In the fun of conjuring up ludierous
uses for our new wood, we guite forgot
sthat !t was not the most desirable. There
is nothing lke u good laugh, Nell, to
float one over difficult places

Well, we never got our big tree, until
| this Summer. Then, the men were told
by a wise Nestor of thesa hills that by
boring holes In these large trees, and fir
ing them from the Inside, they soon
burn down. They eagerly upen

|
x

swathed and swaddled in wrappings untif |

it asrumed =uch proportions we had to
call upon the power of man to carry It to
the fireplnce, where it much resembled
an ecnormous hassock coslle placed, in

dingnagian of the hills. When the time
came to make it in loaves, one would nat.
urally expect to find some elight recog-
nition of these warm attentions, but bless
you, no! there it waa, as Inert and unre-
sponsive as a mixture of Portland cement,
or putty: and when baked would have-a

|

But Indles |

|

Come to cut- |

and so con- |

his scattersd flock and to hold church
services. He also perved as pastor of a
Congregailonal Church at White Salmon.
| Wash., just across the Columbia. His
2sal wns so great that he would send
| a hay wagon into Hood River., four mlles
away. o glve hin chirch members anc
| friends opportunity to atiend his church
| gervices. He sueresded in having a
| frame church bullding erected, In which
divine service 1s still held. It Is a neat
lLttle white church, on the edge of a
wood, in the heart of the valley, and
i stands n8 n monument to his good work.
| His old hnme Is opposite

But against all discouragements Mr.
| Baleh felt the crylng need of religlous
work on tke frontler, and never wovered
a

crust as thick as this fir bark, and as
hard. -
An Experiment With Bilscuits.
One day while molding It Into loaves, 1

¢ thought: *I'l just use some of .this for
| bisiéylt and glve this family a sarprise,’ |
iand 1 did. First, the bread was baked,

and put out on the tabie, whers it looked
as if it had just heen exhumed from the
Then, with beating
venture was placed In

“and Ia! my own had come to me."”
quecerest-looking outfit you ever saw, Nell,
They seemed drica instead of baked, and
| were about half thelr original slze. had
shrunken and shriveled as mysteriousiy
un Mr. Mansield in the “Jeky! and Hyde”
traneformations, Thelr Crudts  were
strangely porus, and da [ plumped them
tdowo-bostde thé bredd they looked like a
| Iot of little medstones. Just as I was
debating In my mind whether It were
nobler to burn them, and thus end all,
the men came in, were about to pass
through the rnom., when Tom's eve was
arrested by my lsvout. *“Hello! Look
at Ellzabeth's geological exhiblt—four
big, round boulders,” and, pprying the
madstones, “what might theee lttle
lokers be? Cecdes? No, ean't be geodes;
not Lthe right color. What would you eall
| these things, Bert?" Scrutinizing them
car«fully., Bert thought they “might be
n gort of ammunition.” *Not sheils.” gald
! Tom. hitting them a remunding whack
with a No, 6 carving knife.
| and thrre Is no fuse to 'em.
pnfmr-in-lghu Ll

Wiping tears {rom my eyes with pitehy
| Magers, hermetionlly sealing one, I looked
up with the other. remarking:

"You are pleazed to be merry, gentle-
men.**

“Come, Bert., we've got to Ay. When
Elizabeth begine to talk llke Shakes-
| peare she's mad, but 'l just take one
| of these things out to the woodhouss and
| bust it open and see If T can find out what
It's made of.”
| We wrestled with thle flour, Nell, for
six lopg months; while the bread
| proved pome, It wims never good. One day
the groceryman gave Tom a different
! kind, saying they had ordered It specthlly
| tor “newcomers,” ns thev all complained
! of the other. When 1 learned that it

| too. was Oregon flour, 1 hed small hope |
expectancy of a ecall from some Brob-'

of It, but to my surprise It mades light,
saft, tender bread. which was eaten with
pralse pnd thankagiving. And now, Nell,
I've glven you shadows enough for one
time, but. in the words of the famililar
hymn, “Still there's more to follow."
Yours devotedly, ELIZABETH.

I November, 1802

MEDICAL VIRTUES AND POISONS IN PLANTS
BY DR. ANDREW WILSON

E HAVE the authority of Friar

Laurence in “Romeo and Juliet"

for the assertlon that “mickle Is
the powerful grace that Hes in herbs,
plants, stones and thelr true gualities.”
This statement I8 confirmed, of course,
by the large number of medicinal sub-
stances—to say nothing of food products
—which are derived from the plant world.
It Is difcult to say, for instance, how
many different principles can be lsolatsd
from oplum. When we think of strych-
nine, beliadonna, aconite and quinine, to

, mentitin only a few Important drugs, we

“It's

may readily re-acho the friar's words

ple Trom the berries or frults of the po-
ltuo ninnt._ To this _urder belong other
! plants which exhibit poisonous prinelpies,
! notably the bhelladonna plant, of which
the subsicsncs named “atronine,”” much
used by the eye surgeon, Is a typioal ox-
ample. Solanine, it must be remarked, Iz
not llkely to be developad normally in the
potato iteelf. If It Is present it must be
in infinitesimal amount. The potato s, of
course, a “tuber,” and represonts 1 swell-
Ing on an underground stem. It Is not a
reot, and, being part of & stem, can pro.
duce Buds, which are the famillar “eyes”
of the patato. When the gardener plants

One speclal ndvance of chemlcal sclence | his potatoce he takes care to see that an

has isken the direction of Imitating in| “eye” exisisz on eich pertion of the tubsers |
products | he places In the ground. He divides his

the
which plant cells fabricate as the result
of their living work.

The chamist ean bulld up many respect-
able imitatlons of such substances, one
of which is salleylate of soda, used in the |
treatment of rheumatism. The basls here |
is salicin, obtalned from the bark of the |
willow tree, and thls substance s ulsoj
used pure and without combination ln1
medicine. The chemlenl Imitation of na- !
ture, however, Is apt to fall short of the,
reality. There Is admittedly a something !
wanting in man's preparations which na- |
ture is able to fabricats, so that, close as |
his imitations are. they da. not represent |
exactly the producta of llife. Porhl.pn!
this s only to be expected. It wnld.:
indesd. be wondrous if in the laboratory |
we could precisely turn out substances |
which are the original products of the
living cells. So that even in the furthest
sclence there would appear to be a limit
fixed to our powers of buliding up imita-
tions of organic compounds,

‘Among the principles which [llustrate
the natural manufectures of the plant
world s 2 substance called “solanine’
The chomist 1a able 1o extract this princi-

tobers, as we know. and thus !mitates
falriy accurntely the mode of plant prop-
sgation kn>wn to us under the head of
| “slips.” Solanine would therefore appear
to be the articular principle of the potato
plant.

We find anslogous examples of such
plant manufactures in the case of tes, cof-
fee and cocon. In tea we get a princlple
called “‘thelne,” while in coffee we fing
“cafféine,” and In cocoa “theshromine.’
To these principlés thess foods cwe (hefr
stimulating qualities, and caffelne his
passed Into the list of substances used
for the cure of certain classes of head-
eche, It may therefore be sald that in a
wide range of plants special products of
the kind under 4 fon are part and
parcel of the constitution of the living or-

| Eanilsm. Theine and caffelne may be

techiiically regorded na polsons, and In
adequate quantity would polson us: but
the emount we recelve In “the cup that
cheers’” ls amall enough o convey stimu-
lant effects only. It ‘s differant. of coiurse.
with other plants that develop principles
notably polsonous. even in small doses,
From Ireland, in 1846, came accounts of

D:| 104.2

After 2 minotes of thrilling |
susperse, the door was cautiously apened, |
The |

“Too solid, |
Might be

im- |

had come to rule hiz life, but he threw
himeelf Into his speaking, riding and |
missionary work with the utmost zeal, |
spending almost all his days on horse-|
back and his nights In preaching. This
closa aitention to his pastoral duties, the |
long rides, the expooures. keegplng ap-)
pointments through drenching rains and
blinding snow storms, bore the usual|
frults of over-taxation by undermining
his health, so that presently he was
obliged to give up some of his most ardu-
ous labora |

This gave him leisure to divide his tims |
between the church work he retained and '
his dearly loved but long-denled Hterary |
fleld. In resuming his work In the paths |
of Hierature agnin he did mo with a two-
fold motive, hoping not only to assist In

the upliftihg of mankind with pure
and lofty thoughts, but also to
preserve for future generatlons the

sometimes besutiful and =trange traditions |
of Indian Oregon, which he was so well
prepared to portray. At different periods
of hie life be had glven a great deal of
time to studying the Indians, thelr cue-
toms, hablts, langusge and legenda, This
had been an absorbing study from his
boyhood. Often had he gone many 'miles
to talk with some old Indian, both In
Oregon and adjoining states.

About this time he wont to British
Columbla on a vacutlon and there com-
menced “The Bridge of the Gods,” this
Indlan legend heving appenled to his
vivid Imagination for years. Finding that
he needed the advantage of a theologleal
course, and his herlth demanding a°
change, in 1889 he entered the Pacific

WHAT THE ZITHER SATID.

By Frederic Balch.
I lesirned o lesson, Cep-visvs,
Tonight, from what the xither eal;
Itz swift noteas taugit me not Lo grieve,
Xor mourn for pleasire fed

.

“De brave!" the keen uotes rung:
*“*Be brava; speak strong,

Bold words: be socrow from you flunx;
"Twill not be long.

“Fhe waiches from alar;

Would you falter in her sight?
Fhe, UNMted like a s=tar,

She see= you day and night.

Are. her deep pity knaws

All the cares that on you press;
All your sorrows, woes;

Think you she loves you less?

““Be brave, ba true, be strong:
Speak words that burn;

Defend the right, denocunce the wrung;
Be worthy her you mourn.”

This was what the zither mald,
What it told me, Genevieve.

Wan it your measage, sours, my Jd-ad,
Baying, "‘Cease to grieve?

I will be brave and true,

Fight out the battle to the end:
Live a life not unworthy you;

Live a life unstained, sweet friend.

But, slas! for the years srewhile:

Theological Seminary in Onkland, Cal
While there he revised "The Bridge of
the Gods'" and placed the manuscript
In the hands of his publishers
Balch remained {n the sominary aimost

broke down from an attack of la grippe.
He returnad to Hood River Valley in
March, 181; but, not regaining the de-
sired strength, by the advice of his phy-
sician he went to the Geood EBamaritan
Hospital. After belng therg the short
space of two weeks, on June 3 he peace-
fully passed away. His roemalna were
taken to his o)d home nt Lyle, Wash.,

and there lald to rest
| If one l2 a bellever in inherited ten-
| dencles, he can readily trace the deep
religlous convictlons of Frederic Balch
to his mother nnd his scholnrly attain-
mentor to ha father and his  father's
}uncnlnm Mrs. Ealch was a1 woman of
very strong Christian character with a
firm adherence to what zhe thought was
I right. Hoving been left an orphan at
| an early nze, she hnd formed the habit of
| settling all her vital questions by herssif.
Her wish and hope had always been that
{ her gifted 2on should follow the ministry.
| In fact.and In thought she had dedicated
him to that calling in his earllest Infancy.
The life of Mrs, Balch wa=s one of devo-
tlon to ker son, and she was alwnys proud

potato polsoning. As far as 1 have been
able to trace thiee reporis, there la a
j doubt whethar potatoes themselves wers
consumed or whether other parts of the
plant kald been uned. Tt was also atated
that the polatoes reasponsible for the iil-
‘ness were discased, and, if this latter view
be takepn, possibly the allment Induced
may not have been caused by solanine at
all, The study of the llving chemlisiry
both of animals and plants, Is one obvioa-
Iy fraught with great practieal importance
to mankind, suppiying them as it does

I

with Important drugs, and arming him'’

, alzo againat possible sovrces of !linees.
Wa need have no fear that the healthful
, vogotable of our table ean produce unde-
sirable resuits whoa properiy cockedl, \a
nobedy Is likely to use disvase potatoes,
we eacape danger naturally from this side
of things. But It Is jus! possible that in
the petato shin we may get an occasional

Mr. |

two years. His bealth now completely

1 Alas? for the glad years fled;
! Ah, ma! for a ook or a smile
From thee, O silent demd!

I Oh, mrong the words the zither
But weak the human heart!
| Ah, me! | hucger lor my Jdead
With paln berond the zither's

The zither sings a song divine,
Of purpose gramil aml high;
1 s¢e & grave beneath the pine
The river Howing by.
I mee the reach of weary years,
0f bardens fitter 1o be I
Of deathiess
tears
O sither, can [ cease to mourn?

stained with

mearies

Alas! T falied to learn the |=ssan, Geén-
evieve,
Tonlght from what the zither sald:
The spell that taught me not tp grirve,
That spell In with the musie fled,
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excesasive that she survived him
month or so.

only o

development of solanine which may affect
us, although it Is hard to reconclle this
eontingency with the fact that =o many «of
us consume the potato ceooked In  Its
jacket. The solution of the mystery,

decd, may lie in «bhe occasional develop-
ment In the potato Heelf of [t=  active

| prinelple,

Canada's Coal Lands,
Toronto Star,

Time wiill show the wisdom of the do-
min'on government in setting apart
| squere miles of the coal lands of the
Northwest as grvernment propsrty. The
:rnn] can lie there for the present. It is
net needod. and will not be for a long
time to come; but It is there, It beiongs
1!0 the state, same apy I can be
| mined by the people and for the people,
| If need ban ,
i The Crow's Nest Unal Company and the
Capadian Pacifiz Rallway have larger con]
arens. Hul they heve not better conl than

and

Mrs. Baich came across the |
moment from the determination that | of his achlevementa. Her grief wns so' plalns in 1552 ln_thf- tm-.n_w'::'n_l,ir. Craw-

in- |

| Tord, as his ward, Ske was then a girl of
‘18, The Crowfonis =cttled !n Linn Coun-
ty, and there she married Mr. Balch
James A. Balch, the fnther of Frederie
was & man of Invertive turn of mind, but
Iscking practicai endeavor. He was born
In Sullvan County, Ind., n 55 came to
' this ccast In 1551, wus In frostier service
1854-08, merwing as Lleutenant n Compeny
| F. Eighteenth Regiment Orezon Volun-
: tedr Infantry, In his Iy days in the
| Northweat he taught col In various
places, Ineluding Olympia and Toumwotes,

In his first manhood he ntiended the
Wabash College, Iadiana. and adopted
law #a a profession. At one time he
served as County Judge n  Kilickitat

County., Wash. And old daguerreotiype por-
truy= him as a man of-fine presence and
Intellizence. Hiz son described him as “'a

very handsome man, full of verve and
grace, certainly gifted beyond most of
mcn, a man of Intense ambition My

exriiest recollection of him s of his re-
turning from the “Wur of Lhe Hebelllon
It wase, I think, a ralny day. We children
were all in the houne, the others were all
whiiting excitedly for my father's arrival
I remember tha anxipus expectancy with
which the older ones were awaiting some-
| thing. Then we heard the stage horn and
| shorily my father entered the room, a
razdoome, stately soldler, dressed |n uni-
form. [t is o living pleture stamding there

atahe farthest Hm!t of my memory.”
‘receric Baich left a large accumulation

v of notes and outllnes for future work. A
| rew novel called "“Kenasket® ‘had been

commenced, and the opening chapters
| completed. There wore also the titles

| chosen, and outlines drawn for at least
six historical romances relating to In-
dian Oregon.. There !» also a compieted

novel in the ma eript ealled “Cene-
viere,” the plot belag lald near Wash-
ougal, Wash,

Uiregon sustained an Irreparable loss to

| the early death of Frederick Halch. FHis
fondness for Oregon was a strong passion;
her saeenery, her views and mountains
her legends, all ealled to his romantie
fancy: the spirit of the Indlap past
breatled through him. He had fesolved
to become the Walter Scott of Oregon, to
make Oregon w2 famous as Seott bad
maile Seotland, to make the Cnscades an
wilely known as the Highlands, the
' Bnntiam as celelirated as the Twead or
Ayr, to make the splendid scensry of the
Columbia and Willamette the background
of romonces,
An old frifhd describes his pemronality:

| Tall, sllght and dark. but with bhiue eyes,
a man withal of beautiful Christian char-
| acter. Wherever he was he carrled his
| singular childlike faith with him and the
gift of sowing the gond seed. No ane
| wes ever with him an hour without fond
| for thoeght.”
The Hyving members of the Bilch family
are a younger hrother and Mrs. J. W,
Vingalls, of Hood River Valley., who was
goncrously kind in furnishing the dota for
this article. M. W. P.

that presarved under Mr. Cliffosnd Sifton’s
| policy to remaln the property of the state,
The Soctalists nrgue that all the coal
should have been held In beha'f of the
people, and mined by the government; but,
practically speaking. th!a s not yet pos-
sible, and will not be untll the advocates
of public ownership of all the ctilties and
necessities are in a voting majority In
Capada, Halfl of those who follow the
cpuse fall ‘wenk at heart when the thnoe
comes to aciuaily Iny hold of something
that may v owned and operated.

Eut the v owned cor! filsds of the
West will alwiys =etve {n 0 measure as
n ckeck upon the company-ownped mines
and one dny they will be worked by the
atate, for peopic grow too wisa to part

with further property of that kind omre
Its wvalue @ within popular knowledse.
When the West is filled with people the
retention by the state of control aver ths
conl supply will be seen to be’one of the
hest pieces of practical statesmanshlp in
Canedian histary,

CAN NOT BE RUBBED

But a good liniment or plaster will often give temporary
ucing counter-irritation and reducing the in-
flammation and swelling, but there is nothing curative
about these simple remedies,
disease and cannot be rubbed away with liniments or
drawn out by plasters or anything else applied to the sur-
face. Rheumatism is caused by urea, uric acid and other irri-
tant poisons in the blood, which are carried throngh the
circulation to every part of the body and deposited in the

ease by prod

muscles, joints and nerves.

through the muscles and joi

strongest constitution cannot

| its powers for evil; not a fibre of the body is beyond

| the reach of the dangerous acids and poisons circu-
' lating in the blood; the valves of the heart are

often affected, resulting in palpitation or something
Rheumatism does not always

- far more serious.
| come on suddenly; its growth i

i tle pains begin tugging at the muscles or wandering
| from joint to joint as winter approaches, or the

weather is unséttled and changeable, but they in-
| crease with each recurring attack, and nothing is
more certain than that this insidious disease will at
' last get you completely in its power and almost

| before you realize it joints are

|
|

1§

No remedy brings such
which attacks the disease in t

' with safety b
long-time -

-‘|‘.
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years ago
knees and
could not
for severa
applying i

s often gradual. Lit-

entirely w
swollen and locked,

muscles contracted and stiff, and you are a chronic sufferer from Rhenmatism.
never conquer this deep-seated disease with external remedies that give only partial or tem-
relief, nor by flooding the system with Alkali and Potash mixtures, which break

n the digestion, while the disease is left to pursue its destructive work.
gmmpt and lasting relief in r

e blood, neutralizes the acids

lodged and drenched out
joints, the patient is happ
discomforts and misery of

S.S.S. being a purely

the old, middle aged and young. Itwill cure you, no matter whether
s crer&:r only beginningmto feel occasional twin
ut your case and our physicians will advise you without charge. We will mail free our
lwcilly book on Rheumatism, THE SWIFT
’ 5 A ’

When the system is in this condition, exposure to night
air, cold winds or damp, chilly weather, seem to arouse the
sluggish blood and the most terrific pains begin to shoot

writhe and twist, and so intense is the suffering that the
racking tortures of acute Rhenmatism, and many times its

victims are left hopeless, helpless cripples, with crooked
limbs and shattered nerves. There is no limit to

Gontlemen:
has cured me of Rheumatism.

cizn's directions, but derived no beneiit.
was told of S. 8. S. and tried it.
diately got relief, and in six months was

making organs. It removes from the system all poisonous
substances, purifies and enriches the thin acid blood, and
‘when the Uric Acid salts and the gritty particles are dis-

ges of Rheumatism. Write us

SPEOIFIO OOMPARY, Atianta,

AWAY

for Rheumatism is not a skin

nts and they swell and inflame,

long hold out against the nerve-

Louisyille, Ky., March 27, '02.

| am glad to =ay that S. S. 8.
About two
| sufiered from Rheumatism in my
fest, my ankles swelling so that |
put on my shoes. This centinued
! months, during which time | was
iniments and going by my physi-
I
I imme-

ell.—D. J. Duane, 2108 Fioyd St.

You can

heumatic troubles as S. S. S.
and stimulates all the bioo(i

_of the aching muscles and
ily relieved for all time of the
Rheumatism.

vegetable remedy can be taken

you are a

S - E; . .l" '“




