
M'LOmHUN AND; OLD OREGON
' "Dr. McLougHin at Home;" FronrMrsi va 'Emery "Dye's C&ronicle.

was at the door stitching as
ELOISE little Cecelia on a cricket at

was untangling the many-color- ed

skeins of silk;
Tn th rinrtnr's room they were discuss

ing the Kusslan question. Now and then?

she could dlstwguisn a pm.

coast" "ten leagues;" ."a lease. ten

thousand otter .sklns." - Somehow, laalf-flnmi- u-

nutUnsr two and two together.
Eloise understood that theompany had
leased the Buslsan strip over which they;

ago. fane Knew maifought five years
had to manscores of new Canadians come

the new posts on the Kusslan strip. ,
"Now, daughter,, you anpjae-shal- l take
our bridal trip." Dr. Mclaughlin came

out on the .veranda and laid his hand on

the thick, glossy braids p Eloiae,; .

"Where"? To Canada??, asked Eloise, .

Kith a quick glance toward her husband,
who, pulling at the grape vines, seemed
absorbed in thought .

""Worse yet, to rainy Stikine," said Bae,
lopklng away from his wife.

"Tut, tut, tut, my son. Don't .quarrel
irith your promotion," said Dr. McLough-ii- n.

"The most dangeious post in the ser-

vice is the-- most important Just now
4"t am satisfied," explained Bae, "but

Elolse-- I iat to expose bit." It was the
old fear d whiter' wpman in. an Indian
country. .

"William,- -' said Eloise, rising like a
queen, "do" you not thlnlc I shall "be safe
If-- you are there? Do not hesitate if my
father thinks it best Perhaps you can do
more than any other toward reducing that
district to- - order. They send only the most
trusted men to posts like that"

"Spdken liko McLoughlin's daughter,
eaid Douglas, coming through the door.
"These Hudson's Bay glrl3 inherit heroic
blood." The words were both a compl-
iment to Elolso and a tribute to his own
brave wife, who at that moment ap-

proached from the other end of the long
veranda.

Bo during that Winter preparations
nvere made for the trip in the early Spring.
Arrangements for the lease were yet to
be perfected, so an opportunity offered for
Hae and Eloise to accompany Douglas
to Sitka before settling to the dangers of
dreary Stikine. Bae carefully completed
his accounts to .hand over to pugald lie--;
Tavish, his successor in the head clerk-
ship. Douglas looked after sundries for
the new forts. Mrs. Douglas assisted
Elois6 In overhauling her boxes of Iondon
dresses preparatory to meeting the BUs-sla- n

grandees at Sitka Castle.
How did they dress 'when ElolSfe was

young? Vandyck puffs .and wing T)retclles,
everything Just as it Is now, was In fash-Io- n

GO years ago. Noah's ark, a massive
cedar chest bound with copper and lined
with zinc, was hauled out of a capacious
closet of the Governor's residence. Noah's
ark came from over the sea, packed full
of carefully folded and perfumed dresses
of made-u- p silk from the hands of London
dressmakers. Everything lovely was In
that old cedar chest "silken hose and
satin shoon," Indian shawls and Canton
crepes, brocades and French embroidery,
old-tim- e ruffs and stomachers and caps,
velvet cloaks and Parisian bonnets, odds
and ends of chemisettes and under-sleeve- s,

silken-fringe- d brctelles, and even the tie
of her father's old peruke that he used
to wear In the dance at Montreal. Ten or
twelve breadths were In the skirts of
those dresses: neat-fittin- g bodices ran
down .to, a point: all sorts of bell sleeves,
flared like the cups of convolvull. If there
was anything the fur magnates were
proud of It was their daughters, ana they
had the money wherewith to grai?.",""-ha- t

All Winter the axe of the Iroquois chop
per rang in the woods: all winter th Jlt- -
tie sawmill hummed.. Boderick Flnlayson
had been put la charge of, the now grist-
mill. At the end of the week. Saturday'

1 night he walked homo to the fort five
miles. In the heavy winter ram. was
late. The gate was locked. The new clerk
beat on the wall. Bruce looked out

"Ye're brakln' the rooles this
time o' nicht" said the crusty old gate-
keeper, letting him In. Tho quick ear of
Dr. Mclioughltn caught the sound. Fln-
layson was summoned.

"Why are yqu out contrary to regula-
tions? Are you not aware that clerks'
must be Inside the fort at 0 o'clock? I
am afraid we shall have to discipline you
young gentlemen from the East"

Flnlayson explained, some accident at
the mill. "And." he added, "after my
work was done I had to walk Ave miles,
sir."

"Yes, yes, I know all about that" said
the doctor. Flnlayson was only 18. When
Dr. McLoughlin saw the boy. cold, wet
and hungry, whoso only crime was zeal in
doing his duty, he spoke kindly, and, turn-
ing to Douglas, said: ""Eou had better let
him have a horse, James." 'Flnlayson
bowed his thanks and walked away. "'A
horse," cried Dr. McLoughlin after him.,
"a. horse; but mind ye. no saddle; ye must
furnish your own saddle."

Monday morning Flnlayson selected a
spirited horse and bought a good saddle
with Mexican spurs and gay trappings.
Saturday night came again. The dashing
cavalier, seeing the gate open, reined his
prancing steed within the palisade! "Who
the devil Is that daring to break the rules
of tho establishment by coming into the
square In. that fashion?" roared Dr. Mc-
laughlin, leveling his spectacles.

"Boderick Flnlayson, at ,your honors
service," answered the gay young, clerk,
reining up before tho Governor.

"Dismount sir!" cried the Governor in
a tone of thunder, "Do you suppose the
court Is a parade ground? Do you suppose
we want half--broken colts In the presence
of these women and children? This Is a
private square, sir, and not a public horse-yar- d.

Baptlste, take the horse. Young
man, you may walk hereafter." So poor
Flnlayson had to' wade through the mud
the rest of the Winter.

Discipline was strict at Fort Vancouver.
In the seml-mllita- life idleness was 'un-
known. For weeks the Canadian voya-
geurs. laid up for the Winter, thwacked
with the flails in the barns, threshing out
the harvest of Canadian peas. All Win-
ter the plows followed the furrows. "Mind
ye make them straight," said the doctor.
The stralghtest furrows ever drawn at
Fort Vancouver were by tho unerring eye
of the Iroquois, perfect as a surveyor's
line. Spades dug In the dltches.v When
nothing else offered, decayed pickets in
tho palisade were pulled out and replaced
with fresh ones from the forest

XTV.
At Old Champoeg.

1S39.

Vif INTER rains followed the departure
W of the brigade to California the still.

steady rain of Oregon, that falls straight
down. The grass revives, buds swell.
moss runs rampant One morning Dr.
McLoughlin watched, the sun swinging his
chariot of light abova..Mqunt Hood. " 'Tis
like the suns of, Napoleon, propitious,". ho
said. "Charlefoux!"

"Oul. out eirc." answered the guide.
"Let us get to Champoeg before the next

xain.
"Oul, oul. sire."
Sometimes in Summer Dr. McLoughlin

took Madame to visit Champoeg and the
mission. His. fleet of canoes brought beds,
bedding, tea, coffee, sugar, bread, cakes
and wine, a numerous suite, and a cook.
He camped beside the mission, and took
a lively Interest in its work. "The doc-
tor's urbanity, intelligence and excellence
of character made his visits very agree--
asie," say tho old chronicles.

Today he sped with only his Iroquois.
At the falls of the Willamette, where the
blue sea tide came up to the foaming' cat
aract he made a portage. Dr. McLough-li- n

had a. houun there, two of theni, hom-
ing thfr claim to the site of a future city
that he dreamed of. Forty miles from
the Columbia the shrill "Bpuli, . roulantma boule roulant" rang' over French
Prairie.. " ,

Wherever the Frenchman's heel- - has
aanced, from polar snows 'to San"Dlegt

the Frenchman's oar" has cut reach,. lake
and stream to this favorite song' .of thai
forest;

Konll, roulant xna.boale roulant
Ea roulant ma "boule roulant

En roulant nu boule.

The deep, rich, orotund 'troll, rolling!'
from the chests of the tanpemen rang an
endless round that 60, years --ago made
Oregon waters vocaL The moon, had risen
over the tree tops. The'deep, swift river
slid like a dream between her umbrageous
banks. The gentle dip of the oars broke
tho water into a mllHon" diamonds, trail-
ing behind In a wake of silver. As they
n eared the landing at Champoeg, the song
was answered from the shore even the.
tiniest child could sing "Boull4 roulant"
The voyageurs gave a last repeat to the.

chorus as they leaped into"
the water and dragged theCboats, h'pon the
shore. Many a night int the marshy mus-
kegs of the North had they presented .their
shoulders to carry Dr." McLoughlin dry-sh-

to shore. - "
While Charlefoux patched the tents Dr.

McLoughlin strode rapidly up the bank
toward the mossy-roofe- d houses of old
Champoeg. The barns "loomed duskily.
From every parchment window there came
a glow of firelight sparkles danced over
the chimney tops like fireflies In the dark.
There was a smell of southern-woo- d, and
sweet marjoram as the Governor climbed
the stiles and crossed the
gardens. The long-horne-d' Spanish cattle
were lowing around the well sweeps in
the neighboring corrals.

"Feliclte," the doctor called.-- He had
halted In the mossy porch of a double

Etlenne Lucleis charming daughter

sprang out with a glad.Jaugh. The
Governor kissed her on the cheek. "That's
a good girl. rell your mother to bring on
the gingerbread," he said, as she led him
Into an Immense room with & huge fire-
place occupying the entire opposite end.

It was a sight for gods and red men
when the pompous Governor, six feet
three in his moccasins, entered the

room and threw off his ample
blue cloth cloak on a leathern chair be-
fore the fire. His obsequious vassals, the
father and sons, bowed down to the chair--
tops, quite overcome by the honor of his
visit The children, curtsied from their
corners. If King George hlmselfhad en-

tered, the good dame could not have felt
more flattered. A horde of .slaves were
summoned. The heavy .fir table was load-

ed with fruits of the hoe and the hunt,
hams of venison and wheaten cakes. Qt
nothing were the Canadians more proud
than of their wives' skill In breadmaklng.
Under the tuition of the Methodist mis-
sion, the women of . Champoeg vied with
one another in this useful art Nearly
every time the bateaux went down to
Fort Vancouver some Canadian carried
to Dr. McLoughlin a sample of his wife's
baking, neatly browned, and rolled in a
towel. And to every one the encouraging
Governor said: "Bless me! Bless me! The
best bread this side of London" a com-

pliment the proud housewife stored ever
after In her heart.

" 'Ea eat no more tan te sparrow,"
urged the host pressing upon the distln-- ,
guished guest the madamc's choicest dried
huckleberries. vThe slaves In their buck-
skin dresses peeped and peered until their
dusky mistress "shooed" them back into
the shadow.

Beverence falls to express the depth of
feeling these Champoeg settlers enter-
tained for the lndulgnt Hudson's Bay
Govrnor. He, together with the gentlemen
at the fort" constituted the nobless of tho
forest. Unking the red men with the Lon-

don nobles. No less was it a bond of kin-

ship that Dr. McLoughlin .was a Canadian
and spoke provincial' French. Almost fab-

ulous tales were told of his power, his
wealth, his benevolence. Some to this
day regard him a saint not yet' canonized
on the books of the clergy. This was
partly Dr. McLougblln's' natural-- jhllan-thron- v.

nartlv his habit of reading pray
ers to his people and lecturing on. their
morals.

"Eh? becosh! Eef mon ave more nor
one wife de hoi dogtor will ang eem,"
whispered the voyageurs.

McLouchlln donned ms Drignt cmnra
dresslng-gow- His feet were on the fen
der. His clean-c- ut race looKea aimosi
classic in the firelight as he watched tne
hurrying slaves clearing out the' room for
a dance. Indian slavery was no exotic In
Oregon: it had grown intoeChatnpoeg witn
its Indian wives and aboriginal traditions.
Back of every manso their cabins strag-
gled like ouarters of the blacks in Geor- -
fria. Everv Autumn still the Klamaths
came over the Calapoolas, bringing their
captives to trade for ponies and tnree
iviint hlankets. Five blankets would pur
oVm!( n. bov. 15 a clrl. Beads, blankets
and guns would buy a wife; some captive
princess from Boguo Hlver or the Shasta
land. Even as they jostled one another
In futile haste to move tables and set
tees, up the black path through the .onion
bed came the of Andee's

miPftkinsr fiddle. Never a voyageaur was
there who could not make his own fiddle
on riraw from it too. the good old tunes
his father brought from France when the
fleur-de-l- is flew over Quebec in snort
order, neighbors of every complexion were
treading the night away In honor of .the- -

guest The fire burned low and tne moon
wns Tiale when the Governor was escorted
back to his camp. The dark boats tied to
the shore rocked Idly on the. glassy Wil-

lamette.
Tho boll In Its frame on Father Blan

.hot's now chanel rantr In the Sabbath. In
pverv direction the habitants were wend
ing their moccasined steps to the house
of worship. Last night's dancers brought
their numerous children paciiea tnree ana
fnnr in a hunch on horseback. Graceful
young halfbreeds on their Cayuse ponies

lonlnir In with a long and easy
swing. Some sweethearts sat in pairs
upon the sturdy little steeds. Everywhere
tho gayest garbs brightened the pictur-
esque prairie.

White-heade- d Dr. McLoughlin, -- in his
blue-clot- h cloak adorned with double rows
of sllver-gl- lt buttons, stood ton the steps
With a hearty handshake for each father
and son and a cordial kiss for each wife
and daughter. No wonder he stole their
hearts away, this gallant Governor of
nnriv Orecon! Among those weather
vAntPn faces were some of the first white
men that ever crossed the continent; faith-
ful Canadians, who In 1792 paddled and
rniprf that homespun old baronet. Sir Al
exander Mackenzie, from Montreal to the
Fraser; men who came with Lewis and

and Astor's trappers, who had
drifted into the old Northwest before the
War of 1S12. In the fur service they had
grown gray. Now with their native wives
and halfbreed children they had come to
a halt 1a the Incomparable valley whose
yiltfn1 ar.resv Invited Tepose.

Thev seated themselves quietly on the
wf.fc ionhfR. the men on one side, the
women on the other; devoutly kneeling
and crossing themselves . as Father
Blanchet went through the Catholic
service. There was a Tattling of beads

a toil - stiffened fingers counted the
rosary. Weather-cracke- d voices joined
In the canticles learned long ago on tne
banks of the St Lawrence.

Liberal as he was In religious matters,
Dr. McLoughlin felt a peculiar home
feolinc in that rude little church with

J Its tawdry pictures of the saints and its
candles beiore the virgin. it camea
him back tb his native hamlet at Bivlere
du Loup among the maples of Canada.
These old servants were Indeed his
brethren. He loved them as he loved
the memory of his mother and the pic
tures of childhood. After mass the chil
dren lingered for a word of recognition.
the old men loitered to. consult about
private affairs and recount losses and
trials to the patriarchal Governprr who
took a personal interest In every, one of
them. Whatever he told them to do,
that they did. Obedience is one of th
first virtues of the French Canadians,
learned long ago at the foot of Mother
Church. It they were Industrious he
praised them. . and let them have what
ever they needed from the stores at Fort
Vancouver. , If they were Bhifuesa and
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wasted the harvest season In horse-- j
racing and Idle games, er came down'
with denunciation and .frightened, them
back into rectitude... Hearts .stool still
like. a. whipped school hoy's when they
heard Dr. McLoutchlln's loud. voice bld--
dingr them, 'Go, to work! Go, to w6rk!
bo to work!' There were no written
laws; the Governor settled their 'disputes- -

arbitrarily. Whatever-h- e said, that was
law in the Valley- - Willamette. ;

"They were a. careless, .thoughtless,:
happy people, hese Canadian, farmers of
old Champoeg, quiet simple-hearte- d, free
from fear and envy, . temperate for the
Governor allowed no ale in the valley
honest, for here was nothing: to steal.
Freo from cares of "church and state, no
political Issue them,-- nt church
schism. There, were 'few bdok3 and less
English. TheU" great galas were wed-
dings! A wedding lasted4, week at old
Chdinpoeg. Everybody., far and near
came and danced, danced "tll they wore
out their moccasins,- - then pulled themoff
and .danced --In their stockings.

'.'Don't 'e recollect I danced at y6ur
wedding," was the open sesame to al-

most any favor. Long. .Winter evenings
were spent around '"the", ample Hearths,
while the rain went drip, drip dutsido.
recounting over and over their boyhood
days In Montreal, dog-8led tours to
Athabasca, and canbe-brigad- on the
Saskatchewan. Covering the fife, for
coals were precious and not to be lost
theyf retired to sleep without locks on
their doors or ambition in their hearts.

In a solitary cabin across the river from
Champoeg there, dwelt a lonely Tennes-seea- n.

He had come from California with
a herd of Spanish horses only .to find
French, Prairie Mazoned wlthr-hl- s name: ,

"BEWABB OF EWING YOUNG' THE
BANDIT."-- In

.wrath he tore the placards down
"Who dares," he cried, "who dares insult
an honest man!"

The timid Canadians avoided the tainted
stranger. Their doors were shut In
need of clothing, he sent a pack of
beaver down to Fort Vancouver. Dr.
McLouJjhlln declined the beaver, but sent
a gift of food and clothes to the supposed
bandit In a towering rage Ewlng Toung
hired Jndlans apd.,a, canoe and journeyed
to Fort Vancouver.

"Before you arrived, sire," exclaimed
Dr. McLoughlin in the hot explosive In
terview, "before you arrived I had warn
ings of you. Our schooner 'Cadboro'
returning from Monterey brought word
from the Governor of California that
Ewlng Toung, journeying to this coun
try, was chief of a gang of banditti
horse-thieve- s, sir; that is the word he
used. As head of a great company trad
ing to California, what can I do in face
or such a charge and irom such
source?"

'Do?" cried Young, white with rage,
"why, give a fellow-ma- n a chance. De
mand the proof. I myself will probe
this thing to the bottom. If I have to go
to Monterey to do It"

In view ' of this Indignation and this
stout denial. Dr. McLoughlin himself be-
gan to be half convinced of Ewing
Young's innocence. Letters of inquiry
in time brought back a retraction of the
charge. "Not Ewlng Young himself, but
some of his followers,' the Spanish Gov
ernor explained.

Nevertheless the outraged Tennesseean
could not forget the Insult At his ranch
In the valley he continued to nurse his
wrath and his herds of horses. Hate,
hate, hate of the Hudson's Bay Com
pany and distrust of its' every move be- -.

came the keynote of the life of Ewlng
Young. He talked it to .every American
that entered the valley; with Jason Lee
he wafted a breath of it to Boston and
to Congress.

Christmas, at Fort Vancouver.
. . 4839.

ffcECEMBEB arrived. Basil's Christ
zJ mas fires kept up ihcessant roaring,
Tho rafters of the provision house
creaked under the weight of birds picked
smooth and white. - The high-back-

settees took on a knowing air as Dr. Mc-

Loughlin walked through the kitchen.
The tin and copperware jvJnked on tho
wall. Even the kitchen had Christmas
greens.

Burxls set all his Kanakas in a whirl
Some turned tho plovers on the spit
Some set the quails on the gridiron. Bur-rl- s

kept an eye on the sun-dla- l, and
every now and then took a sly nip of ale
behind the buttery door. With a thump
of the rolllng-pl- n he announced th
Christmas dinner. Fat goose, cranes,
swans, so fat they swam In grease, plum-du- ff

crowned with holly, ducks, showing
the rich red after the knife, and baked
quails, white to the bone these the Ore-- ,
gon epicures ate for Christmas dlnnei
in 1S39.

Tho'tables were removed, and the Gov-
ernor ih flowing peruke and ruffled waist-
coat led the dance with Madame. The
hall blazed in greenery. The tall central
posts were wound with the holly-leav-

Oregon grape, the Christmas candles
were wreathed In ivy. A Yule-lo- g of fir
beaded with globules of resin snapped
and sparkled. Scotch clerks and English
kissed the pretty girls beneath the mistle-
toe, plucking each time a pale gray
berry from the bough.

And who were the pretty girls? Eloise,
of course, and Catharine the Canadian
Lily. Six weeks Ermatinger duly courted
her; and then they were married. From
the mduth of the Columbia came the
handsome Blrnle girls, whose father,
James Blrrile, a genial, jolly Aberdeen
Scotchman, kept the only hostelry from
Vancouver to the sea and from Sitka to
San Francisco. Old Astoria renamed "Fort
George, had been abandoned; but after
the Clatsop trouble Dr. McLoughlin had
sent Blrnle. there ,to keep a'toolcdut for
passing ships. Here he cultivated a little
garden, did a little Indian trading In
salted salmon and sea-ott- skins,, kept a
weather .eye out on the bar over which at
long Intervals a ship came into the river.
Astor's old post was burned; only the
sacrificed and blackened chimney stood
among, the ruins that were overrun with
brier and honeysuckle.. The latchstring
of Birnies log, bouse on the hillside was
out to the trapper, the trader, the Indian,
and- the sailor. More than one old mis
sionary has paid tribute to the housekeep-
ing virtues of his pretty wife, .the daugh-
ter of a Hudson's Bay trader In the north.
country. .Her blazing hearth, clean
scrubbed fir floor, and neat pine table of
snowy whiteness, offered cheer and com
fort to all the early wanderers who came
"the plains across or the Horn around.
Sole Saxon of the forest Blrnle's flag-wa- s
the first to welcome the Incoming ship.
and last to wave a farewell from the
shore.

Chief Factor Pambrun, the tlnas tyee
(little chief) that held In check the up
per tribes',-sen- t down his fair Maria, the
pride of Walla Walla. Pambrun himself
was a blond with light thin curls. This'
In his child developed into peach-bloo-

red and white, blue eyes, and the mid
night hair of her mother rolling in her
father's curls. Very well Miss Maria re
mexnbered the urbanity of that accom
pllshed Captain Bonneville who camg rid.
ing so gayiy over the mountains and then

rode back again. With his feet under
Astor's table In New York City, he told
Irving a pretty tale of "Pambrim's at-
tractive wife and her singularly beautiful
children."

The chief factor's daughter had seldom
passed "beyond the stockade of Walla
Walla except to the neighboring mission.
where she became-th- e favorite pupil of
Mrs. Whitman. The good Chief Facior
Pambrun himself was a great friend to
Dr. "Whitman more than once lie called
the Indians to task for s6nie act" of dis
courtesy to the devqted missionary.. There
was a young- American at. whitman's,
Cornelius Bogers, an enthusiastic mis
sionary, andlthe .finest Indian linguist in
the upper, country, madiy-losfjil- a

'heart to the curly-haire- d daughter of ,the
chief factor. Marls was a beautiful

singer. Bogers taught her music Her
visits io.the mission became, events In
&l3llfe she seemed a. child of Joy and
beauty. The pensive, studious young
missionary watched her from afar as she
rode with her father af ter the
like Christine, of Colvtle, like "Eloise of

This feudal life of the Hudson's Bay
Company reproduced In the western wilds
the feudal age of Europe. The chief of
nearly every' post, had a.'heautlful daugh
ter who sac behind her' casement window.
harp in "hand,-an- d san? Ihff spngs at
France.' chief factors look
prlde-i- n thTeduca'S and .companionship;

ir cnuaren. tne nearest uass lu cup
Saxon ,wdtld-'frb- tfhlch they came.- The
sons were sent abroad to1 be educated; to'

m are Influential chief" factors
In the North today. The jgirls Were-sen- t

to Bed Elver or Montreal. Even Maria
.had once started for Montreal. It was
during one of her father's long absences
that; the fur traders were sometimes
obliged to make. An uncle sent for the
llttla glrl to come to Montreal for lier ed to
ucatlon. JFor her child's.. gqocUMrs. Panx-bru-n

consigned her weeping little daugh
ter to the- - care of the eastbound .brigade. aSomewhere in the north .country, on Balny
Lake, Lake ot the Woods, or contiguous
waters, the little drl lay sleeping in the
bottom of the canoe. Suddenly .sle heard
a n voice, her fathers voice.
crying his orders. . Up popped the curly
head. 'The westbound brigade, was flying
past them toward' the sunset "Papa," or

Why, .Maria, is that, you?" exclaimed; A
the astonished chief factor. "Where in
tbe'wpfcld are you going?"

They ire sending me tq school at Mon
treat"

'I guess not Come," said the chief
fflj.trTr. hnldlntr nut "hit! arms. With one
leap the lovely child cleared the interven
ing" space and nestled her head on her
father's bosom, with a little cry of joy.
Froraf that hour they had never:been sep-
arated. ' -

Poesy and sonjr found Its way Into, those
oid forts; it was nq rare thing to .find a
chief factor's daughter far better' In-

structed than .many an Enid ir Elaine
of Tennysonlan song. The clerks went
wild over these beautiful girls, so fair In
contrast with their dusky surroundings.
Cornelius Bogers, the missionary, went tb
the chief factor.?

"Marry her? Marry my daughter?'
ejaculated the chtef--' factor. "With all
my heart young man. With all my heart
I shall be proud to .call you my sOn-l-

law."
But Maria's" blue eves" flashed. "Father,

I do not care to marry, and when I do I
prefer a Hudson's Bay man."

"Do not- - urge your suit now time will
do wonders," said the chief factor to'tho- -

lmpatlent American. But that Bogers- -

should marry his daughter became the
chief wish of the factor's life. He dis
cussed it with Dr. Whitman, he consulted
Dr. McLoughlin: he made a will be
queathing a thousand pounds sterling to
Cornelius .Bogers--

Every autumn of her life Maria Pam
bran had walked the ramparts of Fort
Walla Walla, watching for the Montreal
express. Somehow, In her romantic little
heart, she believed that, a knight would
come out of that north from some castle
hpRlde a. distant sea. and then then-
Day after day she sat there and dreamed;
beading the moccasins In her lap. Along
the northern wall rolled the wild Colum-
bia, sucking in the lesser Walla Walla in
Its mighty sweep to the sea. Eastward,
the Blue Mountains purpled In the sun.
The' bunchgrass prairies were covered
with horses. Close around the fort lay
the ever drifting, shifting, changing
sands of the peninsula, darkening the
sky In summer and' sweeping In. gales at
night And now. with such dreams ln
her head, she had come down to Christ
mas at Fort Vancouver.

At this Christmas, festivity, Douglas and
his wife Nella, Bae and Eloise. Maria and
the clerks, and the- - Blrnle girls and Vic
tolre, the daughter $if La Bonte from the j

valley, all whirled in the dance together.
Dr. Barclay lifted his eyes to the unex
Dected beauty of Maria Pambrun "in her
klrtle green and a rosebud in her hair."
She danced with David McLougnlln. Da
vid's long black locks had a careless
grace; he had his father's fine, straight
nose, and his mother's squareset mouth;
there was a ring on his finger and
sword at his belt Dr. Barclay's eyes fol
lowed the pair with a strange surprise,
and David cared for no one yet.

'Ah. I beg your pardon." It was un
usual for David to do an awkward thing.
but he trod on Bruce's toes, and Bruce
.had corns. Snuff-bo- x In hand, the old
Scotch warder " reposed from the care of
the flags, the guns, the garden, and the
gate, sleepily watching the weaving
dancers and thinklngr-- of Waterloo, per
hans. Burrls. portly and rubicund, re
splendent In a huge roll of colored neck
erchlef and horn spectacles astride his
nose, slipped out again to take a nip of
ale behind the buttery dootv

To be the Governor's guest at Christ
mas was nd light honor. MonlqUe and
Charlefoux were there In their gayest
dress, fine green cloth coats and silver
buttons, crimson caps and golden tassels,
cutting plrouttes and pigeon wings,
stamping In the noisy rlgadoon, and" heel
ing It and toeing It on air. Tom McKay
alone made no change In dress. With the
free, frank manners of the- - Sco.t and the
crrace and affability of the Frenchman,
he came In his hunting outfit Scorning
the effeminate foppery of the Canadians,
he wore his usual leathern belt from
which depended the powder-flas- k, the
bullet-pouc- h, and the long scabbard that
concealed the sword-lik- e nunting-Knii- e.

Tall. dark, powerful, Tom McKay ac
knowledged no master save McLoughlin
No other man could do what McKay did
at Fort Vancouver or on the trail. His
name was a terror In the mountains. The
Indians believed this Hudson's Bay cousin
of theirs bore a charmed life; the whites
knew him to be an unerring shot. But
with all his fierceness Tom McKay had j

the eantle heart of a. woman
Past midnight the dance, half Highland

with a dash of Indian, ceased, and the
dancers disappeared. Old Burris returned
In his peaked nightcap and carefully bore
away the last brand of the Yule log to
licht the next year's Christmas fire. And
he tooka nip of ale behind the buttery- -

door.
From Christmas to New Year's, feudal

hospitality reigned at Fort Vancouver.
The servants' rations were doubled, and
thev danced more madly. On New Tear s
every employe put on his be3t

the fllrfit of steps to the gov
ernor's door. Madame and her daughter
stood at the heaped and laden tables.
and With gracious air dispensed English
candles, cakes, and coffee to tne uover
nor's jruests.

Far away in the dim recesses of the Ore
gon woods an altar was reared that
Christmas night Before a green bower
lit with candles and hung with garlands
stood the Jesuit Father, De Smet among
tho Flatheads. A hundred lodge. fires
burned, "a thousand red men slept At

night mass, the mystery, the swinging
censers, the" decorated altar, the solemn
ceremonial awed the ravage nearx. in
dlan voices cha"nted the Kyrie EletSon and
the Te Deum, Indian fingers signed the
cross and took" the beads. The baptismal
rite, was raad with the rising sun. The
neoDhytes knelt with fluttering hearts.
"Receive this white garment," said the
smooth-shave- n ' orfest "Receive this
burping taper." 'The red hand received
,lt from., thfe white, robed, ih a flowing
sleeveOfieby'one the untutored red ;

menT fetired, nroudot the white vestment
and deeDlv ImnresseQ. witn me .oiacs
Gown's method of making medicine

So ended the""Oregon Christmas of 1&33.

Up. ta Her Now.
Mrs- - Pneer So sorry you, must go! By

the way,, when you coming to taKe
dinners with'-us- ? v' "Miss de. Mulr I'll come any day you'll
ask meiChlcago --Tribune,

The port of .New Chwasff, at the xaouth.. of
th ZAfto XlTer, itfitlie great-er- t bean market
la the world..

THE AMERICAN GIRL'S
: BY JEROME K. JEROME

OW DOES she do It?" That Is

"H what the European girl wants to
know.. Tho American girl! She

comes over here and, as a British matron,
reduced to slang; by force" of-- indignation.

a' a "trnriVt tVllnV tha
tV,' ZZTZ, 1

dle Ulessed show elongl her- The
European, girl la by her rela
tives;' she has to .account for her father;

explain away: if possible, her grand
father. The American girl sweeps tnem
aside: "Don't you worry about them,"
sha says to the Lord Chamberlain. 'It's
awfully good of you, but don't you fuss
yourself. I'm looking after my. old people:
That's my department What I want you

do IS just to listen to what I am saying
and then hustle around. I can. fill up your
ttmeJ alright myself." Her father may be

soapboiler, her grandmother may have
gone out charing, '""That's alright," she
says to her Ambassador, "they're not
coming. You just take my. card and tell
the King that when he's got a few min
utes to. spare I'll be pleased to see him."
And the .extraordinary thing is that a day

two afterwards the invitation arrives.
modern writer has said that "I'm Muri--

ken" Is the clvls romanus sum of the
Present-da- y woman's world. The late
King of .Saxony did, I believe, on one oc
casion, make a feeble protest at being-
asked to receive the daughter of a retail
bootmaker. The young lady, nonplussed
for the-- moment, telegraphed to her father

"I am sure he must bavo seen us."

in Detroit The answer came back next
morning: "Can't call it selling; practical
ly giving them away; see advertisement"
The lady was presented as the daughter
Of an eminent philanthropist It is due to
her to admit that, taking her as a class,
the American girl Is a distinct gain to
European society. Her influence Is against
convention and In favor of simplicity. One
of her greatestcharms in the eyes of the
European man is that she listens to him.
I cannot say whether it does her any
good. Maybe she does not remember It
all. But while you are talking she does
glvo you her attention. The English wo
man does not always, ane greets you
pleasantly enough. "I've so often wanted
to meet you"; she says, "must you really
go?" It strikes you as sudden; you had
no Intention of going for hours. But thf
hint Is too plain to be Ignored. You. are
preparing to agree that you really must
when looking round, jmu gather the last I

remark was not addressed to you but to
another gentleman who Is shaking hands
with her. "Now. perhap3 we shall be able
to talk for five mlnute3," she says, I ve
bo often wanted to say that I shall never
forgive you. You have been simply hor
rid." Again you are confused, nntll jbu
jump to the conclusion that the latter por
tion of the speech Is probably Intended for
quite another party with whom at the mo
ment, her back towards you, she is en
gaged in a whispered conversation. When
he is gone she turns agalp towards you.
But the varied expressions that pas3
across her face while you are "discussing
with her the morality of the fiscal policy
bewlldi r you. When, explaining your own
dlfflcul:y In arriving at a conclusion, you
remark that Great Britain Is an Island,
she roguishly shakes her head. It is not
that she has forgotten her geography, it
is that she Is conducting a conversation
by signs with a lady at the other end of
the room. When you observe that the
working classes must be fed. she smiles
archly while' murmuring, ' on, do you
really think so?" You aro about to say
someting strong on the subject of dump
ing. Apparently she has disappeared. You
find that she 13 reaching round behind
vou to taD a new arrival with her fan.
Now the American girl looks at you and
just listens to 'you with her eyes fixed on
you all the time. You gather that as far
as she is concerned, the rest of the com
pany are passing shadows. She wants
to hear what you have to say about the
fiscal question; her trouble Is lest she
may miss a word of It It may not be so
good for one; from a talk with the Ameri
can girl one comes away with the con
viction that one Is a brilliant conversa-
tionalist who can hold a charming woman
spellbound. But while it lasts, the sensa
tion Is a pleasant one.

Even tho American girl cannot, on all
occasions, sweep from her path the cob
webs of Old World etiquette. Two Ameri
can ladles told me a sad tale of things
that had happened to them not long ago
in Dresden. An officer of rank and stand
Ing Invited them to breakfast with him
on the ice. Dames and nobles of the
plus haut ton would bo there. It is
social function that occurs every Sunday
morning In Dresden during the skating
season. The great lake in the Grosser Gar.
ten Is covered with all sorts and condl
tions of people. Prince and commoner
circle and reclrcle round one another. But
they do not mix. The girls were pleased.
They secured the services of an elderly
lady, the widow of an analytical chemist;
unfortunately she could not skate. They
wrapped her up and put her In a sledge.
While they were In the garde robe put
ting on their skates a German gentleman
came up and bowed to them. He was
nice young man of prepossessing appear
ance and amiable manners. They could
not recall to mind his name but remem
bered having met him somewhere and
on more than one occasion. The American
girl is always sociable; they bowed and
smiled and said it was a fine day. He
replied witn" volubility and helped hem
down on the Ice. He was really most at-
tentive. They saw their friend, the officer
of noble family, and with the assistance
of the German gentleman skated towards
him.. He glided past them. They thought
maybe he did 'not know enough to stop,
so they turned and skated after him.
They chased him three times round the
pond and thenrfeellng tired, eased up and
took counsel together. ; "Tra sure he must
have seen us," said the younger glrL
""What does he mean by It?" "Well,. I
have not come down. here to play for
feits," said the other, "added to wnlchr bakfast You wait here a
P?in"le' a?d have it put with
him." He" was standing only a dozen
yards away. Alone, though not a good
performer on the Ice, she contrived to
cover half the distance dividing them.
The officer, perceiving her, with a pleas-
ant smile came to her assistance and
greeted her with effusion. "Ohr" said the
lady, who was feeling indignant. "I
thought mayba you had left your glases
it home." 'I atai sorry," , said the off-
icer, "but it 1 impossible." "What's Im-
possible?" demanded, thfe lady. "That "I

can be seen speaking, to yott." declared the
officer,, "while you are. In company with
that that person." "What person?" Sfee

"Ton have met him at Wleeman'a In the
Praserstrassc?

thought maybo he was alluding to the
lady In the sledge. The chaperon was
not showy, but what Is better, she was
good. And anyhow it was the best the
girls had been able to do. So far as they
were concerned they had no use lor a
chaperon. The Idea had been a thought-
ful concession to European prejudice.
"The person in the knickerbockers," ex-

claimed the'ofneer. "Oh, that" exclaimed
the lady, relieved; "he just came up and
made himself agreeable while we were
putting on our skates. We have met him
somewhere; but I can't exactly fix him
for the moment TTou have met him
possibly at WIesman's In the Prager-strass- e;

he Is one of the attendants there,"
said the officer. The American girl is
republican In her ideas but she draws
the lino at hairdressers. In theory it is
absurd; the hairdresser Is a man and a
brother: but we are none of us logical
all the way. It made-- her mad, tho. thought
that she had been seen by all Dresden
society skating with a hairdresser-- "Welt
she said, "I do call that Impudence. Why,
they wouldn't do that even in Chicago."
And she returned to where tho hairdresser
was Illustrating to her friend the Dutch
Boll, determined to explain tt. him, as
nolltely as possible, that although the
free and enlightened Westerner has aboi
lshed social distinctions, he has not yet
abolished them to that extent

Had he been a commonplace German
hairdresser, he would have understood
English, and all might have been easy.
But to the classy German hairdresser
Ensllsh Is not so necessary, and the
American ladles had reached as re
gards their German only the "Improv-
ing" stage. In her excitement she con
fused the subjunctive and the imper
ative and told him that he "might" go.
But he had no wish to go. He assured
them, so they gathered, that his intention
was to devote the morning to their serv
ice. He must have been a stupid man.
but it Is a type occasionally encountered- -
Two pretty women had greeted his ad'
vances with apparent delight They were
Americans, and the American girl was
notoriously unconventional. He knew
himself to be a good-looki- young fel
low. It did not occur to him that In ex
pressing willingness to dispense with his
attendance they could be in earnest. There
was nothing for it, so it seemed to the
girls, but to request the assistance of the
officer, who continued to skate round and
round them at a distance of about ten
yards. So again the elder young lady,
selzine her opportunity, made appeal. "I
cannot," explained the officer, who, hav- -
ing been looking forward- - to a morning
with two of the pre ttiesd- girls in Dres
den, was also feeling mad: iKI dare not
be seen speaKing to a nairoresser. xou
must get rid of him." "But, we can't,'
said the girl. "We do not know enough
German, and he can't or won't understand
us. For goodness sake, come and help
us. we H be spending tne whole morning

OTHERS who are on the lookout forI new ideas will see unusual possi
bilities In the nursery tiling which is now
shown in all the stores. This consists of
blocks of tile about six inches square, on
which are pictures and nursery rhymes.
These are used for the ' playroom, nur-
sery, fireplace, or for the walls of the
children's bathroom.

Tho tiles are arranged in position so
that the story Is told In sequence, and
the words are printed so plainly that even
the children who are just beginning to
read can spell them out All colors are
used for a background, but white and
green are tho favorites.

An artistic fireplace recently seen In a
nursery had white tiling with deift blue
Kate Greenway figures to correspond with
the blue of the walls. Garden rhyme3
about "Mary, Mary, quite contrary," were.
on the tiles.

For the baby's bath there are exquisite
conveniences in the way of 'toilet sets.
which come in miniature. A white one,
for lntance, has robin's egg blue bands
edged with gilt, and forget-me-no- ts sprin
kled all over the surface of the bowl and
pitcher. Even the dainty soap dish, comb
and brush are hand-paint- with "tne
small blue blossoms, which signify remem
brance.

How to keep the baby's bib on without
using pins has always been a problem to
both nurse and mother. A new arrange-
ment called a feeder holder, is prettier
and more useful than It sounds. It la
made of a strip of

sr
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with him ir yod don't" The German
officer said he was desolate. Steps would
be taken later on In tho week the result
of which would probably be to render that
young hairdresser .prematurely bald. But
meanwhile, beyond skating round and
round them, for which they did jiot even
feel they wanted to thank him, the Ger-
man officer could do nothing for them.
They tried being rude to the hairdresser;
he mistook it for American chic They
trld' joining hands and running away
from him, but they were not good skat-
ers, and he thought they were trying to
show him the Cakewalk. They both fell
down and hurt themselves, and it is diffi-

cult to be angry with a man, even a hair-
dresser, when he Is doing his best to pick
you up and comfort you. The chaperon
was worse than useless. She was very
cold. She had been promised her break-
fast but saw no signs of it She could
not speak German, and remembered some
what late in the day that two young ladies
had no business to accept breakfast at
the bands of German officers: and If they
did, at least they might see that they
got It She appeared to be willing to talte
about decadence of modern manners to
almost any extent but the subject of tho
hairdresser and how to get rid of him
onlv bored her.

Their first stroke of luck occurred when
the hairdresser, showing them jtho
"dropped three," fell down and tempora
rily stunned himself. It was not kind
of them, but they were desperate. They
fled for the bank just anyhow, and.
scrambling over the grass, gained tho
restaurant The officer, overtaking them

"Showing them the dropped three."

at the door, led them to the table that
Tmrt hwn r3frvpd for them, then hast
ened back to hunt for the chaperon. The
girls thought their trouble was over. Had
they glanced behind them, their Joy would
have been shorter lived than even was
the case. The hairdresser recovered con-
sciousness in time to see them waddling
over the grass. He thought they were
running to fetch him brandy- - When the
officer returned with the chaperon he
found the hairdresser sitting opposite to
them explaining that he really was not
hurt and suggested that as they were
there, perhaps they would like something
to eat and drink. The girls made one last
frantic appeal to the man of buckram
and pipe clay, but the etiquette of the
Saxon Army was inexorable. It trans-
pired that he might kill the hairdresser,
but nothing else; he must not speak to
him not even to explain to the poor devil
why it was that he was being killed. It
did not seem quite worth It They had
some sandwiches and coffee at the hair-
dresser's expense and went home In a cab;
while the chaperon had breakfast with
the officer of noble family. The Ameri-
can girl has succeeded in freeing Euro-
pean social intercourse from many of its
hidebound conventions. There 13 still
much work for her to do. But I have
faith in her.

JEROME X. JEROME.

white satin ribbon, hand-paint- with forget--

me-nots i and laced through brass
rings at intervals of an inch. This at-
taches to the bib and holds it" taut in the
back.

To offer a china doll to a baby Is a
direct challenge for him to use it to pound
the floor with. te mothers buy
bisque or cloth dolls and dress them in
crocheted jackets, skirts and hats. Tiny
bells sewed on the hat or bonnet, or In
some Invisible place, will delight the baby
whose ear Is ever alert for musical sounds.

Cashmere Instead of cotton sheets are
used In the modern nursery. These are
of softest white wool, and are hem-
stitched. Physicians all agree that It is
much better for the child to have the
lightweight wool next to him instead of
cotton.

Little chest protectors made of webbing
aro now sold In all the stores. They aro
simply made to slip the head through and
are bound with. tape. These protectors
are Invaluable even for Spring wear for
children who-pla- y out of doors a great
deal and who are .susceptible to colds

Croesus.
Now that he's ill, he doesn't want

The earth, but in his chair
Ho's wheeled out twice or thrice a dajv

Or more, to take the air. Puck. -

Just Help Himself
He If I tried to kiss you, would you

call for help?
She Would you need It? Smart Set

Trinkets for Delight of Babies

WHY DO YOU SUFFER
WHEN

The Great Chinese Doctor

C. GEE WO
can curfr you of any ailment by his powerful and harmless
Chinese herbs and roots, which are unknown to medical
science of this country. His wonderful cures throughout
the U. S. alone tell the Btory- - Thousands of people ara
thankful to him for saving their lives from

OPERAT1 ON S
Then why let yourself suffer? This far ous doctor knows the action ot

over 00 different remedies that he has successfully used in different, dis-
eases.
The following Testimonials from well-kne- people tell mf the

wonderful curative powers of nature's ewri herbs and roets:
Thomas Walsh, Tenth and Everett street city, cured of stomach, troubl

two years' standing.
Miss Helene Enberg, DOS Vancouver avenue, city, suffered many years

with dyspepsia ot the stomach and lung trouble, and was said by doctors
to have incurable consumption. I am thankful, to say, after flve months
treatment of Dr. C. Gee Wo's remedies, 1 have fully regained my health andstrength. I recommend all that are sick to go and see him.

Saved from operatiop: Mrs. Theresa George. 705 Fourth street city Ihad suffered from Inflammation, of the womb and ovaries and female Weak-
ness, 'and tried many doctors, but all said 1 would die if I did not have an
operation. I tried Dr. C. Gee Wo's remedies as my last resource, ,and &athankful to say that after four months" treatment X was entirely cured;

He guarantees to cure Catarrh Asthma, Liver, Kidney, Lung Troubla.Bheumatism, Nervousness. Stomach, Female Trouble and 'all private dia- -
Hundreds of testimonial!.. . Charges moderate. If you are sick with cay

of the above ailments, then call and seo him.
Consultation free.
Patients out of the city write for blank and circulars. InclOM -- tiTwg

Address -

TheCGeWoMedicIneCo.253 AthSSS?.


