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L who discovered

know
and as

didn’t
verdad 1L or how,

cOTEn

the newspaper office sugTested As au-

thorlty was some 50 miles away and
probably knew on the baldest facts,
McKenzle began to grow tmug-
ination. Little things grow to great
pize In the keen mountain alr: & scrap
of fleecy cloud becomes =& thunder
starm, 4 tiny trout becomes the apor-

mous fish-that-gets-away, a litls story
Frowa 1o he B mighty yarn, a o Mc- !
Kenzle the name becama, mind's
&ye, Aan actual man

One hot Summer day In the early ‘&l
I saw him cllmbing & rugged mountain-

to

my

slde. There wore fir treos and streams
in the ravines, but he was climbding
up amooyg low brush and rocks with
the gun pouring on his back It was
alow golng, for there was no trall, only
rocks and thick, un

wWaan't )

mountalneesr, but & short,
aged Erotchman, with

red face almost purpls from
exertion. An hour or so Iater he hsd
puffed and scrambled to the summit,
and I saw him oltting there In the
ahads of a lichen-rovered rock. Ha
took & drink fformm his whisky flask and
looked at the river below running out
of the far castarn mountain and danc-
ing away Lo the west. Hae looked long,
his atolld Scotch face showing no emo-
tion, although he knew himself to be
the first white man to ses the bomutiful
stream. The next day I saw him riding
eastward up the river leading a pack-
borse loaded with provisions and blan-
kats, but vaanlahed soon In & mist
like the mist that hung over the moun-

heat and

he

tains this morning, and I didn't aes the
solltary explorar agaln.
- - -

Now, of courss, asilnce T wanted to

maks the acqualntance of McKenzie to-
day, 1 had to lmagiie him, Sut equaliy
of course. 1 couldn’t imay tha early
pettlars who followed !n
I asked Upcle George, w has
17 yoears at the Bridge ang knew t}
all In the old days There wes
Man" Peplot, & Frenchman, who kept
the sating-house at Gate Creek. Hae is
dead and so are "Ole Man™ Belknap
and *"Ols Man" 8 whe lived far up
the river in the Ig timber. “Andy"
Hickson, tall and guunt, & great hunter
in days gone byF, has retired now from
the lfe of the trall snd worka mt the
salmon hatchery. while “Food,” his dox.
and *"Mouser,” ths little © PoOnY.
grow fat &nd laxy with inac “Ols
Man™ Finn, “the greatest on the
McKenzie,” llves still in & Tonely big
white houss with “Finn's Hotel” pain:-
ed In long letters on |is slde AE wa
weant up the river the stage-driver
pointed out to us the rock that Mr
Tinn pulled out of the road with hia
palr of atout littia diack mules Ta
prove ths story, the rock stands there
“hig as & meetin’-house,” Immovabis
alnce time began.

iU'nele George told ms snother of the
“Ole Man's”™ stories:

Finn went huntin® one day and
killed & bear and put him on hix back:
then he killed a deer and put him on
his back and waded the river and went
e topk the deer off and went
. Pretity soon somebody says, |
goln* to take that bear off )
“Weall, by goli he says,
“I plumb forgot it was there" And that
night, when he took off hkis rubber
boots eix blg redsides fell out of “em

ye

and went {lappin’ around on tha
bearth.™

- - -
Uncle George arises early in true
mountalneer fashion This morning |

when we came down 10 breakfast he was
driving the cows out of the barn lot to
pasture. He is some &) years old, the
“izaak Walton of the McKenzle” “the
gréatest fisherman on the river,” but ke
covers the ground like a boy, and be-
hind his round spectacies are keon eaves
that can sea A flsh far down In che
water whers untrained eyes see only
the rocky river bottom. He wears sad-

¢

| lady, who walks with a cane.

in deferanca to

colored clothes
o fesllngs, an old g1
coat, gray trousers and
wl ahirt.

a ue

After breakfast I saw &an elght-
pound Dolly Vardea on the back porch,
end as 17 a3 was in the gnrden
below I w to msk him the whers and
the why of the fish Heo said that

had caugt Iy “walking In

gorden a _..l-'tauu-"u." Thare
& beaut just beyond, The
garden Hfe Thers

Kberries,
onlons,

are rows of
rhubarb,

Carrots, g

a
flod

ls George, .
the siring beans, and
s of corn.

ona woman can conk for
utting & cabbage head

- - -
if the garden is the prids of his life,
the love of his Jife is “Auntie™ his
sweet old wifa, a plump, lttls, oid

She was
never known to say a harsh word, the

postimistress at MoKenzle Bridge. Next
to Auntis in Rias affection comaes Bru-
tus, the old asthma-smitten white
terriar.

“He might be 13" Unole George Eaya.
“Ha was always old; terrviers is only
bulldoge, anyWway—no play in ‘em.”

There is nogzer,” top, whita liks his
father, "Bport,” a spotted terrier, and
“Huster,” amall and black. There they
were this moming at Uncls George's
heals, &il in a string Nke the tall to &
kite, ail that is but Buster, who lay In
exils on the bank above, looking into the
gaagen. Hae ls forbidden the garden, so
he walts outside to take his place at the
end of the atring. This morning Brutus
had had a fight with Enoceser and there
wore streaks of blood on his white coat
The only Hving thing I ever heard Encla
George speak of with contempt was a
dog that followed svery one

K:

with

“Thers's somethin’ the matter
that dog,”* he sald, “he'll go o anybody;
he ain't got no master.”

We carried some letiuce to the chick-

ens
“I've got 150 young chickans,™ he =sald,
"not big enough to fry yet: an' I tell you
1 don't like to kill 'em. Do you know
that? They know ms an’' coms runnin’
to me.™
We picked

up & bucket of fallen apples
and carried hem to pigs, fat to the
bursting polnt with frequent meals
“Sea whers tha limbs are broke on the
treen,’” ha as we went through ths
orchard. ‘“When the high water cams
pome of those big redsides roosted on
the Ilmbe That's what Broks ‘em
oft.™

Then wa went fishing. Something waa

wrong. 1 knew, when 1 eame downstalrs.
rod, for

It wasn't the fshing Tneln
Georges himeel! had chossan the mmall
bamboo pole, tied to It a stout. dark
line, n black leader with a lump of lead

and a small bait hook (ome of your joint-
ad poles, resis and hooks of many-colored

flles for TUnelsa George). The troubls
wasn't my b it
**The clothea is all righ he sald, “but

that hat won't do—too bright—the fah'il
ses you comin’." So & battared gray felt
took fts place and we started.

In the edge of the forest Uncle George
uncovered his hasad

“T always take off my hat when I go
into the woods.,” he sald—"reversnce.**

For thres quarters of a milsa we fol-

lowed the trmil. past the patch of red
huckisbarries. under the giant fir troes,
The sunlight cams glancing down

through the vine mapls and made bright
spotz on the thick moss where Oregon
grape, delicate forns and oxalls grew
with occastopal bunches of Tndlan pipes,
tha ghost flowers of the woods A palr
of nuthatches ran down a fir tres far
away s rosset-bDacksd thrush sang his
loud, clesr song. nearer was & tiny brown
wren elnging the swestest wurbilng song
{maginable, and just above the trall on
a low-swinging bough sst a young Alas-
kan robin, as yet too Ignorant to fiy
away from human belags. Pilna sguir-
rels wers chattering up in the tree topa,
and onog we came suddenly on a chip-
munk, a0 frightensd at our approach that

the |
felt bat, & |
| were beaiing with terror
| where Horwee

»

throbbed aa If his heart had
his poor little sides
We came to
Creak went to pleces and
ran this way and that iIn many small
streams, secking the river through & jun-
Ein vino rmapie

“Thers"s somes pools up there on Horme
Crick that nobody knows, dnd thers are
big spockisd fellers thers that havs naver
#érn 0 ta man nor woman,'" Uncle
George sald.

his throat
jumped thers and

of

-
Wea passed an old abandoned cabin and
went t wigh an opening scaring up a
bavy of quaile, A jay called In = burnt
top, & pheamant drummed near by and
ad a flock of merry chickadess
‘ahlck-a-deo-ded, chick-a-dre-desa-
des” ms they hopped about In the alder
boughs a
Uncie Georges wont rapidly ahead glid-
ing throwgh the woods more liks a brook
than like & two-legesd humran belng: at
his heels was the wtring of four dogs and
I followed shouling questions:
*Tncls George, aren’t you over slek?”

I neked,

‘No,” ha answarad, “and T'll moon bs
Itvin' on bLorrowed time foo. O, B r-
ron hasn't hardly got time to be slck. If
you want to be well, just keep a moln®
nand don’'t aleap In the dayiime. Some
folks don't know how to live; they never
learned how to oat; they'll got up with
a headachs and s=t down and eat o meal
that a logger bhadn't ought to put away.
1 always look on tha right side and the
bright slde and whan I hsar people be-
gin to talk about thelr palns I don't say
g thing, but I just sneak off,” and we
went over the stsep bank down to the
first flahing hole.

“Thare, that's tha place.” mald Uncle
Georgs as he broke tha Alder boughs
and pointed to a blg smoath spot sbhove
a rock, "A little more lead. And ths
hnok balted with a fat yellow grampus
floated right in the front door of & family

of redsldes. Well! bhere they =nre, 1
know they would come snd they will

come into every letter I write for months
in apite of attempts to keep them out,

for, being an amateur fisherwoman, 1
um proud of thoxs two mdsides that
welghed a pound and & half aplece. The

firsz one “hit savage.' end than, how he
fought! rushing up stream, rashing down
stream, suddenly lying still, jumping to
the =urface, plunging to the bottom,
lunging toward midstream whils the
tough bamboo pola bent and my arm
ached and TUncle George at my elbow
gave me warnings and advice, and swore
—mildly and uncomscioualy—at the fiah.
After ten minutes the flabh had fought
himsalf tired so he was brought near
the bank and landed without a mnet
Uncla Georga took him off

*You devil, you,” he aald to the red-
gide, and to me: “*That's & fino fish ™

Then if I had been "one of those Port-
land fellersz” we would have celebruted
with o drink of whisky for which Unole
George has a trus fisherman's lking,
but he took a chew aof tobacce Instead
mnd, as the fish had to go in the baskst,
we took our lunch out and ate it and
the four dogs ate theirs; and wfterwards
I caught the other redside 1o thoe sume
pool.

‘tou s=a,” sald Uncle Georgs, “thst's
whare they llva They're at homs now."

A twe-pound whits fish touk the hook
n=xt xnd mads =& great fuss until w0
discovered what he was and landed him
without ceramony

e only thing the matter with a
white fish §s that he =lnt a trout” Un-
cle George sald, as ha threw him back
io the river. Then came & whale of &
redside who fought until he was done,
bot just as I was about to land him he
floated away on thes op of the water,

top tired and dazed ¢to swim, whils I
mt down heavily on the rocks, and
pulled the broken hook out of the top

of the slder bush snd almost wept, and
wished mysalf & man so that I might
swear. Yet. a & on Tecord at the
Bridge who lost a huge redside fish,
hook snd leader all st ome swoop, and
stood looking at the pool and then:
*You sasay thing,” he guspad.

No mora fish came out of that hals.
“I guess he squaalsd" Uncle Georgs
said: so we kspt on down the bank, and

{f it was & balf-pound redslde Ungle
George sald:
“That's a fine flah,"” and If ¥ was &

spockied trout only as big as the law
allows, he sald:
“That's fine estin”.™
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Once I slmost forgot to fish. that river
was g9 beautiful, rushing and tumbling | Uncle George sald:
over hig moss-grown racks with white| “Don‘t throw "In there; s fish never
sparkiing bubbles r to run back; | lived in there.*”
with waves of a sil grean wheére The “Now-—" as tha hook dropped In the
1 shone through, and deep blue-green | edyge of the =wift water and seven

below the rapids. And when m|s-.»- cklad trout camse In quick succ

cfeme hopping and | left home and

ECTENE,

and came back to tha flshing only whan
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Beauties of Drive tOW(_:OUI_’}_C_Z
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June McMillen Ordway Describes Entrancing Scenery of Road, and Belates
Ciroumstances of Naming of Mountain.

BY JUNE MMILLEN ORDWATY.

“n CCEPT an Invitation for a drive

to Counci] Crest? I would not
miss such a pleasure’” Leaaving cares
and business behind, the most perfact
of ufterpoons, September 2, found =2
merry party soon upon the way. Our
kind friend, yos, “everybody's friend.”
Goorge H. Himes, held the ribbons of
s span of lively stepping horses. Leav-
ing the Oregon Historlcal Soclety's
rooms in ths Clty Hall we wers driven
to the Canyon Creek road, up an sasy
grade . through dense groves of fir,
yew, cedur, sprucé, dogwood and ths
lovely vine maple, which st this season
is donning its handsome Autumn dress
of briillant red. On past clusters of
farna. varieties of which grow (n
this canyon, “over the hill to the
poorhouse” where the sged Inmatea
rest in the shade of trees on the weall-
kept lawn; on lower ground the finest
of vegetable gardens are séen,

1ba yew irea which grows in thia
canyon, Is sald to make tha best arrows
in the world. Wil ¥ Thompson, the
shamplon archer of the worid, saya this
{s a fact. Captain F. F. Barnes, of
Forest Grove, has made hundreds of ar-
rows from the Oregon ¥ew tree, [n
early doys Lhe Indlans cime long dis-
tances to wsecuré thism yew from this
Jocality for thelr arrcowe.

The Canyon Creek road was the first
planked road on the Paclfic Coast. In
1851 the laying of the first plank was cela-
brated in a fitting manner., Tha citizens
met on Front street, whers the proces-
sion, Jed by Thomas J, Dryar, first editor
of The Oreponlan. and headsd by a brass
band, took up the Une of march: as Mr.
Himes expressad It, they “zigzagged™ up
through the woods, passing ths spot whers
the Firsi Congregational Church  now
stands and on out to the canyon, whéra
s gold c<oln was placed under the first

&=

plank lald. As much enthusiasm wis ex-
hibited ay thet attending tha driving of
the “last spike™ on any great rallroad at
thes present day.

Tha sparkling Canyon Creek. which
winds its way batwesn hills, seoms
to have assisted the rond bullders In their
work, having ot a wide coursa through
the canyon, this balng an essy grade mada

h
the

t & Eresxt awvenience to the early
tiers in the “'‘coest country™ ip haulin
thelr graine, meats and other prod

which were exchanged for clothing and
articles used upon the farm.

IAaving the Canyon road we 'are soon
looking down upsn the most beautiful
farmes In the world; farther on, ws
eateh a glimpse of Tualatin Plains, and
at another turn in ths road Orsgon
Clty is distinctly sesn. Winding around
Marquam FHill so many bsautiful scenes
this grand puana-

appear befors us in
rama that we hear "Oha!” and “Ahs!”
from many lips, but when “Ailler's

View Point" is reached ihe horses are
stopped and quiet relgne; our adjec-
tlyes are exhauxted; we look In speech-

Jase wonder upon the scane. Mount
Hood Eeems to have arisesn from =&
bank of lacy, vell-like elouds: the at-

mosphearie conditions are such that the
mountain looks much higher and larger
than when we were on lower ground;
It s impossible tn describe the en-
ehanting scene. When Joaguln Miller
first visited this plice 12 years: ago,
which was named for him, he dld not
apeaje for 30 minutes, so grest was his
surprise and so enraptured was he of
the scone.

Having encircled the hilltops the
homeward drive !s upon an entirely
different route from that which we had
driven npon the upward trip. Upon
‘avery side nre seen many varieties of
wiid berries and flowers

Thousands of paople, many of whom
hava seen all the countries of the

,as to

warld, have takean this trip to Councll

apla jungis looked unfa-

the cr=eks seemad to be run-

tlor than ever
r," Uncle

né' T

George

way? 1

’ B¥ go intp the woods, and
wl to comes out of the woods'
and I falt like =sdding “Blessgad be the
wonds

people thereabhouts
the mail; the trap-
s Floras Creek, thres

OF

t e1 s children, the. oid
m r. who Is a living botany
) homesteader's wife, very ple-
a short skirt, blus flannel

rIt hat, wi a revolver by

side, 1l Summer boarders, and a

dark mmn who Is the most fearless
forest reserve., 1 asked
seorge about the hunter.

He ain't afraid of nothin'.
b right up A tree and shake out
or & cougar. He sin't even

in

s wildeat
afrald of the devil” =sald Unals George.
In convinelng tonas that a pleture leapt

to my mind of the hunter climbing a tree
to shaks down (o his dogs, his satanie
15t. the early Puritans and
Insh-

o~

villed ham cans, man-sie.
1 tailwand flourishing a pitchfork
colloge professor me up with a
atch of blg spec trout:

straying Ccows

;

hey may you have the fish staked
out Udcla George. apnd can get them
when you want them. "™

.
fiah."
some
too
4

Jh

sald Uncla

men, ths
don't know
comea up
and

catch
“hut they’s
men we have,
fish
he was z finhe
chncklisd and
bandannga
fisiiln' with him on Horse Crick
glde you go'n® 1o taks he savsy

= Which' slda vou goln' (o tlake?
taks this side.’

#Well, I'll take this aidc,’
“We Nshed maybe thrac hours

“Now you can
Gaorage,
smarTtast
to figger an
thought

Je

man
rman,™
wiped hiw
1 went

"“Which

how

hera
Unela

TRA
1 a red

™

I says
and I

saw him comin' back grinnin’.
“"Have luck? I says
Vi, ' he ssye. 1 got 18, How many
KoLy
I says
gir, next morning he went o
fieh In the river and came hack In two
hours without an ing. He says, ‘T was
n fiahin' nd 1 hean! n frog s satiin’
on hank, and he says

‘Good morning, George: good morning,
George.”

“4 ain't George." 1 may=

L «n go home, go home' the frog
saye. And T come home.™

The four-horse stage <nme Singiing In
trom Eugene, some 3 miles away, and
I'nels George took the mall sack in to
Auntle.

Just now, am 1 nat on the upper potch,
watching the =tars come nut above the
rugged mountaln topsa. T saw him starting
out patiently with a laotern to find the

Crest, and have sald that they have
or seen anything so magnificent a8
the wview from this place, and have

been greatly touched by tha Indescrib-
ahle 1 grandeur of the sub-
iime surroundings.

Many residents of Portland know
thst for 26 years George H. Hlmes has
spdenvorsd to get the citizens aroused
to the polnt where they can see that
it is thelr duty to themselves as well
the State of Oregon to try and
purchase the site of Council Crest to
be used for obeervatory and park pur-
poses It was an opportunity - that
should not have been lost. Portland Is
to he a great city and all great cities
should have parks, and nature has done
much for Portland's hills and dales

Mr. Himes made his first visii to this
hilitop on September 6, 1885, and since
then hoe has made the trip not fewer
than 2000 times slwass taking othera
along to enjoy the scenery with him.
}e has been there at all hours of the
da¥ and night and in evary month of

beguty

the vear, always fnding something
new
With a lingering Iook at Mount

Hood, which apparently s floating, o
great white rose In misty clouda of
violet and gray; and these same tints
of violet and gray are creeping over
river, city and forest—there below ums
the twinkling lights of home—we turn
reluctantly awajy.

Muny people ask who named Council
Creat. The christening occurred on
July 12, 1528, Upon this occasion 16
represantatives of the Tenth Triennial
Couneclil of Congregational Churches of
the Tnitsd Etates were present.
Through the kindneds of George H. |
Himor they were sonveyed In carriages
to gals polnt, Upon the suggestion of
thelr host that the party chioose 2 name
for the bsautiful place, as the sup was
setting belind the summit of the Coast
Range the party formed a clrcie and
organized by choeosing Rev. W. E. Bar-
ten, D. D, of Boston, moderator, and
Bov. E. C. Wheolsr, of Tacoma, Wask.,
soribe. Afler singing “America” the
moderator spoke of the great pleasure
he had in bdeing in Oregon and in com=
ing In touch with his brethren of the
far West. He then ecalled upon Rov.
James Thompson I D, of Chlicago, to
lead In prayer. Remarks followsd by
Rev. WHIllam Haye Ward, B, I), of New

York. and Rev. Leaviit H. Hallock, D:
D., of Mille Se ary, Oakland, Cal,
Mr. Himnrs wus then oalisd upon to

make & speech. He suld 1t war & graat
privilege to meel friends Trom a0 many
different and widaly separated parts of
the Unlon, upon this Jofty aminance,
and expressed o hope that as & result
of thir gathering a Atting name might
be given it by this body—Mirat, Bechusa
{ts rapresantatives camae to the city at
their feet for mutuai council, and sec-
nnd, becnuyse this was a traditionsl
sounc!l ground of the Indians of the
vallay, and a4 place whera signal fAres
wore lightad to Inform the aboriginal
triben of this wicinity of Impending
danger.

Following these remarks ong nama
after another was glven, but sach ona
was rejected as not approprigte, until,
finally, Rev. Dr.. Hallork, formesrly of
Portiand, Me., sugmested “Council
Crest."” This being considered sug-
gestive and fitting, upon the motian of
George H. Himen, i was unanlmonsiy
afloptad. In this company wers those
who had traveled “far and wide™ over
the earth. With one accord the entira
company were enthusiastic over the
wondarful scenic surroundings of the
city, claiming thut "It could not be
metched in all its sriking Jdiversity
anywhere upoen this earth of ourg NWo
city In tha world has a point so nesr
it from which so much can be seen™

Bunch of IEpiscopal Kittens.

Byeryhody s,

A sirest boy of dimitutive stafiira, was
trring to sell some very roung kittensy to
passers-by. One day bhe sccosted (ae
mta Rev, Phiillps Brooks, ssking him to
purchass, and recommending them as
good Episcopal kittens, Dr. Brooks laugh-
Ingly refused, thinking them loo small lo
be taken from thelr mother. A fow daya
later a Preshytetian micister whe had
witnessed thls aplsode was asked hy the
same boy to buy the same kitiens This
time the lad announced that they wera
falthfu] Preshyterians

“Didn’t you &l Dr, Brooks last seek
that they were Bplscopal kittana®™ the

minlster asked starnly.
“Yesnir," replled the boyw quiokly, ™but

tha:".l bad their eyes opened since them,
nir.




