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Thrilling Yarns Add: to Lure
Mount Hood Country V0 '
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" ' 'a huge cedar,, surrounded by.the
vfast disappearing signs of .a. son's

: labds.,"' Its. rugged bark Is marred,
;by four deep blazes, "aged by time;
t but'vivld marks nevertheless. '

ir-ls.th- e theory lhat the survivor
of the bandit trio blazed the'forest
denizen v conspicuously ahd, con- -

' forming other blazes to It,khtade it
a part, of the riddle whose solution

. would- reveal'the burial pla'e of his
laet-Atfcii'r- a and the .hidden gold..

. But man had encroached upon
' the - mountain wildsl The axe had
brpughf'down.'big 'trees that may-hav- e

had a prominent vplace . in the
robber-father- 's instructions; to "his
Hon.'x'The- - lure, of.; the great, andw
peak - had called for road

'
building

and : here,' j- - t '"at' the base, of the -

f high r tree, ; J builders had dl-jr- se

verte t tl r from the trail
of the iii- - a. ).o -- build a wicjer
passage else ,.ere.

Plan's works .conspired to thwart
the ' search , cf the robber's son.

'The trpp with the - four blazes .still
r stands, w l.ile near' it winds a newer

roadwa - , with the stumps ... the
road t ..Uders left to border it. - --

So t i! eon's ' work was vainly
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clods and. smoothed against discov-- -

ery with fallen leaves and branches.-Fo-

the Stolen : gold was too much
for one man to carry over. the dim
trails that ledt to civilization, and
freedom from pursuit.

Down through the thorny moun- -
tain ; paths to Portland, it is said, ;

came the' bank robber two mur-
ders: charged against him.-- .Sorely
tried by the flight of many miles--,

necessarily made with all possible
haste, it is reported that the rob-
ber rested here - and formed his
lans for his return to his cache '

when the ardor ;of the chase ""had
cooled. ) " ' : .'"

But a friendly woman interrupt-- i

the family, and, day by day, the re-
covery of his stolen wealth' became
more of a dream than a possibility.

- Hungry mouths made their urg-
ent call upon) his labors .and the
time' that must be consumed by a

'return over uncertain trails of
many miles to; the nlotintaim grave
presented a sacrifice' the thieving-fathe-

could not make.'.' t, : .

The years ran on and. hope van---ished

as that son grew into man-- ,
hood and ! the' father's 'life "was
drained through the cares, of a
lawful life In a. busy, growing city,

Always, though, there .was a , vision
'of buried fortune sacks of ; it to -

haunt the thief.
Finalry, his dreams unconquered,'

a weary man called a grown, son to
him and, with heavy effort, told of
a misspent life and its crimes. To
the son the father gave instructions
that would lead to the cache where,
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done and he gave up hope as win-
ter came on.- - Yet hope can be re-

vived, and the. following spring he
. returned to the hills, energies re- -.

newed,'. Instructions reviewed, and
started work.

Many new holes appeared on the
hillside, centering around the great

. tree with the four ' blazes, where.
It would appear,' available features
of the father's Instructions would
lead the son.. '

An aged father's directions, how-,eve- r,

had not contemplated man's
Invasion of the hills nor , the rav.
ages of fire and logging crew.

The son's work failed day by day
as it has failed year by year and,
in spite of his continued effort to
relocate the golden spoils of his

' elder's misdeeds,' the mountain has
held relentlessly to the awful
charge that was put Into its keep-
ing by the man who defiled ths
face of the hills and their majesty. .

Summer, for many years, brought
the son back to Laurel hill's
charred summit, ' the last rise be-

fore the morning shadow of Mount
Hood casts Itself over the forest,
to seek In. vain the loot that he
knew must weight the bones of his
father's victim. r

"Piecemeal, from pioneers of the
mountain country, from Indians and
from fancy's dictates, I have gath-
ered the facts of this mystery,"
Host Pridemore declares, "and I
long Intended to confront my ener-- .
getic , guest with the J story. My
plans went , awry, however, for he
has not returned to the mountain
for several years and I have neither
seen him nor heard word of him In
the meantime." ,.

Laurel hill may some day give
up the secret it has held these
many years, but there r is small
hope. . The region - has ' a ' reputa-
tion for retaining in its own scarred
slopes the "Intimacies . of its mys-
teries.

It was a grizzled old Indian war
colonel, then long retired, who told
of the terrible winter spent just
above Laurel hill . on - the grassy
plain' that lies at the foot of Mount
Hood.-- ...

i There, with a small company of
soldiers, the colonel had stopped,

. . .
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.reinforcements - with ; supplies for
the- - coming;? winter'. V But winter,
rigorous, stormy nightmare of
wrath,; came before v the supplies
and it was not long after the first
impenetrable snowfall ', that the
poor- - little : troop had to resort to
the .flesh" of Its ; mules to sustain
life.. . Winter swept on, so the story

, goes, carrying the lives of soldiers
with it, into spring, when the piti-
fully few survivors could move on.
' With snows melted and food re- -

- plehished i through nature's boun-
ties, the colonel and his men sought
the two " brass " cannons they had
hauled tip the mountain side.:

' Nor, OT18 velse f had been within
miles, but the cannon had "disap-
peared beyond reclaim."

f
- Didtthe earth open Its tortured

maw, to swallow, them? That, at
least, Is the supposition." Today, on
a broad meadow near Government '
Camp, one can "shake" the earth
underfoot. '" Somewhere ; in', that
freakish soil, where deep snows
covered the - brass cannons, are
the field pieces of the Indian fight- -
crs.
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In the shade of cedar trees, v.the boy ,

might dig his way. to easy fortune."
Perhaps death closed the scene; .

t or, maybe, old memories ; were not -

keen. That ' can never bedeter- -'

mined. . ' - -

v t . .

. : What is certain, however, ,is that,
just a few years ago, a strapping
young fellow came into' Govern- - '

. ment Camp hotel, secured accom- -
modations and silently, secretly

? went his various ways. -
?

Next day a road gang,bringing
' the wonders of that vast moun-- '.

.tainous wonderland , to Portland's -

dooryard, brought .to , the hotel re- - --

; port that, on the summit of Laurel .

. hill, almost within sigMt of ;the ho- -i

vtel, . they had seen a 'man digging
" industriously. at the base of a huge
".cedar, tree, " , "

1 v "He saw us watching, him,' they
told, . "and he dropped his shovel

"and aan into the thicket."
Thereafter lor several days folks

brought like stories into the hos-
pitable ; lobby until, ionly half : be-
lieving . the existence of a man - of
mystery,. Pridemore him self,
others, personally sought enlight-
enment. Pridemore - walked down- -

3

13

4

&h'rt ...... f 5 JTr hU,
i u tt n -- nr. -

V -

. i s hi

J? -

L,-- '

if. i

4r

Ted and the day'for his return be-

came his wedding day. Then, be- - ,

- fore v'the courage of desire had -

.prompted ihlm to '"eeki out hie
treasure, - camel a son , into ,

'.the j slope " toward? the designated
spqt, ; - -

, .; - - --

" There he saw-hi- s guest, a. sturdy "

" ' chap, ; with "

several . fresh, holes -- in
the earth : about him,- - digging still

- - another. ;A sudden noise startled
- the workman. v He-- , looked 'up and

saw. Pridemore, who, to T ward off
suspicion of prying,'. was saunter- -
ing - on.-r!:,'Th- A digger,-- , however,
dropped; his tools . and darted be-- r
hind a tree. - :

.For many , days,. the mysterious
work- - went on theworkman dis--

- appearing at the approach ofevery,
traveler while Pridemore's guest,'

- uncommunicative throughout,'lived.
and acted normally about, the hos- - -

telry at all times.. His daytime la--'
bors were his own business and he

.kept word of them his, own secret,,
i

: Meanwhile the chili winter; was ,

threatening and' the digging was
halted as quietly as it was started.

At the "spot may-b-e found . today -
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the depths of the forest and worked,
their way westward. They were ,

'mad with riches and avaricious in
spite of thefr ? .

I Quarreling, as thieves must: ever ;

do, the three men halted near the
site of Summit house to settle their;
disptite. - A shot was the conciliator
from whose decision there was no
appeal. It shattered its blunt way
into the breast of one of the three,
and his mates, with their fortunes
thus increased, sped on.

f ... r .

But the honor of thieves could
not stand the test of the trail, be-
set by hardship, dismally lonesome

; and seemingly unending. . At the
crest of Laurel hill, safely beyond
Government Camp, the .two re-- ;

i newed ' the i contention between
themselves. ; .

I Again a shot rang out. It hit
its "mark and one of the robbers
was left . with ' the knowledge of
the crime in which three had par--'

tlcipated. -

j' The slayer, his "golden' burden
unslung, " sought, the heart of the
forest to cover; up the secret of his
deeds. He hewed out a deep' hole
there, where the eyes -- of the law
might be expected never- - to pene-
trate.

i Only the giant'eedar tree near
by looked on as the slayer dropped
the body of his victim into its forest-s-

cented sepulchre.
1 There was none to hear the dull

thud of heavy sacks that were
piled into the fresh - grave and
quickly covered over with the cold

By Earl C. Brownlee
lf URDER, robbery and anguish

these are the toll of the
mystery man of Laurel mountain.

In the wake of his wicked work
is a tale of treasure thieves gold

buried throughout a generation
beneath the roots of shaggy cedar
trees close within the shadow of
old Mount Hood.

The inquisitive prying of years
has failed to reveal the secret
hoard. The lore of the mountains
thrillingly tells us that the hoarder
failed to consider civilization's ad-
vance in his directions to his son
and the search of the second gen-

eration has been fruitless. When
death wrote a finale, to the first
chapter of the story there could be
no retelling.

Through weary years the .' son
has toiled, following closely his eV-ra- nt

father's instruction, yet com-
ing, always and certainly, to the
same end failure.

Ascending the last rocky, forest-boun- d

rise toward famous' Govern-
ment Camp, at the base of Mount
Hood one is on Laurel hill, charred
domatn whose history must contain
some wondrous yarns delightfully
worth the spinning.

xne crest . or mat great niu,
M,ount Hood, a stalwart sentinel
nearby, ' verdant plains sweeping
into the horizon in the foreground,
is where the mystery man and his
son enacted the scenes of a queer
drama that is reviewed by I F.
Pridemore, host at ' Government
Camp and fast friend of the. great,
grim hills.- - - v

Many years ago (so many years
that to attempt to verify the facts
in existing records would be futile
labor) the mystery man appeared
with a lone companion in the for-
est covered realm that, first was
cut by Bartow trail from the east
to the western land of hope.

- n.vaamg me utile government
post that marked the trail where
government' C am p hotel now
stands, the pair quietly passed on,
down the slope, headed for the
then small town of Portland. '

A few miles back of themi shield-
ed by a, 'shallow grave, was, the
body of the third ; member of the
party.tbat had fled, only a few
days before from The Dalles. .

At fThe Dalles' was an infuriated
population and '"a woeful group of
bankers whose strong boxes had
just disgorged $28,000 in brilliant

.golden coin for the enrichment of
the fleeing trio.

Cluding all pursuit, the robbers,
heavily laden, hid .themselves in


