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he was not afraid that they were going to put him in
the water. Another one carried me, and mother walked
or waded. Then they carried everything out and spread
the wet things on the willows to dry, set the tent for us,
made fires and did everything to make us comfortable.

In the sheltered cove where we were the wind did not
blow very hard, but the river was so rough we knew we
could not go on. About five o'clock we saw our stock
trailing down the mountain on the other side and begged

the Indians to move over, but they said it was not
safe. They began moulding bullets, and asked for powder,
which scared mother very much, as she feared they might
kill her. She cooked supper and gave them theirs. Then
she noticed that they acted asif they were timid. They
talked in low tones and looked back into the bushes as if
fearing some one was there, but mother quieted her fears.
I had opened my box to play with the kitten, and she

jumped out and ran away. We tried all day to find her,
but could not; in the night she came and crawled in bed
with us, and I was so happy to find her.

The next morning we could see the smoke from
father's camp fire, and before we got started saw them
move out of the little valley they were in. The Indians
loaded up the canoes and we sailed on up the river. It
was not long before the sail had to be taken down, as
the wind kept getting stronger. We crossed over to the
Oregon side, and when passing some of the straight high
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bluffs it seemed as if we surely would go under. To make
it worse we were very seasick. When seven or eight miles
below The Dalles, the Indians said we could go no further,
so we got out and climbed over a sand ridge, where we
rested a little while, when here came the boy telling us we
must come back as it was good now. We went back and

got into the canoe. They worked hard and paddled
bravely on, but we could not see that it was any smoother;
the secret of it was explained later. After they had left us

and gone back man things were missing. They merely
wanted to get us out of sight until they could take them.
Mother was anxious to get up by the time father did, as
he expected us to make the trip the first day and would
be uneasy.

O4GAIN AT THE DALLES.

\Ve arrived at the landing place, where we had taken

the barge less than sixmonths previous. Justin Chenoweth, a man whom we had known for two years, had located a donation claim at this place and had a scheme for
making a town. He had built a warehouse as a beginning,
then met a rosy cheeked immigrant girl, Mary \Tickers,
and was attracted by her healthy, rugged appearance, as
well as her amiable disposition. Chenoweth thought himself a great genius and philosopher, thought this girl was
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a good style of woman to make a good mother, good
housekeeper, and merge her identity into his and have no
soul of her own. When we arrived, we received a warm
welcome from both of them. Mrs. Chenoweth was an
affectionate, good woman, natural and simple in manner
as a child, which made her really charming; but we soon
noticed that when Justin was around, she held herself in
check and if he spoke suddenly, she would start as if she
expected to be reproved. She was dressed in a bloomer

It was very becoming. Many of the women of
the immigration of 1852 wore these dresses, and some
dress.

were almost too short to be modest.
Father got in late in the evening and we were all glad
to be together once more. Although less than two days
had elapsed, it had seemed a long time.

In speaking of our entertainers, I forgot to say they
lived in the warehouse, in rooms curtained off. Justin
took great pride in his home made furniture. For chairs,
barrels were sawed partly away and a board seat put in,
which was on hinges. 'When anything was wanted, it
was "please rise a moment," and out they would bring
a pair of shoes, a bar of soap, or the last baking of bread;
anything could be found under a chair seat, from the soiled

linen to a set of harness. We had to inspect and admire
all the contrivances.
We moved up the next day to a cottage in the rocks
above Mill creek, near where Judge Bennett now lives,
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where we lived or stayed until May, and had expected to
stay until father got a house built, but the news came that
the reservation had been cut down from five miles to one
mile square, which left out the land we were to occupy.
Father knew there would be many who would covet
the place, so he went down and set his stakes, got on his
horse, went out and drove up a yoke of oxen, piled everything on the wagon he had bought, and before night we
were at home on our own property.
Mother had set a hen and did not like to leave the eggs,
so she put the eggs in flannel in her apron, and walked
with them down there, and fixed a nest in the same box,
having sent the hen down with the wagon, put the eggs
in and set the hen and covered her up until night. She
sat all right and hatched every egg.

VONATION CLAIMS.

Congress, on September 27, 1850, passed what was
commonly called the Oregon Donation Land Claim law,

the full text of which was printed in the Oregonian of
December 4, 1850, the first copy of that paper printed.
The donation act granted to a married man and his wife
who were in Oregon previous to the passage of the act,
640 acres of land On the condition that they should cultivate and live on it for four years, each getting a title to

110

320 acres; and to a single man, under like rules, 320 acres.
This was the law under which father took his land. While
we were not in The Dalles September 27, we were inside

the limits of the territory. The donation law expired by
limitation December i,

1855.

I am going a little too fast. Sometime in April the
government was fitting out some kind of an expedition,
and good horses were very hard to get, as the severe
winter had cleaned out stock of all kinds. Those which
father had were of course all good strong ones, or they
would not have survived, and he sold them for exceedingly high prices. I think he sold the only two sur-

viving steers for beef at ninety dollars apiece. He must
have had more, as out of fourteen, there would not be
likely to have been twelve cows. Yes, I know that old
Buck lived, too, and we kept him for years, and old Pied,
the big cow we bought on Bear river.
When we returned from Hood river, we found several changes in the place and people. Nathan Olney had

sold his place to a man named Keith, who had three
daughters and a son. Olney had gone out to the forks
of Five Mile, built a cabin and was living there.
Father rode out there one day on business and on being invited to stay to dinner accepted. They had roast
beef, or what appeared to be. Father thought the meat
fine. Olney led up to the subject of horse meat, and led
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father on to express a disgust for the thought of eating it.
Finally, when the meal was over, Mr. Olney said:

"Mr. Laughlin, I have long known that it is only a
prejudice with people speaking as you have. I myself
would as soon eat the meat of a young unbroke horse as
beef, and much rather than an old beef. I killed a twoyear-old colt a few days ago, and that is the meat you
seemed to enjoy at dinner."
Father felt queer for a few minutes, waited to see if
lie would get sick, was tempted to get angry, but wound
up by saying:
"The meat was fine, I don't care what it was."
After he came home and praised the meat so much,
mother grew suspicious, and whenever we got beef which
she did not know exactly where it came from, she always
thought it came from Olney's and was cavuse. There

were very few cattle in the country, and beef was extremely high and hard to get.

After moving the family down to the place, father
went to work setting his tents and making a permanent
camp, for there was no telling when he could get lumber
to build. His order had gone down the river as soon as
he decided to lease, and had come up on those flat boats
which had to depend entirely on the wind for propelling
power.
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THE VILLAGE.

By this time, 1853, there were several houses in the
village or at the landing, as it was called. The year before, Gibson had moved his store down to about where
Mrs. E. M. \Vilson's place now is (father moved the
building for him) and had an addition put on for sleeping
rooms. Mr. Jabine had grown more delicate until tuberculosis was seemingly thoroughly established. Sometime
during this year he passed away. Allen and McKinley
then had a small store somewhere near where the Umatilla
House stands. Penn Whitman clerked in this store for
a time, also a man named Nugent.
In 1853 a young man named Chase clerked for Allen
& McKinley. \\Then lie learned the reservation had been

cut down, he declared that he had previously located on
the same ground father had. He laid his lines to take
in the store to make a point of residence, hut the store
was still on the reservation. He fought father for several years, but could do nothing, for lie was only a "squatter" and father a bona fide settler.
I started to show that with the increased number of
people resident and the large military post, there was a
great demand for freight facilities, and but poor service, so

it was a long time before father got any lumber to begin
the house, and we did not get into it until August. We
had three tents, one for the kitchen, one for the sitting
room and one for sleeping. The sitting room was floored
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and made as comfortable as such a tent would permit, but
it was fearfully hot without even a bush for shade. As
soon as the house had the roof and sheathing on the outside and inside we moved in all but the kitchen. The

weatherboarding, windows and shingles did not arrive
until long after. Father had drawn poles from up the
creek and fenced the garden and a small field south of the
old home, where he cut grass for hay the first season, and

the next season raised the finest oats I ever saw in my
life. Our garden was a treasure. Everything grew finely.
For water we had a dug well, but never liked the water
very much, as it was so hard. Mother used to have much
of the water which we used brought from the spring about
a block away. It was cool and good tasting.

By September all the material had come for the
The doors and windows were put in (father

house.

made the doors) and the kitchen built with a rough stone
fireplace. Father did not feel equal to building a chimney and fire place in the main house from the material at
hand, and wanted to have the comfort of one so much
that he gathered up the loose stones lying about and built
it on the low side of the long shed room he had built for
a kitchen and dining room, and many a pleasant evening
was spent around that wide cheerful old fireplace.

While we had this low chimney some one gave us
children a very young rabbit, which we, in our fondness
for pets, were delighted with. Father had an old cat
S
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which used to use the chimney for an exit when the doors
were closed. At this time she had a nest of kittens in a
barrel in the wood shed. One day she startled us by seizing the little bunny and springing up the chimney. Of
course we rushed out, expecting to see her eating our little
pet, but she had taken it into the barrel and was trying

to make it as clean as her kitty babies. She let it take
its nourishment with them, and every day when she
thought we had played with it long enough she would
come after it, and if the door was closed she would go out

of the chimney; but a day came after the rabbit had
grown to be quite heavy, when she took him out that
way and we never saw him again.

Some said she ate
him, but I am sure she never did, as she searched for him
for days. We thought she let him fall, which frightened
him so that he must have run away and hidden.
The house set up off of the ground and contained two
large rooms, but was ceiled up with rough lumber and
lined and ceiled over head with cotton domestic. There
were two steps down into the kitchen, and that opened
out into a large wood shed, which I think was not built
the first year. In the fall the yard was fenced in with
poles to keep the Indians from riding over us, for they

would ride up to the very doors and leave their horses
stand there, and could see no reason why they should not.
They made a great fuss about our fences, anyway. They
claimed the right to ride anywhere they pleased, and
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after father fenced the field in the valley above town.
which he did in the winter of 1853 and 1854, they would
very often throw down the fence and ride through. The
fence was of rails and easily taken down.

EARLY SETTLERS.
In the fall of 1853 there was a large immigration and
many stopped here; others came back from the valley to

trade with the immigrants in one way and another, so
the place was quite livelya city of tents with all sorts of
signs, restaurants predominating. Stores were plentiful,
cattle buyers thick as flies, which were not scarce. Later
some of these people took up land. Some built houses
and established themselves permanently. Charlie Denton
was one who stayed. He worked round until the next

year, and settled on his place where he has lived ever
since. Dr. Shaug, another pioneer, came about that time
and located on the George Snipes place. A family named
Matthews settled below them, and a number stopped in
town. I am not writing this for authentic history, as I
am a little doubtful as to whether these people all came in
1853 or 1854.
To go back to the fencing of the field in 1853. The

river bottom at that time was a wide fine valley, clear
up to Three Mile creek and beyond. There was a low
ridge of sand over by the river, beginning at the \Vasco
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Warehouse mill and running up for perhaps a half mile,
growing smaller all of the way. This ridge was covered
with wild currant bushes. In the valley the Indians had a
fine race track three miles long. They were so indignant
when it was fenced that for several years father used to
make a practice of getting up very early to see if the fence
was down.

THE FIRST MARRIAGE IN WASCO COUNTY.

This is the first authentic account of a legal marriage
in the county, which was really then a part of Clackamas.
I will give the incidents as given to me by Mr. George
Snipes. 'While I have been familiar with the facts and
incidents here related as they occurred, and have related
them many times as being of an interesting character, yet
I was not sure enough of details and felt a delicacy about
using the story without having it verified.
"I came across the plains in the year 1853, arriving
on Ten Mile creek in September. While camped there
I met a man who in conversation asked me where I was

from; I told him from Iowa. He asked what county; I
replied from Jefferson. He then said he wondered if I
knew his people; his name was Nathan Olney. I told
him I knew them all, but could not remember that I had
ever seen him, as he had been away so long.
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"While we were hitching up to start, intending to
take the road which branched off across the Cascade
mountains, I saw a card on the ground, and on picking
it up found on it the name of Dr. Shaug, of The Dalles.
I had known him well in Iowa, as he had been our family
physician for years before coming west.

"I told the boys I wished one of them would drive
for me that day, as I wanted to go into town and see an
old acquaintance. This was on Saturday, and it was the
intention that the train should lay by on Fifteen Mile,
creek over Sunday. Out from The Dalles are Three
Mile, Five Mile, Eight Mile, Ten Mile, and Fifteen Mile
creeks. I intended to make my visit and overtake them
there.

"When I found the doctor, he was out at the ranch
which he had taken up, the place where I live now. After
awhile he said he though I had better stop in The Dalles.
I said I did not see anything there for me to stay for, but
he said it was a good country, and he could assure me I
would do well. He said if I wanted a farm he could pick
out a good place for me. I said that was what I was
looking for, but I thought I had better go on, as I came
with that intention.
'\Vell,' said the doctor, 'I went through when I
came, and I have come back, because I think this a better
place for a mart to get ahead than in the Willamette valley.'
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"'I don't think I can stop now,' I replied. 'The fact
is, I have to go on, as I am going o be married when I
get there. The old man won't give me my girl, and I
will have to steal her; but I am going to steal her as soon
as we get through to the valley.'
'Is the girl willing for you to steal her?'
'Yes, she says so.'
"'Well, why not steal her here, and stay? I'll get
some fellows I know to go with you and I'll ftirnish the
horses. I know where we can get a side saddle for t4e
girl to ride on, and you can steal her now.'"
"I thought about it for awhile, when the doctor said:
"'Let us go back to town and talk it over with my
wife.'
"We did so and Mrs. Shaug was delighted with the
plan. I concluded to try it. Then they told me to go

into the tent and write a letter telling the girl just what
to do, which I did.
"The doctor got two men, Jim Thompson and Jim
Griffin, to go with me, and furnished cayuses for all three,
one with a side saddle for my girl.

"When we got to Fifteen Mile we found my train
camped there, but the Imblers had gone on, and were
either going through to Tygh valley or make a dry camp
before reaching there. I told my friends what I was
going to do. They did not like to have me leave them,
but all understood how the affair stood and wished me
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good luck. We went on until we got up near where the
Brookhouse place now is, and found their train had made
a dry camp. Griffin and myself waited at a distance, while
Thompson went up to the camp, having been instructed
lioi to proceed.
"He tied his horse to a wagon having a certain namt
or number on it, went to where they were eating supper,

asked for Mr. Imbler, and told a yarn about expecting
to meet a brother with that train, On being asked to eat
supper with them he said he had eaten supper, but would
take a cup of coffee just to be sociable. On seeing Miss
Imbler go to the wagon he made an excuse to see to his
horse and managed to give her the letter. He then returned to the camp fire and told so many tales that when he
finally took leave old man Imbler had become suspicious.

He at once called the men together and told them that
the fellow who had taken a cup of coffee with them had
acted and talked so suspiciously that he believed a gang
was coming to steal their cattle in the night. They were
all excited and drove the cattle up and set a guard over
them.

"\Vhen Miss Imbler received the letter she called
her sister to bring a light and they read it together. By
the time she was ready to start the cattle had been rounded
up in front of the wagon she was in. and her two brothers
were standing guard directly opposite. There was nothing to do but wait with patience for an opportunity, which
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came at last. While both of the boys were talking, with
their backs turned toward the wagon, she slipped quietly,

away and walked down the road to where we three men
were waiting for her. When she joined us we all quickly
mounted our horses and started for The Dalles, where
we arrived at half-past two o'clock.

"We rode up to Dr. Shaug's tent and told them
everything was all right. The doctor replied:
"'I have good news for you; I have a preacher here.'
"We had expected to have to go to Portland to be
married, but one of the Hineses had come up on the boat
that evening to meet a brother expected across the plains.
The doctor called in several persons and we were married
within an hour after arriving.
"I worked on the ranch for Dr. Shaug the first year,

and then came to town and applied to Mr. Mosier for
work. He asked me whether I could use a hammer.
Upon being told I could, he put me to work. I helped
him build the store for Cushing & Low. On his agreeing to employ me, I told him I must have some place to
live. He said he had just built a double house for himself, and that he would live in one side of it and my family
in the other. We lived there a year. This double house
had two rooms.
"The next year I bought the place down below Row-

John Irvin claimed it. He had gone away and
left it in Mr. Laughlin's hands to sell, so I bought it of
ena.
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him. There was a cabin on the place which had a chimney of rough stones built on the outside.
"A year or two later, when the Indians were getting
troublesome, while at work making rails down toward the
river one day, I heard some one hallooing. I answered.
The calling was kept up and pretty soon I saw Mr. Mosier
and another man coming over the hills toward me. Mosier had taken up a place below on the creek now called
by his name, and built a sawmill, and was on his way to
The Dalles with a boatload of lumber, when the Indians
fired on them from the opposite side of the river, one shot
grazing Mosier's stomach, scaring him nearly to death. I
had heard the shots, but supposed that stragglers from

a camp of soldiers opposite The Dalles had wandered
down there and were shooting.
"Mosier asked if I had any guns? I told him I had
an old musket and a shot gun but that they wouldn't shoot
across the river. He insisted that I should get them, so I

did. We went to the river where we could see about a
dozen Indians on the other side on the rocks, at the mouth
of the Klickitat. They called to us, but I only knew a few
words of Chinook, and the others knew no more than I,

and as the Indians could not speak English they soon
disappeared. As near as we could make out, they wanted
to learn how many people were living on our side, but we
could not understand them nor they us.
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"A night or two after that we were disturbed by our
dog barking, something which he seldom did. I had in
a pen a fine litter of pigs of which I was very proud, as
hogs were very scarce in the country at that time. The
coyotes and wolves were troublesome, so I tied the dog

to a tree with a long rope to keep them away from the
pigs. When the dog kept up such a fierce barking, I
supposed there was a wolf around. I got up and opened
the door, when the dog ran into the house, something
I had never known him to do in his life before. I pushed
him out with my foot, when he jumped in again, and then
I saw an arrow sticking in his neck. Then I knew what
was the matter. I pulled the arrow out and let him stay
inside.

I told my wife to get up and dress, as there

were Indians around.
"It was a bright moonlight night and the mountain
cast a deep shadow which came almost to the house on the
south side, so that we could see but a short distance in
that direction. I took the ax and knocked the chinks
out from between the logs to make a loop hole on each

side of the cabin, then I looked out of the top of the
chimney, which was low enough for me to get into. On
looking toward the river I saw four Indians going away
from near the house. They disappeared in the brush
which was very thick. Not long after I saw four more
come straight for the house from the rocks and brush in
the shadow. I took a shot at them and one dropped; they
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were not more than ten steps away. I shot again and an-

other reeled around. We could see they had dragged
one away. They left the dead body down opposite the
mouth of the Klickitat. Long afterward I learned from
the Indians that the other was shot through the shoulder.
They supposed we had left, and intended to rob the house
and burn it. When morning came we found they had
taken two sets of harness from the corner of the house.

"About ten o'clock the next day Joe Marsh came
over, driving a yoke of oxen hitched to his wagon, returning my harrow. In those days we none of us had
many things to work with and borrowed back and forth
as we needed. When we told him what had happened
he was more frightened than we were, and urged us to
get our guns, get into the wagon and leave the place. We
got in and sat down in the bottom of the wagon bed, my

wife holding both of the twin babies in her lap, and 1
holding the two guns straight up, one in each hand. Joe
was so scared that he whipped and yelled at the oxen at
every step. They were going at a great pace when something broke, and away they went. They had gone two
hundred yards before he could stop them and bring them
back.

I laughed then and I have laughed a hundred

times since when I think of us sitting there and those oxen

galloping off. We went up on the north side and nearly
to the head of the lake to where Joe lived. He piled his
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family into the wagon with us and drove' up to the
garrison.

"When we told Major Raines what had happened
the night before, he said he would send a detachment of
men down the next day. I told him it was not necessary,
as we were all away from there, but he insisted, and said
that I must go with them to show them the way. I did
so, but there were no Indians to be seen, and as far I know

they never came back. We camped in Mr. Laughlin's
yard that summer."
4 TRYING EXPERIENCE.
Late in the fall of 1854 a very unpleasant thing happened. One day a wretched, starved looking cayote came

around the place and fought with our two dogs. When
any one would go out the creature would sneak off.
In the night it came and fought with the dogs again, in
the open wood shed, several times. Early in the evening
we heard a commotion in the stable, which was built of
logs. A little black mare was kept there for the boys to
ride after the cows, and James, going to see what caused
the noise, saw the cayote jumping at the horse's nose,
and the pony striking and defending herself. James ran
down the street after father, who came up and, taking a
heavy stick, went in and struck the wolf down till it
seemed to be dead. He took it out and threw it on the
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ground, while we all stood looking at it, when it sprang
up and was gone. It came back several times in the night
and then disappeared.
All went well for. a time until one afternoon Frank
went up on the bluff to bring the pony home, as she had
been turned out for the day. When he came home he
complained that she had acted very strangely. She ran at
him and struck and bit at him, and would not allow him
to mount her back; he thought he would never get her
home, but finally got her shut up in the stable. Along in
the evening we were again startled by another commotion
from the stable. On going out and looking through the
cracks we could see her snapping like a dog, biting the
manger and kicking and striking with her feet. Father
was ent for; when he went into the stable she seemed
to recover herself in a measure and to know him for a
few moments, then fell down and went out of one spasm
into another until she died. We were so fond of the dogs

that we kept hoping they would not go mad, but one
morning the mother, on my calling her to breakfast,
growled at me and refused to come. Later in the day
the hired man shot her for growling at him; still we kept
the young dog. After a long time, quite a little more
than a month, we noticed the clog barked so much more
than usual and that he was very hoarse. This was in the
evening. Father said "that dog is getting to he foolish;
he needs training." The next morning, he ran after the
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stock and would not obey when spoken to, but we thought
all danger of hydrophobia must be past, as Major Raines
had assured father that after forty days had elapsed there
was no danger. 'We thought we would be watchful, how-

The dog had never been allowed to follow or go
away from the yard, and never had shown any disposition to do so, but this morning he started several tinies
and was called back. Along in the morning father went
down the street and stopped at the first store (Henderson's) where Dr. Shaug had a few drugs and an office.
Father sat on a bench outside talking when the dog came
along, and on being ordered back paid no attention but
started on. Father rushed out and caught him by the
hind leg, when the dog snapped at his hand, just grazing
the skin on the back. The doctor said he thought it was
ever.

not deep enough to hurt, but put soda and tobacco upon it.

The dog came back home, and upon one of the children
going out into the shed, it was found he was having a fit.
Mother went out to see about it but he had gone. While

she was looking around the house one way, he came
around the other between her and the door. To say that
he was raving mad barely describes the condition. Such
howling I shall never forget. It haunted me for months.
Mother ran up on an underground cellar as the only place
she could get, but it was not much protection, except that
she kept on the highest point and the dog being lower had
further to spring. He bit her arms many times, and tried
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to reach her hands and face, but could not on account of
the uneveness of the cellar roof and his being young and
very clumsy. \Ve children were so terrified we at first
cotild not move, but mother's calls for help brought us tc
our senses and James rushed out and struck the dog with
the broom, when he turned towards him and mother ran
around the house, James following. I had come out
either with James or right after him, and the only thing
I could see was a short handled spade. I saw that the dog
was about to catch James, and realizing that the broom
was no weapon to ward off a mad dog, followed closely,
and just at the right moment struck with the spade. For
a few moments, which seemed a life time, it was all that
I could do to protect myself. I would catch him on the
spade and throw him back, when he would recover him-

self and come at me again, I think about three times.
Each time my strength seemed exhausted. James had
gone through the house and out the back (loor. As the
dog fell back he saw James and started after him, and I
ran around to the front door and into the house. No one
can ever know how one feels under such circumstances,
unless they have had the experience. I have had an event-

ful life; have been in deadly peril many times, but nothing has ever even begun to compare with that. It was
a most hideous nightmare. For weeks I was glad when
morning came, as my nights were so full of repetitions of
that horror.
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Father and others hearing our screams came running
up, but the dog met them in the friendliest manner possible. Father could not realize the experience we had had.
Thought we were hysterical from fear. We begged him
to be careful and told him that the dog would bite him.
Finally, to satisfy us, he took him out and shut him into
the chicken house, which had no floor. The dog kept
trying to dig out. In the afternoon father, seeing that
he had so many of those spasms, gave up and shot him.
Mother, on going in at the front door, cut her finger
on a broken bit of the casting around the knob. The
wound looked exactly as if made by the tooth of a dog.

She was sick with fright for a while, and even after I
thought of how the wound had been made, she kept on
poulticing it with soda and tobacco.
When the cayote came we had a lot of hogs which
were so much trouble that father let them out on shares
to Joe Marsh, who took them down to his place just this
side of Rowena. When we heard from him they had all
gone mad and died. He said their actions were extremely
comical. None of our cattle seemed to have been bitten.
We had a cat which we were very fond of and in the
day time I had no fear of her, but at night would be sure
she was on my bed and might bite me. I begged father
to shoot her, but he could see no reason for killing a harm-

less animal and would not do it. I am sure if he could
have realized how severe a shock my system had received
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he would have done all in his power to relieve me from
any more suffering.
-

LOU HENDERSONS CAMP KETTLE.
In 1833 a few men camped on Fifteen Mile creek with
a band of immigrant cattle, to keep them over until spring

on good range, thinking from common report that there
were no winters worth mentioning. One of these was
Lou Henderson, who afterwards took up a donation land

claim, and in time married and brought up a. family..
Lou's reputation for veracity was never the best. In
the spring he came into the village and told of their experiences. Their camp was built by putting a pole across

between two trees, leaning pales slanting from this and
covering them with pine boughs for a roof; they then
set up boughs at the ends and partly in front, and built
a long fire of logs in front to warm them, and for cooking
purposes. Of course this was all right in mild weather,
but rather airy when the thermometer went twenty degrees below zero. Lou, in telling different things said he
would make oath that he had seen their camp kettle (a
sheet iron bucket) sitting close to a hot fire boiling on the
side next the fire and freezing on the opposite side. There
were plenty of days during that winter when the kettle
would freeze all round if a very little way from the fire,
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but it would be utterly impossible for it to freeze and boil
at the same time.
Those men had another serious experience. On a very
-

cold night they had built a large fire and gone to sleep.
The boughs had become seasoned, and when the sparks
fell thick upon them in places, the pitchy needles flamed
up, and away went thecamp in almost a flash. The men
had very little time to get out, let alone save anything.
They made their way to another camp on the same creek,
but suffered very much.
\Vhen we left our Missouri home, father brought our
school books along. There were none to be had here for
several years. The first book I remember of getting was
the "Reveries of a Bachelor," by Ike Marvel, which was

published in 1851 and must have been brought out by
some of the military people, or it could not have been in
father's possession in 1852. We had an occasjonal number of Graham's Magazine. About 1854, one or two
young men by the name of Purvine came and took up a
place at Rowena; they brought a number of books with
them. Father was quite interested in them, and when
they found they were so far from anywhere and were
going back to the \Villamette, father made a bid for their
books and got them. The ones which I remember were
four school histories, Goodrich's United States, England,
France and Rome. \Ve used to read them aloud on winter
evenings, and they were a treat. Father had never had
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much opportunity to study history and enjoyed them as
much as James and I. We occasionally had papers.

I think it was after being elected county judge, or
judge of probate, as the office was then called, that father
procured some books on common law and read them a
great deal; after that the county was organized and courts
were held. He often would do what he called "pettifogging," by which he meant helping people out of trouble
in the justice courts. He was quite a good judge of law.
There were a number of lawyers who got their education
in law in the same way. He had no idea of ever becoming a lawyer, and only read for his own pleasure.

In 1854 father gt a small lot of fruit trees and set
I cannot remember now how he got them. They
were a fine assortment from H. Llewellyns nursery at
Milwaukie, the start for which was brought across the
out.

plains in a wagon in 1847. This fruit was a great source

of pleasure; there were pears, apples, grapes, currants,
gooseberries and peaches. This orchard and garden were
his recreation. His fondness for flowers was remarkable,

and it seemed like he could make anything grow; and
another thing he took pleasure in was his bees. He had a
great row of hives and took delight in tending them. He
was also fond of fowls and in his later years took all the
care of them.

In some way he came into possession of a pair of
geese; the goose either died or was killed, but father and
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the gander were great friends. They would talk to each
other and father would pet him. One morning father sat
down on something low and was letting the gander run
his beak around his neck and face in a way he thought
lovely; when the gander in a confidential gossipy mood,
accidentally snipped a piece out of his lip. How we did
tease him. Said they were kissing. Father liked pets
and children. I don't think he ever forgave a neighbor for
poisoning a pet cat. His friends used to try to tease him
for carrying pretty boquets to little Kate Craig and Belle
Forbes, Nannie McAuliff and other little tots who appreciated them and hailed his coming with delight; but

he loved to give the little ones those simple gifts, and
could not see anything undignified in it, and there wa3
none. There is true nobility in unaffected simplicity and
kindness, and that was the kind he possessed. The person,
be it man or woman, who loves home, children and pets,
will never go very far wrong for having loving thoughts,
for there is no evil in love.

WASCO COUNTY.

Oregon was admitted as a territory August 14, 1848.
In January, 1854, the territorial legislature passed an act
creating \Vasco County, which contained all of Oregon
east of the Cascade mountains. How far east it extended
I am not quite sure, but I believe a part or all of Idaho was
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comprised in it. From what is now Oregon, fourteen
counties have been cut off and still more are struggling to
detach themselves.

At the general elections for county officers, the following were chosen:

1854County commissioner, L. Henderson; county
judge, N. Olney; sheriff, B. Reynolds; clerk, John A.
Sims; treasurer,
1856County commissioner, J. McAuliff; county
judge, WI. C. Laughlin; sheriffs, C. \V. Shaug*, B. McCormick*; clerk, J. R. Bates; treasurer, M. 1. Cushing.
1858 County commissioner, R. G. Atwell; county

judge, 0. Humason; sheriff, A. J. Crabb; clerk, WI. C.
Moody; treasurer. J. McAu 11ff.

i86oCountv commissioners, WI. C. Laughlin. R.
Marshall; county judge,
; sheriff. Chas. \Vhite;
clerks, WI. C. Moodv*, G. E. Graves*; treasurer. J. McAuliff.

1862County commissioners, J. M. Crooks*. WI. C.
Laughlin, John Irvine*, N. Olnev*, J. A. Odell*; county
judges, C. E. Graves* N. Olney*, 0. N. Dennv*, Geo. L.
Woods*; sheriffs, Chas. White*, N. Olney*; clerk, WI. D.
Biglow; treasurer, H. J. \Valdron.
1864County commissioners, John Irvine. H. Rice;
county judge, 0. N. Denny; sheriff. C. White; clerk. R.

B. Reed; treasurer, H. J. Waidron; assessor. J. Irvine;
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school superintendent, J. Chenoweth; surveyor, J. Chenoweth:; coroner, C. 'W. Denton.
1865Assessor, \Vm. Logan; school superintendent,
J. H. Stephens; surveyor, J. Chenoweth; coroner, Thos.
Martin.

i88Assessor, H. P. Isaacs; school superintendent,
R. R. Thompson; surveyor, A. Fairchild; coroner, \V.
Demoss.

j86oAssessors, J. M. Bird*, N. Olney*, H. J. \Valdron*; school superintendent, E. P. Fitzgerald.
1862Assessor, M. M. Chipman; school superintendent, E. P. Fitzgerald; Coroner, A. J. Hogg.

1864Assessors, L. Colwell*, C. E. Chrisman*;
school superintendent, J. D. Robb; surveyor, \Vm. Logan;
coroners, Thomas Gordon*, A. H. Steel*.
In 1851 we had a mail route established. The carrier

had a boat which he sailed when there was wind, and
when there was none he rowed. Remembering him as I
do I think he must have whistled up a breeze most of the
time, even if he had to force it with a dollar to an Indian
to row for him. The mail carrier was Justin Chenoweth.
On September 15, 1855, a meeting of the residents of
the village was held for the purpose of formulating rules
for a division of property and government of The Dalles,
"that tragical valley, racked and battered, where the devils
Shows that those only served part of the term and resigned.
I Chenoweth held both offices. I expect there were not enough men to
11 alL Now we do not have enough offices for the men who want them.
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held their tourneys when the world was shaped by flood
and flame."The Conquest, by Eva Emery Dye.

After adopting a series of resolutions a board of
trustees was elected; these were \V. C. Laughlin, R. D.
Forsythe, J. C. Geere, \V. H. LeRoy and 0. Humason.
The record which I quote from said, "and other officers."
There were no other names given. It was provided that
on April 7, 1856, the first general election should be held.
The first charter was granted by the territorial legislature

of 1855 and 1856. On the second day of April the gen
eral election was held. H. P. Isaacs, N. H. Gates and
James McAuliff were elected trustees; J. P. Booth, recorder; 0. Humason, treasurer. Until 1863 five trustees
were elected, so I suppose two must have held over, as
they only elected three at that election. After 1863 they
were called councilmen. In that year they elected a mayor

for the first time, James E. Kelly.

1855Trustees, \\T C. Laughlin, R. D. Forsythe, J.
C. Geere, W. H. F. LeRoy, 0. Huniason.

i86Trustees, H. P. Isaacs, N. H. Gates, James
McAuliff; recorder, 5. P. Booth; Treasurer, 0. Humason.

1857Trustees, N. H. Gates, E. G. Cowne, T. Hall.
B. F. McCormick, P. Craig; recorder, C. R. Meigs; treas-

urer, 0. Humason.
1858Trustees, N. H. Gates, H. P. Isaacs, C. McFarland, E. G. Cowne, 0. Huniason; recorder, \V. C.
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Moody; marshal, A. J. Crabb; treasurers, T. Baldwin*,
J. Juker'1'.

185 9Trustees, L. W. Coe, Victor Trevitt*, L. Muler*, F. C. Brown, M. M. Cushing*, A. P. Dennison*,
J. W. D. Gillette*, A. J. Price, 0. L. Savage; recorders,
E. R. Button*, G. E. Graves; marshals, H. \V. Headrick*,
A. J. Crabb*, G. Barrington*; treasurer, N. H. Gates.

i86oTrustees, L. W. Coe, F. C. Brown, W. D. Big-

low, 0. 5. Savage, R. E. Miller; recorders, Jas. McAuliff*, J. M. Murphy*, W. C. Moody*.

i86iTrustees, R. E. Miller, C. T. Mansfield, P.
Craig, E. P. Fitzgerald, Fred Botler; recorders, \V. C.
i\Ioody, J. L. Reynolds; marshal, H. \V. Headrick; treasurer, 0. S. Savage.

1862Trustees, R. E. Miller, E. P. Fitzgerald, F.
Botler*, L. Brown*, T. Gordon*, H. Clark, B. F. Drew;

recorder, J. L. Reynolds; marshal, H. \V. Headrick;
treasurer, P. Craig.
1863Mayor, Jas. K. Kelly; trustees, W. C. Laughlin*, J. A. Odel*, J. Eppinger, A. Lauer*, F. C. Brown,
Racy Biven; recorders, T. W. Tallifero*, J. L. Revnolds*;

marshals, H. \V. Headrick*, Chas. White*; treasurers,
P. Craig*, A. Buchanan*.
1864Mayor, C. R. Meigs; trustees, L. Brown, R. C.
Munger, Wm. Harmon, A. Clark, L. Coffin*, L. Lvon*;
recorders, J. L. Reynolds*, \V. A. Loring*; marshal, Na-

than Obey; treasurer, H. J. Waidron.
* Shows these resigned, or did not complete their term.
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CBUILDINGS

In the summer of 1852 there was a hotel built. It
was a crude affair, but suited to the times. It was built
and managed by a man named Thompkins, who had a
family of several grown sons and one daughter, Minerva.
This daughter married a French gentleman, Mr. LaBousodier, but who was called LaBushalier; he died from
loss of blood, owing to his being one too many in the
family. The wife afterwards married E. R. Button. She
was a feature of the place for a number of years.
In 1854 Col. N. H. Gates built quite a good hotel. one
and a half stories high. The Gates family was one of the
most prominent in the place. They had one son and one

daughterWilliam, now living near Lone Rock, and
Lydia, a beautiful girl and a great favorite, who, to the
surprise of every one, married John Darragh, who was
almost unknown to any one, although he had called The
Dalles his home for several years. He was an engineer
on one of the boatsa morose, backward, unsocial man.
never mingling in any social affairs whatever, while she
was gay and full of life. enjoying every kind of gaiety.
Darragh was esteemed highly by those who knew him
best, but they were yen' few, for he encouraged but few'
to come near enough to know him. Lydia died \'ery
young. She was so much admired and loved that I mention her as a character to be remembered.
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Some even yet will remember Miss O'Rourke, who,
after the Gates quit keeping hotel, kept a millinery store in

one of the front rooms of the building for a number of
years and then built on the court house corner, Union
and Third streets.
In 1854 Lieutenant Forsythe built a large two-story
building, the first in the town. It was called the Pioneer
Hotel, and was run by a man and his wife named Aldrich.

It was the building owned and occupied so long as a
lodging house by Mrs. Kate Springer. Then the Aidriches kept a hotel in a part frame and part log house on
the corner of Federal and Main streets, formerly Henderson's store.
A. H. Curtis built a good hotel building on the same
site and the Forbes family kept it for a time. I remember
at one time that Dinsmore, the California mining stock
broker, who made and lost so much money and who is

known of by a number of Dalles people, lived in this
hotel. As a hotel the building was never a success.
A man named Martin built a hotel, the Oregon House,
on the northeast corner of Washington and Second streets.
This was about the first move off Main street for business,

except the Forsythe House, which was only kept up a
year or two at most. At first the town scattered up Main
street a long way, and up Union one block; then an effort

was made to start up Washington. A German named
Louie Eppinger built a hotel on the southeast corner of
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WTashington, which I think lie called the Occidental. He
and his family managed it but were only successful for
a time. In the meantime some one, I think the Nixon
brothers, built the Umatilla House in 1857, and I think H.

P. Isaacs bought it and sold it to Handlev and Sinnott.
I think the Graves family were the oniy ones running the
house before Handley and Sinnott bought it in i86o.
W. C. Laughlin built a small hotel between Federal
and Laughlin streets on Main, which was called first the
Oregon House and then The Dalles House. Tom Smith
built the Cosmopolitan about 1859.
I think this is a fairly good list of hotels up to 1864.
There were restaurants without end. An Irish family
named Dwyer bought the old Thompkins hotel after its
palmiest days were over and kept a restaurant and bakery.
I think Snyder's restaurant succeeded that on the corner
of Court and Main streets.
R. R. Thompson was appointed Indian agent in 1853

or 1854, and came to The Dalles and built a home out
on Thompson's addition.. When they came, it was said,
"there has a family come with a drove of sheep and a
drove of children, all girls." They oniy had six or seven
at that time, and there were two boys, but they were such
thin, wiry children, they seemed to be everywhere at once.
R. R. Thompson wore his hair in long curls hanging down
on his shoulders, or to his shoulders, black and glossy as a
crow's wing. The children used to herd the sheep on the
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hills. I do not know why he kept them, for wool was low

and transportation so difficult and high that I have been
told there were years in which they stacked the wool out
of doors and it lay there until it rotted; but I do not know
this myself. The family were very fond of society and
never missed a party or social gathering, Mrs. Thompson
and the two eldest daughters, Eliza and Sally, especially.
Mrs. WThitney, now Mrs. Simonson, was also very
jolly and fond of company, as was also her little daughter,

Sarah (Mrs Moore).
I remember my first ball was in the Forsythe building,

I think in 1856. The ladies were, as I remember, Mrs.
Thompson and two daughters, Mrs. Whitney and her
daughter, Mrs. Amity, from out on Three Mile creek,
Mrs. Cornelius McFarland, Mrs. Aldrich, the hostess,
Miterva Button, Miss Lydia Gates, myself, and I think
Mrs. Harbaugh, and perhaps Mrs. Charles Denton.
Possibly there were others, but twelve ladies were a lot
to get together at that time. Gentlemen predominated, consequently the ladies had to dancç all the time, and the men
when they could get a partner. Mother, who knew nothing about such gatherings, supposed they began by seven

or eight o'clock, and that I would only look on a little
while and be tired, so she made me promise to come home

at ten o'clock. My partner came for me at seven o'clock
and after we started said, "Miss Gates wants us to come
by and go with them." When we went in, Miss Gates
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was sitting there in her every day clothes. She looked
at my partner and laughed. I felt hurt, but immediately
took in the situation. It seemed to me hours before she
got ready and we went over; the others had just begun
coming. I was afraid I should have to go before dancing
began. Several said, "you would not be so silly as to go
at ten ;" but I had no thought of staying later, and after
three quadrilles went home with everybody protesting.
I then decided I would never again make myself the
laughing stock of the crowd by making promises, consequently, went out very little.
There was for about ten years a fearful state of immorality. The town was run by gamblers and cut-throats.
Murders were as common as the week that came round.
Cutting and shooting scrapes were everyday affairs.
Father kept us children so closely at home that when the
Indians broke out and people were forced to seek refuge
in town, we children enjoyed it, even though we suffered
more or less with fear. Every house was full for weeks
and many who could went below. Father had made up
his mind that he ought to take us all to Portland for safety.
as the severe frights we had received had rather unnerved
mother, and the work was enormous keeping open house
as we did; but before he got started there came the mas-

sacre at the Cascades and by the time we could have
passed there, he concluded the worst was over. As is always the case in any military movements, there was so
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much red tape that at times the townspeople felt they
might all be killed before the soldiers would get down to
protect them.
There was a company for home protection organized
on the quiet. One night someone rode furiously into town
saying the Indians were coming, and fifty men were on
the move to meet them in a very short time; but before

they got to Three Mile, they met something, I can't be
sure whether it was loose stock, a pack train., or just what,

but it was something perfectly harmless. After Major
Hailer made his unlucky reconnoiter through the Yakima
country, The Dalles people felt very anxious. They would
meet in gatherings on the corner of the street or their
houses and talk the situation over, speculating on what
might happen until they were afraid for night to come.

There never was any doubt that the Indians were
treated very unjustly. In June, 1855, a treaty was
held out on Three Mile by General Joel Palmer with the
\Vasco, Deschutes and John Day Indians. I think the
meeting was in session for three days. Father attended

at the request of both whites and Indians, as he spoke
Chinook so well he was valuable to the Indians to explain
that appeared vague to them.

They ceded all of their lands for one hundred and
fifty thousand dollars. Payment was to be divided into
annuities, which would reach the amount in twenty years.
These lands included over sixteen thousand square miles.
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The Indians were told that this treaty would not be enforced until ratified by the government. It was not ratified until 1859. Joel Palmer immediately published in the
Oregon papers that the country was open for settlement.
This enraged the Indians and was one great cause of the
trouble all over the country, for precisely the same course
had been followed in the Yakima. and WaIla WaIla country by Governor I. I. Stevens, and Joel Palmer as superintendent, with identical results. Then, when the war was
being carried on with Major Raines in command in this
part of the country, and General Wool of all this coast,
the regular army's force was insufficient, in their compli-

cated way of getting at things, to make any decisive
move, and met with defeat or the next thing to it.
On Major Raines calling on Governor Curry for four
companies of volunteers, he sent eight. From that time
the military and volunteers clashed at every turn. Major
Raines would have nothing to do with them unless the
were sworn into the regular service tinder him. This they
refused to do. Finally several companies, learni ngof thedanger of the people tip about Walla WTalla, and fearing for
the safety of I. I. Stevens, who was on an expedition for
treating with other tribes at a greater distance, started off

poorly equipped in every waypoorly clothed, provisioned and armed. There was nothing plentiful but brayery and enthusiasm. One or two of these companies
were raised here. I only rememher a few of them. One
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was Cornelius McFarland and several others of our acquaintances, commanded by Colonel Nesmith and James

K. Kelly. They marched in the winter oer those cold
mountains, routed and subdued the Indians, while the
commanders of the regulars were hurrying their troops
away to winter quarters. I know those volunteers did
things unworthy of commendation, but where they were

mostly neighbors and friends, no strict discipline was
either attempted or could be enforced.
There are always lawless and hot-headed men drawn
into such organizations who do things on impulse which
many of those with better judgment may always regret.
At any rate, their work was effective. They went headlong after the Indians and neither hunger nor cold stopped
them until they had defeated them.
Captain Nathan Olney was another of the men among

the volunteers. Among those cut off from escape from
that country were Major Barnhart, William McKay and
James Sinclair, who was connected with the Hudson's
Bay Company, together with his and other families; there
were also Brooks and Bumford, John F. Noble and Ramon, and the Frenchman afterwards mentioned as living
at the Simms place.
There were a number of white men with Indian wives

who had lived among the Indians so long that they felt
safe; among them were Colonel William Craig, a trapper
and trader, and John Owen, both of whom spent weeks
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at a time camped about here in the summer with their
families. It was said of Owen that when his squaw dis-

pleased him he tied her up and whipped her, for he could
not whip her if she were not tied. She was high tempered and would get so angry she would threaten to kill

herself; then he would say, "No you won't. If you do,
I will tie your body up and whip you after von are dead,"
and that seemed to have such a horror for her that she
would yield obedience. I used to, child as I was, wish
that she would get the advantage of him and give him a
thorough good thrashing. She had no children. Craig
had a lot of girls. A. H. Robie. a nephew of I. I. Stevens,
married one of them.
Stock Whitley's band of Deschutes was said to have
gone over and joined Kamiakin in his varfare on the
whites.

I know father always felt that the whites were much
to blame in not acting honestly and keeping their word.
There were some blood-thirsty ones who craved opportunity to kill and scalp, but the majority were driven to
do these things, either to avenge grievances or broken
promises.

For a time the Indians were at war all over the country, on the Sound and in Southern Oregon, as ivell as in
Eastern Oregon and Washington. In the spring of 1856
when the Cascades was attacked and the steamer came up
after help, The Dalles went wild. The best description
I0
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I know of this attack was a letter written by Captain
Lawrence Coe to Put. Bradford, who was away at the
time.
ries.

This description I have seen in one or two histo-

Colonel Wright had started towards the upper country
and was camped five miles out; it seemed a long time to
everyone, especially to those having friends in danger,

before the troops got away on the boats going to their
relief, and then a long time until we could get particulars

and know that the relief had arrived in time and that
brave Phil. Sheridan, coming from below, had co-operated
with our troops and had caught and hung the ring leaders.

Colonel Wright seemed to work to better advantage
than any commander of the regular army, but peace was
restored in our part of the country for a time. I really
think we never felt there was any danger of a raid again.

The people returned to their homes and no one anywhere near was ever disturbed again, but there were
alarms occasionally for years, some of which I may give.

When we arrived here in 1850 the Chrisman place
was occupied by a Frenchman named Narcisse Ramon
(pronounced Ramo). I afterward knew the daughter
while at school at Vancouver. There were two very old
log cabins there, which had been built by a Frenchman
named Joseph Lavendure about 1846, and abandoned by
him in 1848 when he went to the California gold mines.
He had fenced and cultivated some ground.
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EMISSIONS AND CHURCHES.

The ruins of the Methodist mission were the only
debris left from tearing down the log structures, and
was entirely obliterated the next spring when the soldiers ploughed and leveled the ground and planted a
garden. The dirt ridge around the mission field showed
for many years, but is now entirely gone. I think the
logs from those buildings had been used in the first buildings put up in the garrison, probably the commissary
and guard house, and perhaps the officers' quarters. This
is merely conjecture.
The Catholic mission consisted of two log cabins, one
the church and one the home of the priest and a Mr. Callahan, a lay brother. This mission was just beyond the
Catholic cemetery. Father Russean, an Italian, I think,
was the priest in charge. I can't remember him at that
time, but knew him when at the convent in Vancouver.
Everyone called him "a beautiful man." Handsome does
not express it. He was a strong preacher, too, which is
not so very common among the Catholic clergy. He
seemed to possess great magnetism, and drew the Indians

around him by that and his fine personality, as well as
by the glitter and tinsel of the vestments and altar of the
church and its forms and ceremonies. This church was
burned in the spring of 1852, and rebuilt of logs on the
same site. A year or two later a frame church was built
near this site with a belfry. This third building was
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larger and had the appearance of a real church. So much
for the first Catholic mission in The Dalles.
About ten years after the founding of this mission,
and after Father Mesplie came, Bishop Blanchett came up,
and they decided to build a church in town. They were
quite in favor of a site between Fourth and Fifth, Laughlin and Federal streets. I don't remember why they finally decided on their present location.
I think about 1855 a Methodist minister named Kelly
came here, and by energy and perseverance built a small
building for a church of rough lumber, either on or near
the site of the present church. He worked faithfully but
I think starved out. I don't know now who organized the
Methodist church here, nor just when. The first preach-ing we attended was by Rev. Gerish in a cottage back of
Judge Bennett's in the spring of 1854; also remember of

attending a church and class meeting up in an old log
school house back of the academy park and hearing some
give their experiences. This must have been in the summer of 1854.

Father Wilbur, Gustavus Hines, James Gerish and
other Methodist ministers occasionally came and preached,
nearly always stopping at our house. Rev. Harvey Hines
seems to be given credit for being first in charge here, but
I have seen no mention of Kelly. I know, however, that

he built the first Methodist church, and Rev. Devore the
second, in 1862.
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The Congregationalists organized their church in
1858 and used the old court house for several years;
later they built their first church on Third street, between
Washington and Federal.
This church was built by \V. R. Abrams' father, W. P.

Abrams, and I think Mr. Condon was the first pastor.
There has never been any one in The Dalles that our
whole family esteemed so highly, especially through so
many years of acquaintance. Others have come into
our lives, filled a place for a time, and passed on, leaving pleasaiit recollections, but our recognition of his high
character, pure Christian life and loving nature belonging
to him, but held as a trust from on high to be shared with
mankind, drew us all to him with an affection that will
never cease. He was the solace of father's passing hours. I
have not aimed to eulogize the living, but I feel that Pro-

fessor Condon is sojourning now with "the parting of
the ways" almost in view, and I want him to have this
earnest tribute from my pen.
OUR FIRST SUNDAY SCHOOL.

During the Indian war the town was full of refugees.
Our house was full for weeks. The Snipeses camped in
the yard. They lived down at Rowena in a log cabin.
They had a fireplace that was built on the outside, which
made big corners where it joined the house. Their bar-
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ness hung up in one of these corners. One night their
dog made such a fuss that Mr. Snipes got up and went
out to see what was disturbing him, but could see nothing. The next morning the harness was gone. The Indians had crossed over from the mouth of the Klickitat
and stolen it. They were naturally afraid to stay there,
so they came up and camped. The v1arshes and Mosiers
also came for a time, as did the Jenkinses, Bensons, Coes
and Joslyns. After the Indians burned the Joslyn house,
I think they went to Portland until the country became
quiet and peace was restored. The Coes took the old Gibson store for a house.
Mrs. Coe and Mrs. Joslyn were always intent upon
missionary work whenever there was an opportunity, so
they thought the season was auspicious to get the children together and have a Sunday school. Mother promised that we should go, and we did. Everything went
pleasantly, and we started home in high spirits. Main
was then the only street, so we went that way. When
we got about opposite a saloon at the foot of Washington
street, some men rushed out of the door swearing and one

of them was shot dead before our eyes. Father was
watching for us as he did not like us to be on the street
on Sunday, for, with a rough and rowdy element as there
was here at that time, Sunday was the most lawless day
of all. Father was very much annoyed, and said that we
had received more harm than good and we should not
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go any more. The murderer gave bonds to appear for trial, and started down the river by trail.
The next Sunday he was drowned at Mitchell's
Point. I think this was before there was a judicial district set off for this portion of the territory, and this man
was in custody on his way to Portland or Oregon City to
be tried.

THIS 9?EADS LIKE A VIME NOVEL.

In 1855 there had been much complaint of stock being stolen. Father kept missing cattle. One day when
passing the slaughter yard he noticed a hide on the fence
which looked familiar. On investigating, he found, I
think, seven of his. On inquiring where they came from,

he learned that a gambler and all-round cut throat had
driven them in and sold them to the butcher the day
before; he had spent the night before in a debauch and
was then asleep over on the sand beach opposite.
Father came home, told us about it, saddled his horse,
and after telling us to keep an eye on the man, rode down
to Dr. Shaug, who was the sheriff, to get a warrant and
have the doctor go with him to arrest the man,

Father had not been gone long until we were surprised to see a well known lawyer go over and wake the

man up, talk a few minutes, motion toward the house
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and up the road. The man hastily went and got his
horse and rode out of town.
'When father returned with the sheriff we told them
what had happened. Father took his gun and they rode
rapidly in pursuit. We had a good glass and could see
a long distance. We saw the man go straight or the road
toward Five Mile creek after passing Three Mile, and
then father and the sheriff came into view, but they could
not see the man then. The doctor took to a trail up the
bluff, while father kept straight on and very soon overtook the man. We were very much excited, and could not
but believe the doctor could see them from where he was.
We thought he was afraid and went on to be out of clanger, but we probably misjudged him. Anyway, father
arrested the man, whose name was Jack Hurley, and when
searching him, Hurley said:
"I have nothing but a bottle of whiskey upon me. I
guess you are not afraid I will shoot you with that."
They started back, and in a little while Jack said his
cinch was too loose, and he must tighten it. After fooling
along with it and getting his horse further from the road,
while pretending to try to mount he kicked his cayuse
in the side to make him shy, and finally let him get away
and chased him over among the rocks. Father got so annoyed that he drew the gun on him and told him to get on
his horse or he would shoot him; he immediately got on
and rode along till they came to a steep grade, when father
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having searched him and thinking he was unarmed, rode
up first, when click, click, click went a pistol behind him.

He turned and shot at the same moment and brought
down his man. The wretch tried to shoot him after he
was down, but father did not shoot him again.
Jack thought he was dying, and so did father. Father
took the revolver from him. It was one which they said

he had stolen the night before, so did not know that it
was defective and would not explode caps. We thought
we saw the lawyer give him a pistol.
We could see them occasionally among the rocks
until finally one man came out and rode very rapidly toward us. We were bewildered, but I soon recognized
father's riding, though mother could hardly be convinced

that he was safe. When he got to the house we exclaimed "Where is Jack Hurley?"
Father quietly said, "I had to shoot the hound. No,
he is not dead, but pretty badly hurt. I must send for
him."

The sheriff took the man out to his place and doctored him back to health, or so near it that he was tried
and sent to the penitentiary for a term of years. He
swore what he would do to father when he came out.
but owing to good behavior his time was shortened a
little, so he was out before we knew it. His brother.
another "chip off the same block," was ready and waiting
for him, so they went away and were never heard of after.
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The supposition was that they attempted highway robbery and were killed.

BILLY CHINOOK.

In H. K. Hines' latest work he speaks of William
I had known Billy Chinook since 1851, and
had never heard of him as anything else, so I was very
much amused; but that, I suppose, was his Methodist
name. He had introduced himself to father as Billy
Chinook when he arrived in The Dalles in i8r, as we
supposed, returning from his trip east with Fremont.
Hendry.

He came by way of California, bringing a California Indian wife, and quite a large band of Texas or Mexican
cattle. He moved into a cabin across Mill creek from
where we then lived. He was as good and honest a man
as could be found anywhere. Father always had a warm
place in his heart for Billy. He removed with the other
Indians to the Warm Springs reservation, and ended his
days there.
Another respected Indian ws Nathan Olney's fatherin-law. His Indian name was Scuckups, but the whites
called him Cookup.
The Indians told father a story of hostile Indians attacking the friendly Indians who lived around the Methodist mission here. This was probably after the mission
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had been abandoned. All of the other Indians, excepting
Scuckups, fled to places of safety.

At that time above the springs there was a clump of
rocks so shaped that a person between them could be entirely concealed. In this place Scuckups had taken refuge,
when he suddenly found himself alone. He decided to
sell his life dearly. Having plenty of ammunition, he

kept the whole attacking party at bay for three days,
when they gave up the attack and left. The indian was
a hero, but almost dead from lack of water and food.
This may be an imaginary episode, but it sounds well.

NATHAN OLNEY.
I have frequently mentioned Nathan Olney, who came

to The Dalles in 1847. He was a prominent man in the
country at that time, handsome, intelligent and genial,
and a general favorite with men; but owing to his domestic relations, he was not usually sought by women.
However, I recollect one exception, which I will give.
At the hotel Thompkins (which, if it had a name. I dont
remember) there was a lady of uncertain age, supposed
to be a maiden, who had either come for her health or
fortune hunting. She was romantic and susceptible;
she thought she was in love with Captain Olney, and
showed her preference in many ways on every occasion.
Olney thought it very amusing for a time to flirt with
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her, but when everyone laughed about it, he grew tired of
the play and I expect, feared trouble, for the laws at that
time were construed in such a way that if a woman could
prove that a single man had given her the name of wife,
even in a joke, she was legally such. Olney was not mar-

ried to his Indian wife then, and Indians had no legal
rights at that time. Whether he planned his line of conduct or whether accident led up to part of it, I cannot
say.

One day he rode into town, accompanied by his squaw

and her babe. He took them to the hotel, ushered them
into the ladies' parlor, got her a chair, and with a waive
of his hand and extremely polite bow said, "Ladies, Mrs.
Olney." After emptying his pockets of a quantity of
silver and gold into her lap he took leave. The woman
tied the money loosely in a large handkerchief and threw

it on the floor for the baby to play with. After a time
she went out and shopped for an hour or two.
At supper time Mr. Olney came back apparently very
much intoxicated, and professed to be afraid to go into

the house; he finally perched himself on top of a pile
of cordwood in front, ordered his supper brought out to
him, and ate it, talking and joking with the crowd gathered to enjoy the fun. After he had finished, his wife
came out and said, "Come, Mr. Olney, we go home now,"
and he got down off the wood and walked away with her.
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The gentle maiden took the boat the following
morning, and The Dalles knew her no more.
A few years later, Mr. Olney came to the conclusion
he was fitted to lire a better life than he was living. The
times were changing, the country was settling up, and he
craved the society of white women as well as white men,
so he sent Annette to the reservation. They had two children at this time. He kept the eldest, and let her keep the
babe.

The man had left home at fifteen years of age and
grown up on the frontier, respected and well treated by
men, never realizing the light in which he Stood with refined women.

After he had, as it were, swept and garnished his
home, he set about finding a wife. After several refusals,

he found a lady who accepted him, and after one week
they were married, on the first clay of April. 1856. They
were separated within less than a month. A divorce followecl, and the Indian woman returned to her place in his
home.

After spending the following winter in the Sandwich
Islands (a law having in the meantime been enacted by
congress that men should not be allowed to live with Indian women without being married to them) in the spring
Nathan Olney and his two younger brothers took their
squaws down to a justice of the peace and were married.
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INDIAN WAR INcIDENTS.

During the Indian war in our country, martial law
was in force, and the strictest orders had been issued that
a gun shot was to be the signal of an attack, and that under
no other circumstances was a gun to be fired. \Ve lived
in the outskirts of the village and were quite timidwhen
father went down street of an evening. One evening

we heard the man who rented the farm pass the house,

going to the barn, and then a gun shot; then all was
still.

We were so frightened we did not know what to do.
We were sure that Throstle was killed, and supposed they
would attack the house in a few minutes. We all made a

rush for a large closet and closed the door; then we
thought of the lamp sitting on the table near an uncurtamed window, which might attract their attention, while,
if all was dark they might pass on. Mother told James

to go and put the light out, but James could not do it.
I went, but it was the longest walk across that room I
have ever taken.

Throstle had come up to feed his horses and found,
as he often had, a hog had rooted through the fence into
his stack of sheaf oats, and in a rage he shot her, man

like, never thinking of what a fright he bad given us.
In about ten minutes he passed down whistling. while we
felt greatly relieved, yet we felt such a man was no credit
to the community.
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Of course our going into the closet was childish, but
it was an instinctive desire to get out of the range of
Indian guns and out of the lamp light.
One day a few months later, when we knew the Indians were forbidden to come into town in large parties
or to come in with war paint on, or to sing and beat their
drums, in fact, to make any demonstration that might be
considered of a war-like nature, we heard the song of
vhat sounded like a war party, and on looking out saw

about two hundred Indians, all painted, riding by the
house, singing and beating their drums. Father was
down town, James was away and Alice Mosier was with
us. I stayed long enough to lock the doors, but I was over
the back garden fence as soon as either of the three. We
took a straight course toward the garrison. After running about two hundred yards we came to a thick patch of

wild rose bushes, and all dropped from fright and exhaustion.

The Indians were whooping and yelling as we had
heard them do many times before, but it had never
sounded so terrible. We were out of sight of them where
we were, a little ridge intervening.
In a few minutes a Mr. McNat came running to us.
He had seen us and took in the situation. He said:
"Don't be frightened, they are friend1' Nez Perces.
They sent in and got permission yesterday to visit the
garrison and village."
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I find good proof that this band of Nez Perces was
an escort which came down with Gov. I. I. Stevens, who
came through just after the volunteers had left the upper
country. The Indians were in such a revengeful mood

that it was unsafe to attempt the trip without protection.
We felt we were probably the only people in the place

who did not know, and the only ones to feel utterly at
their mercy.

Father felt very sorry when he found what a fright
we had had. He had forgotten to tell us about it.
Mother went back to the house, and we children went
down towards where the Indians were. \Vhen they got
down to about Federal street they all jumped off their
horses, and standing by them, danced and sang while the
drummers were drumming. When the dance was over
they sprang on their ponies, and whooping, rode on.

After we got over our terror, we realized that they
were the finest looking company of Indians we had ever
seen. They were dressed nearly altogether in (leer skin.
There were a number of women with them, and they wore
beautiful deer skin dresses. They all went up to the garrison and (lanced there.
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cAN INDIAN LEGEND.

\Vhen we came here the Indian villages were divided.
One was around the Catholic mission, the other near 01ney's store. Caskilla lived at the latter place, and Mark,
his brother, at the mission. Both were chiefs, though
Caskilla was highest in authority. He was a fine type of
Indian, tall, straight, dignified and an interesting talker.
Mark was fat and coarse.
The Indians told father a great many legends. The

only one which I recall now is the oft-told tale of "The
Bridge of the Gods," though they told it a little differently. They said there was formerly a natural bridge

at the Cascades; that long ago the Indians said Mt.
Hood and Mt. Adams were alive and moved about at
will; that at one time they quarreled and became so angry
they first spit upon each other, then sent out fire, stones,
smoke and ashes; that the ashes covered the ground here
very thickly, and some stones fell, too; then Mt. Hood

got so angry that she started to go over to fight Mt.
Adams, but she was so heavy that she crushed the bridge
and could not cross, so she went back and settled down
and staved at home ever since, and while she had spit at
Mt. Adams some times since, she had not moved any
more.

Father, while hunting for cattle or horses at one time,
found on top of the mountain, somewhere between here
and Mosier, what appeared to him to be an Indian fishery,
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just such an arrangement as lie had often seen on the
river. The Indians, on being questioned, said they knew

of it and that it was an old fishery. They had a legend
that the water at one time had covered the country up
to that point. I had always been troubled in trying to
ascribe it to natural causes, until I read in Prof. Con-

don's "Two Islands" how the cooling of the internal
heats and volcanic actions and the upfolding, as it were,
pushed up these mountains. Then it seemed plausible

that the river, as an outlet to an inland sea or lake,
probably was much higher than since it had cut such
a deep gorge, and the land with the fishery on it
must have been raised up. Mr. Condon says he has no
evidence that the country above water was inhabited be-

fore these changes and developments, but if that was
really a fishery I think it a pretty good evidence.
Since writing the above I have met a gentleman who

formerly lived in the neighborhood in which I have
located the mountain fishery. I asked him if he knew of

such a place. He answered:
"Yes, there is one on the bluffs below Mosier, which
has a well-defined runway for the fish adjacent to it. I
am told there are several on the bluffs back of Cascade
Locks."
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c4 PAINFUL INcIDENT.
Somewhere along between 1855 and 1856 a family
by the name of Peat took up a place on Three Mile, above
the Bettenger place. A bachelor had the place above the
Canyon City road. Mr. Peat had to go to the valley on
business, and left his wife alone except for a small child
and a boy who herded their sheep.
A young Indian, handsome and saucy, who had been
spoiled by associating with the whites, came into town
and bought a bottle of whiskey, and got just full enough

to be a fool. Starting home he remembered that Mrs.
Peat was alone, so he thought he would take her home
with him. Of course she was nearly frightened to death,
but kept her wits about her.

He worked with all his might to put her onto his
cayuse, but about the time he thought she was safely
mounted, she would fall off; then he would whip her
and force her to climb on again. Then he would attempt

to mount the pony, too, and again she would fall off.
Next time, he would lead the horse a short distance, and
she would fall off again.

The little one would cry, and he would beat and
threaten to kill her, but Mrs. Peat persuaded him not to.
The boy talked English very well. He had tied the white
boy, who finally got the fastenings loose, and slipping
away went to Mr. Brownlee's for help. Mrs. Peat's repeated falls were for the purpose of gaining time until
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some one would come. I don't know that she knew the
boy had gotten away.

The Indian was arrested, tried, convicted and hung
for his night's entertainment. He was hung from the
limb of a large pine tree which used to stand near the
Fourth street bridge. He hung there all night and the
next morning his relatives got permission to cut clown
and carry away the body.
I can remember those squavs with it across the saddle, going up the beach wailing their death chant, the
most weird and ghostly sound one ever heard. The Indians were very sulky for some time.
\Vhen we first came here, we were near enough to the

Indian villages to hear them chanting when there was a
death.
There was another village further up Mill creek. Den-

ton had quite a little trouble in getting rid of them.
Father came across the Indians burying one of their
dead one day. though I don't know where it was. They
had buried him in the ground and were just putting to

death a fine snow white race horse. They had also
broken dishes and made holes in kettles and tinware,
which they were putting on the grave, all for his use in
the happy hunting ground.
It has usually been thought that the Indians broke or
mutilated everything put on and in the graves of their
dead to render them useless to the living, which, in a
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measure, may be true. I have studied over this custom

of placing what they consider their valuables on the
graves, and I have worked out this theory: Evidently,
they have the idea that everything will be spiritualized
in the next world, no matter how material, and that the
spiritual man can use his spiritual pots and kettles, ride
his spiritual horse, and have his spiritual dog to follow
him, as well as to have a spiritual family in a spiritual
world. The broken pipe will be perfect there, the broken

mirror once more reflect the spiritual war paint and
feathers.
Their medicine men used to go onto the different islands, Memaloose and the one up at Seufert's, where they

were still burying at that time, and at night hold strange
orgies, wailing, chanting, screaming and dancing in a
grotesque manner in front of a blazing fire. These hideous sounds could be heard for many miles away. These
ceremonies were evidently performed at intervals to work
upon the superstitious fear of the adjacent tribes, and in
that way hold them in their power.

RIDING ON HORSEBAcK.

In the early days there were no carriages, and the
only means of traveling, either for pleasure or business,
was on horseback. At the garrison they had a cart drawn
by a mule and driven by an Irishman who was an odd
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His greeting on meeting any one was "Fine
day, this." No matter what the weather conditions were
he was never known to vary. This cart was used to haul
water .for the post. Often, after the water had been supplied for the day, have I seen the officers' wives and children driving down town and making calls in the water
character.

cart, metamorphosed by a lining of rugs and cushions into
whatever a vivid imagination might prompt them to call
it; with old Murray for coachman. I can not remember
when the first buggies were brought to The Dalles.

I remember at one time the Joslyns were in The
Dalles, visiting Grandma McFarland, and had a great desire to visit Celilo falls, so a riding party was arranged.
I was one of the party. We went oit on what was called
the Walla Walla road, away pastFive Mile, then turned
over the bill and went down a trail which took us to the
Coluthbia below Celilo. It seems to me now that there

were hundreds of Indians living there in their summer
niat houses, and acres of frames or scaffolds for drying
salmon which gleamed rich and golden in the summer

sun; but, oh, the smell! We all enjoyed the sight of
the falls and seeing the Indians catching fish.
\Ve had foolishly gone without taking any lunch, so
the gentlemen got some of the fish, which was so thin
von could almost see through it. It was prefectly dry
and looked clean, but that awful odor was too suggestive..

Celilo Falls. Colunibia RI'ver, Oregon.
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I think this must have been when the Joslyns returned
from Portland and the Indians were settling down. They

were going back to their old place at White Salmon.
They had some one with them, and there were, I think,
a dozen in all, though I am unable to recall any one but
Dr. Shaug and his wife, Mr. and Mrs. Joslyn, Grandma
McFarland and myself.

OUR FIRST STEAMBOAT RIDE.
Our experience on our first steamboat ride has been
published before, but I will give it as I remember it.
After the steamer Wasco had been running for sometime, it was decided in family conclave that father,

mother, Frank and I should take a trip down the river.
I don't remember where we were going, as we never arrived at our destination, but bright and early our eager
little party were on hand, or rather on board.
The cabin was small and both men and women occupied it, miners, soldiers and everybody. A bare wooden

seat ran around inside, and there was no deck outside.
There was a deck above where father went.
It proved to be a fearfully windy morning, and really
mother and I were sea sick before the boat started. Before we got around Crate's point the waves rolled high,
and the little boat labored heavily, the white caps splashing

over her guards. Father was scared and sick, too. He
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caught Captain McFarland, who was passing him, and
said:
"Captain, I want to go ashore. I want to go ashore
right now."
"Oh, no, Mr. Laughlin, you don't; I can't make a
landing here. Just wait a little. You will be all right."
- Father thought of mother and managed to get down
to the cabin; he found her the sickest creature on earth,
which made him sicker than ever; so he scrambled back

on deck again, and going up to the pilot house said:
"Captain, I say I want to go ashore, and I mean it;
right now."
The captain had tried to put him off, but soon saw
there was no use talking and ran tlie boat's nose into the
sand bank about a mile above the first tunnel down the
river, where we were helped ashore, the limpest, silliest
looking party ever caught out on a lark. There was
plenty of fun, but not for us.
-

We had hard work climbing the sand ridge which
slipped and slid with us so we could not make much
headway.
We had to walk about three miles up to the head of the
slough to where Joe. Marsh had taken up a claim and was
living. Mother went to bed, too sick to hold her head up.
After dinner, father and Frank walked home, six or seven

miles. and next day father came back with saddle horses
and brought mother and me home. The rest of us were

Judge Laughlin's Residence. The Dalles, Oregon.

169

well as soon as our feet were on solid ground, but poor
mother was so stirred up she could not get over it for
days.

We will never hear the last of that steamboat ride;
years afterward some one gave the particulars to one of
the papers, and many cut it out and put it in scrap books,
so even now, once in a while, some youngster will ask

me if that was really true, and I have to " 'fes up," as
the darkey said.

THE NEW HOUSE.

In 1857 father built a new house, the one which was
burned in 1893. At the time it was considered very fine.

There was one feature of it which really was very fine,
and that was the painting and graining of the wood work

done by 0. S. Savage. His equal for oak graining I
have never seen. The house was very well built throughout.

It was the place we all look back to as home; no matter where we live or how nice a home we may have had
of our own, that was our home. Father and mother had
lived there, and father died there.

In the later years of his life, father used to suffer
from neuralgia at times. At one time he had it in his

hips and back so badly that it made it very hard for
him to get around. He walked with a cane and limped
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quite a little. One day, he came walking in laughing. I

said to him:
"What is the matter, you are in such good spirits ?"
"I was walking along home from town and I stubbed
my toe and fell flat on the ground. When I got up, the
neuralgia was gone. Don't you think that was enough
to put a man in a good humor?"
WATERMELONS.

Everything raised in this country was at first an exThe first melons were raised by an acquaintance who lived a short distance out in the country. This
man met James and told him if he would come out to his
place the next Sunday he should have some. Frank was
periment.

very small, but anxious to go, so he went, too. They did

not find the man at home, but were invited to wait for
him. After waiting as they thought a long time, they
made a move to go. The lady of the house turned to a
table where there had been half a melon in sight all the
time and said:

"Here, little boy, don't you want a piece of waterIt's just here wasting."

melon?

Frank accepted the slice, but she did not offer any to
James. There were bars to the yard fence, and as James
got through, his foot was raised just right to knock the
melon out of Frank's hand, and it fell in the dust. The
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poor child could not believe it was not done purposely,
especially as James saw only the ridiculous side and could
not stop laughing long enough to (lefly it. When they
got home the traces of tears were in evidence, so mother
said:
"What is the matter with Frank ?"

"Jim kicked my melon."
He could get no further, and James could hardly explain for laughing.
We all teased Frank for years, and I expect it is the
desire to tease him again which causes me to write this
flow.

VR. McKAY.
In 1855 Billy McKay, as he was then called in Eastern

Oregon, had taken a claim on the Umati1l river, just
above the agency. With him was Jonas Whitney, his
wife (now Mrs. Simonson) and their little daughter,
Sarah, now the Widow Moore of Three Mile creek.
\Vhen the Indians were making warlike demonstrations, two chiefs, Sticus and another, warned Mr. Whitney to leave, as they were in danger. McKay was considered to be a Hudson Bay man, as his father, Thomas
McKay, was a son of Dr. McLaughlin's wife by her first
husband, so was safe; but he soon came down here.
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The Whitneys lived at the Sims place, and Mrs. Whit-

ney kept house for Sims; McKay boarded there. The
same season there canie from Wallatpu a Scotch family
by the name of Moore. Miss Campbell, Mrs. Moore's sister, was a member of the family. Sometime in the winter of 1855 Miss Campbell and William McKay were mar-

ried at the Sims home. Theirs was the first marriage
recorded in The Dalles. They sent out invitations and
had a fine wedding. Our family were invited, but neither
father nor mother were there. I wanted to go so much
that I coaxed very hard, but they felt they were not society people and did not feel that they would enjoy it.
The doctor and wife made their home there for a year
or two, and it was from there that Mrs. McKay's sister,
Mrs. Sinclair, was married to Captain Olney.

After leaving The Dalles, I think the McKays returned to their Umatilla ranch.

I met them both in Portland a few years ago, and
was pleased to renew an acquaintance, which, while it had

never been intimate, had extended over a period of upwards of forty years. I am glad to remember them as
I saw them then. She, with a gentle dignity and grace
of manner, unassuming and yet commanding respect;
his, the polished manners of a courtier. One did not
think of him as a man from the Tjmatilla reservation on
meeting him, but of the associate of men of rank. dignity and culture. As a lady remarked to me not long
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since, describing her last meeting with him, "he bowed
over my hand as if I were a queen." This was perfectly
natural. Nothing affected. He dressed to suit his manners.

BIGLOW DONATION CLAIM.

After \V. D. Biglow had been keeping store for some
time, he discovered that there was a long V-shaped piece
of land between father's donation claim and the military
reserve, so he decided to file on it under the donation law,
notwithstanding the law stated plainly that the land taken
under this act must be of such and such angles. The obtuse ivás not one of them. However, he made his claim
hold good, and got his patent. I think thi statement
is correct, but would not be too positive. He got a title,
I think, under the donation law.
He was an odd mixture of drollery, sarcasm, pleasantry and dry humor. A man one liked, and yet did not

know why. He came in 1854 and lived here for about
eight years. He and father were very good friends.
OTHER PIONEERS.

Vic. Trevitt came from the upper country about the
same time and in the same way as many others I have
mentioned. He originally came frorui Chillicothe, Ohio.
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While he lived in The Dalles something like thirty years,

more or less, and was so very well known and had so
many warm friends, I never met him, merely from accident, I suppose. Father knew him very well and liked
him.

Mr. E. G. Cowne came from Ohio later.

He and

Trevitt knew each other there, and at one time were partners in a store or saddlery shop. They were very warm
friends as long as Mr. Cowne lived. Mr. Cowne was

one of the most modest, trustworthy gentlemen I ever
knew. As such my father always esteemed him.
We children always had a great joke on Mrs. Cowne,
who went for a horseback ride with us at one time, and in

our rambles across the mountain beyond the cemetery
came to a little ranch owned by a man named Brown
(afterwards of Shoo Fly) where we had dinner. She
enjoyed what she thought was a delicious chicken pot
pie. After leaving we undeceived her, when she was very

much disgusted to learn that the pie was made of squirrels.

John Booth came at an early date. He was another

man whom father considered as part the "salt of the
earth," and I think rightly. He also had his part in
building up the town.
In 1854, Nathaniel Coe settled, with his family of wife
and four sons, on the place we had abandoned at Hood
river, which had previously been called Dog river, a name
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which was very repugnant to them, so they determined
to change it to Hood river, and were successful, I am glad

to say.
The Jenkins family and Bensons settled there the
same year, Mr. Jenkins taking up the place on which
Dr. Farnsworth had located; James Benson two miles
out, and Nathan on this side of the river.
\Villiam Logan came in an early day, I can't just say
when. He lived on Fifteen Mile for a time; was appointed Indian agent. He was a large-hearted, publicspirited man. His wife was an invalid, but uncomplaining and loving. She was a woman loved by all, and was
sincerely niourned when they met their untimely fate on
the steamer Brother Jonathan.
I am anxious to mention all those whom father was
especially interested in, but have forgotten many.
SCHOOLS.

On November i, 1856, a school ditrict was organized.

C. R. Meigs was employed to teach. The school was
taught in a log house back of where the Academy Park
school now stands. The school house had been built two
years before with the idea that it would accommodate
both the town and the garrison children. An educated
soldier was installed as teacher but for some reason the
school was not a success.
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In 1854 Mrs. Sconce taught two terms of private
school in this house, and in 1855 Mr. M. R. Hathaway
taught one or two terms.
Mr. Meigs' school came to a sudden close, as there
was more Indian trouble in the upper country and he
enlisted and went.

I have been trying to find what became of that old
school house, but have been unable to obtain anything
authentic. The last person I asked said he was sure it
burned down, so I think I will let it go at that.
The school house built on the lot at the foot of Dr.
Rhinehart's steps, about 1859, was the first real school
house the town ever had. There were several terms taught
by different persons on the old Columbia Avenue corner,

and several in a small house about where Mrs. Davis
lives on Fourth street. The house fronted south, so it is
hard for me to exactly locate it. I am sure none of these
belonged to the city; I think they were all private schools.

In the fall of i88 father took James and I to Vancouver and put us in the Catholic school there. James
in a boys' school taught by a Professor Ryan, who was
said to be an ex-priest, debarred from duty by a habit of
too much indulgence in intoxicants, assisted by a lay
brother, Ir. Callahan, before mentioned as having been
at The Dalles mission. They were good teachers. I
went to the convent taught by Sister Mary Peter and
Sister Mary of the Precious Blood. The former was a
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highly educated and refined English lady, having been
brought up in the very best society in England. She used
occasionally to entertain the elder pupils on holidays with
recollections of grand social functions she had attended
in her early womanhood. The latter was one of the pret-

tiest Irish girls I ever saw. She was only twenty-two
years of age, and had gone from the Catholic orphanage
of Montreal into the convent as a novice, having just &come a professed nun. They each have passed to their
reward long since.
In Vancouver, at that time one of the most notable
places, was the Hudson Bay stockade and buildings. The
sisters preferred shopping in their store to those down in
the village, as they kept English goods of an excellent
quality.

I frequently went there with the sisters and

bought goods for my uniform dresses and other things
which I needed. Mr. Work, mentioned in Eva Emery
Dye's "Old Oregon" as a clerk, waited on us. His wife
was Victoria Birnie, said to have been very handsome.
They afterwards made their home in Victoria.
The pupils had to wear uniforms when going out to
walk or to cliurchin winter a black dress, in summer a
light blue. How we did hate to wear them! Being so near
the military post we felt we were on a level with the
soldiers. The officers and clerks of the department gave
the sisters much annoyance by trying to be nice to the
girls. There were several gentlemen among them whom
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I had known before. One of these in particular, Lloyd
Brooke, would pass almost every day at recess and bow.
At first, the sister in charge said, "You may return the
bow, but don't talk with him." I told them the man had
been a welcome guest at my father's house for several
years, but that made no difference. When this gentleman
noticed the girls were called to the porch when he went
along, he tried to see how much. he could tease them. To
show how silly they were, he had been married some
months. One day he called to me:
"I'm going to elope with you some day."
I replied: "Indeed you won't. You never asked me
to before you were married and I don't want to now."
I expected a reprimand, but they were delighted. Very
soon they had a fifteen-foot board fence built around the
whole front yard. Then Mr. Brooke bought the tallest
horse he could find, and rode by and said, "How do you
do." I was nearly bored to death and persistently turned
my back. It was a whole lot of fun for the whole garrison but very annoying to me.
The sisters had some peculiar forms of punishment.
One was to make the pupils kiss the floor for any trivial
offense, and if several were to blame, they would punish
the whole school that way.
When I first saw them punish a girl that way, I said
gravely to the sister in charge:
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"I hope you will chose some more dignified mode of

punishment for me if I ever deserve any, for I assure
you I never will do it."
"Oh, yes, you will; they all do, and you will of course
do as the others do."
I said, "No, I will not. My father would never own
me if I did."
So the matter dropped and a month or two passed,
when one day we were left alone for some time, when,
upon the sister's return there was a good deal of confusion
of talk and play. She immediately called out:
"The whole room kiss the floor !"
I had foreseen just such a climax and kept persistently
at work without raising my eyes. Some one called out:

"Oh, Sister Mary, Miss Laughlin didn't kiss the
floor."

"Miss Laughlin, why don't you obey?"
"I can't do it. I will go home first."
"But you must."

"My father is a proud man and he will feel disgraced. I will do anything I feel to be decent, but won't
kiss the floor."

They called the mother superior, a grand and good
woman, and she tried in every way to influence me to
obey the order. She said I would break up their discipline; that I must consider them as well as my father;

I So

coaxed and scolded, but I would not yield. They sentenced me to several days of silence.

Another day one of the girls was very much at fault
and unrepentant. When they failed to make her see
the error of her ways, they said if she did not beg pardon, the whole school should ask pardon in her place. I
was entirely unused to such methods and could not see
the justice in them, so when my turn came I said:
"No, I have done nothing, and will not ask pardon.

I would not ask any one's pardon if I had. My father
never made me ask his pardon, and I do not think he
would approve. I think it unjust."
They finally said I could remain in during the hour
for recration, which I did.
These two affairs were the only difference of opinion
we ever had. I was devotedly fond of them and they ap-

peared to be of me. I only mention them as peculiar
ideas of discipline.

I remember at one time Father DeSmet and Father
Pandosa visiting the mission. The latter brought several
Indians with him.
In a few days they went on their way, but in a day
or two one of the Indians returned and made signs that
lie was very sick. The sisters took him over to the hospital (which at that time was a very primitive and crude

building) and put him in the attic, which was a large,
clean, airy room. There was a patient there who was
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very repulsive and made the most distressing sounds all
the time, which I thought was so depressing to the Indian that he was sullen. They asked me to go over and

interpret for them, but he would not talk, and, sick as
he was, vanished in the night.

Father DeSmet, a Jesuit from away up in the Flathead country, was, as I remember him, a small, delicate,
fair old man, with long, thin white hair. Father Pandosa was an Italian priest from the Yakima country.

Our mother superior was a wonderful woman; she
looked after everything, could do anything, from making
a coffin to the finest needle work. A drunken squaw perished on the river bank, leaving a pitiful little babe, which
was brought to the convent and cared for several months,
but had too little vitality to overcome its inheritance of

disease, and finally died after we had all become very
much attached to it. Our mother went out to the shop

and made a neat little coffin, and they had six of the
orphan girls dressed in white as pall bearers. It was as
dainty a little funeral as any little waif ever had.
At the close of school, Father Mesplie went down to
escort us home. There were several other pupils from
The Dalles. among them being Nancy Crate and Sarah
Whitney. It then took two days to make the trip home.
I remember that during the winter Dr. Craig had cccasion to go to Portland on business, and stopped off to
see us. We were exceedingly glad to see him. He was
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always such a kind, affectionate man. Mr. Louis School
came, too. He was another man with a big heart, which
I rather thought with a little encouragement he would
give to me.

We stayed all night at a hotel at the Cascades. It
was on Friday and at supper that night, Nancy, who was
a very strict Catholic, and afterwards became a nun, said:
"Just look at the father, eating ham on Friday."
She could not believe her eyes. I said:
"Don't say anything, Nancy, that is allowable when
traveling."
She was a very lovable girl, but could not live in such
close confinement and soon passed on. I never knew such
a devoted Christian in all my life.
For a long time after leaving the convent I sincerely
wished to join the Catholic church, and still have a great
love for many of its teachings.
After coming home I found there had been a Congregational church organized, which our family usually attended. The' held services in the court house (our old
court house). I liked to go, too, until one Sunday the
minister preached against Catholicism, and thundered
about the "practices of theirhlack hearted priests." Every
drop of blood in me boiled. I sat near the door, which
stood open, and the first thing I knew, I was walking very
rapidly toward home, when I began to think that father
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would be vexed with me for attracting so much attention.

When I went in he said:
"Why are you home so early? Church is not over,
is it?"
I said, "No, but I did not feel very well, so came home
before it was out."
Nothing more was said then, but Monday the minister came over to "explain," told father the whole story
of what he had said and that I had left the house. \Vell,
I guess he wished he had stayed at home. I don't think
he ever saw any of us there again. Father called me after
he was gone, and poor me, such a scolding as he gave me
for lying to him I shall never forget. He said I had a
perfect right to leave, but it was contemptible to do what
I thought was right and then lie about it.
I really think the fact of my having very recently returned from the convent stirred the preacher up to preach

such a beastly sermon. He was trying to save me, and
lost me completely.

I began going to school in the fall to Mr. Waidrori
but thought because I was eighteen I was too old to go;
but I went a few days to be with Corrinth Moody.
Father said I should keep on, so I did until mother
was taken sick and I was needed at home; then I was
careful to say nothing about going.
The next summer Professor Ryan, who had been dis-

charged from the school in Vancouver, came up and
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started a private school for advanced scholars and got a
small number. There were Miss Moody, Celia Anderson, James and myself, and others, btit cannot now remember their names. The teacher could not resist his old
enemy, so the school broke up. Then Mr. J. H. Mosier
hired him to go down to his place and teach his children,
and he did it faithfully. I think he stayed there as long
as he lived and educated the six children, teaching the
classics and French to some of the older ones.
In this way I got the little education of my youth, a
few weeks here and a few months there. At Vaucouver
there were no classes in studies higher than those which
I had been over, so from books I got next to nothing.
Father was very much annoyed when he learned how it
had been. He said he had wasted a large sum for me to
learn nothing but a little fancy work, which was a fact.
I want to say a few words of my school mates at Vancouver, one of whom was Phillomen, daughter of F. X.
Matthieu, of French Prairie; another, a daughter of Governor McTavish.
Anna McTavish had been living in the home of Doc-

tor McLaughlin. of Oregon City, and always spoke of
Mrs. McLaughlin as "Grandma." I very much regret
that I have no recollection of ever having seen Dr. McLaughlin. When about sixteen years old, I visited at
Arthur Warner's in Oregon City, with Mary Millard, for
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two or three days, and probably did see him, but can't
remember him if I did.

Judge McFadden's daughter 1\Iary, and Anna, who
afterwards married John A. Sims, Carrie Birnie, of the
Cathiamet family, Mary Skidmore, a sister of Stephen
Skidmore, of Portland, and Cerito Gordan, daughter of
an actress, a lovely child, were day scholars.

THEA TERS.

When I was about sixteen years of age, the first
theatrical troupe came here. A man called Prof. Risley
brought a small company and they gave a mixed perform-

ance in a "pavillion," as they called it, a canvas affair.
There were some acrobatic feats, some poor songs, and
some attempts at a dramatic production of the "Lady of
Lyons." The stars were Lizzie Stewart. whose husband
built the first theater in Portland in 1858, and Madam
Louise, as she was called. She had a little girl who had
some talent, and was the only acrobat of any account.
These people lived in Portland and California for years.
The child was Cerito Gordan.
I think the next theatricals were given by the Graves
girls, but I do not think they came here as actresses. Mr.
Graves, I think, was the first landlord of the Umatilla
house. I imagine the house was built for him. Louise
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Graves married Lawrence \V. Coe. Miss Sarah Graves
died of consumption.

In. I89 - \V. C. Moody built what was known as
Moody's hail. After that troupes frequently came here
and played.

NEWSPAPERS.

The first newspaper in Eastern Oregon was founded

at the garrison in 1858 under the auspices of Captain
Jordan, who did a great deal of which there is little trace
eft: It was edited by two educated soldiers whose names
I dO not remember. It was not long until it was bought
out by W. H. Newel, and published as the "Mountaineer.
Mr. Newel was an able writer, but extremely deaf.
His office was on the corner of Main and Union streets,

opposite and west of the new Columbia hotel, where
Vie. Trevitt owned store rooms with those. high square
fronts.
One day there was a very high wind, and this being
an exposed corner the wind caught the front of the printing office and whirled it away. Some one seeing it go,
ran over to the office. There sat Mr. Newel composing
and setting up his editorials at the same time, which was
his habit, as he. seldom wrote them first. They shouted
.

to him:
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"Don't you see the front of your office has blown
off?"

He replied in the quietest tone imaginable:
"Well, well, I thought I heard something."
I want to explain that the ground, where those buildings stood has caved away, and Mill creek has cut down
so much that it looks nothing like the original place. Any

one observing now can see how year after year it has
cut lower and lower. The steamers which rst ran here
landed up in Iill creek and were not much below the
street.

On February 14, 1859, Oregon was admitted to the
Union as a state.

TO OREGON.
Her mountain glens and stately trees,
Waterfalls and snowy peaks,
No other scenes compare with these,
Her turbid streams and rugged hills
Though brown and sear, to us they speak
Of changing seasons, come and gone.
Our hearts still turn when wandering far,
To this, our distant Western home,
Her children, all, so staunch and true.
Her native sons and daughter fair,

They honor her, she honors them,
No other states with us compare
To Oregon, the brightest gem.
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STEAMBOATS.

In the summer of 1851 a small steamer was built
above the Cascades and run up to The Dalles. It was the
"James P. Flint," Captain Vanburgen, master. She was

a funny little thing.

She was the first steamboat on

the Middle Columbia, and was built by the Bradfords and
Vanburgen. She was so small that they soon decided to
take her below to be rebuilt. In 1852, I think, she was rebuilt and enlarged and renamed the "Fashion."
The steamer "Allen," built by the Hudson Bay Company in 1852, was commanded by Captain Thomas Gladwell. She was wrecked in 1854 near Mitchell's point.

The steamer "Mary," built by the Bradfords and L.
\V. Coe, in 1854, was commanded by Captain Dan Baughman. She was a side wheel boat of about fifty tons
capacity.

The steamer "\Vasco" was built by Captain I. McFarland in 1855. McFarland was master and Cornelius
McFarland engineer.
The steamer "Hassalo" was built in 1857 by the 0. S.
N. Co. She was a side wheeler. I think Captain Eph.

Baughman was captain, as he has been captain on the
Columbia river steamers from a very early day.

Tile steamer "Idaho" was built in i86o by Colonel
Ruckels, and was afterwards sold to the 0. S. N. Co.
The "Oneonta" was built by the 0. S. N. Co. in 1863.
Captain McNulty was commander.
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STORES.

The pioneer storekeepers of The Dalles were Allen
McKinley, of the Hudson Bay store, and \V. R. Gibson,

in 1852; Sims & Humason, who bought out Allen &
McKinley in 1863 or 1864; \V. B. Biglow. Cushing &
Low, and James McAuliff, all of 1854. The last three
were noncommissioned officers in the army whose time
had expired. W. D. Biglow was on the southeast corner of
Main and \Vashington streets. James McAuliff's dwelling was on the other side of Washington street and his
store next door on Main. Cushing and Low were across
Main street from them.
I can't remember a postoffice until Mr. \Valdron kept
it, but of course we had one.
The first drug store I remember was Dr. Polhenius
Craig, whose dwelling house and store was on the same
block with, but above, the Umatilla house. Later a man
named Chapin opened another.
in the late so's a number of stone stores were erected.

I cannot remember which was first, biit I think it was
M. M. Cushing's, on the same block with and below the
Commercial Club. H. P. Isaacs built on the new Columbia corner in i88; Newman's was next to the Mt. Hood
saloon; Elfelt built where the Baldwin saloon is; Greenleaf & Allen were in the block above, and there were others
I do not remember. A large percentage of these buildings
were undermined by high w'ater, and fell into ruins. Some
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were succeeded by bricks. For many years business was
almost entirely carried on on Main street.
After the Indian war the country was settled up and

transportation to the interior was carried on by pack
trains. For years there was but one wagon road to the
place. The immigrant road and the continuation of it
over the Cascade mountains, was usually not passable
until June.

We lived where we could see the packers loading
their mules and horses. The experienced ones were usually very docile, but sometimes a new and unruly one
would kick, and as a consequence I have seen a whole
train stampede, and all kinds of goods and kitchen utensils scattered for miles along the road; more frequently,

however, it was the work of the amateur which was
wrecked, for a regular packer builds so skilfully that it
is about as easy for a mule to dismember himself as to
throw off his pack.
In i86i a company was incorporated called The Dalles
and Canyon City Military Road Company, under an act
passed by congress granting to such companies lands adjacent to such roads. This road was necessary to facilitate the moving of troops and stores and to establish posts
and render it possible for the government to punish and
control the renegade Indians who made themselves a terror to whites passing over the trails. My father was an
active member of this company. I cannot name all of the

'9'
members, but William Logan and 0. Humason were
among them. After my father's death the company un-

derwent some sort of sleight-of-hand performance by
which the unsophisticated were left out. We were of that
class.

I have mentioned in a previous chapter the beauty
of the river bottom above town at the time of its being
fenced off into fields, and how little sand there was along

the river. We had never had any very high water, although it had overflowed the lower field and injured the
crops several times. I think it was in 1858 that father
conceived the idea of building a levee across the lowest
place, hoping to hold back the water, thinking that one
crop saved would pay the expense. He bought a dump
cart and a steady horse, hired a man and had a founda-

tion of stones made from those gathered up in the vicinity and dumped across about opposite the depot, or
perhaps a little lower down; then rock and earth were
added until it was higher than any water we had ever
seen. After the work was started he hired an Indian to
do the hauling and dumping, who worked right along for
months. I can't say how long the levee was, but it was
a fine piece of work, and wide enough to drive out on and
turn.

The work was kept up until the water came nearly
to the top and the earth became water soaked. Every day
we expected to see the water subside, but it kept coming
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and finally broke over. There was a deep hole on the
upper side where the water fell with great force as it
came over. The levee was made a wreck, although there
was quite a ridge left for years which was used as a walk
to cross over. It danimed up the water so there was a fine
skating pond in winter.
After the high water there was so much more sand
than ever before that it began blowing over and piling up
along the rail fences. For a time father would move the
fence, then put on more rails; then perhaps the current

of wind and sand would change and form a ridge bevond, leaving a fence of ten, twelve, or even fifteen rails
high in places, which woufd fall, of course.

Father, noticing that the sand piled in ridges near
any obstruction, thought if he could get willows to grow
in rows it would not pass them and go on covering his
land. So he put out a lot of cuttings. A number of trees
up in the sand are what ate left of that experiment.
Every high water (of which there have been many)
has seemed to bring more sand. I often have wondered
where so much came from. Now, that once lovely valley
is one mass of sand ridges, clear up to Three J\Iile creek
and beyond, although there is some ground which in the
last few years has been uncovered where the Chinese gardens are. The railroad, too, seems to have attracted the
sand, and now the monstrous ridges along the road are
truly wonderful. They even seem to be trying to climb
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the bluff up near Three Mile. After the levee was destroyed, there started a break or wash below which did
not appear to amount to anything, but it kept breaking
and washing until years ago it reached the river, and

for years, during even small rises in the river, it has
been used to moor all kinds of boats in. I realize that
there are very few people now living here who have any
recollection of what this valley was fifty years ago.

ANOTHER INDIAN WAR INcIDENT.
In 1864, after the wagon road had been built or graded

to Canyon City, a Mr. Wheeler was running a stage between The Dalles and Canyon City. On Bridge creek,
on a down trip, they were attacked by Indians. The express messenger, Page, was the only other person on the
stage. One of the wheel horses was killed by the Indians,
so they were forced to stop. Wheeler was shot through
the face from side to side, cutting his tongue terribly and
knocking out a number of teeth. Page kept the Indians
at a distance with his rifle while he cut the lead horses
loose; he and Wheeler then mounted, when Page's horse
threw him. Wheeler, with all the pluck imaginable, pursued and caught the horse. Page again mounted, and
they made their escape to AlkaJi Frank's, who kept a road
house somewhere not very far from Mitchell. \Vheeler
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was brought down to the Umatilla house. He recovered
and afterwards made his home somewhere not very far
from the scene of the attack. The county of Wheeler
was named for him.
These Indians were Snakes and renegades from other

bands, and kept up their petty warfare until the men
of that part of the country came together and, assisted
by friendly Indians, by using their own tactics of traveling

on trails and keeping off the main road, they surprised
and killed a number, among them Paulina, their chief,
in a hand to hand fight. Howard Maupin acted as guide
and took an active part in this raid upon and defeat of
the Indians.
For a time it was nip and tuck beteewn the Indians
and the highwaymen on the road as to who could do the
most mischief.
The Indians went to one house from which the family had just fled, and emptied the feather beds to get the
covers. At another they poured out the flour to get the

sacks, being a band of scattering mauraders without the
requisite pack horses to take the flour with them.
In 1863 Mr. Lord was in business in Canyon City and
bought large amounts of gold dust, with which he made
frequent trips down to dispose of, and in 1864 he made
occasional trips expressly to buy dust. Sometimes he
would start after night and alone to avoid attracting attention, leaving the road and camping in secluded places
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to deceive the desperadoes who infested Canyon City at
that time. At one time he knew that Berry Way (who
was afterward hung in Canyon City for the murder of
Gallagher and the capture of his pack train) was on his
trail, but succeeded in outwitting him. This fellow traveled the roads with his wife, who was as tough and lawless as any man. After the vigilance committee had hung
her husband, they warned her to never show herself in
the country again. She gathered her gang and left and
never came back.

Referring again to father's fondness for gardening.

In the year of Oregon's first state fair, i86i, he had
raised some very fine vegetables and thought he ought to

represent Eastern Oregon, so he packed an enormous
watermelon and several other things, and went to Oregon
City and entered them for competition. The first Oregon
State Fair was held in Clackamas County. There he met
a number of people whom he had known before. Feeling
proud of his exhibits, which were better than any there,

he invited several to go and see them.

When he at-

tempted to point out his honey, a pale Willamette sapling
told him contemptuously to keep out of there; when he
thought his touch could not pollute his own watermelon, a

twin of the other youth repeated the warning: he was
mad, and when he came home and told us. we were all
mad. I do not know of one of our family ever having attended an Oregon state fair since, Possibly Brother
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Frank may have done so, but I never have; this is not
from malice, but it has just happened so.
EVENTS OF THE WINTER OF 1861-62.
On October 24 of this year, a little grandson came
into my father's house, a joy for all of us. He was
named \Villiam for father and Edwin for some one else.

Mr. Lord and I had made our home with father and
mother after six weeks trial of boarding, and the little
boy was born to us. "To us a child was born, and a son
was given."
I was confined to the house much of the winter, which
was a long, cold and tedious one. I remember looking

from a back window upstairs and seeing scaffolds and
men suspended from them, across on the other side of the
town. It was just back of the old school house on Union
street. Of course at that distance I could not get more
than a glimpse, but that was enough. I think there were

four Indians, and a white man named Dedman. He had
murdered his partner out on the Canyon City road.

Early in the winter there was a freshet in the Deschutes and the bridge washed away. I remember that
Mr. and Mrs. Cowne (later Mrs. Schultz) lived on the
other side of the stream. The water came up so high that
Mrs. Cowne had to get up out of bed and take her weekold babe in her arms and wade through water a foot deep
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across the bridge. Just after leaving the house the floor
broke up. I think their hotise was destroyed.

Later in the winter there was very deep snow and
very cold weather. A party of men who had been at the
Colville mines were on their way down; on reaching the
John Day river the stage, or whatever conveyance they
were using, could come no further, so seven men decided
to walk. They were Jager, Mulkey, Galliger, Gay and
Moody and two others. Galliger was an Irishman, very
poorly clothed, tall and muscular. Jager was of medium
size or under, wore two suits of clothes and an overcoat.
They tried to dissuade him from attempting the trip but
he was very anxious to get home to Portland. His wife
was Eliza Thompson. Mulkey was a heavy-set, rather
large man, past middle age, heavily dressed, and with a
heavy belt of gold around his waist under his clothing.
The others I do not know much about.
The snow was two feet on the level and badly drifted.
They took turns in going ahead and breaking the road.
Some of them unwisely used stimulants to counteract the
cold, but the reaction left them in worse condition than
before. The big Irishman never flagged and finally had
to break trail all the time. He came in without a blemish.
Jager gave out and wanted to give up long before the
others. They did everything in their power to bring him
through, but he would not try, so they were forced to
leave him, unconscious. Galliger got through to the
Deschutes and sent out help for the others.
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When they gct to the fire, no one knew better than to
let them thaw, and none of them knew what their real
condition was. Mulkey was dreadfully frozen and vent
to bed with the most of his clothes on.
For days he would not allow them to be taken off.
\Vhen he was finally forced to let them be removed the
gold belt was found; they supposed he was afraid of
being robbed. His condition was found to be something
dreadful, and he soon died.
The two young men were brought in and taken to the
garrison, and had to have parts of their toes and feet amputated.
The body of Jager was brought in and put into a metallic coffin filled with alcohol, and placed in a storeroom

for six weeks until the ice went out of the Columbia so
that they could send it home.
Two other men were frozen during the same winter
in trying to make the same trip. One wandered off towards

the Columbia and his remains were not found until the
next spring.
STORY OF THE MOUNTAIN GOAT.

Somewhere along in the 50's, after the town began
building up, a plasterer by the name of Thomas Sperry
moved here from below and built a house on the lot where
Mr. Bonn now lives, the first house built on thebluff.
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Colonel Dennison was then Indian agent and had his
office down town, back of which he had a high enclosure
in which he kept a Rocky Mountain goat, which I think
the Indians had caught and brought to him when it was a
kid.

It had the freedom of the streets for a long time

until it began to be vicious, when the large pen was built
for it; but occasionally it would get out and rove all over
the neighborhood.
One morning Mrs. Sperry left her babe asleep in the
cradle in the sitting room, the front door standing open,
and went to the kitchen to prepare dinner. Hearing a

ijoise she stepped back into the room and there was a
creature she had never seen or heard of, making vicious
passes at the cradle. He then attacked her, but her
screams had called some men who were passing who beat
him off the place. The next day he appeared again but
found the door closed.
Mrs. Sperry was a very (lehcate woman and the shock
nearly killed her. So much complaint was made that Colonel Derinison gave the goat to Captain Ingals, of Vancouver, who had a large place fenced off for him around
the tall flag staff out on the triangle between his quarters,

the Catholic mission, and the Hudson Bay stockade,
where I often saw him when at the convent.
Those mountain sheep or goats were never plentiful;
still, there were a iiumber in the mountains, and as late
as 1874, I saw a band of seventeen in the canyon several
miles below Shaniko.
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BEAR STORY.
Another settler of the very early days was William
CoIwell. I remember going with Mrs. Eliza McFarland
(whom we now all speak of as Grandma) to call on Col-

well's young wife, when he first brought her to The
Dalles after their marriage. He took up a place five
miles up Mill creek (the Sandoz place). He was a quiet,
unassuming man, a good citizen, and-a good man. He
used to be fond of hunting, and one day taking his gun

and dog rode up the creek a few miles when he came
upon a big bear, which he shot, but only wounded. He
managed to re-load and shoot three times, but did not
kill it. His horse, terrified by the sight of the animal, had

bolted and left him. The bear immediately attacked him.

Coiwell tried to beat him off but could do but little to
keep him away, and was forced to defend himself with
his knife. He was terribly torn, his arms chewed up, and
he was bitten all over. His dog would attack the bear
from the rear and bite him in the flank, when it would
turn on him.

At first Coiwell tried to climb a tree but the bear
would pull him back. Every time the dog attracted the

bear's attention, he tried to escape, but it was no use:
he had to fight it out, and finally succeeded in killing the
bear with his knife.
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He was then too weak to get home, but the family,
alarmed at the return of the horse alone, went in search
and finally got Charley Denton to help bring him in.
Coiwell's wounds healed but he never recovered from
the effects of the experience, and died sometime during
the year.
Under ordinary circumstances I probably might not

have written this bear story, but I have in mind two
small boys who have not had the benefit of their grandparent's stories of early times, and many things seemingly
childish have been given place especially for them.

A SAD ACCIDENT.

One day on going over to father's they said James
had gone to Hood river. Phelps was up and said Henry
Coe had come home from school and wanted to see him,
so he went.
On Sunday morning, May 15, 1864, a man who had
rowed up, sent a friend to tell tis the terrible news; "James

Laughlin. Mr. Jenkins and his little son were all three
drowned just above the mouth of Hood river yesterday
afternoon just as the steamer was passing."
Mr. Lord had just started to the store for a few moments, when he met one of James' intimate friends (Mike
Reinig) weeping so that lie could scarcely speak.
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Mr. Lord rushed back and said:
'Lizzie, your brother is dead."

Frank had just gone out of the house and I took it
I said, "Oh,
Frank; oh, my poor mother!"
"No, not Frank, it is Jim."
Then I thought of myself; the companion of my
lonely childhood and youth gone in a moment, without
for granted that something had killed him.

a word of farewell. How could I near it. Then I thought
of mother again, and how she rebelled against the decrees
of fate. I hastened to her, putting away my own agony.
Of father I had no fear. He was so strong minded, so

full of good sense and judgment, I was sure he would
be philosophical and make the best of everything. \Ve
never took into account the delicacy and suffering which
had, at times, troubled him for several years, for he made
so little of his ailings and mother so much of her's that we
naturally gave her creclit for being weakly and lie for be--

ing strong; but when I saw the pallor of his face I was
frightened. Poor mother could walk the floor wringing
her hands, weeping and pitying herself, but father suffered silently. His was the grief that kills.
Mother took to her bed, where she remained during
the intervening two weeks until James' body was found.
That was a tinie of terrible suspense. Father was
determined to go down and help in the search, but our
friends assured him everything was being (lone that any
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one could do, so he staved at home and tenderly comforted and cared for mother, as he always did.
To go back to the day of the accident. James was com-

ing over to the Hood river landing with Mr. Phelps in
his sail boat. Mr. Phelps lived at Hood river, and was
a cooper, using the fine oak timber growing there to make

kegs. He had a lot of these kegs in his boat, which he
was going to ship up on the steamer which was due in a
few minutes. I do not remember now why Mr. Jenkins
and Walter were there. The boy was rather an unruly little fellow, and when he saw the steamer coming in sight
stood up on the seat. His father seeing the boom swinging round as the boat was changing her course, cried out
"Sit down, \Valter !" but the boy paid no attention to the
terrified father's command. The boom struck squarely
across the middle and he was knocked far out into the
river. He sank and the supposition was that he was
killed instantly. Mr. Jenkins sprang after him and caught
the body vhei it came up, but cumbered with his clothing

he could not swim and begged James to come and help
him. James kicked off his boots, took off his coat, and
taking a keg with him swam towards them. Before he
could reach them they sank. James, seeing them go
down, pushed the keg towards the place where they sank
and turned to swim back to the boat. After a few strokes
he seemed to see that the boat was gone and turned towards the shore. 'When almost there he ceased to swim
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and sank. The river was very high and the water very
cold. The weather had been unusually warm for the
season, so James had put on a light summer suit. Being
one of the strongest and best of swimmers and a powerful man, being six feet in his stockings and well roportioned, he must have been overcome by cramps. Mr.
Phelps paralyzed by what was transpiring before his eyes,
lost his self control and let the boat sail away. This,
while much regretted, was not to be wondered at.
In just two weeks Mr. James Condon, who was then
living there, discovered a body floating. He and Mr. McHaley, and perhaps some others, went out with a row boat

and after repeated efforts rolled the body into the boat
on a sheet, which they wrapped around it, and rowed out
to the steamer which was passing. They took the boat
on board just as it was.
Everyone was so good and thoughtful that we have
never forgotten.

Just at this time there was an epidemic of smallpox
in The Dalles, but no fear of contagion kept the people
from showing their respect for one who had given his
life in trying to help others.
Mr. Jenkins' body was never found. After the high
water had abated the remains of little Walter were found
tangled in the willows below Hood river. Months had
passed so it was impossible for that poor mother to see
her child's body, but she pleaded for just a glimpse of
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one little hand. They never told her there were no little
hands left.
After James' death, father seemed to fail. He made

but little complaint, and attended to his business up to
within one week of the day of his death. On Tuesday,
the first day of September, he said to mother: "Mary,
get ready and let us go over to Holtz and sit for our photographs, as the children have been insisting on us doing.

I am not well, but I wantto have it off my mind."
Before mother got ready he said he would go on and

sit first, and for her to come when she got ready. We
lived on the block on Second street between Laughlin and
Federal, and the gallery was on the corner now occupied

by the First National bank. Father and mother passed
each other at our gate, he going home and she going to
the gallery. He was never out of the house again. \Ve
have always thought he felt that his days were nearly
ended, and he would gratify us by doing as we wished.
The sternness of his expression in the photograph is to
be attributed in a measure to the state of his health, although his face had very much that look when in repose.
Of the details of his last sickness and death, I feel
there is no need to write. His posterity could gain nothing beneficial from it.
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RELIGIOUS.

Father and mother never belonged to any church, but
both had a clear understanding of the things pertaining

to the teachings of the bible, and early taught us children this understanding, together with a constant training in the idea of truthfulness and morality. They were
both charitable. No one, or at any rate very few, had
any idea of the amounts which either of them expended
in helping the needy. Each desired to do this in their
own way, and declined to join in the usual mode of the
officious solicitor for helping those who, to their mind,
were worthy poor, and which too often is only encouraging laziness. They were both public spirited and readily
joined in anything which they thought would advance the
growth of the place or country.

Of many things connected with our family I do not
care to speak in these pages, such as my marriage, the
loss of my first child and the birth of my second, which
meant much to all of us and was a great event in our lives,
and is something that especially belongs to ourselves.

I have tried to recall events of interest to the later
generation, who have little idea of the experiences of
the state, or rather of Eastern Oregon. I have written
as the incidents and circumstances came to my mind, so
find it impossible to join them in a connected line of
narration.
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EULOGY ON W. C. LAUGHLIN.
His was a life untarnished, his honor unquestioned,

truthful, honçst, upright and just. A good son, a kind
husband, a loving father, a generous neighbor and warm
friend, naturally of an amiable and cheerful disposition,
a quick temper, but unsuspicious, and slow to recognize
insult; never seeking a quarrel, but once convinced that
insult was meant, seldom forgiving. He embodied within

himself a code of morals and high sense of right and
courtesy which would stamp him in any position he might
have been called to occupy as a fine type of gentleman.
Rather reserved, unassuming, and yet with a dignified and
gracious manner, he was always winning and attractive.

His sense of humor was very keen; this, coupled with a
talent for mimicry and ready wit, made him a very entertaining and amusing companion when he was in the mood

to draw upon those resources.
In attempting these memoirs at this late day, when
all of his family, as well as all those contemporary with
him have passed away, and with so little in the way of
records or data, depending on my memory for so much,
and sifting the few suggestions and helps from others to
make them agree with the few authentic accounts I have,
is difficult indeed. It is my sincerest desire that the work
may be worthy enough to in some measure perpetuate.
at any rate as long as there are any of our name living,
the respect in which he was held wherever he lived.

APPENDIX.

After having decided to keep this book in our family
and among friends, I felt that I wanted to have the old
records and scraps of family historyold letters and remnants of father's diary which have come from several
sources, dialect songs and stories of the old time darkiespreserved, so I thought this a good place in which to keep
them.

Thomas Laughlin came to America from England.
Tradition says he was of Scotch descent, if not really born

in Scotland, but we have no record of earlier date than
his marriage on November 27, 1755, to Sarah Madison,
a cousin of President Madison. Another unauthenticated
account says the Natural Bridge of Virginia was on the
estate owned by him. We only know he possessed ample
means and lived in Virginia. Thomas and Sarah Laughlinlived together for forty-six years and were the parents of eleven children. Their only daughter Joanab lived
but five days, and Hill, their youngest son, nly six years.
The only one we are especially interested in is their seventh
son, Roger. We know but little of his youth except that

he was well educated, was very studious. and in his
younger years taught school. He was rather under sized,
amiable and genial in disposition, extremely polite and
polished in manners, rather reserved, especially with
strangers, quite a bible student, and in later years, if not
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before, very religious, sometimes preaching, though never
regularly. He was a man who held the highest respect
and warmest esteem of his neighbors as long as he lived.

I suspect that the preaching was the result of environment, for after settling in Illinois in 1832 they were entirely dependent upon circuit riders, as they were called,
for preachers, and often after gathering for a service the
preacher would fail to reaclLthem. I can get no account

of when Roger Laughlin emigrated to Kentucky, but
know it was very early in i800, if not before his marriage. We know he always lived upon a farm and brought
up his sons as farmers. In Kentucky, tobacco and hemp
were staple articles of trade. The larger producers had
large curing houses where the summer's crop was hung

up until the right stage of dryness had been reached.
It was then taken down and stripped, sorted, graded and
packed into hogsheads, and heavy weight put on with a

lever to press it down as tight as possible. After the
tobacco had gone through all of the process of curing and
packing, it was shipped to New Orleans and sold. In
those days there were few middle men, so the producer

got the benefit of his labor, although I must say there
was but little money in circulation and the sales were
mostly exchanges in trade. The farmer bought his year's
supplies and the balance was paid in money, if there was
a balance. Hemp was also a marketable commodity. This
was cultivated in a very different manner. It took ninety
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days to reach the proper stage for gathering. Then it
was usually pulled and piled in the field to rot. During
the winter as it became convenient it was carried through

the process of breaking, swingling and separating the
marketable fibre from the woody part of the plant. It
was then baled and made ready for shipment. Many
people, especially slaveowners, carried the process further
and spun and wove cloth for sacking and summer cloth-

ing for the negroes, although many raised flax for use
in weaving, the finer part for household linen and the
coarser for clothing for the servants. Every lady spun
and wove, and none was thought accomplished who could
not spin and weave. While the wealthy wore silks and
worsteds, even they could and did weave and wear home-

spun; beautiful counterpanes, coverlets of cotton, linen
and woolen, fine toweling, table linens, all were the work
of their hands. They also did the finest of needlework.

The ladies of Virginia and Kentucky were in those
(lays the most industrious and expert housekeepers in
the land. No matter how many slaves a man owned, his
wife and daughters were fine cooks and could spin, weave,
knit and make all the family clothing from the gin, or the
flax as soon as the first processes had freed the fibre, they

produced every necessary article of cloth required in a
well conducted home. There were no cases of nervous
prostration then and no invalids from lack of employment.
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But to return to the farm. They raised corn in abund-

ance for feed for stock, as well as for meal for bread.
WThile wheat was raised for flour, it was not very generally used. I don't know why; perhaps it was expensive
to get it ground and difficult to harvest. Then, too, the

machinery must have been too crude to make an even
fair grade of flour. I know that in both the South and
West corn was the food grain, both for man and beast
for many years.
In 1832, after his family were all about grown, grandfather sold his farm in Kentucky and moved to Illinois.
He took one covered wagon with six horses (it was then
called a cart, but in reality a very large wagon) loaded
with provisions and baggage for their large party. There
were six saddle horses, and a covered carriage for the

use of the family. We have authority for saying that
two daughters and four sons rode on horseback, so that

left six of the family to either ride in the carriage or
walk, which probably many of them did much of the time.
For the vehicles they had hired drivers, probably men

who had made the journey before and could pilot them
through what was at that time a comparatively unsettled
and wild country. Quincy, Illinois. was then a small viilage where they stopped a short time: but they were not
the first from Bourbon to seek homes in Adams county,
so they soon found their old neighbor, Jesse Bowles,
who had already possessed himself of a large tract of
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land. He had built for himself a new house, at any rate
- he placed a cabin and some land at their disposal until
they decided where to locate. Just how long they stayed
there I am not certain, probably one year if not longer.
Grandfather brought from Kentucky a lot of locust seed,
which he planted on that place. A large grove of heavy
timber covers the spot to this day. It is about six miles
above Quincy, on the \Varsaw road. From this grove
there has been cut rails, posts and wood in quantities untold, and yet it increases from year to year. Finally they
settled about four miles from Quincy. in Ellington town-

ship, and made a home for themselves in the then far
West.

I can but regret that I have so little history of
father's earlier years in that old Kentucky home he loved
so well. I want to say that we have no record or tradition
of the Laughlins ever having owned slaves. Whether

this was from principle or poverty I have no means of
knowing. There is an incident of their life there which
was of interest to the family, and perhaps had some influence in shaping our lives. This was as follows:

In 1824 a man by the name of Pattie got up a cornpany of young men to go on an expedition to Lower California trapping and seeking their fortunes in various ways.

There were over two hundred in the company which
rode away down those lovely blue grass glades of Bourbon county, noted for her beautiful women, fine horses
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and (I hate to say it) good whiskey, some never to return. Such was the fate of Richard Laughlin, after
months of adventure, hardship and trial, although hardy
young men of those times gave little heed to trials, hard-

ships or dangers, as long as they escaped from the
Indians with their scalps, or survived starvation, thirst
or drowning in swollen streams. I have heard father say
lie was so small at the time that lie stood looking through
the pickets of the yard fence as they all stood watching

his brother ride away on that sorrowful morning, but
they little thought of that being their last farewell. Grand-

mother looked longingly for her first born son's return
through changing seasons during all the years of her
life.

She expected him every autumn, knitted her finest

homespun yarn into warm stockings for him, and her
best homespun cloth was laid aside for a suit for Richard;
but year after year, as accident or circumstances required,
someone fell heir to those garments and new ones were
made in their place; but the longing desire of her mother
love was never fulfilled. In the meantime where was he?
About six or seven years after their going away, Pat-

tie returned to Kentucky with marvelous tales of their
experiences, canvassing for subscriptions to a chary vhich
lie was going to have published. He told them Uncle Dick
was prominently mentioned in it. Of course they subscribed, and strange to relate, they got the book, but not

once was the name of Richard mentioned in it.

It was
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all big "I," and what "I" did. He frequently mentions
his father but scarcely any other name. I have had very
little opportunity of reading this book, never having seen
it but twice, the first time thirty-four years ago, the last
a few months since, when I had only a few hours in the
house where it was and had many other records to copy
and family traditions to talk over. I really wonder that

I recall any of it. However, I gathered that they kept
a westerly course, bearing south after a time, part of the
road described being familiar to me, as it was nearly the
same as that which we passed over nearly twenty-six years
later. They hunted, fished, trapped and traded with the
Indians, sometimes fighting them. When at or near
Santa Fe they came to a Spanish settlement, where they

stayed for some time and bought the right to trap for
fur-bearing animals all over the Southwest. They had
quite a thrilling experience while near there. Soon after
starting from Santa Fe they were overtaken by a courier,
sent to recall them to assist in the rescue of some of their
women carried off by hostile Indians. The Americans
returned at once and the pursuit was begun without delay.
In time the Indians were located in a canyon and a council
was held as to the best way to attack them The Amer-

icans proposed to make their way over the bluffs and
attack them in the rear. instructing the Spanish to wait
until they heard their guns, then to rush on them from
the lower side, surprise them and make defeat sure. What
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was their amazement to find that as soon as they were

out of sight the Spanish retreated uost haste to their
fort. The worst feature of it was, not their treachery,
but the leaving of their women prisoners. The Americans were in position where it meant fight or die, so
they determined to sell their lives dearly and fought like
demons. The Indians outnumbered them by thousands,
but soon found they were no match for these skilled Kentucky marksmen. They placed their prisoners in front
of them, but this ruse did not save the day. They were
completely routed. The prisoners were rescued and returned to their friends. One girl was the beautiful daughter of the governor of this territory. Pattie made quite

a romantic affair out of this, but as he was the hero I
passed it by.
They finally resumed their journey, frequently making

detours in different directions and making permanent
camps. They sent parties out in all directions in search
of furs and game. We can readily see that with such a
large number of men they must have had a great number
of horses, both for packing as well as to ride, and range
for them would hare to be looked out for as well as food
for the men. They suffered many privations, some being
lost for days and even weeks without provisions other
than wild berries and such game as they could kill. In this
way they moved up and down for several years. This
seems improbable, but the diary gave dates and incidents
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all: through.: After they had accumulated an immense
quantity of. furs; too much to pack with them, especially as

they were in a country filled with hostile Indians who
coveted: this wealth, they packed the furs carefully into
caches and then used every precaution to obliterate all
evidence of them; Here they were to be left until such
time as they might: return, to the United States. They then
decided to make their wayto the coast, as they were suf-

fering from scurvey and other troubles by the reason of
the subsistence on almost exclusive meat diet.
They arrived in San Diego in :1828:or 1829, and were
at once thrown. into prison as spies where they were kept

for many months. Pattie was refused permission to be
with his father, whorwas very ill and died in prison; however, the strictness was relaxed before his death. Their

cofifinement was very rigid at first. Later on a ship
:

brought smallpox to San Diego and the natives con:
tràcted the disease. The authorities were ma panic, and
on learning that Pattie had vaccine, matter and knew how
to. use it, he was released.. His tales of' the numbers he
vaccinated per day was hey ond all possibilit
After this
scare was o er Pattie was gn en permission to return to
the United States He took a petition to President Jack
son for protection and relief An order for the release of
the rest of the pirty was sent out at once, late in 1830
they were set at libert, though the had been out on
parole for some time Many of these men became the
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pioneers of Lower California. Uncle Dick was married
in due course of time to Miss Domingues, daughter of
one of the best Spanish families of the country. He settled on a land grant situated in the center of what is now
the city of Los Angeles, but which was then only a vely
valley in the garden spot of the world. They brought
up quite a large family, one daughter who married Judge
Strafford, and a number of sons. Of them I know very

little, except that there is one named Richard and one
named Thomas. Somewhere about 1859, I think, a man
came to The Dalles from Lower California. On learning
father's name he told him he knew a Richard Laughlin in
Los Angeles; that he had a Spanish wife and was extremely wealthy. Father never doubted that this was his
long lost brother. One would naturally ask why he did
not write. \Vell, there are several ways of answering
this query. Thirty-six years had elapsed, so it was all
like a dream to him; then, too, there was the sad memory
of all those unrequited years of his mother's sorrowful
waiting, without one line to let her know how or where

he was. Do you blame him if there was a little feeling
of resentment? However, he never expressed such feeling. Then to hear of him in the enjoyment of wealth
and his family respected by every one, I think father may
have felt there was no need of anything from him, espec-

ially as he had the family characteristic of hating letter
writing. This is the little we know of Richard Laughlin.
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There are some incidents of father's youth which have

just come to me, though I have no dates and give them
only from my own and memories of others of the family.

At one time father and Uncle George Laughlin
thought that in order to be manly they ought to use tobacco, so they agreed to take some with them and practice chewing while working in the field. The practice
was short; they got so sick they feared they were going
to die, and crept to the house for help. This was William's last chew. George was more ambitious an(l used
the weed all his life. \Villiam hated tobacco worse than
any thing.
Another time he thought it would be manly to swear,
so he was forming the habit when away from the house,
and doing finely, as he thought, until one day something
went wrong in the yard when out came a big oath which
grandfather heard. He quietly got a keen switch, and
calling the youth to a secluded spot requested him to remove his jacket; he fairly wore the switch out on him.
Father put on his jacket and walked away, but was so
angry that he gave vent to his feelings in more swear
words. Grandfather called him back and with a new
switch fairly made him smoke; he then said, "If you
swear again I will repeat this until you have had enough."

Father had enough then; he never swore another oath
afterwards, and hated to hear them as much as he hated
tobacco. These incidents occurred in Kentucky.
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I don't think grandfather did much work of any kind
after moving to Ellington, at any rate no more than overseeing and managing for his sons. As they came to manhood and married they settled on land and made homes
for themselves. First, George married Mary Rigdon. I
don't know where they lived at first, but they afterwards
moved to Missouri and lived on North Fabbe creek for

several years, where three children were born to them
David, Stephen (who afterwards died) and Catherine.
After a time they sold out and returned to Illinois, where
another son, Simon, was born to them. Aunt Mary died
soon after this and Uncle George married again. They
brought up a number of children, I think four, though I
know very little of them. Simon Laughlin married Re-

becca J. Kemp, a sister of Henry Kemp, an adjoining
neighbor.
Uncle Si. and Aunt Beckie always lived at grandfath-

er's and inherited the farm. They had seven sons
Charles, George, Thomas, Frank, John Roger, Mark
Wroodford and Simon. Charles, Frank and John were
deaf mutes and were educated at Jacksonville. Charles
taught in the institution for many years and married one
of the teachers, Mary \Valdo. George had a classical edu-

cation, and while he was a minister of the Christian
church he taught in universities and colleges the most of

his life. He married Deborah Ross. He has been dead
for several years, Thomas married Mollie Lother. He
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has been in the employ of the government as mail agent
and postoffice inspector nearly all his life. Frank is a
house and sign painter; he, too, is married. John is a
farmer; he married Clara Saunders. \Voodie married
Emma Heller. Simon married and died very young.
Mary Laughlin married John Rigdon and died young,
leaving no children. Sarah married Thomas Crocker, and
lived down on Fall creek. Grandfather was staying with
them when he died and was buried there. By a (to me)
strange coincidence grandmother died and was buried
there, too. Aunt Sallie only had two children who lived

to be grownMary Elliot and Annie Foss; the latter
died young, leaving two children.
Aunt Sallie Crocker was my ideal of perfect womanhood. She was one of nature's grand characters, making
no pretensions, yet possessing many fine traits. Nancy
always lived at home, unmarried. She was very deli-

I never knew her, at least I don't remember her
as I do some; I only remember having seen her when
very small. Aunt Nancy was the tailoress of the family,
cate.

an important accomplishment in a family of six boys, and

that, too, at a time when every piece of clothing had to
be made in the house. She did beautiful hand work
needlework I should say. She and Aunt Sallie had taste
and skill in drawing. which they used iii sketching pat-

terns for quiltsbeautiful dainty patternsnever seem-
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ing to realize that they possessed a eift which they might
make much of. This they inherited from their mother.
Lucy married Clellen McMurry. She was a dainty,
sweet little body whom I did not know until she was a
widow with a grown family of six sons and two daughters. These were Richard, Henry, Thomas, George,
James, Simon, Elizabeth and Annie. Lizzie married Alex.
Clark and died young. Annie married Tom Clark; she
also died young.
Thomas McMurry married Kate Clark. I don't
know much about the other Sons except that George and
James are married, and James has several children. I
am told they are a nice family.
Elizabeth Laughlin, Roger's fifth daughter, married
William T. Yeargain. They brought up five daughters
and three sons. Elizabeth, Mary, Lucy, Ann and Sallie,
George, \Villiam and James. Lib and Mollie have never
married. Lucy married Calvin Alverson; they have several boys. Ann married Jarret Stabler. I do not know
who Sallie married. George and Willie are both married.

Jimmie married Thomas McMurry's daughter. Mark
\V. Laughlin started to the Mexican war and died.
Thomas Catesby married Cordelia Hadle ; they had one
Mary is now Mrs. Wencile. Thomas C.. always
called Peter, married Mary Ackley; they had three childrenWilliam, Lily (Mrs. Scoggin), Millie (Mrs.
Goolie).
child.
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GRANDFATHER'S OLD HOME.

Having no distinct recollection of the original home
of Grandfather Laughlin, and knowing it only as it
appeared after the many changes had been made which
came over it with the lapse of years, I give here a letter I
received from Mollie Elliott, who was one of grandfathers favorites. As she seems to be the only one of the
family who remembers the house as it appeared in its
early days, I insert the letter here in order that the record
may be complete.

"Hannibal, Mo., Jan. 23, 1903.
"My Dear Cousin Bettie: I received your second
letter yesterday. I was glad to hear that you were pleased
to get the records I sent you. Sorry I did not have the
record of grandmother's family. I don't know who has
them, or whether there has been any preserved. How
careless everybody is abo such things.
"I will describe grandpa's place as well as I can. When

I first remember going there, he had some of the land
cleared and a small orchard put out. He and grandma
lived in a hewed log house of one large room, and loft
overhead with a bed in it, where Uncle Peter and Uncle
Mark slept. They climbed a ladder to get to it. There
was a large fireplace in the south end of the house, a door
in the north end and windows in the east and west. I
think it had a puncheon floor. There was no carpet.
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"The furniture consisted of two bedsteads, that is,
down stairs, one table, half a dozen straight back, split
bottom chairs; 3ne low chair of the same kind, with a
cushion on it; that was grandma's. There was a very
plain, low cupboard. They had no stove, cooking winter
and summer by the fireplace. A water bucket sat on a
shelf in the corner, with a gourd in it to drink out of.
I forgot to say that there were two trundle beds, one under each of the bedsteads.

"The one thing I remember best is that when I was
there the first thing I heard in the morning was grandma
pounding coffee for breakfast in a spice mortar. By the
way, I have that same identical spice mortar. It is quite
ancient.

"Uncle Si. also had a house in the same yard, only a
few feet from grandfather's. It was the same kind of
a house, not quite so high, but had two rooms, also a porch
in front. There was a picket fence around the yard, some
locust trees and one maple. The house stood near, if not

on, the same spot that Uncle Si's house stood when you
were there. I am sure that is the place where grandpa
first settled when he came to this country. After his
death grandma spent her winters with ma She and
Aunt Nancy kept house for Uncle Peter. Aunt Nancy
died about a year and a half after grandma.
"When grandpa and grandma kept house I thought
there was nothing quite so nice as to visit them. I would
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often dream about it. It was indeed a great treat. I love
to think about it yet. Grandpa used to always come to
\;isit us once a year. He always came on horseback. He
came to visit us a few weeks before he died. Was taken

sick and never got away. That is why he dled at our
house. By a singular coincidence, grandmother came to
visit ma at Fall creek, and died and was buried alongside
of grandfather. He was buried in the cemetery at Fall
creek.

"MOLLIE."

RECORD OF THE LAUGHLIN FAMILY.

Thomas Laughlin was born in England and came to
America early in 1700. He married Sarah Madison on

November 27, 1755, and died December 13, i8oi. Sarah
Madison was born in Virginia and died October 31, i8oi.
Their children were: Richard, born January 16, 1757;
died April 23, 1799. Joanah, born September 22, 1758;

died September 27, 1758. Thomas, born October 7,
1759; date of death unknown. Robert, born May 26,
1762; died May 13, 1788. James, born May 28, 1764;
(late of death unknown. George, born October 29, 1766;
died April 29, i8oi. John, born January 22. 1769; (Cousin Virginia's father); date of death unknown. Roger,
born March 28, 1771 ; died January , 1845. He married
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Elizabeth Woodlord in i800, who died April 1853. Edmund, born May 17, 1773. Simon, born November i8,
1776.
1788.

Hill, born August 19, 1782; died November i,

Roger Laughlin's children were: Richard, who married Miss Domingues in San Diego, California. Mary,
who married John Rigdon. Nancy never married. She
(lied in 1854. Sarah was born December 12, 1805, and

died in April,

1874.

She married Thomas Crocker.

George married Mary Rigdon, and a second wife, whose
name is unknown. Lucy married Clellen McMurry.
Simon married Rebecca Jane Kemp. Elizabeth was born

July 28, i8i8, and died march 17, i886; she married
William Yeargain. \Villiam Catesby was born December
27, 1814, and died September 7, 1864; he married Mary

J. Yeargain. Mark Woodford died in November, 1847;
he never married. Thomas Catesby was born in April.
1821, and died April 4, 1893. He first married Cordelia
Hadley, and afterward Mary Ackley, who was born ui
1834, and died in October, 1901.

WILLIAM CA TFSB V LAUGHLIN'S FAMfL YRECORD.

William Catesby Laughlin was born December 27,
1814; died September 7, 1864. He was married April 8,
1840, to Mary J. Ycargain. Mary Jane Veargain was
born January 28, i8i8; died January 17, 1898.
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Their children were: Elizabeth, born April 29, 1841;
married to W. Lord, January 15, i86i. James, born
February i, 1843; died May 14, 1864; Ben Franklin,
born January 4, 1849; married Sarah C. Adams, March 2,
1876.

The children of Elizabeth and Wintworth Lord were:
William Edwin, born October 24, i86i; died September
24, 1862. Mary Evelyn, born December 9, 1863; mar-

ried F. L. Houghton, January i, r80.
B. F. and Sarah Catherine Laughlin's children were:
William Guy, born July 8, 1878; died September, 1892.
Lloyd, born May 7, i888. Lynn, born January 25, 1895.

GRANDFATHER VEARGAINS FAMILY RECORD.
John Yeargain, born August 3, 1781; died November
30, 1845. Elizabeth Bayne, born i\Iarch II, 1789; marTate; died April i, 1855. John Yeargain and
ried

Elizabeth Tate were married about 1812. Their children were: Nancy Tate, born December 26, 18o8; died
November 13, 1881; James Yeargain, born October 13,
1813; died September i, 1842. William Thornton Yeargain, born November 23. i8i ; married Elizabeth LaughIary Jane Yeargain, born January 28, 1818; marlin.
ried W. C. Laughlin, April 8, 1840. Louisa Ann Yeargain, born July 28, 1820; died February 7. 1898. George
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Bayne Yeargain, born November 20, 1822. John Petty
Yeargain, born February 14, 1826. Milton M. Yeargain, born June 5, 1828. Edward Asbury Yeargain,
born April 7, 1830.

WOODFORD FAMILY RECORD.

\Villiam '\Voodford, an Englishman, emigrated to
Virginia early in 1700. He was a merchant and settled
in Caroline county. His residence was known as \Vindsor. On September 2, 1732 he married Miss Ann Coke,
daughter of John Coke, secretary of state under the colonial government. John Coke's wife was Elizabeth Catesby.
This is where the name of Catesby comes into the family.

Their oldest son was a brigadier general in the revolutionary war, was wounded at the battle of Brandywine,
and died in New York. Their second son, Thomas, was
educated at Cambridge, England, for a clergyman, but
chose the life of a sea captain in preference. The third
son, Catesby Woodford, was married to Mary Buckner.
Of their four children we are only interested in the third,
Elizabeth L. B. Woodford, who married Roger Laughlin.

We have a tradition that Betty \Voodford was a proud
and scornful beauty, full of wit and vivacity. We only
know that she was small and of fair complexion, with
bright golden hair (I can't in cold blood say red). The
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Laughlins, .Woodfords and Buckners were cotemporary
with the \Vashingtons, Jeffersons, Monroes, Madisons,
Harrisons, Tylers, Taylors, Patrick Henry, the Randolphs, Ratcliffs, and many other illustrious families well
known in history. We see by the meagre records which
we have that there were frequent inter-marriages among
these families.
Reared as we have here set forth, and living for several generations in a state which furnished seven presidents and held many of the brightest intellects the United
States has ever known for oratory, wit and social distinction, they were not lacking in education and refinement.

Those times were noted for most courtly manners; in
fact, many of the names mentioned are known in history
as having been sent by the government (indeed they were
active in forming the government) to foreign courts
where they shone as brilliant diplomats as well as social
favorites. Is it any wonder that pride of character and
self respect have been marked characteristics in these families for the two centuries of which we have any account?
The very atmosphere of old Virginia fostered them, and

the early history of Kentucky was much the same, for
she was first settled by an overflow of Virginia's younger

families seeking for more room. But "how are the
mighty fallen." That which was once the home of true
chivalry and honor has been perverted into outlawry and

murder. An influx of the "Cracker" element from the
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Carolinas, and the worst classes from other states, particularly since the civil war, has ruined one of the loveliest of

the United States.
William Woodford married Ann Coke, September 2,
1732. Ann Coke's mother was Elizabeth Catesbv. Their
children were: William Woodford, born October 6,
1734; died 1779. He married Mary Thornton. Thomas
Woodford, born August 14, 1736. Catesby Woodford,
born June 19, 1741; married Mary Buckner, October,
1771. John Woodford, born March 3, 1743. Henry
\Voodford, born January II, 1744. Thomas, John and
Henry never married.
The children of William \\Tdford and Mary Thornton were: John Thornton Woodford. who married Mary
L. Toliefero. William Catesby \Voodford, who married
Elizabeth Ratcliffe.
The children of Catesby Woodford and Mary Buckner were: Judith Thornton \Voodford, who married
Theodotious Hanford. Mark Catesby Woodford. Ann
Coke \Voodford. Elizabeth L. B. \Voodford, born June
22, 1780; died April, 1853. She married Roger Laughlin in i800. William Wroodford

The children of John Thornton WToodford and
Mary L. Toliefero were: William Woodford, who married Maria Archer, John Woodford. Thomas \Voodford
was married three times, first to Sallie Thornton, then
Ell7al eth Ta br then Luc Buckner, who w ac formerI
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L. C. \Voodford. Lucy Woodford married Dr. John
Taylor, of Caroline City, Virginia. Maria Woodford.
Sallie \Voodford, married Dr. Dudley. Ann Woodiord,
married Dr. Taylor, of Kentucky. Betty Woodford,
married John Montgomery. Mildred Woodford, married Edmund Didlake. Mark Henry \Voodford, married
Sarah Ann Haden. Catesby Woodford.
The children of William Catesby Woodford and E.
Ratcliffe were: Mary \Voodford. William \Voodford,
married Elizabeth Goodwin. John \Voodford, married
Sallie Goodwin. Eleanor Woodford. Thomas Catesby
Woodford, married Juliet Buckner. Lucy T. Catesby
Woodford, married Spence Monroe Buckner, then became
the third wife of Thomas Woodford.

BUCKNER FAMILY RECORD.

Thomas Buckner, was born May 17, 1728, and married Judith Thornton, who was born November 14, 1729.
Their children were: Susan Buckner, born December 22,
1749; married Peter Dudley. Mary Buckner, born OctoWilber 30, 1751; married Catesby Woodford in
liam Buckner, born October i, 1753; married Elizabeth
Monroe. Thomas Buckner, born August 31, 1755; marned Elizabeth Hawes. Elizabeth Buckner, born May 29,
'757; married Steven Parish.
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THOMAS MADISON'S FAMILY RECORD.

Thomas Madison died January 20, 1754; Joanah Madison, his wife, died April 13, 1758. Their children were
J. Madison, born October 26, 1719. Ambrose Madison,

born March II, 1724. Jane Madison, born February
II, 1728; died October 24, 1767. Humphrey Madison,
born April 25, 1730; died September 12, 1756. Ann
Madison, born July 31, 1733. Sarah Madison, born Feb..

mary 29, 1735; died October 31, i8oi. Mary Madison,
born May 15, 1738. George Madison, born October 7,
1740. Roger Madison, born April 15, 1744; died September 12, 1768. Elizabeth Madison, born May 30,
1747.

James Madison was born March i6, 175 I, on the
Rappahanock river, in King George county, Virginia.
His father's home was at Montpelier, in Orange county,
Virginia.
The following letters are introduced here for the purpose of showing definitely what became of M. W. Laughlin. I had always been told he died of consumption, but
these letters give the real facts in reference to him.
"Louisville, Ky., Oct. 12, 1847.

"Thomas Laughlin
"Dear Brother: I received your letter dated August
5th, which I did not answer because I then expected to
start home in a few days; but instead of home, I volunteered some time in September, under Captain Sims. of
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Bourbon county. We have been encamped about seven
miles from this place since the fourth of this month. We
were mustered into service on Wednesday last. Our com-

pany consists of the pride of Bourbon county, all highminded honorable men. Our officers are gentlemen of
the first standing, and have pledged themselves to do
everything in their power that will conduce to the happiness and comfort of the privates.
"Am now writing in the tent occupied by our first
lieutenant, who is a son of old Peter Brambl,et, and as
clever a man as ever lived. All our relations were well
when I left there. We expect to leave here on or about
the twentieth of this month for the seat of war. \Ve go
to General Scott's division, which you kncw is now in
the City of Mexico. We go with the expectation of returning in the spring; we may have to stay longer, but
be our stay long or short, I pledge myself to act as becomes a man and a gentleman. I want you to write to me

immediately; direct your letter, 'M. W. Laughlin, of
Captain Sims' Co., 3rd Reg. Ky. Infantry, Vera Cruz,
Mexico.' I want you to write so as for the letter to get
there as soon as we do, if possible, but if it should not, it
will follow on. We will not remain there more than two
or three days, if that long. Give my best respects to all
my friends. I shall come home as soon as discharged.
let that be when it may; so farewell until that time.

"M. W. LAUGHLIN.
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"P. S.Tell Talbot that there is a nephew of his in
our company who is a very fine young man.

"M. W. L."
"Louisville, Ky., Nov. i, 1847.
Before
the departure of the last line of
"Dear Sir:
Kentucky troops Captain Sims of your town called on me
to visit a young man belonging to his company named
Mark Laughlin, who was then lying very sick at the
Tavern of Mr. Lyter. The captain appeared to be very

much interested in the welfare of the young man, and
left him under an agreement or arrangement on the part
of Mr. L. and myself that he should be well nursed and
taken care of in every particular. On the next day I received information that the young man was at the marine
hospital. I went there and found him in one of the large
wards, with a number of other patients, all strangers to
him. He seemed very much dissatisfied with that conditiôn of. things, and I felt bound under the assurances I
had given Captain Sims to act the part of a friend and
promote his comfort and contentment as far as possible.
Accordingly I arranged with the superintendent of the
hospital to have him removed to a private room, and a
nurse for him secured. He has been there ever since, and
has been as well cared for as he could be away from his
kindred, and family friends. His disease, however, has

proed quite unmanageable and I cannot doubt that it
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will terminate fatally, and that, too, before many days.

He was removed from Mr. Lyters, I ought to say, in
justice to that gentleman, because some of his boarders
had taken alarm on account of the supposed infectious
character of his disease. Captain S. promised to write
to his kindred in Bourbon on the day he left Louisville,
and Mr. Lyter has repeatedly promised to do the same,
but the young man has received no tidings from home,
which has appeared to distress him not a little at such
times as his mind is clear enough to appreciate what seems

to him like neglect. I do not know where to address
on his behalf; he has told me that his father is dead and
his mother living in Illinois. but I learn that he has kindred in or about Paris who are able, so would be willing
if his condition, or at least if his condition were known,
either to visit him or to send to him the means of meeting
the charges of his conditon, or at least some token of concern for his welfare. I therefore have taken the liberty

of writing to you these particulars in order that if you
know his friends, as you probably do, they may be communicated with.

"In the meantime, I remain,
"Very trtily yours,

"JOHN B. FLINT."
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OREGON WEATHER.

The following are extracts from a diary kept by W. C.
Laughlin, which were copied by Samuel Brooks previous

to the fire which destroyed all of Judge Laughlin's papers.

This memorandum is the first kept in or at The Dahles,
Oregon, and was continued until 1864.
NOVEMBER, 1356.

November iSchool district organized.
November 4Weather fine.
November 5Cold and wet a. m.; p. m. pleasant.
November 6Snow fell on hills north of town; a. m.
very cool.

November 8Democratic convention nominated Col.
Gates for representative.
November i j_\\Teather fine.
November 20Weather coo1.

November 2 iGreat rain last night; snow on the
mountains over the river.
November 22Very cold weather; p. m. cloudy.
November 23Pleasant day: sunshine and warm.
November 24Cloudy; began snowing after breakfast; snowed all day and melted.
November 25Weather more pleasant, snow all gone.

November 26Very warm a. m.; p. in. cloudy.
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November 27Weather good.
November 28Cold and cloudy a. m.
November 29Rather pleasant day; p. m. turning
cold.

November 3oCool a. m.; snow i inch deep; p. m.
snow all gone; day mild.
DECEMBER, 1856.

December iWeather fine.
December 2Cool, but pleasant.
December 3Quite cool and cloudy; looks like snow.

December 4Cold, and freezing a little; looks like
winter.

December 5A. m. sunshine; p. m. cloudy; wind
east.

December 6Cool east wind and growing colder.
December 7Snow five inches deep at sunrise, and
still snowing; p. m. rain and slush.
December 8A. m. fine; p. m. cloudy and snow; ice
three inches thick; rain at night.

December 9Thawing; cool, east wind; rain at
night.

December ioA. m. rainy.
December i IWeather pleasant and thawing.

December 12Sun shone part of day; thawed a
tIe.
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December 13Cool, snowing; p. m. freezing and
snowing.

December 14Clear morning; snow four inches
deep; p. m. snow melting off.

December 15Snow fell sixteen inches, then rain;
formed a crust; not very cold.

December i6Clear, frosty a. m.
December i7A. m. cloudy, snow; p. m. freezing;
sun came out before night.

December iSA. m. cold; ice in river; day rather
clear.

December i9Colder today; plenty of ice in river.
December 20Colder; river closed; steamer Wasco
here; steamer Mary below.
December 21Thawing some, yet cool.

December 22Thawing some.
December 23Vveather milder, ice went out of river.
December 24Weather pleasant.
December 25Still pleasant and tlawing.
December 26Colder and snowing tonight.
December 27Snowed two inches last night: p. m.
weather moderated.
December 28 Snowing all (lay, but mild.

December 29Snowing like sixty; quite mild; it
snowed twelve or fourteen inches.

December 3oSnow again.
December 3 iSnowing yet; snow two feet deep.
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JANUARY, 1857.

January iCold weather; some snow; snowed last
night ten inches.
January 2Big snow; now three feet deep on ground.

January 3Still snowing; ice running in river.
January 4Snow this a. m.; river closed with ice.
January 5Pretty cold; snow very deep, probably
four feet; ravens eating horses alive.

January 6More snow again.
January 7Clear and cold a. m.; very cold p. m.
January 8Very cold a. m., 8 below zero; late p. In.
13 below.

January 9Not so cold as yesterday, yet cloudy.
January io--Weather moderating, snows some this

p.m.
January i iSnowing; sleet this morning.
January 12Rain, sleet, snow at times.
January 13Foggy a. m., sleet; crtist on snow p. m.
January 14A. m. cloudy; p. m. cold; a little snow
at night.

January 15Cold and cloudy a. m.; a little snow at
night.

January i6Mild and thawing a little.
January 17Cloudy and thawing a little; rained all
night.

January 18Rained last night; this morning sleet;
p. m. rained at night.
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January 19Clear a. m., snow melting, chinook
wind; p. m. rained night.

January 20Hard rain this morning, clear at 9 a.
in.; froze at night.
January 2 iClear a. m.; river clear of ice; froze very
little at nigh t.
January 22Clear and mild; creeks very high.
January 23A. m. foggy; hill sides bare of snow.
January 24The foggiest day I ever saw; steamer
Mary arrive d.
January 25A. m. raining; cleared tip today; steamer
Wasco arriv ed.
January 26Cool in morning, pleasant day.
January 27Snowed all day; rained all night.
January 28Moderate weather, cloudy, rain this
evening.

January 29 Mild and thawing fast.

January 3oFine day; more water on ground than
bargained for.

January 31Warm and pleasant.
FEBRUARY, /837.

February iWeather fine, waters very high.
February 2Windy, but rained a little morning and
evening.

February 3Frosty morning; snow on mountains at
night.
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February 4Weather cool but pleasant.
February 5Snow in morning, but day pleasant.
February 6Frosty a. m.
February 7Frosty a, m.; fresh snow on mountains.
February 8Weather cool, light frosts in morning.
February 9Pleasant day.
February io'\Veather good, a little rain at night.
February i i\Veather fine, a little rain at night.
February 12Cloudy all day, some rain in morning.
February i3Cloudy weather, little rain, plenty of
mud.

February i4A. m. rain; light rain today and tonight.

February i5A. m. clear, warm; grass beginning to
grow.

February 16Fine day, cloudy evening.
February 17Bright, clear day.
February iSPleasant weather.
February i9A. m. cool, noon cloudy, rain at night.
February 20Rainy morning, day cool but pleasant.
February 2 iA. m. cloudy, day pleasant.
February 22A. m. clear, clouded up and rained.
February 23A. m. snow on mountains; noon pleasant; p. m. cloudy.

February 24A. m. snow; p. m. wet and sloppy.
February 25Plenty of mud and wet snow.
February 26Cool, cloudy weather; snow on hills.
February 27Clear and pleasant.
February 28Clear and fine weather.
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MARCH, 1857.

March iClear, beautiful day.
March 2Weather very fine, rain at night.
March 3Rain this morning; fine; muddy but fine
overhead.

March 4Weather beautiful; grass very good.
March 5Weather very fine, west wind; plowed garden today.

March 6Pleasant weather; Indians trading horses
today and indicates peace.

March 7Weather pleasant; wagon train started for
Walla Walla.

March 8Rainy day.
March 9Still rainy.
March joFair and warm.
March i iWeather very fair, creeks very high.
March 12Windy morning, day pleasant and fine.
March i3Fine day; sowed oats today; p. m. clear.
March 14A. m. fine; ground pretty wet for plow-

ing.

March r5A. m. fine; rainy in the evening.
March i6Weather pleasant but cloudy and showen'.

March 17Pleasant. but rather cloudy.

March iSA little rain.
March i9A. m. cold and wet, snow on mountains;
streets muddy; high winds.
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March 20CoOl and windy; news came Snakes at
war with Cayuses.

March 21Very cool and windy; creeks still high.
March 22Cool, but pleasant; went to church;
preaching very flat.

March. 23A. m. pleasant, noon squally; children
started to school, Mrs Hines.
March 24A. m pleasant; rained from noon to
midnight.
March 25Cool day.
March 26Nice day.
March 27Pleasant day. rain in evening.
March 28Pleasant day; school; sold school house

(old log).
March 29Pleasant day, but rather cloudy.
March 30Bright, clear a. m.; cool p. m.
March 3 iMore pleasant today.
APRIL, 1857.

April i\Veather cool, some rain in p. m.

April 2Rather pleasant day.
April 3Cool and extremely windy.
April 4\Veather most beautiful.
April 5Weather very fine, clear and warm.

April 6Clear and windy.
April 7\Tery pleasant weather.
April 8Very pleasant weather and warm.
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April 9Quite warm, people wearing stimmer clothing.

April io\Veather pleasant, threatening at night.

April i iWeather warm for th season.
April 12Weather fine; went to church.
April 13Warm and fine; went to theater, saw
sights, such as an old woman's legs, long and skinny.

April 14Still fine weather.
April i 5Weather fine.
April i6 Very windy and unpleasant day.
April 17_\\Tarm and pleasant.

April i8Day pleasant, some wind this p. m.
April i9Cool, very windy.
April 20Weather fine.
April 21Weather fine; getting quite dry.
April 22A. m. pleasant; p. m. windy and cool.
April 23Weather pleasant; 4th infantry ordered
to stay till spring.

April 24Morning frosty; potatoes nipped down;
day pleasant.

April 25Very pleasant; p. iii. windy, wind east.
April 26Some frost, clay pleasant; a. ni. man killed,
vhiskev the cause.

April 27Cool and dry weather.
April 28Weather cool but pleasant; wind west.
April 29 Cool, windy.

April 30Getting warm and dry.
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MAY, 1857.

May iWeather warmSo deg.
May 2\Veather warm, windy.
May 3Pleasant day.
May 4Pleasant day; cloudy p. m.
May sPleasant day; warm; light west wind.
May 6Weather cool, wind west; light rain p. m.
May 7Cold and windy; Betsy sick, didn't go to
school.

May 8Cold and windy; dry and cloudy.
May 9More pleasant today.
May ioCloudy a. m.; slight sprinkle of rain.

May uCool and windy.
May 12Very high winds; begun mowing grass.
May 13Cloudy all day, little rain, quite cool.
May 14Light sprinkle of rain; windy.
May 15Warm and pleasant, wind east.
May 16Warm day, calm.

May 17Fine day, and dry.
May i8Warm day.
May 19Warm day.
May 20Fine day; windy.
May 2 iFine and warm; p. m. a nice rain.

May 22A. m. river rising.
May 23A. m. pleasant, rather windy; river rising
fast.

May 24A. m. pleasant and warm; river over the
beach.
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May 25\Veather getting warmer.
May 26Weather getting warmer; thermometer 90
degrees.

May 27Vs/eatller warm, river on stand; 94 degrees.

May 28Weather warm; thermometer 92 degrees;
wind west; river rising.

May 29Weather hot; thermometer 98 degrees;
river rising fast; is in front of the house.

May 3o'\Veather hot, river risiig; is up to the
field fence.

May 31'\Veather hot, river rising rapidly; is in the
field, as high as first June.
JUNE 1857.

June iWeather hot; thermometer i oo; river booming; in the meadow; men cutting hay and fishing it out.
June 2\Veather pleasant; thermometer 88 degrees;
windy; river now rising through field, broke dam.
June 3_\\Teather pleasant; worked six men and three
Indians saving oats from water.

June 4Weather pleasant; river rising, now over
more than half of the field.

June 5High wind, water rising; it broke down

the east fence.

June 6Weather cool, windy; water rising, now in
lower part of town; moving goods.
June 7Weather cool; water now in Fields store; p.
m. cool and cloudy.
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June 8Pleasant; water still rising.
June 9Fine rain this p. in.; water falling quite fast;
old Stock Whitley in the guardhouse.

June ioWeather pleasant; water falling.
June i iWeather cool and windy; p. in. cloudy.
June 12A. m. pleasant; p. m. raining and cool.
June 13Windy; river still falling.
June 14Clear, cool and windy.

June 15Pleasant.
June i6Warm day; thermometer 95 degrees.
June 17Very hot; thermometer iooi degrees.
June i8Extremely hot; thermometer ioi degrees;
p. m. high winds; rain still falling.

June i9High winds; p. m. cool.
June 20A. m. cool, windy; two men cutting oats
that have been under water.

June 2 iCool and very windy day.
June 22Very pleasant.

June 23Very 9leaant; some rain this p. in.
June 24Windy day.
June 25Cool and pleasant.
June 26Some wind, but pleasant.
Jtine 27A. m. pleasant; p. m. windy.
June 28Fine and wirdy.
June 29Cool and pleasant.
June 30Cool and windy; a little rain in a. in., also
some hail in p. in.
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JULY, 1857.

July iPleasant day.
July 2A. m. pleasant; p. m. windy.
July 3A. m. pleasant; p. m. windy.
July 4Fine day; rain at night.
July 5\Vindy and showery; fine rain at night.
July 6Extremely windy; stacking hay.
July 7Extremely windy all day.
July 8 High winds; went to Portland on steamer,
and to Salem on steamer Senator.

July 9Weather fine.

July ioFine day.
July uFine and warm; came home 9 p. in., found
all well.

July 12\Veather pleasant.
July 13Some rain this a. m.; windy p. m.
July 14Pleasant, some wind.
NOVFJIBE& 1861.

Very wet month. First snow on 25th; on 3oth nearly
all gone; very muddy.
DECEMBER, 1861.

December iRain, mild.
December 2Rain, heavy.
December 3Light rain, mild.
December 4Clear, fair, mild.
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December 5Clear; p. m. cloudy, niild river rising
rapidly.

December 6A. m. two inches of fresh snow; river

higher than I ever saw it before; steamers landed at foot
of street at Fitzgerald's store.
December 7Snow hard; everything afloat.
December 8Snow hard; weather mild.

December 9Clear and frosty.
December ioClear and pleasant.

December uCloudy.
December 12Cloudy, mild.
December I 3Cloudy, mild.
December 14Foggy.
December I C1cudy, pleasant.
December u6 Cloudy, warm.
December I 7Cloudy, warm.
December i 8Cloudy, warm.
December 19Clear, frosty in the morning.
December 20Clear, frosty in the morning.
December 2 iClear, frosty in the morning.
December 22Clear cold.
December 23SflOW four inches deep.
December 24Light 5flOW.
December 25Clear, cold.
December 26Frosty, cold.
December 27Frosty, cold.
December 28Warmer.
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December 29Variable.

December 30Heavy snow, eight or nine

inches

deep; cold today and tonight.
About thirty inches of snow has fallen so far.
JANUARY, 1862.

January iCold; snow eight inches deep.
January 2Pleasant day.
January 3Very cold; thermometer io degrees.
January 4Bitter cold; river blockaded with ice;
thermometer 50 degrees.

January 5Bitter cold; river frozen over, Indians
crossing on ice.

January 6Bitter cold; thermometer 32 degrees.
January 7Bitter cold; two inches fresh snow; thermometer zero.

January 8Bitter cold; growing milder.
January 9Fresh fall of snow, eight inches; is eighteen on level.

January joSnow again; twelve inches.
January i iNot very cold; ten inches more snow.
January 12Cold, dry weather.
January 13Very cold: thermometer 7 degrees below.

January 14Very cold; thermometer 12 degrees below.

January I 5Milder today; thermometer zero.

250

January i6Extremely cold; thermometer 24 degrees below.

January i 7Violently cold; thermometer 3 degrees

below.

January i8 Cold; thermometer 12 degrees below.
January i9Cold; thermometer 4 degrees below.
January 20Pleasant; thermometer zero.
January 2 iSnowing, eight inches; snow now about

three feet deep.

January 22Snow fell two inches; rain and sleet.
January 23Thawing all day.
January 24Thawing all day.
January 25Thawing all day.
January 26 Colder; thermometer io degrees.

January 27Bitter cold; thermometer 13 degrees

below.

January 28Bitter cold; thermometer io degrees

below.

January 29New snow, four inches; thermometer
zero.

January 3oVery cold; thermometer 24 degrees be-

low.

January 3iModerate; snow fifty-four inches deep;

thermometer 2 degrees below.
FEBRUARY,. 1862.

February iMilder; thermometer io degrees.
February 2Milder; thermometer io degrees.
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February
2 degrees.
February
February
February
February
February
February
February
February
February
February
February
February
February
February

3Two inches more snow; thermometer
4Milder; thermometer i6 degrees.
5Colder; thermometer i6 degrees below.
7Cold; thermometer zero.
8Cold; thermometer ¶3 degrees.
9About the same.
joAbout the same.
i iAbout the same.

I 2\iilder.
i3Snow disappearing.
i 4Snow disappearing.
i 5Snow disappearing.
i6Up-stream wind; sloppy.
i 7Cooler.
i8Snowing today an(l tonight; thirteen

inches.

February
February
February
February
February
February
thermometer
February
February
February

19Cold.
20Cold; thermometer zero.
21Snowed nearly all day; nine inches.
22Warm; mercury up to 50 degrees.
23Two inches more snow.

24New snow, two and a half inches;
52 degrees.

25Snow melting fast.
26Four inches more snow this a. in.
27Raining; wet and sloppy.
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February 28Warm; mercury

degrees.

Snow

3O/ inches deep.
MARCH, 1862.

March 17The first boat came up to the landing
today. The ice all out.
W. C. L.
AN OLD DARKEY'S SERMON.
A queer old darkey used to turn up at any gathering,

often at a campmeeting and whenever an opportunity
offered; he would begin in the old fashioned singsong
tone of an exhorter, with sudden raising of the voice to a
strained, wierd pitch, then letting it fall into a plaintive
long sort of wail:
"Some people preaches fo' money, and some preaches
fo' de good o' souls; but I preaches fo' neder; I preaches
fo' ole close; if y' got any ole close gib 'em to me. Ise a
pore ole darkey, without nothin' to wear; I got no money,

I got no close. You got any ole close, gib 'em to me
anything you don't need; you got any ole coats, ole hats,

ole boots or ole shoes, gib 'em to me. I know you
massas all mighty good, you gwine to help pore ole
nigga. I got no coat, I got no shoes; Ise pore an ole; I
can't work no more. Won't you, good massa. listen to
my preachin' an' gib me yo ole close ?"
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BETSEY'S Q..UILTING.

I wish I could give the dialect of a story as father
did, one that is only funny for the dialect.

"When I got up in de mawnen, I looked out, an' I
looked up de road; I see Cyarter comm.
"Name o' God, chile, what Cyarter arter? Cyarter,
chile, what yo arter, honey?
"Arter Betsy's best kyalika dress? Betsy done bin
axed to a quiltin today.
"Umph, humph; top de pot swim dar today."
Meaning the aristocracy will have every thing fine today.

A KENTUCKY GALLANT.
A gallant who had been devoting his attentions to the

maiden of his choice until she grew tired of his dillydallying, intimated that it was time the wedding day was
set and preparations made for housekeeping; to which
he responded in this wise:

"No cawn, no poke, and fishin' time almost over;
Lord, Sallie, I can't."
HENRY cLAY.
There was a family living near the Laughlins in Kentucky, who were notorious for their indifference to neat-

ness, to put it very mildly. In some way the children
who had struck up a friendliness at school, were induced
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to go over to Slocums to play. They noticed the pots
and kettles sat around the hearth dirty, the bread tray sat
under the table with dough in it, and they knew that the
old dog's name was Henry Clay. They were quite
shocked when a half-grown girl screamed:
"Henry Clay, you get out of the tray."
When invited to stay to supper, they suddenly remembered that mother said come home in half an hour.
A RELIGIOUS EXPERIENCE.

A woman rose in meeting (as religious gatherings
were called then) and said:
"There is one passage of scripture that has always
comforted me ever since my attention has been called to
it."
"\Vhat is that, sister?"

"It is that where it says, 'Oh, woman, fret not thy
gizzard.'"
Another ignorant, but good, old woman thought herself a good reader, although she had to spell the words;
she would read aloud from her Bible in her slow imperfect manner, interspersing her orders to her servants in
a quick, brisk tone, which made it seem very funny sometimes. One day a person with a sense of humor heard
her reading as she spelled out the words:

"The Lord spoke unto Moses

s a y i ii gmake the gruel, Jinny."
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AN OLD DARKEY SONG.
An ole gray hoss lay dead in de road,

On his hip bone sat a little toad,
He raise his voice to de hills aroun',
Sayin' hark from the tomb with a doleful soun'.
Clear the kitchen. ole Virginv never tire,

Eat pop corn an' lie by de fire.
A little ol' man come ridin' by,
Say I "ol' man, won't your hoss die?"
"\Vell, if he does, I'll tan his skin,

An' if he don't I'll ride 'im agin."
So clar de kitchen, ol' folks, young folks,

Clar de kitchen; ol' Virginny neber tire!
Eat pop corn an lie by de fire.
Jay bird on de swingin' limb.
He winked at me an' I winked at him,
I fired away an I split his shin,
An' lef' de marrow on cle limb;
01' Virginny neber tire,
Eat hoe cake an' lie by de fire.
Hoe cake was made from corn meal and water, baked
on a hoe by the darkeys in the fields, or on the hearth in
their cabinsthe sweetest bread on earth.

