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NUMBER XVIII,

Cancade Massacre Concluded from Last Wook.
At the same time the atinck was made
on Bush's and Bradford’s, an assanlt was
attempted on the steamor Mury, She
was tied up sabout four hundred yards
ihove Bradford’s,  The firoman, Hardin
Chenoweth, hnd just filled the hoiler
with cold water whon the Indians were
seen running towards her, firing as they
came at different men who had eaught
the news and were fleeing towanls the
boat. All of them received wounds that
weore more or less serions, Buokminister,
the engineer, had no firearms but a
common five-shooting pistol.  This he
bronght to bear on the Indians, who by
this time liad reached the gang-plank
and were rushing aboard. It was very
close quarters, but the five-shooter drove
« them back and kept them back until
Hardin Chenoweth split np the hateh
door and got up steam. James Lindsay,
another fireman, while trying to push
the boat off, was shot through the
shoulder. Capt. Dan. Baughman and
James Thompson, the mate, went ashore
to loose the lines. This they accomplish-
ed, but the fire of the Indians was now
80 incessant that, having no firoarms,
they ran for the woods nnd fortunately
escuped. A colored man named Dick
Turpin had the only gan. He was either
shot and then fell overboard into the
river and drifted away, or through fright
jumped into the river, hoping to escape,
and was drowned. A twelve year-old
boy named Jehnny Chance got hold of
an old horse-pistol ; loading this he
climbed to the hurricane deck and shot
an Indian with it. In turn the brave
fellow got a shot in the leg. Jesso Bemp-
ton and a half-breed named Bourbon
both got on board the Mary, Bourbon
*died on the boat. Having by this time
raised a little steam, the engineer start-
ad the wheels and sot her in motien,
Hardin Chenowaeth was the hero of the
attempt, He climbed to the hurricane
deck, a shower of bullets hurling around
bim, gained the pilot house without any
injury, then laid down on his back and
turned the wheel as the engineer directed
That soon took them out into the foam-
g water,

For some time they had not enough
steam to make headway, but held their
own against the current, As steam in-
creased they wera soon able to toot the
steam whistle, which caused a joyful
cheer in the beleaguered houses on the
shore, On her way up the chute she
stopped and took on board Jim Her-
mans, Woodward and a Mr. Thompson,
then crossed the river to the Oregon
side, and “wooded up" by using Mrs.
Atwell's raile.  The steamer Waseo also
lay there. Tho two boats were got un-
der way and took on board all eitizens
who wanted to goto The Dalles. A Mr,
Iman lived a guarter of a mile above
where the steamar Mary was moored,
He saw the sttack on Bradford’s, and
with the courage of a good man ran out
1o where two men were chopping for
him—Mr. Gile and & Mr, John Givens—
and informed them of the danger. The
three returned, carried np water, cut
port holes and made preparations to
fight. Un the Indians making their ap-
pearance, Iman shot one of them. They
concluded to cross the river and did so,
taking the sick wife of Mr, Iman, two
children and an old lady that was stay-
ing there named Kiel, » sister-in-law of
Dr. Kiel, of Aurora. We saw them from
Bradiord's. The wind was very high,
and the wind blew very hard down
stream. We expected every moment to
soe the boat swamp, and sll on board of
it drown. They were seen from the other

side and a boat was sent to keep them
from the Oregon side.

Shepard, who lived about a mile
farther up, saw tho battle raging at
Bradlord’s, He took his wife and chil-
dren and crossed the river in his bont.
Soon afterwards we could soe from the
Bradford's store both the houses—those
of Iman and Shepard—devoured by
Hames, They had escaped just in time,
About n mile from Bradford’'s at Mill
creek, was the saw mill of the company,
where a hall dozon men were at work,
also James Watking, a splendid little
boy, who was driving the team. All
those wore killed, A Mrs. Brown, who
lived at the mill, had been married only
n few weoks before that She
escaped somehow, and almost reached
Bradford's, Her body was fonnd near
the store, pierced through by an Indian
spear. She was stripped, and her hair
was shorn ofT by the murderer, who was
nfterwards found killod by the
They fonnd her bair with him,
and he held a bloody spear. He also had
n keg of whiskey he had captured some-
how and was quite drunk when found.
Ho was very desirous that the soldiers
should help him empty the weg, but
when they satisfied themselves that he
was the miscreant who alew Mrs, Brown
they gave him o salate of lead that
sottled his fate altogether too respectably,
His head was cut off and stuck on o
song where it was left until carrion
birds earried it of. Mrs. Brown was a
protty little German girl, a nicce of Dr,
Kiel's, of Aurora,

Thoe second day eame nnd the Indians
renewed the attack on the store, with
efforts to burn They often had
the roof in n bluze and as olten we would
putit out. The Indians did not bether
us very much at night, owing, I presume,
to their superstition. Some of them
would slip to the edge of the bank and
shoat arrows at the windows, bocause
they gave no indication of the direction
t.ho_v came from. In the morning
the window casing would be stuck full
of urrows and many wore inside the
honse.  But instead of watehing out of
the windows we had port-holes beside
them, for fear they might think we were
standing at the windews and shoot there.
Somehow we dido't get very much
hungry. | never heard any one growl
for the whole three dsys about dinner
not being ready, nor supper nor break-
fast cither. Some of the boys pitched
into the ale and drank enongh to quench
their thirat, but there were only u fow
bottles of that.  As night approached we
hegan to expect the steamers to return
with relief, but none hove in sight, 8o we
were doomed for another night.

Just after dark, the second day, they
fired Bush’s house, which made every-
thing as light as day all around ns. Our
vigilance was doubled, for we expected
some new ideas had struck them and in
what direction it would come on us we
wore at a loss to know, Allthe fircarms
I had was an old revolver. The cylinder
would not revolve of itsell, so I had to
tnrn it as [ ompted the chambers, by my
hand. What guns we had were in the
hands of mighty good men ; they weren't
afraid to stick their snoots to a port-hale
to look out for an Indian for fear of
getting them shot off. A few of that
kind of men go & long way in that kind
of a scrape. By the second night we
were somewhat desparing of the Mary's
return and the Wasco, But the night
passed without any unusual danger, as
the preceding one had., The third morn-
ing, however, brought a beautiful sight,
for urly in the day we saw the two
steamers Mary and Wasco, and a large
scow towed by them, all loaded with
soldiers, citizens and horses. As they
came sweeping around Wind river
mountain, ten miles distant, then we
shouted that hidevus yell that no one
ever heard who has not been on the
battle field.

The Mary was soon at her old landing

time,

and

soldiers,

s ant,

place.

the crowded boat from the thick limber.
not over & hundred yards distant. It
was wonderful that many were not kill-
ed and wounded. Probably they were
too excited to take any aim, Tho boat
soon unloaded its freight of eitzons and
soldiers, who began fighting and follow-
ing up with a brave charge that soon
sont the savages (lying.

When the Indians were all routed
The Dalles poople eame running to the
dead and who
wore living, for they knew every ono of
ne At that timoe the popnlation was not

house to seo who were

s numerous and the people in the
upper country were all more or less geo-
quainted with ench other. Then the

doors were unbolted and bars taken
down for the first time in severnl days,
When they eame in it was like a big re-
vival meoting. 1 don’t know that I ever
felt 8o good, before or sines that time,
All the

time as well ns

L] “l'f‘f!l"ll to enjoy the ;"-'l-nt
I did. It was a mighty
rejoicing, you may well believe; but then
I don't care for any more for it. A little
of that kind will furnish spice for an
ordinary lifetime. After the soldiers had
scoured the woods in all direetions, and
especially round the house, wo startod
down the wagon-rond for the block-house,

At the middle landing o friend of
mine from The Dalles gave me his gun,
he keeping his heavy revolver. Six of
os started down the raileoad teack for
the middle landing, getting there a little
in advance of the soldiers, to find & most
distressing sight. There was o boy, son
of Mr. Kiel, who had beon shot and his
brains were beaten out with rocks. A
soldier had been killed while out getting
wood. He was hung up and wood piled
around him, preparatory to burning him.
Mr. George Griawold shot dead ;
Fletcher Murphy was wounded in the
arm, H, Kiel, a German, a brother of
H. Kiel, Mr. MofTat, ', Snooks, and Miss
Snooks now Mre Bellion, had o little
ftrip of hair cut above the ear by u bullet,
We then went ta Palmer's store, under
the hill, and found the door fast, but
full of bullet holes. We went around
the bhouse and found in the middle of
the house, under the floor, a keg of pow-
der, with a trail of powder reaching
the door. They box  of
little coins direetly on the keg of powder,
They expected the Indians to break into
the store und crowd sround the money
box, when they intended to touch off
tho powder and blow the erowd of In-

Wiks

placed a

dinns w their happy lmnting or fishing
grounds

But during the evening other bonsse
were fired around the neighborhood, and
the light of these blazing buildings hept
the back in the woods, out of sight and
out of reach of the besieged guns. So
the two Palmer boys crawled along the
edge ol the water to the Indiun dead-
houses, and there ook to the woods,
They knew that no Indian would fool
about a deadhouse at night. So they
escaped to Cape Horn mountain, where
the steamboat picked them up. We
waited at Palmers uotil the soldiers all
came up, when we started for the lower
landing. The six of us kept thirty or
forty yards in advance of the soldiers
until we came opposite to Bradford's
island. The road followed the water's
edge o this place, then turned up the
hill and ecame out on » level prairie at
Chenoweth’s furm.  But just here Phil
Sheridan demanded onr sttention by
shouting 0 us from scross the river
We had not seen him up tv his calling
to us. The river is very rapid here and
keeps up o continued rosring like the
sound of the bLreakers; so we could pet
tell what was said by Sheridan or his
Iien.

There were about two hundred In-
dinns on this Chenoweth prairie. Most
of them were halloving back to Phil and
his men, We also shoated at him, but
we being uoder the Lill the Indiaus
could not distinguish our voloes {rom
those of Sherdian's men across the river.

The Indians fired rapidly into | Nor conld we teli the difference between | ing =0 fust, as birds, inseots, ete., with

the voices from across the river and the
Indians above us on this side. Which
wera the most completely snrprised, onr
men or the Indians, I don’t know. The
first thing that the soldiers did was to
sound the bugle when there was a grand
rush for the top &f the hill. After re
covering from our surprise we took a
flying trip down the prairic wlere wo
saw an Indian in a stooping position
with gun in hand. Quick ns thonght
we turned our rifles looss on him and
he waus no more o warlike savage but
suddenly beeame a “good Indian’ The
infantry fired several volleys into the
woods, then charged through the timber.
They had one man killod.
were of but liitle use,

When we got to the lower landing we
found about 300 men there. They had
made soveral attempts to come Lo our
rescue at the upper landing, and got
soveral of their men killed and wounded.
Here 1 took the boat for home, having
had enough of that sort of life, It waa
a decided variety from the dull routine
of a bridge builder's life, to jump
suddenly into an Indian fight and seo
mon and women killed and mutilated,
but it is not necessary to one's happi-
ness to wee such things, F'nl]nwing nre
the names of the killed and wounded :
James Watkins, Henry Hagar, Il W,
Hrown and wile, George Griswold, Jack
Kiel, Jacoh White, James Sinclair,
Bourbon,  Culderwood, Diek ‘Turpin,
three U, 8. soldiers not known, Norman
Palmer and Jacoh Roush were killed.
Those wounded were :  H. Kiel, Moflut,
Fletcher, Fletcher Murphy, John Chance,
Martin Bailey, James H. Elgin, Philip
sSnooks, James Linsley, Tom Pearce, I,
Kempton, Joseph Dobins and two U, 8
soldiers.

The dragoons

I gave things as | saw them, suys
Elgin.
[Nore—In Mr. Elgin's report of the

Caseade war we said that it was only
the Yakimas who were in the fight,
The Casonde Indians assisted and «
number of them weore alterwards con-
victed and bung for participating in
that magsaere.—EpiToR, |

STRAWBERRIES THE BEST.

Crostos, April 11 1886,
Editor Willawette Farmer:

I promised to state in the Faumen
this spring how the plants had borie,
liow they went through the winter, ote
The Sharpless has on my stony clay
land, passed through the winter better
than all others. Next to this is the Mi
ner, Bidwell, and Finch's Prolifie, the
Captain Jack, Dunman, Jersey Queen,
Prince of Berries, Manchester, Old Iron
Clad, Glendale, Cinderiallin, and War
ners Prolifie, I shall disgard as having
too many faults

This Sharpless is not a wot weather
plant like the Bidwo'l, Miner and Finch's
Prolifie, becsnse the stalks and berrios
lie on  the ground, rot and get dabbled
up with dirt. The Bidwell is a splon-
ded plant in & wet or dry season. The
berries grow among the foliage, and are
thus protected from the rain and scald-
ing sun, 8o of the Fineh and Miner. The
Jucunda is, on stony elay land, among
the best.  The Wilson and James Vick
rusts in folisge and have too many
little ones. I put out 1,000 Manchesters
snd they are nearly all dead. They will
not pay on clay land. On sandy ora
loam they do better. Bat, with me, they
are unworthy.  All must experiment on
their own soils and loeations for them-
selves.  No one, two, or hall dozen straw-
berries will suit all pluces, soils snd
climates. As the matter now stands
the Sharpless, Bidwell, Miner, Finch
and perhaps Camberland Triumph, ure
ihe best on my stony clay land. The
Jucunda I still grow and will con-
tinue td grow it. If I wanted a very
good home berry and had any very rich
land ~a fine loom==1 would take the
Jersey Quaeen ; but for profit, not. The
envinies of the strawberrics are incroas.

N() 15.

too much rain, or too much sunshine,
weods, grass, ot cetra, thut the margin
of profits grow small, smaller, smallest,
and “heantifully loss” overy year. How-
ever, a8 wo must live some how, I sup-
poso we must fight life's battles bravely,
and by inteligent labor win the day.
Over produaction, or a poor market is our
greatest enomy. Things will, or must
tegulate thewaselves, Too many fingers
in the pie spoils it. 1 am trying some of
the newer kinds, as the Parry, Cornelia,
Jewell and others.  The Parry in vino or
plant is a fino grower,  The fruit I have
not yet grown; but will know this
soason.  Thoe Cornelia is & poor growoer;
but T will try more thoroughly this
The Jewell T have on trial.
The plant, thus far, is among the finest.
A new broom swaeps clean, but I think
gometimes wo had botter use the old
one u little longer.  What our market is
going to be these good Democratic times
I don't know, Democracy is not a “king-
curc-all™ by a long shoot, The horti-
ounlturist,  agricnlturists and  other
professions are passing an ordeal which
liko the crucible, may separate the fine
from the coarse. I have all my steaw
borries plowed out and hoed over oloan.
They look well, are in blossoms; but the
fature is senled, and wo can only break
the senl hy waiting. AFOD,

BdARON,

Shall Wool be Free of Duty
Avmsvinrg, Or, April 26, 1RSG,
Fditor Willamette Farmer:

In the Fanser of the 23d inst, article
“ahull weol be free of duty,” you say, the
making of wool free of customa will re-
duce the valne nearly a million dollars.”
Wool men may “contemplate their pros-
poct of loss with apprehension,” but how
uwbout the other nineteon-twontieths of
the people? If the wool men are now
taking a million of dellars out of the
pockeots of the Oregon people and putting
it into their own, have we who do not
rise wool, no rights which ounr law-
mikers will respeet? Shall the nine
men of Oregon give to the other one a
millon of dollars for nothing® Beeause
this is what the tariff on wool means, if
it means anvthing, “Figures don't lie.”
And in this, as in all other like cases,
the tarlff simply creates o forward class
who thus get more than their share of
the earnings of the whole, Al the woo)
w farmer raines is so mach olear profit.
It doosn't cost him a cent, the sheep
will pay their own way in other ways:
and that we should pay men a heavy
bonus to enable them o go outside of
settioment to raises wool alone, is & con-
fonnded imposition,  That the tarifl is
to protect, or that it doos protect Ameri-
can labor, is & bald humbug. It is & tax
upon the many for the benefit of the
foew. It has made, and is still making,
the rich richer, and the poor poorer,
until labor is kieking “like & bay steer,”
all over the country. That labor is
maxking some mistakes, there & no
question, but that it will kick off
portion at least of its load, is probuble ;
ahd my sympathies are with it, 1 ean
but admire its “grit,” whatever may be
otherwise said of it. The taxation of
the many for the benefit of the pen,
should, and will, cover the excesses of
lubor in its attempt to recover its rights,
with the mantle of that “charity which
suffereth long. and is kind."

MaTresos,

Oreaon Btate Orange.
Editor Willamette Farmor:

The state Grange will meet on the
2ith inst. at Grange hall in Salem.
Daniel Flint and wife will attend the
sossion oy delogates from the State
Grange of Californin.  Arrangements
have been made for the accomodation
of the menibers of the order at the Che-
mekete botel, also for reduced ratos on
the O. & C. R, R, R. P. Bosg,

Mustor.

lihm vitriol, sulphur and other staples
rted direct by the Port Drug,
lm sold at close figures,
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