The Silverado Squatters

by Robert Louis Stevenson

THE scene of this little book is on a high nmountain. There
are, indeed, many higher; there are many of a nobler outline.
It is no place of pilgrimge for the summary gl obe-trotter
but to one who |ives upon its sides, Munt Saint Hel ena soon
beconmes a centre of interest. It is the Mont Blanc of one
section of the Californian Coast Range, none of its near

nei ghbours rising to one-half its altitude. It |ooks down on
much green, intricate country. It feeds in the spring-tine
many spl ashing brooks. Fromits sumit you nust have an
excel l ent | esson of geography: seeing, to the south, San
Franci sco Bay, with Tamal pais on the one hand and Monte
Diablo on the other; to the west and thirty mles away, the
open ocean; eastward, across the corn-lands and thick tule
swanps of Sacramento Valley, to where the Central Pacific
railroad begins to clinb the sides of the Sierras; and
northward, for what | know, the white head of Shasta | ooking
down on Oregon. Three counties, Napa County, Lake County,
and Sonoma County, march across its cliffy shoulders. |Its
naked peak stands nearly four thousand five hundred feet
above the sea; its sides are fringed with forest; and the

soil, where it is bare, glows warmwi th ci nnabar

Life in its shadow goes rustically forward. Bucks, and

bears, and rattl e-snakes, and forner nining operations, are



the staple of men's talk. Agriculture has only begun to
mount above the valley. And though in a few years from now
the whole district nay be sniling with farns, passing trains
shaking the nmountain to the heart, many-w ndowed hotel s
lighting up the night like factories, and a prosperous city
occupying the site of sleepy Calistoga; yet in the nean tine,
around the foot of that nountain the silence of nature reigns
in a great neasure unbroken, and the people of hill and
val | ey go sauntering about their business as in the days

bef ore the fl ood.

To reach Munt Saint Helena from San Francisco, the traveller
has twice to cross the bay: once by the busy Gakland Ferry,
and again, after an hour or so of the railway, fromVallejo
junction to Vallejo. Thence he takes rail once nore to nount

the I ong green strath of Napa Vall ey.

In all the contractions and expansions of that inland sea,
the Bay of San Francisco, there can be few drearier scenes
than the Vallejo Ferry. Bald shores and a |low, bald islet

i ncl ose the sea; through the narrows the tide bubbles, nuddy
like a river. Wen we nade the passage (bound, although yet
we knew it not, for Silverado) the steaner junped, and the

bl ack buoys were dancing in the jabble; the ocean breeze bl ew
killing chill; and, although the upper sky was stil

unfl ecked with vapour, the sea fogs were pouring in from
seaward, over the hilltops of Marin county, in one great,

shapel ess, silver cloud.

South Vallejo is typical of nmany Californian towns. |t was a
bl under; the site has proved untenable; and, although it is
still such a young place by the scale of Europe, it has

al ready begun to be deserted for its nei ghbour and nanesake,



North Vallejo. A long pier, a nunber of drinking saloons, a
hotel of a great size, marshy pools where the frogs keep up
their croaking, and even at high noon the entire absence of
any human face or voice - these are the marks of South
Vallejo. Yet there was a tall building beside the pier

| abel | ed the STAR FLOUR M LLS; and sea-going, full-rigged
ships lay close along shore, waiting for their cargo. Soon
these woul d be plunging round the Horn, soon the flour from
the STAR FLOUR M LLS woul d be | anded on the wharves of

Li verpool. For that, too, is one of England s outposts;
thither, to this gaunt mll, across the Atlantic and Pacific
deeps and round about the icy Horn, this crowd of great,

t hree- mast ed, deep-sea ships cone, bringing nothing, and

return with bread.

The Frisby House, for that was the nane of the hotel, was a
pl ace of fallen fortunes, like the town. |t was now given up
to | abourers, and partly ruinous. At dinner there was the
ordinary display of what is called in the west a TWO-BI T
HOUSE: the tablecloth checked red and white, the plague of
flies, the wire hencoops over the dishes, the great variety
and invariable vileness of the food and the rough coatl ess
men devoting it in silence. |n our bedroom the stove would
not burn, though it would snoke; and while one w ndow woul d
not open, the other would not shut. There was a view on a
bit of enpty road, a few dark houses, a donkey wandering wth
its shadow on a slope, and a blink of sea, with a tall ship

I ying anchored in the noonlight. All about that dreary inn

frogs sang their ungainly chorus.

Early the next norning we nounted the hill along a wooden
f oot way, bridging one marish spot after another. Here and

there, as we ascended, we passed a house enbowered in white



roses. More of the bay becane apparent, and soon the bl ue
peak of Tamal pais rose above the green |l evel of the island
opposite. It told us we were still but alittle way fromthe
city of the Golden Gates, already, at that hour, beginning to
awake anmong the sand-hills. It called to us over the waters
as with the voice of a bird. |Its stately head, blue as a
sapphire on the paler azure of the sky, spoke to us of w der
outl ooks and the bright Pacific. For Tanual pais stands
sentry, like a Iighthouse, over the Gol den Gates, between the
bay and the open ocean, and | ooks down indifferently on both.
Even as we saw and hailed it from Vallejo, seanen, far out at
sea, were scanning it with shaded eyes; and, as if to answer
to the thought, one of the great ships bel ow began silently
to clothe herself with white sails, homeward bound for

Engl and.

For some way beyond Vallejo the railway | ed us through bald
green pastures. On the west the rough highlands of Marin
shut off the ocean; in the mdst, in |long, straggling,

gl eaning arns, the bay died out anbng the grass; there were
few trees and few encl osures; the sun shone w de over open
upl ands, the displunmed hills stood cl ear against the sky.
But by-and-by these hills began to draw nearer on either
hand, and first thicket and then wood began to clothe their
sides; and soon we were away fromall signs of the sea's
nei ghbour hood, nounting an inland, irrigated valley. A great
vari ety of oaks stood, now severally, now in a beconing
grove, anong the fields and vineyards. The towns were
conpact, in about equal proportions, of bright, new wooden
houses and great and growing forest trees; and the chape
bell on the engi ne sounded nost festally that sunny Sunday,
as we drew up at one green town after another, with the

townsfol k trooping in their Sunday's best to see the



strangers, with the sun sparkling on the clean houses, and

great dones of foliage hunm ng overhead in the breeze.

This pleasant Napa Valley is, at its north end, blockaded by
our nountain. There, at Calistoga, the railroad ceases, and
the traveller who intends faring farther, to the CGeysers or
to the springs in Lake County, must cross the spurs of the
mountain by stage. Thus, Mount Saint Helena is not only a
sunmit, but a frontier; and, up to the time of witing, it

has stayed the progress of the iron horse.

PART I - I N THE VALLEY

CHAPTER | - CALI STOGA

ITis difficult for a European to inmagi ne Calistoga, the
whol e place is so new, and of such an accidental pattern; the
very name, | hear, was invented at a supper-party by the man

who found the springs.

The railroad and the highway cone up the valley about

parallel to one another. The street of Calistoga joins the
per pendi cular to both - a wide street, with bright, clean,

| ow houses, here and there a verandah over the sidewal k, here
and there a horse-post, here and there | ounging townsfol k.

O her streets are marked out, and nost |ikely naned; for



these towns in the New Wrld begin with a firmresolve to
grow | arger, Washington and Broadway, and then First and
Second, and so forth, being boldly plotted out as soon as the
community indulges in a plan. But, in the neanwhile, all the
life and nost of the houses of Calistoga are concentrated
upon that street between the railway station and the road. |
never heard it called by any nanme, but | will hazard a guess
that it is either Washington or Broadway. Here are the

bl acksmith's, the chem st's, the general nerchant's, and Kong
Sam Kee, the Chinese |laundryman's; here, probably, is the
office of the |ocal paper (for the place has a paper - they
al |l have papers); and here certainly is one of the hotels,
Cheesebor ough's, whence the daring Foss, a nman dear to

| egend, starts his horses for the Geysers.

It nmust be renenbered that we are here in a | and of stage-
drivers and hi ghwaynen: a land, in that sense, |ike England

a hundred years ago. The hi ghway robber - road-agent, he is

quaintly called - is still busy in these parts. The fane of
Vasquez is still young. Only a few years go, the Lakeport
stage was robbed a nile or two fromCalistoga. |In 1879, the

dentist of Mendocino City, fifty mles away upon the coast,
suddenly threw of f the garnents of his trade, |ike Gindoff,
in THE MLLER AND H'S MEN, and flaned forth in his second
dress as a captain of banditti. A great robbery was foll owed
by a long chase, a chase of days if not of weeks, anong the
intricate hill-country; and the chase was foll owed by nuch
desultory fighting, in which several - and the denti st,
bel i eve, anongst the nunber - bit the dust. The grass was
springing for the first tine, nourished upon their bl ood,
when | arrived in Calistoga. | amrem nded of another

hi ghwayman of that sanme year. "He had been unwell," so ran

hi s hunorous defence, "and the doctor told himto take



somet hi ng, so he took the express-box."

The cultus of the stage-coachnman al ways fl ourishes hi ghest
where there are thieves on the road, and where the guard
travels arned, and the stage is not only a |ink between
country and city, and the vehicle of news, but has a faint
warfaring aroma, |like a man who should be brother to a
soldier. California boasts her fanous stage-drivers, and
anong the fanmbus Foss is not forgotten. Along the unfenced,
abomi nabl e nmount ai n roads, he | aunches his teamw th snmall
regard to human life or the doctrine of probabilities.
Flinching travellers, who behold thensel ves coasting eternity
at every corner, look with natural admiration at their
driver's huge, inpassive, fleshy countenance. He has the
very face for the driver in Sam Wl ler's anecdote, who upset
the election party at the required point. Wnderful tales
are current of his readiness and skill. One in particular
of how one of his horses fell at a ticklish passage of the
road, and how Foss let slip the reins, and, driving over the
fallen animal, arrived at the next stage with only three.

This | relate as | heard it, w thout guarantee.

I only saw Foss once, though, strange as it may sound, | have
twice talked with him He lives out of Calistoga, at a
ranche called Fossville. One evening, after he was | ong gone
hone, | dropped into Cheeseborough's, and was asked if |
should Iike to speak with M. Foss. Supposing that the
interview was inpossible, and that | was nerely called upon
to subscribe the general sentinment, | boldly answered "Yes."
Next noment, | had one instrument at my ear, another at ny
mout h and found nyself, with nothing in the world to say,
conversing with a man several nmiles off anong desolate hills.

Foss rapidly and somewhat plaintively brought the



conversation to an end; and he returned to his night's grog
at Fossville, while | strolled forth again on Calistoga high
street. But it was an odd thing that here, on what we are
accustonmed to consider the very skirts of civilization, |
shoul d have used the tel ephone for the first tinme in ny
civilized career. So it goes in these young countri es;

t el ephones, and tel egraphs, and newspapers, and
advertisenents running far ahead anong the Indians and the

grizzly bears.

Al one, on the other side of the railway, stands the Springs
Hotel, with its attendant cottages. The floor of the valley
is extremely level to the very roots of the hills; only here
and there a hillock, crowned with pines, rises like the
barrow of sone chieftain famed in war; and right against one
of these hillocks is the Springs Hotel - is or was; for since
I was there the place has been destroyed by fire, and has
risen again fromits ashes. A lawn runs about the house, and
the lawn is in its turn surrounded by a systemof little
five-rooned cottages, each with a verandah and a weedy pal m
before the door. Sone of the cottages are let to residents,
and these are weathed in flowers. The rest are occupied by
ordinary visitors to the Hotel; and a very pleasant way this
is, by which you have a little country cottage of your own,

wi t hout donestic burthens, and by the day or week.

The whol e nei ghbour hood of Munt Saint Helena is full of

sul phur and of boiling springs. The CGeysers are fanous; they
were the great health resort of the Indians before the coning
of the whites. Lake County is dotted with spas; Hot Springs
and White Sul phur Springs are the names of two stations on
the Napa Valley railroad; and Calistoga itself seens to

repose on a nere filmabove a boiling, subterranean |ake. At



one end of the hotel enclosure are the springs fromwhich it
takes its name, hot enough to scald a child seriously while
was there. At the other end, the tenant of a cottage sank a
well, and there also the water came up boiling. It keeps
this end of the valley as warmas a toast. | have gone
across to the hotel alittle after five in the norning, when
a sea fog fromthe Pacific was hanging thick and gray, and
dark and dirty overhead, and found the thernoneter had been
up before ne, and had already clinbed anong the nineties; and
in the stress of the day it was sonmetines too hot to nove

about .

But in spite of this heat from above and bel ow, doi ng one on
both sides, Calistoga was a pl easant place to dwell in;
beautifully green, for it was then that favoured nonment in
the Californian year, when the rains are over and the dusty
sunmmrer has not yet set in; often visited by fresh airs, now
fromthe nmountain, now across Sonoma fromthe sea; very
quiet, very idle, very silent but for the breezes and the
cattle bells afield. And there was sonething satisfactory in
the sight of that great mountain that enclosed us to the
north: whether it stood, robed in sunshine, quaking to its
topnost pinnacle with the heat and brightness of the day; or
whether it set itself to weaving vapours, wi sp after w sp

growi ng, trenbling, fleeting, and fading in the bl ue.

The tangl ed, woody, and al nost trackless foot-hills that

encl ose the valley, shutting it off from Sononma on the west,
and from Yolo on the east - rough as they were in outline,
dug out by winter streams, crowned by cliffy bluffs and
noddi ng pine trees - wore dwarfed into satellites by the bulk
and bearing of Muunt Saint Helena. She over-towered them by

two-thirds of her own stature. She excelled them by the



bol dness of her profile. Her great bald sumit, clear of
trees and pasture, a cairn of quartz and cinnabar, rejected
kinship with the dark and shaggy wi |l derness of |esser hill-

t ops.

CHAPTER || - THE PETRI FI ED FOREST

WE drove off fromthe Springs Hotel about three in the
afternoon. The sun warmed me to the heart. A broad, cool

wi nd streaned pausel essly down the valley, |aden with
perfume. Up at the top stood Mount Saint Hel ena, a bul k of
mountain, bare atop, with tree-fringed spurs, and radi ating
warnth. Once we saw it franmed in a grove of tall and
exquisitely graceful white oaks, in line and col our a
finished conposition. W passed a cow stretched by the
roadsi de, her bell slowy beating tine to the novenment of her
rum nating jaws, her big red face crawl ed over by half a

dozen flies, a nmonunent of content.

Alittle farther, and we struck to the left up a nountain
road, and for two hours threaded one valley after another
green, tangled, full of noble tinber, giving us every now and
again a sight of Muunt Saint Helena and the blue hilly

di stance, and crossed by many streans, through which we

spl ashed to the carriage-step. To the right or the left,
there was scarce any trace of man but the road we foll owed; |
thi nk we passed but one ranchero's house in the whole

di stance, and that was cl osed and snokel ess. But we had the

soci ety of these bright streans - dazzlingly clear, as is



their wont, splashing fromthe wheels in dianonds, and
striking a lively cool ness through the sunshine. And what
with the innunerable variety of greens, the nmasses of foliage
tossing in the breeze, the glinpses of distance, the descents
into seenmingly inpenetrable thickets, the continual dodgi ng
of the road which nmade haste to plunge again into the covert,
we had a fine sense of woods, and spring-tinme, and the open

air.

Qur driver gave me a lecture by the way on Californian trees
- athing | was much in need of, having fallen anong painters
who know t he nane of nothing, and Mexi cans who know t he nane
of nothing in English. He taught ne the madrona, the

manzani ta, the buck-eye, the maple; he showed ne the crested
mountai n quail; he showed ne where sone young redwoods were
al ready spiring heavenwards fromthe ruins of the old; for in
this district all had already perished: redwoods and

redski ns, the two nobl est indigenous living things, alike

condemed.
At length, in a lonely dell, we came on a huge wooden gate
with a sign upon it like an inn. "The Petrified Forest.

Proprietor: C. Evans," ran the legend. Wthin, on a knol

of sward, was the house of the proprietor, and another
smal | er house hard by to serve as a museum where photographs
and petrifactions were retailed. It was a pure little isle

of touristry anong these solitary hills.

The proprietor was a brave old white-faced Swede. He had
wandered this way, Heaven knows how, and taken up his acres -
I forget how nmany years ago - all al one, bent double with
sciatica, and with six bits in his pocket and an axe upon his

shoul der. Long, usel ess years of seafaring had thus



di scharged himat the end, penniless and sick. Wthout doubt
he had tried his luck at the diggings, and got no good from
that; w thout doubt he had | oved the bottle, and lived the
life of Jack ashore. But at the end of these adventures,
here he cane; and, the place hitting his fancy, down he sat
to nmake a new life of it, far fromcrinps and the salt sea
And the very sight of his ranche had done himgood. It was
"the handsonest spot in the Californy nmountains.” "lsn't it
handsonme, now?" he said. Every penny he nakes goes into that
ranche to make it handsoner. Then the climate, with the sea-
breeze every afternoon in the hottest sumrer weather, had
gradual ly cured the sciatica; and his sister and niece were
now donesticated with himfor conpany - or, rather, the niece
came only once in the two days, teaching nusic the neanwhile
inthe valley. And then, for a last piece of luck, "the
handsonest spot in the Californy nountains" had produced a
petrified forest, which M. Evans now shows at the nodest
figure of half a dollar a head, or two-thirds of his capita

when he first cane there with an axe and a sci ati ca.

This tardy favourite of fortune - hobbling a little, | think
as if in menory of the sciatica, but with not a trace that
can renenber of the sea - thoroughly ruralized fromhead to

foot, proceeded to escort us up the hill behind his house.

"Who first found the forest?" asked nmy wife.

"The first? | was that man," said he. "I was cleaning up
the pasture for ny beasts, when | found TH' S" - kicking a
great redwood seven feet in dianmeter, that lay there on its
side, hollow heart, clinging lunps of bark, all changed into
gray stone, with veins of quartz between what had been the

| ayers of the wood.



"Were you surprised?”

"Surprised? No! Wat would | be surprised about? Wat did

I know about petrifactions - followi ng the sea?

Petrifaction! There was no such word in ny |anguage! | knew
about putrifaction, though! | thought it was a stone; so

woul d you, if you was cleaning up pasture."

And now he had a theory of his own, which | did not quite
grasp, except that the trees had not "grewed" there. But he
mentioned, with evident pride, that he differed fromall the
scientific people who had visited the spot; and he flung
about such words as "tufa" and "scilica" with carel ess

freedom

VWhen | nentioned | was from Scotland, "My old country,” he

said; "my old country" - with a snling |ook and a tone of
real affection in his voice. | was nmightily surprised, for
he was obvi ously Scandi navi an, and begged himto explain. It

seenmed he had | earned his English and done nearly all his

sailing in Scotch ships. "Qut of dasgow, " said he, "or
G eenock; but that's all the same - they all hail from

d asgow. " And he was so pleased with ne for being a Scotsnan,
and his adopted conpatriot, that he made ne a present of a

very beautiful piece of petrifaction - | believe the nobst

beautiful and portable he had.

Here was a man, at |east, who was a Swede, a Scot, and an
Aneri can, acknow edgi ng sonme kind allegiance to three |ands.
M. Wallace's Scoto-Circassian will not fail to come before
the reader. | have nyself nmet and spoken with a Fifeshire
Ger man, whose conbi nati on of abomi nabl e accents struck me

dumb. But, indeed, | think we all belong to nmany countries.



And perhaps this habit of much travel, and the engendering of
scattered friendshi ps, may prepare the euthanasia of ancient

nati ons.

And the forest itself? WII, on a tangled, briery hillside -
for the pasture would bear a little further cleaning up, to
my eyes - there lie scattered thickly various |engths of
petrified trunk, such as the one already nentioned. It is
very curious, of course, and ancient enough, if that were
all. Doubtless, the heart of the geol ogi st beats quicker at
the sight; but, for ny part, | was mightily unnoved. Sight-

seeing is the art of disappointmnent.

"There's not hi ng under heaven so bl ue,

That's fairly worth the travelling to."

But, fortunately, Heaven rewards us wi th many agreeabl e
prospects and adventures by the way; and sonetines, when we
go out to see a petrified forest, prepares a far nore
delightful curiosity, in the formof M. Evans, whom nay al

prosperity attend throughout a I ong and green ol d age.

CHAPTER 111 - NAPA W NE

I WAS interested in Californian wine. Indeed, | am
interested in all wnes, and have been all ny life, fromthe
raisin wine that a schoolfell ow kept secreted in his play-box

up to ny last discovery, those notable Valtellines, that once



shone upon the board of Caesar

Sone of us, kind old Pagans, watch with dread the shadows
falling on the age: how the unconquerable worminvades the
sunny terraces of France, and Bordeaux is no nore, and the
Rhone a nere Arabia Petraea. Chateau Neuf is dead, and
have never tasted it; Hermtage - a hernmtage i ndeed from al
life's sorrows - lies expiring by the river. And in the

pl ace of these inperial elixirs, beautiful to every sense,
gem hued, flower-scented, dream conpellers:- behold upon the
quays at Cette the chem cals arrayed; behold the anal yst at
Marseill es, raising hands in obsecration, attesting god
Lyoeus, and the vats staved in, and the di shonest w nes
poured forth anong the sea. It is not Pan only; Bacchus,

too, is dead.

If wine is to withdraw its nost poetic countenance, the sun
of the white dinner-cloth, a deity to be invoked by two or
three, all fervent, hushing their talk, degusting tenderly,
and storing rem niscences - for a bottle of good wine, like a
good act, shines ever in the retrospect - if wineis to
desert us, go thy ways, old Jack! Now we begin to have
conpunctions, and | ook back at the brave bottles squandered
upon di nner-parties, where the guests drank grossly,

di scussing politics the while, and even the school boy "t ook
his whack," like liquorice water. And at the same tinme, we
look timdly forward, with a spark of hope, to where the new
| ands, already weary of producing gold, begin to green with
vineyards. A nice point in human history falls to be decided

by Californian and Australian w nes.

Wne in California is still in the experinental stage; and

when you taste a vintage, grave econoni cal questions are



i nvol ved. The beginning of vine-planting is |like the
begi nning of mning for the precious nmetals: the w ne-grower

al so "Prospects.” One corner of land after another is tried
with one kind of grape after another. This is a failure;
that is better; a third best. So, bit by bit, they grope
about for their Cos Vougeot and Lafite. Those | odes and
pockets of earth, nore precious than the precious ores, that
yield inimtable fragrance and soft fire; those virtuous
Bonanzas, where the soil has sublinmated under sun and stars
to something finer, and the wine is bottled poetry: these
still lie undiscovered; chaparral conceals, thicket enbowers
them the miner chips the rock and wanders farther, and the
grizzly nuses undi sturbed. But there they bide their hour
awai ting their Colunbus; and nature nurses and prepares them

The smack of Californian earth shall |inger on the pal ate of

your grandson.

Meanwhile the wine is nmerely a good wi ne; the best that |
have tasted better than a Beaujolais, and not unlike. But
the trade is poor; it lives fromhand to nouth, putting its
all into experinments, and forced to sell its vintages. To
find one properly matured, and bearing its own nane, is to be

fortune's favourite.

Bearing its own nane, | say, and dwell upon the innuendo.

"You want to know why California wine is not drunk in the
States?" a San Francisco wine nmerchant said to nme, after he
had shown ne through his prem ses. "Wll, here's the

reason. "

And opening a large cupboard, fitted with many little

drawers, he proceeded to shower ne all over with a great



variety of gorgeously tinted | abels, blue, red, or yellow,
stanped with crown or coronet, and hailing fromsuch a
profusion of CLOS and CHATEAUX, that a single departnent
coul d scarce have furnished forth the names. But it was

strange that all |ooked unfamliar.

"Chateau X-?" said |l. "I never heard of that."

"I dare say not," said he. "I had been reading one of X-'s

novel s. "

They were all castles in Spain! But that sure enough is the

reason why California wine is not drunk in the States.

Napa val |l ey has been long a seat of the w ne-grow ng
industry. It did not here begin, as it does too often, in
the low valley lands along the river, but took at once to the
rough foot-hills, where alone it can expect to prosper. A
baski ng inclination, and stones, to be a reservoir of the
day's heat, seem necessary to the soil for w ne; the
grossness of the earth nmust be evaporated, its nmarrow daily
melted and refined for ages; until at |length these clods that
break bel ow our footing, and to the eye appear but comon
earth, are truly and to the perceiving nmnd, a nasterpiece of
nature. The dust of Richebourg, which the wind carries away,
what an apot heosis of the dust! Not nman hinself can seem a
stranger child of that brown, friable powder, than the bl ood

and sun in that old flask behind the faggots.

A Californian vineyard, one of man's outposts in the

wi | derness, has features of its owm. There is nothing here
to rem nd you of the Rhine or Rhone, of the |low COTE D OR or
the i nfanobus and scabby deserts of Chanpagne; but all is

green, solitary, covert. W visited two of them M.



Schram's and M. M Eckron's, sharing the sane gl en

Sone way down the valley below Calistoga, we turned sharply
to the south and plunged into the thick of the wood. A rude
trail rapidly nmounting; a little streamtinkling by on the
one hand, big enough perhaps after the rains, but already
yielding up its life; overhead and on all sides a bower of
green and tangled thicket, still fragrant and still flower-
bespangl ed by the early season, where thinble-berry played
the part of our English hawthorn, and the buck-eyes were
putting forth their tw sted horns of blossom through all
this, we struggled toughly upwards, canted to and fro by the
roughness of the trail, and continually sw tched across the
face by sprays of leaf or blossom The last is no great

i nconveni ence at hone; but here in California it is a matter
of some noment. For in all woods and by every wayside there
prospers an abomi nabl e shrub or weed, called poi son-oak
whose very nei ghbourhood i s venonous to sone, and whose

actual touch is avoided by the nost inpervious.

The two houses, with their vineyards, stood each in a green
niche of its own in this steep and narrow forest dell.

Though they were so near, there was already a good difference
in level; and M. M Eckron's head must be a | ong way under
the feet of M. Schram No nore had been cl eared than was
necessary for cultivation; close around each oasis ran the
tangl ed wood; the glen enfolds them there they Iie basking
in sun and silence, concealed fromall but the clouds and the

nmount ai n bi rds.

M. MEckron's is a bachelor establishment; a little bit of a
wooden house, a small cellar hard by in the hillside, and a

patch of vines planted and tended singl e-handed by hi nsel f.



He had but recently began; his vines were young, his business
young al so; but | thought he had the | ook of the man who

succeeds. He hailed from G eenock: he renenbered his father
putting himinside Mons Meg, and that touched ne hone; and we
exchanged a word or two of Scotch, which pleased me nore than

you woul d fancy.

M. Schramis, on the other hand, is the ol dest vineyard in
the valley, eighteen years old, | think; yet he began a
penni | ess barber, and even after he had broken ground up here
with his black nal voisies, continued for long to tranp the
valley with his razor. Now, his place is the picture of
prosperity: stuffed birds in the verandah, cellars far dug
into the hillside, and resting on pillars Iike a bandit's
cave: - all trimmess, varnish, flowers, and sunshine, anong
the tangl ed wi Il dwood. Stout, smiling Ms. Schram who has
been to Europe and apparently all about the States for

pl easure, entertained Fanny in the verandah, while | was
tasting wines in the cellar. To M. Schramthis was a sol emm
office; his serious gusto warnmed ny heart; prosperity had not
yet wholly bani shed a certain neophite and girlish

trepi dation, and he followed every sip and read ny face with
proud anxiety. | tasted all. | tasted every variety and
shade of Schranberger, red and white Schranberger, Burgundy
Schranber ger, Schranberger Hock, Schranberger Gol den
Chasselas, the latter with a notabl e bouquet, and | fear to

t hi nk how many nore. Mich of it goes to London - nost, |

think; and M. Schram has a great notion of the English

taste.
In this wild spot, | did not feel the sacredness of ancient
cultivation. It was still raw, it was no Marathon, and no

Johanni sberg; yet the stirring sunlight, and the grow ng



vines, and the vats and bottles in the cavern, made a

pl easant nmusic for the mnd. Here, also, earth's cream was
bei ng ski med and garnered; and the London custoners can
taste, such as it is, the tang of the earth in this green
valley. So local, so quintessential is a wine, that it seens
the very birds in the verandah m ght communi cate a fl avour
and that romantic cellar influence the bottle next to be
uncorked in Pimico, and the smle of jolly M. Schram m ght

mantl e in the glass.

But these are but experinments. Al things in this new Il and
are noving farther on: the wine-vats and the nminer's

bl asting tools but picket for a night, |ike Bedouin
pavillions; and to-norrow, to fresh woods! This stir of
change and these perpetual echoes of the noving footfall
haunt the land. Men nove eternally, still chasing Fortune;
and, fortune found, still wander. As we drove back to
Calistoga, the road lay enpty of nere passengers, but its
green side was dotted with the canps of travelling famlies
one cunbered with a great waggonful of household stuff,
settlers going to occupy a ranche they had taken up in
Mendoci no, or perhaps Tehama County; another, a party in dust
coats, nmen and wonen, whom we found canped in a grove on the
roadsi de, all on pleasure bent, with a Chinaman to cook for

them and who waved their hands to us as we drove by.

CHAPTER 1V - THE SCOT ABROAD

A FEW pages back, | wote that a man bel onged, in these days,



to a variety of countries; but the old land is still the true
| ove, the others are but pleasant infidelities. Scotland is
i ndefinable; it has no unity except upon the map. Two

| anguages, nany dial ects, innunerable forns of piety, and
countl ess local patriotisns and prejudices, part us anong
ourselves nore widely than the extreme east and west of that
great continent of Anerica. Wwen | amat home, | feel a man
fromd asgow to be sonething like a rival, a nan from Barra
to be nore than half a foreigner. Yet let us neet in some
far country, and, whether we hail fromthe braes of Manor or
the braes of Mr, sone ready-nade affection joins us on the
instant. It is not race. Look at us. One is Norse, one
Celtic, and another Saxon. It is not community of tongue.
We have it not anobng ourselves; and we have it alnost to
perfection, with English, or Irish, or Arerican. It is no
tie of faith, for we detest each other's errors. And yet
somewhere, deep down in the heart of each one of us,

somet hing yearns for the old land, and the old kindly people.

O all nysteries of the human heart, this is perhaps the nost
inscrutable. There is no special loveliness in that gray
country, with its rainy, sea-beat archipelago; its fields of
dark mountains; its unsightly places, black with coal; its
treel ess, sour, unfriendly |ooking corn-lands; its quaint,
gray, castled city, where the bells clash of a Sunday, and
the wind squalls, and the salt showers fly and beat. | do
not even know if | desire to live there; but let me hear, in
sone far land, a kindred voice sing out, "Ch, why left | ny
hane?" and it seens at once as if no beauty under the kind
heavens, and no society of the wi se and good, can repay ne
for my absence fromny country. And though | think | would
rather die el sewhere, yet in my heart of hearts | long to be

buri ed anong good Scots clods. | will say it fairly, it



grows on ne with every year: there are no stars so lovely as
Edi nburgh street-lanmps. Wen | forget thee, auld Reekie, may

my right hand forget its cunning!

The happiest lot on earth is to be born a Scotchman. You
must pay for it in many ways, as for all other advantages on
earth. You have to | earn the paraphrases and the shorter
catechism you generally take to drink; your youth, as far as
| can find out, is a tine of |ouder war agai nst society, of
nmore outcry and tears and turnoil, than if you had been born
for instance, in England. But sonehow life is warner and
closer; the hearth burns nore redly; the lights of hone shine
softer on the rainy street; the very names, endeared in verse
and nusic, cling nearer round our hearts. An Englishman may
meet an Englishnman to-norrow, upon Chinborazo, and neither of
them care; but when the Scotch wi ne-grower told ne of Mons

Meg, it was |ike magic.

"Fromthe dimshieling on the m sty island
Mount ai ns divide us, and a world of seas;
Yet still our hearts are true, our hearts are Highland,

And we, in dreans, behold the Hebrides."

And, Highland and Low and, all our hearts are Scotch

Only a few days after | had seen M Eckron, a nessage reached
me in nmy cottage. It was a Scotchman who had come down a
long way fromthe hills to market. He had heard there was a
countryman in Calistoga, and cane round to the hotel to see
him W said a few words to each other; we had not much to
say - shoul d never have seen each other had we stayed at

hone, separated alike in space and in society; and then we



shook hands, and he went his way again to his ranche anong

the hills, and that was all.

Anot her Scotchman there was, a resident, who for the nore

| ove of the common country, douce, serious, religious nman,
drove ne all about the valley, and took as nuch interest in
me as if | had been his son: nore, perhaps; for the son has
faults too keenly felt, while the abstract countrynman is

perfect - like a whiff of peats.

And there was yet another. Upon him| canme suddenly, as he
was calmy entering my cottage, his mnd quite evidently bent
on plunder: a man of about fifty, filthy, ragged, roguish
with a chimmey-pot hat and a tail coat, and a pursing of his
mout h that mi ght have been envied by an el der of the kirk

He had just such a face as | have seen a dozen tines behind

the pl ate.

"Hullo, sir!" | cried. "Where are you goi ng?"

He turned round wi thout a quiver

"You're a Scotchman, sir?" he said gravely. "So aml; | cone
from Aberdeen. This is ny card,"” presenting ne with a piece
of pasteboard which he had raked out of some gutter in the
period of the rains. "I was just exanmining this palm" he
continued, indicating the m sbegotten plant before our door
"which is the |argest spAcinen | have yet observed in

Califoarnia."

There were four or five larger within sight. But where was
the use of argunment? He produced a tape-line, made ne help

himto neasure the tree at the level of the ground, and



entered the figures in a large and filthy pocket-book, all
with the gravity of Solonmon. He then thanked me profusely,
remarking that such little services were due between
countrynmen; shook hands with nme, "for add |ang syne," as he
sai d; and took hinself solemmly away, radiating dirt and

hunbug as he went.

A nonth or two after this encounter of mne, there cane a
Scot to Sacramento - perhaps from Aberdeen. Anyway, there
never was any one nore Scotch in this wide world. He could
sing and dance, and drink, | presune; and he played the pipes
with vigour and success. All the Scotch in Sacranento becane
infatuated with him and spent their spare time and noney,
driving himabout in an open cab, between drinks, while he

bl ew hinself scarlet at the pipes. This is a very sad story.
After he had borrowed noney from every one, he and his pipes
suddenl y di sappeared from Sacranento, and when | |ast heard,

the police were |ooking for him

| cannot say how this story anused ne, when |I felt nyself so

thoroughly ripe on both sides to be duped in the same way.

It is at least a curious thing, to conclude, that the races
whi ch wander wi dest, Jews and Scotch, should be the nost
clannish in the world. But perhaps these two are cause and

effect: "For ye were strangers in the land of Egypt."

PART Il - WTH THE CHI LDREN OF | SRAEL



CHAPTER |. - TO I NTRODUCE MR, KELMAR

ONE thing in this new country very particularly strikes a
stranger, and that is the nunber of antiquities. Already
there have been nmany cycles of popul ati on succeedi ng each

ot her, and passing away and | eaving behind themrelics.
These, standing on into changed tinmes, strike the inmagination
as forcibly as any pyramd or feudal tower. The towns, |ike
the vineyards, are experinentally founded: they grow great
and prosper by passing occasions; and when the | ode cones to
an end, and the miners nove el sewhere, the town renains
behind them I|ike Palmyra in the desert. | suppose there
are, in no country in the world, so many deserted towns as

here in California.

The whol e nei ghbour hood of Munt Saint Hel ena, now so qui et
and syl van, was once alive with mning canps and vill ages.
Here there woul d be two thousand soul s under canvas; there
one thousand or fifteen hundred ensconced, as if for ever, in
a town of confortable houses. But the luck had failed, the
m nes petered out; and the arny of mners had departed, and
left this quarter of the world to the rattl esnakes and deer
and grizzlies, and to the slower but steadi er advance of

husbandry.

It was with an eye on one of these deserted places, Pine
Flat, on the Geysers road, that we had cone first to
Calistoga. There is sonething singularly enticing in the

i dea of going, rent-free, into a ready-nade house. And to
the British merchant, sitting at home at ease, it nmay appear

that, with such a roof over your head and a spring of clear



wat er hard by, the whole problem of the squatter's existence
woul d be sol ved. Food, however, has yet to be considered, |
will go as far as nost people on tinned neats; sonme of the
bri ghtest nonents of my |life were passed over tinned mulli-
gatawney in the cabin of a sixteen-ton schooner, stormstayed
in Portree Bay; but after suitable experinents, | pronounce
authoritatively that man cannot live by tins alone. Fresh
meat nust be had on an occasion. It is true that the great
Foss, driving by along the Geysers road, wooden-faced, but
glorified with | egend, night have been induced to bring us
meat, but the great Foss could hardly bring us mlk. To take
a cow woul d have involved taking a field of grass and a

m | kmai d; after which it would have been hardly worth while
to pause, and we m ght have added to our colony a flock of

sheep and an experienced butcher

It is really very dishearteni ng how we depend on ot her people
inthis life. "Mhi est propositum" as you nmay see by the

motto, "id quod regibus;" and behold it cannot be carried

out, unless | find a neighbour rolling in cattle.

Now, ny principal adviser in this natter was one whom | wll
call Kelrmar. That was not what he called hinself, but as
soon as | set eyes on him | knew it was or ought to be his
nane; | amsure it will be his nane anong the angels. Kel mar
was the store-keeper, a Russian Jew, good-natured, in a very
thriving way of business, and, on equal terms, one of the
nost serviceable of nen. He also had sonething of the
expression of a Scotch country el der, who, by sone
peculiarity, should chance to be a Hebrew He had a
projecting under lip, with which he continually sniled, or
rather smirked. Ms. Kelmar was a singularly kind worman; and

the ol dest son had quite a dark and romantic bearing, and



m ght be heard on sunmer eveni ngs playing sentinmental airs on

the violin.

I had no idea, at the time | made his acquai ntance, what an

i mportant person Kelmar was. But the Jew store-keepers of
California, profiting at once by the needs and habits of the
peopl e, have made thenselves in too many cases the tyrants of
the rural population. Credit is offered, is pressed on the
new custoner, and when once he is beyond his depth, the tune
changes, and he is fromthenceforth a white sl ave.

believe, even fromthe little | saw, that Kelmar, if he
choose to put on the screw, could send half the settlers
packing in a radius of seven or eight mles round Calistoga.
These are continually paying him but are never suffered to
get out of debt. He palms dull goods upon them for they
dare not refuse to buy; he goes and dines with them when he
is on an outing, and no man is loudlier welconed; he is their
famly friend, the director of their business, and, to a

degree el sewhere unknown in nodern days, their king.

For some reason, Kel mar al ways shook his head at the mention
of Pine Flat, and for sonme days | thought he disapproved of
t he whol e schene and was proportionately sad. One fine
nmor ni ng, however, he met ne, weathed in smles. He had
found the very place for nme - Silverado, another old nining
town, right up the nmountain. Rufe Hanson, the hunter, could
take care of us - fine people the Hansons; we should be close
to the Toll House, where the Lakeport stage called daily; it
was the best place for ny health, besides. Rufe had been
consunptive, and was now quite a strong man, ain't it? In
short, the place and all its acconpani nents seened nade for

usS on purpose.



He took ne to his back door, whence, as fromevery point of
Cal i stoga, Mount Saint Hel ena could be seen towering in the
air. There, in the nick, just where the eastern foothills
joined the nountain, and she herself began to rise above the
zone of forest - there was Silverado. The nanme had al ready
pl eased ne; the high station pleased ne still nore. | began
to inquire with some eagerness. It was but a little while
ago that Silverado was a great place. The nmine - a silver

m ne, of course - had prom sed great things. There was quite
a lively population, with several hotels and boardi ng- houses;
and Kel mar hinsel f had opened a branch store, and done
extrenely well - "Ain't it?" he said, appealing to his wife

And she said, "Yes; extrenely well." Now there was no one
living in the towm but Rufe the hunter; and once nore | heard

Rufe's praises by the yard, and this tine sung in chorus.

| could not help perceiving at the tine that there was
somet hi ng underneath; that no unm xed desire to have us
confortably settled had inspired the Kelmars with this flow
of words. But | was inpatient to be gone, to be about ny
kingly project; and when we were offered seats in Kelmar's
waggon, | accepted on the spot. The plan of their next
Sunday's outing took them by good fortune, over the border
into Lake County. They would carry us so far, drop us at the
Tol |l House, present us to the Hansons, and call for us again

on Monday norning early.

CHAPTER Il - FIRST | MPRESSI ONS OF SI LVERADO



VW were to | eave by six precisely; that was sol enmly pl edged
on both sides; and a nmessenger cane to us the last thing at
night, to remnd us of the hour. But it was eight before we
got clear of Calistoga: Kelmar, Ms. Kelmar, a friend of
theirs whom we naned Abranina, her little daughter, ny wife
mysel f, and, stowed away behind us, a cluster of ship's
coffee-kettles. These |last were highly ornanental in the
sheen of their bright tin, but I could invent no reason for
their presence. Qur carriageful reckoned up, as near as we
could get at it, sone three hundred years to the six of us.
Four of the six, besides, were Hebrews. But | never, in all
my life, was conscious of so strong an atnosphere of holiday.
No word was spoken but of pleasure; and even when we drove in
silence, nods and sniles went round the party I|ike

refreshnments.

The sun shone out of a cloudless sky. Cose at the zenith
rode the belated noon, still clearly visible, and, along one
margi n, even bright. The wind blew a gale fromthe north;
the trees roared; the corn and the deep grass in the valley
fled in whitening surges; the dust towered into the air along
the road and dispersed |ike the snoke of battle. It was
clear in our teeth fromthe first, and for all the w ndings
of the road it managed to keep clear in our teeth until the

end.

For some two nmiles we rattled through the valley, skirting
the eastern foothills; then we struck off to the right,

t hrough haugh-1and, and presently, crossing a dry water-
course, entered the Toll road, or, to be nore local, entered
on "the grade.” The road nounts the near shoul der of Munt
Sai nt Hel ena, bound northward into Lake County. 1In one place

it skirts along the edge of a narrow and deep canyon, filled



with trees, and | was glad, indeed, not to be driven at this
poi nt by the dashing Foss. Kelmar, with his unvarying smle,
jogging to the notion of the trap, drove for all the world

like a good, plain, country clergyman at hone; and | profess

| blessed himunawares for his tinmdity.

Vi neyards and deep neadows, islanded and framed with thicket,
gave place nore and nore as we ascended to woods of oak and
madrona, dotted with enornous pines. It was these pines, as
they shot above the | ower wood, that produced that pencilling
of single trees | had so often remarked fromthe valley.
Thence, |ooking up and from however far, each fir stands
separate agai nst the sky no bigger than an eyel ash; and all
together lend a quaint, fringed aspect to the hills. The oak
is no baby; even the madrona, upon these spurs of Munt Saint
Hel ena, conmes to a fine bulk and ranks with forest trees -
but the pines | ook down upon the rest for underwood. As
Mount Sai nt Hel ena anong her foothills, so these dark giants
out-top their fellowvegetables. Alas! if they had left the
redwoods, the pines, in turn, would have been dwarfed. But
the redwoods, fallen fromtheir high estate, are serving as
fam |y bedsteads, or yet nore hunbly as field fences, along

all Napa Vall ey.

A rough smack of resin was in the air, and a crystal nountain
purity. |t came pouring over these green slopes by the
oceanful. The woods sang al oud, and gave largely of their
heal thful breath. @ adness seened to inhabit these upper
zones, and we had left indifference behind us in the valley.
"I tothe hills lift mine eyes!" There are days in alife
when thus to clinb out of the | owl ands, seens |ike scaling

heaven.



As we continued to ascend, the wind fell upon us with
increasing strength. It was a wonder how the two stout
horses managed to pull us up that steep incline and stil

face the athletic opposition of the wind, or how their great
eyes were able to endure the dust. Ten mnutes after we went
by, a tree fell, blocking the road; and even before us | eaves
were thickly strewn, and boughs had fallen, |arge enough to
make t he passage difficult. But now we were hard by the
summit. The road crosses the ridge, just in the nick that

Kel mar showed ne from bel ow, and then, without pause, plunges
down a deep, thickly wooded glen on the farther side. At the
hi ghest point a trail strikes up the main hill to the

| eftward; and that |leads to Silverado. A hundred yards
beyond, and in a kind of el bow of the glen, stands the Tol
House Hotel. W came up the one side, were caught upon the
summit by the whole weight of the wind as it poured over into
Napa Valley, and a mnute after had drawn up in shelter, but

all buffetted and breathless, at the Toll House door

A wat er-tank, and stables, and a gray house of two stories,
with gabl e ends and a verandah, are jammed hard agai nst the
hillside, just where a streamhas cut for itself a narrow
canyon, filled with pines. The pines go right up overhead; a
little nore and the stream mi ght have played, like a fire-
hose, on the Toll House roof. 1In front the ground drops as
sharply as it rises behind. There is just roomfor the road
and a sort of pronontory of croquet ground, and then you can
| ean over the edge and | ook deep bel ow you through the wood.
| said croquet GROUND, not GREEN, for the surface was of
brown, beaten earth. The toll-bar itself was the only other
note of originality: a long beam turning on a post, and
kept slightly horizontal by a counterwei ght of stones.

Regul arly about sundown this rude barrier was swing, like a



derrick, across the road and nade fast, | think, to a tree

upon the farther side.

On our arrival there followed a gay scene in the bar. | was
presented to M. Corwin, the landlord; to M. Jennings, the
engi neer, who lives there for his health; to M. Hoddy, a
nmost pleasant little gentleman, once a nenber of the Chio

| egislature, again the editor of a local paper, and now, wth
undi m ni shed dignity, keeping the Toll House bar. | had a
nunber of drinks and cigars bestowed on nme, and enjoyed a
fanmous opportunity of seeing Kelmar in his glory, friendly,
radi ant, sniling, steadily edging one of the ship's kettles

on the reluctant Corw n.

Corwi n, plainly aghast, resisted gallantly, and for that bout

victory crowned his arns.

At last we set forth for Silverado on foot. Kelmar and his
jolly Jew girls were full of the sentinent of Sunday outings,
breathed geniality and vagueness, and suffered a little vile
boy fromthe hotel to |l ead them here and there about the
woods. For three people all so old, so bulky in body, and
belonging to a race so venerable, they could not but surprise
us by their extrene and al nost inbecile youthful ness of
spirit. They were only going to stay ten minutes at the Tol
House; had they not twenty long mles of road before them on
the other side? Stay to dinner? Not they! Put up the
horses? Never. Let us attach themto the verandah by a w sp
of straw rope, such as would not have held a person's hat on
that blustering day. And with all these protestations of
hurry, they proved irresponsible |ike children. Kel mar

hi msel f, shrewd old Russian Jew, with a smirk that seened

just to have concluded a bargain to its satisfaction



intrusted hinself and us devoutly to that boy. Yet the boy
was patently fallacious; and for that matter a nost

unsynpat hetic urchin, raised apparently on gingerbread. He
was bent on his own pleasure, nothing el se; and Kel mar
followed himto his ruin, with the sane shrewd smirk. [If the
boy said there was "a hole there in the hill" - a hole, pure
and sinple, neither nore nor less - Kelmar and his Jew girls
woul d foll ow hima hundred yards to | ook conpl acently down
that hole. For two hours we | ooked for houses; and for two
hours they followed us, snelling trees, picking flowers,
foisting fal se botany on the unwary. Had we taken five, with
that vile lad to head them off on idle divagations, for five

they woul d have smiled and stunbl ed through the woods.

However, we cane forth at |ength, and as by accident, upon a
| awn, sparse planted like an orchard, but with forest instead
of fruit trees. That was the site of Silverado m ning town.
A piece of ground was |evelled up, where Kelmar's store had
been; and facing that we saw Rufe Hanson's house, stil
bearing on its front the | egend SI LVERADO HOTEL. Not anot her
sign of habitation. Silverado town had all been carted from
the scene; one of the houses was now t he school - house far
down the road; one was gone here, one there, but all were

gone away.

It was now a sylvan solitude, and the silence was unbroken
but by the great, vague voice of the wind. Sone days before
our visit, a grizzly bear had been sporting round the

Hansons' chi cken-house.

Ms. Hanson was at hone al one, we found. Rufe had been out

after a "bar," had risen late, and was now gone, it did not

clearly appear whither. Perhaps he had had wind of Kelmar's



com ng, and was now ensconced anong the underwood, or

wat ching us fromthe shoul der of the nountain. W, hearing
there were no houses to be had, were for inmmediately giving
up all hopes of Silverado. But this, sonehow, was not to

Kel mar's fancy. He first proposed that we should "canp
someveres around, ain't it?" waving his hand cheerily as
though to weave a spell; and when that was firnmy rejected,
he deci ded that we nust take up house with the Hansons. Ms.
Hanson had been, fromthe first, flustered, subdued, and a
little pale; but fromthis proposition she recoiled with
haggard indignation. So did we, who would have preferred, in
a manner of speaking, death. But Kelmar was not to be put
by. He edged Ms. Hanson into a corner, where for a |ong
time he threatened her with his forefinger, like a character
in Dickens; and the poor woman, driven to her entrenchnents,
at |last renmenbered with a shriek that there were still some

houses at the tunnel

Thither we went; the Jews, who should already have been niles
into Lake County, still cheerily acconpanying us. For about
a furlong we followed a good road al one, the hillside through
the forest, until suddenly that road wi dened out and cane
abruptly to an end. A canyon, woody bel ow, red, rocky, and
naked overhead, was here walled across by a dunp of rolling
stones, dangerously steep, and fromtwenty to thirty feet in
height. A rusty iron chute on wioden | egs came flying, like
a nonstrous gargoyle, across the parapet. It was down this
that they poured the precious ore; and below here the carts
stood to wait their lading, and carry it mll-ward down the

nount ai n.

The whol e canyon was so entirely blocked, as if by sone rude

guerilla fortification, that we could only nount by |engths



of wooden | adder, fixed in the hillside. These |led us round
the farther corner of the dunp; and when they were at an end,
we still persevered over |oose rubble and wading deep in

poi son oak, till we struck a triangular platform filling up
t he whol e glen, and shut in on either hand by bold
projections of the nmountain. Only in front the place was
open like the prosceniumof a theatre, and we | ooked forth
into a great real mof air, and down upon treetops and
hilltops, and far and near on wild and varied country. The
pl ace still stood as on the day it was deserted: a |line of
iron rails with a bifurcation; a truck in working order; a
world of lunber, old wood, old iron; a blacksmth's forge on
one side, half buried in the | eaves of dwarf nadronas; and on

the other, an old brown wooden house.

Fanny and | dashed at the house. |t consisted of three
rooms, and was so plastered against the hill, that one room
was right atop of another, that the upper floor was nore than
twice as large as the lower, and that all three apartnents
must be entered froma different side and level. Not a

wi ndow sash renmni ned

The door of the | ower roomwas snashed, and one panel hung in
splinters. W entered that, and found a fair amount of

rubbi sh: sand and gravel that had been sifted in there by
the nountain w nds; straw, sticks, and stones; a table, a
barrel; a plate-rack on the wall; two home-nade bootj acks,
signs of mners and their boots; and a pair of papers pinned
on the boardi ng, headed respectively "Funnel No. 1," and
"Funnel No. 2," but with the tails torn away. The w ndow,
sashl ess of course, was choked with the green and sweetly
snelling foliage of a bay; and through a chink in the floor

a spray of poison oak had shot up and was handsonely



prospering in the interior. It was ny first care to cut away
that poi son oak, Fanny standing by at a respectful distance.

That was our first inprovenent by which we took possession

The room i medi atel y above could only be entered by a pl ank
propped agai nst the threshold, along which the intruder nust
foot it gingerly, clutching for support to sprays of poison
oak, the proper product of the country. Herein was, on
either hand, a triple tier of beds, where mners had once

I ain; and the other gable was pierced by a sashl ess w ndow
and a doorl ess doorway opening on the air of heaven, five
feet above the ground. As for the third room which entered
squarely fromthe ground | evel, but higher up the hill and
farther up the canyon, it contained only rubbish and the

uprights for another triple tier of beds.

The whol e buil ding was overhung by a bold, lion-like, red
rock. Poison oak, sweet bay trees, cal canthus, brush, and
chaparral, grew freely but sparsely all about it. In front,
in the strong sunshine, the platformlay overstrewn wth busy
litter, as though the |l abours of the mine night begin again

to-norrow i n the norning.

Fol | owi ng back into the canyon, anong the nass of rotting

pl ant and t hrough the flowering bushes, we canme to a great
crazy staging, with a wy w ndless on the top; and cl anbering
up, we could I ook into an open shaft, |eading edgeways down
into the bowels of the nountain, trickling with water, and
lit by some stray sun-gleans, whence | know not. In that
qui et place the still, far-away tinkle of the water-drops was
| oudly audible. d ose by, another shaft |ed edgeways up into
t he superincunbent shoulder of the hill. It lay partly open

and sixty or a hundred feet above our head, we could see the



strata propped apart by solid wooden wedges, and a pine, half
under i ned, precariously nodding on the verge. Here also a
rugged, horizontal tunnel ran straight into the unsunned
bowel s of the rock. This secure angle in the nountain's
flank was, even on this wild day, as still as ny lady's
chamber. But in the tunnel a cold, wet draught tenpestuously
blew. Nor have | ever known that place otherw se than cold

and w ndy.

Such was our fist prospect of Juan Silverado. | own | had

| ooked for something different: a clique of neighbourly
houses on a village green, we shall say, all enpty to be
sure, but swept and varnished; a trout stream braw ing by;
great elnms or chestnuts, hummng with bees and nested in by
song- birds; and the nountains standing round about, as at
Jerusalem Here, nountain and house and the old tools of
industry were all alike rusty and downfalling. The hill was
here wedged up, and there poured forth its bowels in a spout
of broken mineral; man with his picks and powder, and nature
with her own great blasting tools of sun and rain, |abouring
together at the ruin of that proud nountain. The view up the
canyon was a glinpse of devastation; dry red mnerals sliding
together, here and there a crag, here and there dwarf thicket
clinging in the general glissade, and over all a broken
outline trenching on the blue of heaven. Downwards i ndeed,
fromour rock eyrie, we behold the greener side of nature;
and the bearing of the pines and the sweet snell of bays and
nut megs conmanded t hensel ves gratefully to our senses. One

way and anot her, now the die was cast. Silverado be it!

After we had got back to the Toll House, the Jews were not
Il ong of striking forward. But | observed that one of the

Hanson | ads canme down, before their departure, and returned



with a ship's kettle. Happy Hansons! Nor was it until after
Kel mar was gone, if | renenber rightly, that Rufe put in an

appearance to arrange the details of our installation

The latter part of the day, Fanny and | sat in the verandah
of the Toll House, utterly stunned by the uproar of the wi nd
among the trees on the other side of the valley. Sonetines,
we woul d have it it was like a sea, but it was not various
enough for that; and again, we thought it like the roar of a
cataract, but it was too changeful for the cataract; and then
we woul d deci de, speaking in sleepy voices, that it could be
conpared with nothing but itself. MW nind was entirely
preoccupi ed by the noise. | hearkened to it by the hour

gapi ngly hearkened, and let my cigarette go out. Sonetines
the wind woul d neke a sally nearer hand, and send a shrill,
whi stling crash among the foliage on our side of the glen
and sonetimes a back-draught would strike into the el bow
where we sat, and cast the gravel and torn | eaves into our
faces. But for the nost part, this great, streaming gale
passed unweariedly by us into Napa Valley, not two hundred
yards away, visible by the tossing boughs, stunningly
audi bl e, and yet not noving a hair upon our heads. So it
blew all night long while I was witing up ny journal, and
after we were in bed, under a cloudless, starset heaven; and

so it was blowing still next norning when we rose.

It was a | aughabl e thought to us, what had becone of our
cheerful, wandering Hebrews. W could not suppose they had
reached a destination. The neanest boy could |ead themmiles
out of their way to see a gopher-hole. Boys, we felt to be
their special danger; none others were of that exact pitch of
cheerful irrelevancy to exercise a kindred sway upon their

m nds: but before the attractions of a boy their nost



settled resolutions would be war. W thought we could follow
in fancy these three aged Hebrew truants wandering in and out
on hilltop and in thicket, a denmon boy trotting far ahead,
their will-o'-the-wisp conductor; and at |ast about mi dnight,
the wind still roaring in the darkness, we had a vision of

all three on their knees upon a nountain-top around a gl ow

wor m

CHAPTER II1. THE RETURN

NEXT norning we were up by half-past five, according to
agreenent, and it was ten by the clock before our Jew boys
returned to pick us up. Kelmar, Ms. Kelnmar, and Abranina,
all smling fromear to ear, and full of tales of the
hospitality they had found on the other side. It had not
gone unrewarded; for | observed with interest that the ship's
kettles, all but one, had been "placed.” Three Lake County
famlies, at least, endowed for life with a ship's kettle.
Cone, this was no misspent Sunday. The absence of the
kettles told its own story: our Jews said nothing about
them but, on the other hand, they said nany kind and conely
t hi ngs about the people they had nmet. The two wonen, in
particul ar, had been charned out of thenselves by the sight
of a young girl surrounded by her admirers; all evening, it
appeared, they had been triunphing together in the girl's

i nnocent successes, and to this natural and unselfish joy
they gave expression in | anguage that was beautiful by its

simplicity and truth.

Take themfor all in all, few people have done ny heart nore



good; they seened so thoroughly entitled to happiness, and to
enjoy it in so large a nmeasure and so free fromafter-

t hought; al nbst they persuaded nme to be a Jew. There was,

i ndeed, a chink of noney in their talk. They particularly
commanded people who were well to do. "HE don't care - ain't
it?" was their highest word of comendation to an individua
fate; and here | seemto grasp the root of their philosophy -
it was to be free fromcare, to be free to nake these Sunday
wanderings, that they so eagerly pursued after wealth; and
all this careful ness was to be careless. The fine, good
hunour of all three seened to declare they had attained their
end. Yet there was the other side to it; and the recipients

of kettles perhaps cared greatly.

No sooner had they returned, than the scene of yesterday
began again. The horses were not even tied with a straw rope
this tinme - it was not worth while; and Kel mar di sappeared
into the bar, leaving themunder a tree on the other side of
the road. | had to devote nyself. | stood under the shadow
of that tree for, | suppose, hard upon an hour, and had not
the heart to be angry. Once sone one renenbered me, and
brought me out half a tunblerful of the playful, innocuous
Anerican cocktail. | drank it, and lo! veins of living fire
ran down ny leg; and then a focus of conflagration remained
seated in my stomach, not unpleasantly, for quarter of an
hour. | love these sweet, fiery pangs, but | will not court
them The bulk of the time | spent in repeating as nuch
French poetry as | could remenber to the horses, who seened

to enjoy it hugely. And nowit went -

"Om vieille Font-georges

Qu vol ent | es rouges-gorges:"



and again, to a nore tranpling nmeasure -

"Et tout trenble, lrun, Coinbre
Saut ander, Al nodovar,
Sitot qu'on entend le tinbre

Des cymnbal es do Bivar."

The redbreasts and the brooks of Europe, in that dry and
songl ess | and; brave old names and wars, strong cities,
cynbal s, and bright arnour, in that nook of the nountain,
sacred only to the Indian and the bear! This is still the
strangest thing in all man's travelling, that he should carry
about with himincongruous nenories. There is no foreign
land; it is the traveller only that is foreign, and now and
again, by a flash of recollection, lights up the contrasts of

the earth.

But while I was thus wandering in ny fancy, great feats had
been transacted in the bar. Corwin the bold had fallen

Kel mar was again crowned with laurels, and the last of the
ship's kettles had changed hands. |If | had ever doubted the
purity of Kelmar's notives, if | had ever suspected himof a
single eye to business in his eternal dallyings, now at

| east, when the last kettle was disposed of, ny suspicions
must have been allayed. | dare not guess how nuch nore tine
was wasted; nor how often we drove off, merely to drive back
again and renew i nterrupted conversations about not hing,
before the Toll House was fairly |eft behind. Alas! and not

a mle down the grade there stands a ranche in a sunny



vi neyard, and here we nust all disnount again and enter

Only the old lady was at hone, Ms. Guele, a brown old Sw ss
dame, the picture of honesty; and with her we drank a bottle
of wine and had an age-long conversation, which would have
been highly delightful if Fanny and | had not been faint wth
hunger. The | adies each narrated the story of her narriage,
our two Hebrews with the prettiest conbination of sentinent
and financial bathos. Abram na, specially, endeared herself
with every word. She was as sinple, natural, and engagi ng as
a kid that shoul d have been brought up to the business of a
nmoney- changer. One touch was so resplendently Hebraic that |
cannot pass it over. \Wen her "old man" wote home for her

fromAnerica, her old man's famly would not intrust her with

the noney for the passage, till she had bound herself by an
oath - on her knees, | think she said - not to enploy it
ot herw se.

This had tickled Abram na hugely, but | think it tickled nme

fully nore.

Ms. Guele told of her hone-sickness up here in the |ong

wi nters; of her honest, country-wonman troubles and al arns
upon the journey; how in the bank at Frankfort she had feared
| est the banker, after having taken her cheque, shoul d deny
all know edge of it - a fear | have nyself every tine | go to
a bank; and how crossing the Luneburger Heath, an old I ady,

wi tnessing her trouble and finding whither she was bound, had
given her "the blessing of a person eighty years old, which
woul d be sure to bring her safely to the States. And the
first thing | did," added Ms. Cuele, "was to fal

downstairs."

At length we got out of the house, and sone of us into the



trap, when - judgnment of Heaven! - here cane M. CQuele from
his vineyard. So another quarter of an hour went by; till at
| ength, at our earnest pleading, we set forth again in
earnest, Fanny and | white-faced and silent, but the Jews
still smling. The heart fails me. There was yet another
stoppage! And we drove at last into Calistoga past two in
the afternoon, Fanny and | having breakfasted at six in the
nor ni ng, eight nortal hours before. W were a pallid couple;

but still the Jews were smling.

So ended our excursion with the village usurers; and, now
that it was done, we had no nore idea of the nature of the
busi ness, nor of the part we had been playing in it, than the
child unborn. That all the people we had nmet were the slaves
of Kelmar, though in various degrees of servitude; that we
oursel ves had been sent up the mountain in the interests of
none but Kelmar; that the noney we laid out, dollar by
dollar, cent by cent, and through the hands of various

i nternmedi aries, should all hop ultimately into Kelmar's till;
- these were facts that we only grew to recogni ze in the
course of tinme and by the accunul ation of evidence. At
length all doubt was quieted, when one of the kettle-hol ders
confessed. Stopping his trap in the noonlight, a little way
out of Calistoga, he told ne, in so many words, that he dare
not show face therewith an enpty pocket. "You see, | don't
mndif it was only five dollars, M. Stevens,"” he said, "but

I nust give M. Kel mar SOVETHI NG "

Even now, when the whole tyranny is plain to ne, | cannot
find it in ny heart to be as angry as perhaps | should be
with the Hebrew tyrant. The whol e gane of business is beggar
my nei ghbour; and though perhaps that ganme | ooks uglier when

pl ayed at such close quarters and on so snall a scale, it is



none the nore intrinsically inhumane for that. The village
usurer is not so sad a feature of humanity and human progress
as the mllionaire manufacturer, fattening on the toil and

| oss of thousands, and yet declaining fromthe platform

agai nst the greed and di shonesty of landlords. |If it were
fair for Cobden to buy up land from owners whom he thought
unconsci ous of its proper value, it was fair enough for ny
Russian Jew to give credit to his farners. Kelmar, if he was
unconscious of the beamin his own eye, was at |east silent

in the matter of his brother's npte.

THE ACT OF SQUATTI NG

THERE were four of us squatters - nyself and ny wife, the
King and Queen of Silverado; Sam the Crown Prince; and
Chuchu, the G and Duke. Chuchu, a setter crossed with
spaniel, was the nost unsuited for a rough Iife. He had been
nurtured tenderly in the society of l|adies; his heart was

| arge and soft; he regarded the sofa-cushion as a bed-rook
necessary of existence. Though about the size of a sheep, he
loved to sit in ladies' |laps; he never said a bad word in all
hi s bl anel ess days; and if he had seen a flute, | amsure he
could have played upon it by nature. It may seemhard to say

it of a dog, but Chuchu was a tame cat.

The king and queen, the grand duke, and a basket of cold
provender for inmediate use, set forth fromCalistoga in a
doubl e buggy; the crown prince, on horseback, |ed the way

like an outrider. Bags and boxes and a second-hand stove



were to follow cl ose upon our heels by Hanson's team

It was a beautiful still day; the sky was one field of azure.
Not a | eaf nmoved, not a speck appeared in heaven. Only from
the sunmit of the nmountain one little snow w sp of cloud
after another kept detaching itself, |like snoke froma

vol cano, and bl owi ng southward in some high streamof air:

Mount Saint Helena still at her interm nable task, making the
weat her, like a Lapland witch.

By noon we had cone in sight of the mill: a great brown

buil ding, half-way up the hill, big as a factory, two stories

hi gh, and with tanks and | adders al ong the roof; which, as a
pendicle of Silverado mine, we held to be an outlying
province of our own. Thither, then, we went, crossing the
valley by a grassy trail; and there lunched out of the
basket, sitting in a kind of portico, and wondering, while we
ate, at this great bulk of useless building. Through a chink
we could | ook far down into the interior, and see sunbeans
floating in the dust and striking on tier after tier of
silent, rusty nmachinery. It cost six thousand dollars,

twel ve hundred English sovereigns; and now, here it stands
deserted, like the tenple of a forgotten religion, the busy
mllers toiling somewhere else. Al the tine we were there
mll and mll town showed no sign of life; that part of the
nmount ai n-si de, which is very open and green, was tenanted by
no living creature but ourselves and the insects; and nothing
stirred but the cloud manufactory upon the nountain sunmit.

It was odd to conpare this with the forner days, when the
engine was in fall blast, the nill palpitating to its
strokes, and the carts canme rattling down from Silverado

charged with ore



By two we had been | anded at the mine, the buggy was gone
again, and we were left to our own reflections and t he basket
of cold provender, until Hanson should arrive. Hot as it was
by the sun, there was sonething chill in such a hone-coning,
in that world of weck and rust, splinter and rolling gravel

where for so many years no fire had snoked

Silverado platformfilled the whole width of the canyon
Above, as | have said, this was a wild, red, stony gully in
the mountains; but below it was a wooded dingle. And through
this, | was told, there had gone a path between the mne and
the Toll House - our natural north-west passage to
civilization. | found and followed it, clearing ny way as
went through fallen branches and dead trees. It went

strai ght down that steep canyon, till it brought you out
abruptly over the roofs of the hotel. There was nowhere any
break in the descent. It alnbst seened as if, were you to
drop a stone down the old iron chute at our platform it
woul d never rest until it hopped upon the Toll House
shingles. Signs were not wanting of the ancient greatness of
Silverado. The footpath was well marked, and had been well
trodden in the old clays by thirsty mners. And far down,
buried in foliage, deep out of sight of Silverado, | came on
a |l ast outpost of the mine - a nound of gravel, sone weck of
wooden aqueduct, and the mouth of a tunnel, like a treasure
grotto in a fairy story. A streamof water, fed by the

i nvisible | eakage fromour shaft, and dyed red wi th ci nnabar
or iron, ran trippingly forth out of the bowels of the cave;
and, |ooking far under the arch, | could see sonething like
an iron lantern fastened on the rocky wall. It was a

prom sing spot for the imagination. No boy could have |eft

it unexpl ored.



The stream thenceforward stole along the bottom of the
dingle, and nade, for that dry land, a pleasant warbling in
the | eaves. Once, | suppose, it ran splashing down the whole
| ength of the canyon, but now its head waters had been tapped
by the shaft at Silverado, and for a great part of its course
it wandered sunless among the joints of the nountain. No
wonder that it should better its pace when it sees, far
before it, daylight whitening in the arch, or that it should

come trotting forth into the sunlight with a song

The two stages had gone by when | got down, and the Tol

House stood, dozing in sun and dust and silence, |like a place
enchanted. M mission was after hay for bedding, and that |
was readily prom sed. But when | nentioned that we were

wai ting for Rufe, the people shook their heads. Rufe was not
a regular man any way, it seenmed; and if he got playing poker
- Well, poker was too many for Rufe. | had not yet heard
them bracketted together; but it seemed a natura

conjunction, and comrended itself swiftly to ny fears; and as
soon as | returned to Silverado and had told ny story, we
practically gave Hanson up, and set ourselves to do what we

could find do-able in our desert-island state.

The | ower room had been the assayer's office. The floor was
thick with DEBRIS - part human, fromthe former occupants;
part natural, sifted in by nmountain winds. 1In a sea of red
dust there swam or floated sticks, boards, hay, straw,
stones, and paper; ancient newspapers, above all - for the
newspaper, especially when torn, soon becones an antiquity -
and bills of the Silverado boardi ng- house, sone dated
Silverado, some Calistoga Mne. Here is one, verbatim and
if any one can calcul ate the scale of charges, he has ny

envious adnmiration



Calistoga Mne, May 3rd, 1875.

John Stanl ey

To S. Chaprman, Cr.

To board from April 1st, to April 30 $25 75
" " " My Ist, to 3rd ... 2 00

27 75

VWhere is John Stanley mning now? Were is S. Chapnan,
wi t hi n whose hospitable walls we were to | odge? The date was
but five years old, but in that time the world had changed
for Silverado; like Palnyra in the desert, it had outlived
its people and its purpose; we canped, |ike Layard, anid
ruins, and these nanmes spoke to us of prehistoric tinme. A
boot -jack, a pair of boots, a dog-hutch, and these bills of
M. Chapnan's were the only speaking relics that we
disinterred fromall that vast Silverado rubbish-heap; but
what would | not have given to unearth a letter, a pocket-
book, a diary, only a ledger, or a roll of nanes, to take ne
back, in a nore personal nmanner, to the past? It pleases ne,
besides, to fancy that Stanley or Chapman, or one of their
conpani ons, nmay |light upon this chronicle, and be struck by
the name, and read sone news of their anterior hone, coning,
as it were, out of a subsequent epoch of history in that

quarter of the world.

As we were tunbling the m ngled rubbish on the floor, kicking
it with our feet, and groping for these witten evidences of
the past, Sam w th a sonewhat whitened face, produced a
paper bag. "Wat's this?" said he. It contained a
granul at ed powder, sonething the colour of Gegory's Mxture,

but rosier; and as there were several of the bags, and each



nmore or | ess broken, the powder was spread widely on the
floor. Had any of us ever seen giant powder? No, nobody
had; and instantly there grew up in ny mnd a shadowy beli ef,
verging with every nonent nearer to certitude, that | had
somewher e heard sonmebody describe it as just such a powder as
the one around us. | have learnt since that it is a
substance not unlike tallow, and is made up in rolls for al

the world |ike tall ow candl es.

Fanny, to add to our happiness, told us a story of a

gentl eman who had canped one night, |ike ourselves, by a
deserted mine. He was a handy, thrifty fellow and | ooked
right and left for plunder, but all he could lay his hands on
was a can of oil. After dark he had to see to the horses
with a lantern; and not to niss an opportunity, filled up his
lanp fromthe oil can. Thus equi pped, he set forth into the
forest. Alittle while after, his friends heard a | oud

expl osion; the mountain echoes bell owed, and then all was
still. On exam nation, the can proved to contain oil, with
the trifling addition of nitro-glycerine; but no research

di scl osed a trace of either man or |antern.

It was a pretty sight, after this anecdote, to see us

sweepi ng out the giant powder. It seenmed never to be far
enough away. And, after all, it was only some rock pounded
for assay.

So nuch for the lower room W scraped sone of the rougher
dirt off the floor, and left it. That was our sitting-room
and kitchen, though there was nothing to sit upon but the
table, and no provision for a fire except a hole in the roof
of the room above, which had once contained the chimey of a

stove.



To that upper room we now proceeded. There were the eighteen
bunks in a double tier, nine on either hand, where from
eighteen to thirty-six mners had once snored together al

ni ght long, John Stanl ey, perhaps, snoring |oudest. There
was the roof, with a hole in it through which the sun now
shot an arrow. There was the floor, in nuch the sanme state
as the one bel ow, though, perhaps, there was nore hay, and
certainly there was the added ingredi ent of broken gl ass, the
man who stole the wi ndow franes having apparently made a

m scarriage with this one. Wthout a broom w thout hay or
beddi ng, we could but | ook about us with a begi nning of
despair. The one bright arrow of day, in that gaunt and
shattered barrack, made the rest look dirtier and darker, and

the sight drove us at last into the open

Here, also, the handiwork of man lay ruined: but the plants
were all alive and thriving; the view below was fresh with
the colours of nature; and we had exchanged a dim hunman
garret for a corner, even although it were untidy, of the

bl ue hall of heaven. Not a bird, not a beast, not a reptile.
There was no noise in that part of the world, save when we
passed beside the staging, and heard the water nusically

falling in the shaft.

We wandered to and fro. W searched anong that drift of

| unber-wood and iron, nails and rails, and sleepers and the
wheel s of tracks. W gazed up the cleft into the bosom of
the mountain. W sat by the margin of the dunp and saw, far
bel ow us, the green treetops standing still in the clear air.
Beauti ful perfunes, breaths of bay, resin, and nutnmeg, cane
to us nore often and grew sweeter and sharper as the

afternoon declined. But still there was no word of Hanson



| set to with pick and shovel, and deepened the pool behind
the shaft, till we were sure of sufficient water for the
nmorning; and by the tinme |I had finished, the sun had begun to
go down behi nd the nountain shoul der, the platform was

pl unged in qui et shadow, and a chill descended fromthe sky.
Ni ght began early in our cleft. Before us, over the margin
of the dunp, we could see the sun still striking aslant into
t he wooded ni ck bel ow, and on the battlenmented, pine-

bescattered ridges on the farther side.

There was no stove, of course, and no hearth in our | odging,
so we betook ourselves to the blacksmth's forge across the
platform |If the platformbe taken as a stage, and the out-
curving margin of the dunp to represent the Iine of the foot-
lights, then our house would be the first wing on the actor's
left, and this blacksmith's forge, although no match for it
in size, the forenost on the right. It was a |ow, brown
cottage, planted close against the hill, and overhung by the
foliage and peeling boughs of a nadrona thicket. Wthin it
was full of dead | eaves and nmountain dust, and rubbish from
the mne. But we soon had a good fire brightly blazing, and
sat close about it on inpronptu seats. Chuchu, the slave of
sof a- cushi ons, whinpered for a softer bed; but the rest of us
were greatly revived and conforted by that good creature-
fire, which gives us warnth and |ight and conpani onabl e
sounds, and colours up the enptiest building with better than
frescoes. For a while it was even pleasant in the forge,
with the blaze in the nmidst, and a | ook over our shoul ders on
the woods and nountai ns where the day was dying like a

dol phi n.

It was between seven and ei ght before Hanson arrived, with a



waggonful of our effects and two of his wife's relatives to
Il end hima hand. The elder showed surprising strength. He
woul d pick up a huge packi ng-case, full of books of al
things, swing it on his shoulder, and away up the two crazy

| adders and the breakneck spout of rolling mneral

famliarly termed a path, that led fromthe cart-track to our
house. Even for a nman unburthened, the ascent was toil sone
and precarious; but Irvine sealed it with a light foot,
carrying box after box, as the hero whisks the stage child up
the practicable footway beside the waterfall of the fifth
act. Wth so strong a hel per, the business was speedily
transacted. Soon the assayer's office was thronged with our
bel ongi ngs, piled higgl edy-pi ggl edy, and upsi de down, about
the floor. There were our boxes, indeed, but ny wife had

|l eft her keys in Calistoga. There was the stove, but, alas!
our carriers had forgot the chimey, and | ost one of the

pl ates along the road. The Silverado probl emwas scarce

sol ved.

Ruf e hinmsel f was grave and good-natured over his share of

bl ane; he even, if | renenber right, expressed regret. But
his crew, to ny astoni shment and anger, grinned fromear to
ear, and | aughed al oud at our distress. They thought it

"real funny" about the stove-pipe they had forgotten; "rea
funny" that they should have lost a plate. As for hay, the
whol e party refused to bring us any till they should have
supped. See how late they were! Never had there been such a
job as coming up that grade! Nor often, | suspect, such a
game of poker as that before they started. But about nine,

as a particular favour, we should have sone hay.

So they took their departure, leaving ne still staring, and

we resigned ourselves to wait for their return. The fire in



the forge had been suffered to go out, and we were one and
all too weary to kindle another. W dined, or, not to take
that word in vain, we ate after a fashion, in the nightnare
di sorder of the assayer's office, perched anbng boxes. A
single candle lighted us. It could scarce be called a

housewar m ng; for there was, of course, no fire, and with the

two open doors and the open wi ndow gapi ng on the night, like
breaches in a fortress, it began to grow rapidly chill. Talk
ceased; nobody noved but the unhappy Chuchu, still in quest

of sof a-cushi ons, who tunbl ed conpl ai ningly anong the trunks.
It required a certain happiness of disposition to |ook
forward hopefully, fromso dismal a beginning, across the

brief hours of night, to the warm shining of to-morrow s sun

But the hay arrived at last, and we turned, with our |ast
spark of courage, to the bedroom W had inproved the
entrance, but it was still a kind of rope-wal king; and it
woul d have been droll to see us nounting, one after another

by candl e-l1ight, under the open stars.

The western door - that which | ooked up the canyon, and

t hrough which we entered by our bridge of flying plank - was
still entire, a handsone, panelled door, the nost finished

pi ece of carpentry in Silverado. And the two | owest bunks
next to this we roughly filled with hay for that night's use.
Through the opposite, or eastern-looking gable, with its open
door and wi ndow, a faint, disused starshine cane into the
roomlike nist; and when we were once in bed, we |ay,
awaiting sleep, in a haunted, inconplete obscurity. At first
the silence of the night was utter. Then a high w nd began
in the distance anong the tree-tops, and for hours continued
to grow higher. It seenmed to nme nmuch such a wind as we had

found on our visit; yet here in our open chanber we were



fanned only by gentle and refreshing draughts, so deep was
the canyon, so close our house was pl anted under the

over hangi ng rock.

THE HUNTER S FAM LY

THERE is quite a |large race or class of people in America,
for whom we scarcely seemto have a parallel in England. O
pure white blood, they are unknown or unrecogni zable in
towns; inhabit the fringe of settlenments and the deep, quiet
pl aces of the country; rebellious to all |abour, and pettily
thi evish, like the English gipsies; rustically ignorant, but
with a touch of wood-lore and the dexterity of the savage.
Whence they cane is a noot point. At the tinme of the war,
they poured north in crowds to escape the conscription; lived
during sumrer on fruits, wild animals, and petty theft; and
at the approach of winter, when these supplies failed, built
great fires in the forest, and there died stoically by
starvation. They are wi dely scattered, however, and easily
recogni zed. Loutish, but not ill-looking, they will sit all
day, swinging their legs on a field fence, the mind seemngly
as devoid of all reflection as a Suffol k peasant's, careless
of politics, for the nost part incapable of reading, but with
a rebellious vanity and a strong sense of independence.
Hunting is their nost congeni al business, or, if the occasion
offers, a little amateur detection. |In tracking a crim nal
following a particular horse al ong a beaten hi ghway, and
drawi ng inductions froma hair or a footprint, one of those

somol ent, grinning Hodges will suddenly display activity of



body and finesse of mind. By their nanes ye nmay know t hem
the wonen figuring as Loveina, Larsenia, Serena, Leanna,
Orreana; the nmen answering to Alvin, Alva, or Oion,
pronounced O rion, with the accent on the first. Wether
they are indeed a race, or whether this is the form of
degeneracy common to all back-woodsnen, they are at |east

known by a generic byword, as Poor Wites or Low downers.

I will not say that the Hanson family was Poor \Wite, because
the nane savours of offence; but | may go as far as this -
they were, in many points, not unsinmilar to the people

usual ly so-cared. Rufe hinself conbined two of the
qualifications, for he was both a hunter and an amateur
detective. 1t was he who pursued Russel and Dol lar, the
robbers of the Lake Port stage, and captured themthe very
norning after the exploit, while they were still sleeping in
a hayfield. Russel, a drunken Scotch carpenter, was even an
acquai ntance of his own, and he expressed nmuch grave

conmi seration for his fate. In all that he said and did,
Rufe was grave. | never saw himhurried. Wen he spoke, he
took out his pipe with cerenonial deliberation, |ooked east
and west, and then, in quiet tones and few words, stated his
business or told his story. His gait was to match; it would
never have surprised you if, at any step, he had turned round
and wal ked away again, so warily and slowy, and with so nuch
seeming hesitation did he go about. He lay long in bed in
the norning - rarely indeed, rose before noon; he |oved all
games, from poker to clerical croquet; and in the Toll House
croquet ground | have seen himtoiling at the latter with the
devotion of a curate. He took an interest in education, was
an active nenber of the |ocal school -board, and when | was
there, he had recently |lost the school house key. Hi s waggon

was broken, but it never seened to occur to himto nend it.



Like all truly idle people, he had an artistic eye. He chose
the print stuff for his wife's dresses, and counselled her in
the maki ng of a patchwork quilt, always, as she thought,
wongly, but to the nore educated eye, always with bizarre
and admrable taste - the taste of an Indian. Wth all this,
he was a perfect, unoffending gentleman in word and act.

Take his clay pipe fromhim and he was fit for any society
but that of fools. Quiet as he was, there burned a deep

per manent excitement in his dark blue eyes; and when this

grave man smled, it was |ike sunshine in a shady pl ace.

M's. Hanson (NEE, if you please, Lovel ands) was nore
commonpl ace than her lord. She was a conely woman, too

pl ump, fair-coloured, with wonderful white teeth; and in her
print dresses (chosen by Rufe) and with a | arge sun-bonnet
shadi ng her val ued conpl exi on, nmade, | assure you, a very
agreeable figure. But she was on the surface, what there was
of her, out-spoken and | oud-spoken. Her noisy |aughter had
none of the charm of one of Hanson's rare, slow spreading
smles; there was no reticence, no nystery, no manner about
the wonan: she was a first-class dairymaid, but her husband
was an unknown quantity between the savage and the nobl eman.
She was often in and out with us, merry, and heal thy, and
fair; he cane far seldonmer - only, indeed, when there was
busi ness, or now and again, to pay a visit of cerenony,
brushed up for the occasion, with his wife on his arm and a
clean clay pipe in his teeth. These visits, in our forest
state, had quite the air of an event, and turned our red

canyon into a sal on.

Such was the pair who ruled in the old Silverado Hotel, anobng
the windy trees, on the nountai n shoul der overl ooki ng the

whol e I ength of Napa Valley, as the man al oft | ooks down on



the ship's deck. There they kept house, with sundry horses
and fows, and a famly of sons, Daniel Wbster, and | think
George Washi ngton, anong the nunmber. Nor did they want
visitors. An old gentlenman, of singular stolidity, and

call ed Breedlove - | think he had crossed the plains in the
same caravan with Rufe - housed with themfor awhile during
our stay; and they had besides a pernmanent |odger, in the
formof Ms. Hanson's brother, Irvine Lovel ands. | spel
Irvine by guess; for | could get no information on the
subject, just as | could never find out, in spite of many

i nquiries, whether or not Rufe was a contraction for Rufus.
They were all cheerfully at sea about their names in that
generation. And this is surely the nore notable where the
nanes are all so strange, and even the fanily nanes appear to
have been coined. At one time, at |east, the ancestors of
all these Alvins and Al vas, Loveinas, Lovel ands, and

Breedl oves, nust have taken serious council and found a
certain poetry in these denom nations; that must have been
then, their formof literature. But still tines change; and
their next descendants, the George Washi ngtons and Dani el
Websters, will at |east be clear upon the point. And anyway,
and however his nane should be spelt, this Irvine Lovel ands

was the nost unmitigated Caliban | ever knew.

Qur very first nmorning at Silverado, when we were full of
busi ness, patching up doors and w ndows, naking beds and
seats, and getting our rough |odging into shape, Irvine and
his sister nmade their appearance together, she for

nei ghbourliness and general curiosity; he, because he was
working for me, to ny sorrow, cutting firewod at | forget
how nuch a day. The way that he set about cutting wood was
characteristic. W were at that nonent patching up and

unpacking in the kitchen. Down he sat on one side, and down



sat his sister on the other. Both were chew ng pine-tree
gum and he, to nmy annoyance, acconpanied that sinple

pl easure with profuse expectoration. She rattled away,
talking up hill and down dal e, |aughing, tossing her head,
showi ng her brilliant teeth. He |ooked on in silence, now
spitting heavily on the floor, now putting his head back and
uttering a loud, discordant, joyless laugh. He had a tangle
of shock hair, the colour of wool; his mouth was a grin;

al t hough as strong as a horse, he | ooked neither heavy nor
yet adroit, only leggy, coltish, and in the road. But it was
plain he was in high spirits, thoroughly enjoying his visit;
and he | aughed frankly whenever we failed to acconplish what
we were about. This was scarcely helpful: it was even, to
amat eur carpenters, enbarrassing; but it lasted until we
knocked of f work and began to get dinner. Then Ms. Hanson
renenbered she shoul d have been gone an hour ago; and the
pair retired, and the lady's laughter died away anong the

nut megs down the path. That was Irvine's first day's work in

my enploynent - the devil take hin

The next norning he returned and, as he was this tinme al one,
he bestowed his conversation upon us with great liberality.

He prided hinself on his intelligence; asked us if we knew

the school ma'am HE didn't think nmuch of her, anyway. He
had tried her, he had. He had put a question to her. |If a
tree a hundred feet high were to fall a foot a day, how | ong
would it take to fall right dowmn? She had not been able to

solve the problem "She don't know nothing," he opined. He
told us how a friend of his kept a school with a revol ver,
and chuckl ed mightily over that; his friend could teach
school, he could. Al the time he kept chewi ng gum and

spitting. He would stand a while | ooking down; and then he

woul d toss back his shock of hair, and | augh hoarsely, and



spit, and bring forward a new subject. A man, he told us,
who bore a grudge against him had poi soned his dog. "That

was a low thing for a man to do now, wasn't it? It wasn't

like a man, that, nohow. But | got even with him | pisoned
H S dog." His clunsy utterance, his rude enbarrassed manner,
set a fresh value on the stupidity of his remarks. | do not

think | ever appreciated the neaning of two words until |
knew Irvine - the verb, loaf, and the noun, oaf; between
them they conplete his portrait. He could |ounge, and
wiggle, and rub hinself against the wall, and grin, and be
nmore in everybody's way than any other two people that | ever
set ny eyes on. Nothing that he did becane him and yet you
were conscious that he was one of your own race, that his

m nd was cunbrously at work, revolving the probl em of

exi stence like a quid of gum and in his own cloudy manner
enjoying life, and passing judgnent on his fellows. Above
all things, he was delighted with hinself. You would not
have thought it, fromhis uneasy manners and troubl ed,
struggling utterance; but he loved hinself to the marrow, and

was happy and proud like a peacock on a rail.

H s self-esteem was, indeed, the one joint in his harness.
He could be got to work, and even kept at work, by flattery.
As long as ny wife stood over him crying out how strong he
was, so long exactly he would stick to the matter in hand;
and the noment she turned her back, or ceased to praise him
he woul d stop. His physical strength was wonderful; and to
have a woman stand by and adnmire his achi evenents, warned his
heart |ike sunshine. Yet he was as cowardly as he was
powerful, and felt no shane in owning to the weakness.
Somet hi ng was once wanted fromthe crazy platformover the
shaft, and he at once refused to venture there - "did not

like," as he said, "foolen' round themkind o' places," and



let ny wife go instead of him |ooking on with a grin.
Vanity, where it rules, is usually nore heroic: but Irvine
steadily approved hinself, and expected others to approve
him rather | ooked down upon ny wi fe, and deci dedly expected
her to look up to him on the strength of his superior

prudence.

Yet the strangest part of the whole matter was perhaps this,
that Irvine was as beautiful as a statue. His features were,
in thensel ves, perfect; it was only his cloudy, uncouth, and
coarse expression that disfigured them So much strength
residing in so spare a frame was proof sufficient of the
accuracy of his shape. He nust have been built sonmewhat
after the pattern of Jack Sheppard; but the fanobus
housebreaker, we may be certain, was no lout. It was by the
extraordi nary powers of his nmind no | ess than by the vigour
of his body, that he broke his strong prison with such

i mperfect inplenents, turning the very obstacles to service.
Irvine, in the same case, would have sat down and spat, and
grunbl ed curses. He had the soul of a fat sheep, but,
regarded as an artist's nodel, the exterior of a Geek God.
It was a cruel thought to persons less favoured in their
birth, that this creature, endowed - to use the | anguage of

theatres - with extraordinary "neans," should so rmanage to
m senpl oy themthat he | ooked ugly and al nost deforned. It
was only by an effort of abstraction, and after many days,

that you di scovered what he was.

By playing on the oaf's conceit, and standing cl osely over
him we got a path nade round the corner of the dunp to our
door, so that we could cone and go with decent ease; and he
even enjoyed the work, for in that there were boulders to be

pl ucked up bodily, bushes to be uprooted, and other occasions



for athletic display: but cutting wood was a different
matter. Anybody could cut wood; and, besides, nmy wfe was
tired of supervising him and had other things to attend to.
And, in short, days went by, and Irvine cane daily, and

tal ked and | ounged and spat; but the firewood renai ned intact
as sleepers on the platformor grow ng trees upon the
nount ai nside. Irvine, as a woodcutter, we could tolerate;
but Irvine as a friend of the famly, at so nmuch a day, was
too bald an inposition, and at length, on the afternoon of
the fourth or fifth day of our connection, | explained to
him as clearly as | could, the light in which | had grown to
regard his presence. | pointed out to himthat | could not
continue to give hima salary for spitting on the floor; and
this expression, which came after a good many ot hers, at |ast
penetrated his obdurate wits. He rose at once, and said if
that was the way he was going to be spoke to, he reckoned he

would quit. And, no one interposing, he departed.

So far, so good. But we had no firewbod. The next

afternoon, | strolled dowm to Rufe's and consulted himon the
subject. It was a very droll interview, in the |large, bare
north roomof the Silverado Hotel, Ms. Hanson's patchwork on
a frame, and Rufe, and his wife, and I, and the oaf hinself,
all nore or |ess enbarrassed. Rufe announced there was
nobody in the nei ghbourhood but Irvine who could do a day's
wor k for anybody. Irvine, thereupon, refused to have any
nmore to do with ny service; he "wouldn't work no nore for a
man as had spoke to hims | had done."” | found nyself on the
point of the last humliation - driven to beseech the
creature whom | had just dismissed with insult: but | took
the high hand in despair, said there nust be no tal k of
Irvine com ng back unless matters were to be differently

managed; that | would rather chop firewood for nyself than be



fool ed; and, in short, the Hansons being eager for the lad's
hire, | so inposed upon themwith nmerely affected resol ution
that they ended by begging ne to re-enploy himagain, on a
sol enn promi se that he should be nore industrious. The

promi se, | am bound to say, was kept. W soon had a fine
pile of firewood at our door; and if Caliban gave ne the cold
shoul der and spared nme his conversation, | thought none the
worse of himfor that, nor did | find nmy days much | onger for

t he deprivati on.

The leading spirit of the famly was, | aminclined to fancy,
M's. Hanson. Her social brilliancy sonewhat dazzled the
ot hers, and she had nore of the small change of sense. It

was she who faced Kelmar, for instance; and perhaps, if she
had been al one, Kel mar woul d have had no rule w thin her
doors. Rufe, to be sure, had a fine, sober, open-air
attitude of mind, seeing the world w thout exaggeration -

per haps, we nmay even say, W thout enough; for he | acked,
along with the others, that conmercial idealismwhich puts so
high a value on time and noney. Sanity itself is a kind of
convention. Perhaps Rufe was wrong; but, looking on life

pl ainly, he was unable to perceive that croquet or poker were
in any way less inportant than, for instance, nending his
waggon. Even his own profession, hunting, was dear to him
mai nly as a sort of play; even that he woul d have negl ected,
had it not appealed to his imagination. H's hunting-suit,
for instance, had cost | should be afraid to say how nany
bucks - the currency in which he paid his way: it was al
befringed, after the Indian fashion, and it was dear to his
heart. The pictorial side of his daily business was never
forgotten. He was even anxious to stand for his picture in
those buckskin hunting clothes; and | remenber how he once

war med al nost into enthusiasm his dark blue eyes grow ng



perceptibly larger, as he planned the conposition in which he
shoul d appear, "with the horns of some real big bucks, and

dogs, and a canp on a crick" (creek, stream

There was no trace in Irvine of this woodl and poetry. He did
not care for hunting, nor yet for buckskin suits. He had
never observed scenery. The world, as it appeared to him
was al nost obliterated by his own great grinning figure in
the foreground: Caliban Malvolio. And it seens to ne as if,
in the persons of these brothers-in-law, we had the two sides
of rusticity fairly well represented: the hunter living
really in nature; the clodhopper living nmerely out of

society: the one bent up in every corporal agent to capacity
in one pursuit, doing at |east one thing keenly and
thoughtfully, and thoroughly alive to all that touches it;
the other in the inert and bestial state, walking in a faint
dream and taking so diman inpression of the nmyriad sides of
life that he is truly conscious of nothing but hinself. It
isonly in the fastnesses of nature, forests, nountains, and
the back of man's beyond, that a creature endowed with five
senses can grow up into the perfection of this crass and
earthy vanity. |In towns or the busier country sides, he is
roughly renmi nded of other men's existence; and if he |earns
no nore, he learns at least to fear contenpt. But Irvine had
cone scathel ess through life, conscious only of hinself, of
his great strength and intelligence; and in the silence of
the universe, to which he did not listen, dwelling with

delight on the sound of his own thoughts.

THE SEA FOGS



A CHANGE in the colour of the light usually called me in the
nmorning. By a certain hour, the long, vertical chinks in our
western gabl e, where the boards had shrunk and separ at ed,
flashed suddenly into ny eyes as stripes of dazzling blue, at
once so dark and splendid that | used to narvel how the
qualities could be conbined. At an earlier hour, the heavens
in that quarter were still quietly col oured, but the shoul der
of the mountain which shuts in the canyon already glowed with
sunlight in a wonderful conmpound of gold and rose and green
and this too would kindle, although nore mldly and with

rai nbow tints, the fissures of our crazy gable. If | were

sl eeping heavily, it was the bold blue that struck nme awake;
if nore lightly, then | would cone to nyself in that earlier

and fairier fight.

One Sunday norning, about five, the first brightness called
me. | rose and turned to the east, not for ny devotions, but
for air. The night had been very still. The little private
gal e that blew every evening in our canyon, for ten minutes
or perhaps a quarter of an hour, had swiftly blown itself

out; in the hours that followed not a sigh of wind had shaken
the treetops; and our barrack, for all its breaches, was |ess
fresh that norning than of wont. But | had no sooner reached
the window than | forgot all else in the sight that net ny
eyes, and | nade but two bounds into ny clothes, and down the

crazy plank to the platform

The sun was still conceal ed bel ow the opposite hilltops,
though it was shining already, not twenty feet above ny head,
on our own nountain slope. But the scene, beyond a few near
features, was entirely changed. Napa valley was gone; gone

were all the | ower slopes and woody foothills of the range;



and in their place, not a thousand feet below ne, rolled a
great |evel ocean. It was as though | had gone to bed the

ni ght before, safe in a nook of inland nountains, and had
awakened in a bay upon the coast. | had seen these

i nundations frombelow, at Calistoga | had risen and gone
abroad in the early norning, coughing and sneezing, under
fathoms on fathons of gray sea vapour, like a cloudy sky - a
dull sight for the artist, and a painful experience for the
invalid. But to sit aloft one's self in the pure air and
under the uncl ouded dome of heaven, and thus | ook down on the
subnergence of the valley, was strangely different and even
delightful to the eyes. Far away were hilltops like little

i slands. Nearer, a smoky surf beat about the foot of

preci pices and poured into all the coves of these rough
mountains. The col our of that fog ocean was a thing never to
be forgotten. For an instant, anong the Hebrides and j ust
about sundown, | have seen sonething like it on the sea
itself. But the white was not so opaline; nor was there,
what surprisingly increased the effect, that breathless,
crystal stillness over all. Even in its gentlest noods the
salt sea travails, npaning anong the weeds or |isping on the
sand; but that vast fog ocean lay in a trance of silence, nor

did the sweet air of the norning trenmble with a sound.

As | continued to sit upon the dunp, | began to observe that
this sea was not so level as at first sight it appeared to
be. Away in the extreme south, a little hill of fog arose
agai nst the sky above the general surface, and as it had

al ready caught the sun, it shone on the horizon |ike the
topsails of sonme giant ship. There were huge waves,
stationary, as it seened, like waves in a frozen sea; and
yet, as | |ooked again, | was not sure but they were noving

after all, with a slow and august advance. And while | was



yet doubting, a pronontory of the sonme four or five mles
away, conspicuous by a bouquet of tall pines, was in a single
i nstant overtaken and swal |l owed up. It reappeared in a
little, with its pines, but this tine as an islet, and only
to be swall owmed up once nore and then for good. This set ne
| ooki ng nearer, and | saw that in every cove along the |line
of mountains the fog was being piled in higher and hi gher, as
t hough by some wind that was inaudible to ne. | could trace
its progress, one pine tree first growi ng hazy and then

di sappearing after another; although sonetines there was none
of this fore-running haze, but the whol e opagque white ocean
gave a start and swall owed a piece of nountain at a gulp. It
was to flee these poisonous fogs that | had left the
seaboard, and clinbed so high anong the nountains. And now,
behol d, here cane the fog to besiege ne in ny chosen
altitudes, and yet canme so beautifully that ny first thought

was of wel cone.

The sun had now gotten nuch higher, and through all the gaps
of the hills it cast long bars of gold across that white
ocean. An eagle, or some other very great bird of the
mount ai n, cane wheeling over the nearer pine-tops, and hung,
poi sed and sonet hing si deways, as if to | ook abroad on that
unwont ed desol ati on, spying, perhaps with terror, for the
eyries of her conrades. Then, with a long cry, she

di sappeared again towards Lake County and the clearer air.
At length it seened to nme as if the flood were beginning to
subside. The old | andmarks, by whose di sappearance | had
nmeasured its advance, here a crag, there a brave pine tree,
now began, in the inverse order, to nake their reappearance
into daylight. | judged all danger of the fog was over

This was not Noah's flood; it was but a norning spring, and

woul d now drift out seaward whence it came. So, mightily



relieved, and a good deal exhilarated by the sight, | went

into the house to light the fire.

| suppose it was nearly seven when | once nore nounted the
platformto | ook abroad. The fog ocean had swelled up
enornously since last | sawit; and a few hundred feet bel ow
me, in the deep gap where the Toll House stands and the road
runs through into Lake County, it had al ready topped the

sl ope, and was pouring over and down the other side like
driving snoke. The wind had clinbed along with it; and
though | was still in calmair, | could see the trees tossing
bel ow e, and their long, strident sighing nounted to ne

where | stood.

Hal f an hour later, the fog had surnounted all the ridge on
the opposite side of the gap, though a shoul der of the
mountain still warded it out of our canyon. Napa valley and
its bounding hills were now utterly blotted out. The fog,
sunny white in the sunshine, was pouring over into Lake
County in a huge, ragged cataract, tossing treetops appearing
and di sappearing in the spray. The air struck with alittle
chill, and set me coughing. It snelt strong of the fog, |ike
the snell of a washing-house, but with a shrewd tang of the

sea salt.

Had it not been for two things - the sheltering spur which
answered as a dyke, and the great valley on the other side
whi ch rapidly engul fed whatever mounted - our own little
platformin the canyon nust have been already buried a
hundred feet in salt and poisonous air. As it was, the
interest of the scene entirely occupied our nminds. W were
set just out of the wind, and but just above the fog; we

could listen to the voice of the one as to nusic on the



stage; we could plunge our eyes down into the other, as into
some flowi ng stream from over the parapet of a bridge; thus
we | ooked on upon a strange, inpetuous, silent, shifting
exhi bition of the powers of nature, and saw the familiar

| andscape changing from noment to nmonent |ike figures in a

dr eam

The imagination loves to trifle with what is not. Had this
been indeed the deluge, | should have felt nore strongly, but
the enotion would have been simlar in kind. | played with
the idea, as the child flees in delighted terror fromthe
creations of his fancy. The |ook of the thing hel ped ne.

And when at last | began to flee up the nountain, it was

i ndeed partly to escape fromthe raw air that kept ne

coughing, but it was also part in play.

As | ascended the nountain-side, | cane once nore to overl ook
the upper surface of the fog; but it wore a different
appearance fromwhat | had behel d at daybreak. For, first,
the sun now fell on it from high overhead, and its surface
shone and undul ated |i ke a great nor'land noor country,
sheeted with untrodden norning snow. And next the new | evel
nmust have been a thousand or fifteen hundred feet higher than
the old, so that only five or six points of all the broken
country below ne, still stood out. Napa valley was now one
with Sonoma on the west. On the hither side, only a thin
scattered fringe of bluffs was unsubmerged; and through all
the gaps the fog was pouring over, like an ocean, into the

bl ue clear sunny country on the east. There it was soon
lost; for it fell instantly into the bottom of the valleys,
followi ng the water-shed; and the hilltops in that quarter

were still clear cut upon the eastern sky.



Through the Toll House gap and over the near ridges on the
other side, the deluge was i mense. A spray of thin vapour
was thrown hi gh above it, rising and falling, and bl own into
fantastic shapes. The speed of its course was like a
mountain torrent. Here and there a few treetops were

di scovered and then whel ned agai n; and for one second, the
bough of a dead pi ne beckoned out of the spray like the arm
of a drowning man. But still the inagination was

di ssatisfied, still the ear waited for sonmething nore. Had
this indeed been water (as it seenmed so, to the eye), with
what a plunge of reverberating thunder would it have rolled
upon its course, disenbowelling nountains and deracinating
pines! And yet water it was, and sea-water at that - true
Pacific billows, only somewhat rarefied, rolling in md air

anong the hilltops.

I clinbed still higher, anong the red rattling gravel and
dwarf underwood of Munt Saint Helena, until | could | ook

ri ght down upon Silverado, and admire the favoured nook in
which it lay. The sunny plain of fog was several hundred
feet higher; behind the protecting spur a gigantic
accunul ati on of cottony vapour threatened, with every second,
to bl ow over and subnerge our honestead; but the vortex
setting past the Toll House was too strong; and there lay our
little platform in the arnms of the deluge, but stil

enjoying its unbroken sunshine. About eleven, however, thin
spray came flying over the friendly buttress, and | began to
think the fog had hunted out its Jonah after all. But it was
the last effort. The wind veered while we were at dinner

and began to blow squally fromthe nountain sunmit; and by
hal f - past one, all that world of sea-fogs was utterly routed
and flying here and there into the south in little rags of

cloud. And instead of a | one sea-beach, we found oursel ves



once nore inhabiting a high nmountainside, with the clear
green country far below us, and the light snoke of Calistoga

blowing in the air.

This was the great Russian canpaign for that season. Now and
then, in the early norning, a little white | akelet of fog
woul d be seen far down in Napa Valley; but the heights were
not again assailed, nor was the surrounding world again shut

off from Sil verado

THE TOLL HOUSE

THE Tol | House, standing al one by the waysi de under noddi ng
pines, with its stream et and water-tank; its backwoods,
toll-bar, and well trodden croquet ground; the ostler
standi ng by the stable door, chewing a straw, a glinpse of
the Chinese cook in the back parts; and M. Hoddy in the bar
gravely alert and serviceable, and equally anxious to | end or
borrow books; - dozed all day in the dusty sunshine, nore
than half asleep. There were no nei ghbours, except the
Hansons up the hill. The traffic on the road was
infinitesimal; only, at rare intervals, a couple in a waggon,
or a dusty farner on a springboard, toiling over "the grade"
to that netropolitan ham et, Calistoga; and, at the fixed

hours, the passage of the stages.

The nearest building was the school - house, down the road; and
the school -ma' am boarded at the Toll House, wal ki ng thence in

the morning to the little brown shanty, where she taught the



young ones of the district, and returning thither pretty
weary in the afternoon. She had chosen this outlying
situation, | understood, for her health. M. Corwin was
consunptive; so was Rufe; so was M. Jennings, the engineer
In short, the place was a kind of small Davos: consunptive
folk consorting on a hilltop in the nost unbroken idl eness.
Jenni ngs never did anything that | could see, except now and
then to fish, and generally to sit about in the bar and the
verandah, waiting for sonething to happen. Corwin and Rufe
did as little as possible; and if the school -ma'am poor

| ady, had to work pretty hard all norning, she subsided when
it was over into nuch the sanme dazed beatitude as all the

rest.

Her special corner was the parlour - a very genteel room
with Bible prints, a crayon portrait of Ms. Corwin in the
hei ght of fashion, a few years ago, another of her son (M.
Corwin was not represented), a nmirror, and a selection of
dried grasses. A large book was laid religiously on the
table - "From Pal ace to Hovel ," | believe, its name - full of
the raci est experiences in England. The author had m ngl ed
freely with all classes, the nobility particularly neeting
himw th open arnms; and | nust say that traveller had il
requited his reception. H's book, in short, was a capita

i nstance of the Penny Messalina school of literature; and
there arose fromit, in that cool parlour, in that silent,
waysi de, nmountain inn, a rank atnosphere of gold and bl ood

and "Jenkins," and the "Mysteries of London," and sickening,

i nverted snobbery, fit to knock you down. The nention of
this book renminds nme of another and far racier picture of our
island life. The latter parts of ROCAMBCLE are surely too

sparingly consulted in the country which they celebrate. No

man' s education can be said to be conplete, nor can he



pronounce the world yet enptied of enjoynent, till he has
made t he acquai ntance of "the Reverend Patterson, director of
the Evangelical Society.” To follow the evolutions of that
reverend gentl enan, who goes through scenes in which even M.
Duffield would hesitate to place a bishop, is to rise to new
i deas. But, alas! there was no Patterson about the Tol

House. Only, alongside of "From Palace to Hovel," a sixpenny
"Quida" figured. So literature, you see, was not

unr epr esent ed.

The school -ma' am had friends to stay with her, other school -
ma' ans enj oying their holidays, quite a bevy of dansels.

They seened never to go out, or not beyond the verandah, but
sat close in the little parlour, quietly talking or listening
to the wind anong the trees. Sleep dwelt in the Toll House,
like a fixture: summer sleep, shallow, soft, and dreani ess.
A cuckoo-clock, a great rarity in such a place, hooted at

i nterval s about the echoing house; and M. Jenning woul d open
his eyes for a noment in the bar, and turn the |eaf of a
newspaper, and the resting school-m'ans in the parlour would
be recalled to the consci ousness of their inaction. Busy
Ms. Corwin and her busy Chi naman ni ght be heard indeed, in
the penetralia, pounding dough or rattling dishes; or perhaps
Rufe had called up sone of the sleepers for a gane of

croquet, and the holl ow strokes of the mallet sounded far
away anong the woods: but with these exceptions, it was

sl eep and sunshi ne and dust, and the wind in the pine trees,

all day | ong.

Alittle before stage tine, that castle of indol ence awoke.
The ostler threw his straw away and set to his preparations.
M. Jenni ngs rubbed his eyes; happy M. Jennings, the

somet hi ng he had been waiting for all day about to happen at



| ast! The boarders gathered in the verandah, silently giving
ear, and gazing down the road with shaded eyes. And as yet
there was no sign for the senses, not a sound, not a trenor
of the mountain road. The birds, to whomthe secret of the
hooti ng cuckoo i s unknown, rnust have set down to instinct

this prenonitory bustle.

And then the first of the two stages swooped upon the Tol
House with a roar and in a cloud of dust; and the shock had
not yet tinme to subside, before the second was abreast of it.
Huge concerns they were, well-horsed and | oaded, the men in
their shirt-sleeves, the wonen swathed in veils, the long
whi p cracking like a pistol; and as they charged upon that

sl umberi ng hostelry, each shepherding a dust storm the dead
pl ace blossoned into life and talk and clatter. This the
Toll House? - with its city throng, its jostling shoul ders,
its infinity of instant business in the bar? The mind would
not receive it! The heartfelt bustle of that hour is hardly
credible; the thrill of the great shower of letters fromthe
post -bag, the childish hope and interest with which one gazed
in all these strangers' eyes. They paused there but to pass:
t he bl ue-clad Chi na-boy, the San Franci sco nmagnate, the
mystery in the dust coat, the secret memoirs in tweed, the
ogling, well-shod lady with her troop of girls; they did but
flash and go; they were hull-down for us behind life's ocean
and we but hailed their topsails on the line. Yet, out of
our great solitude of four and twenty nountain hours, we
thrilled to their nmonmentary presence gauged and divi ned t hem
| oved and hated; and stood |ight-headed in that storm of
human electricity. Yes, like Piccadilly circus, this is also
one of life's crossing-places. Here | beheld one nman,

al ready famous or infanous, a centre of pistol-shots: and

anot her who, if not yet known to runour, will fill a colum



of the Sunday paper when he cones to hang - a burly, thick-
set, powerful Chinese desperado, six long bristles upon
either lip; redolent of whiskey, playing cards, and pistols;
swaggering in the bar with the | owest assunption of the

| owest European manners; rapping out blackguard English oaths
in his canorous oriental voice; and conbining in one person
the depravities of two races and two civilizations. For al
his lust and vigour, he seenmed to | ook cold upon ne fromthe
val l ey of the shadow of the gallows. He inagined a vain
thing; and while he drained his cock-tail, Holbein's death
was at his elbow. Once, too, | fell in talk wi th another of
these flitting strangers - like the rest, in his shirt-

sl eeves and all begrinmed with dust - and the next minute we
were discussing Paris and London, theatres and wi nes. To
him journeying fromone human place to another, this was a

trifle; but to ne! No, M. Lillie, I have not forgotten it.

And presently the city-tide was at its flood and began to
ebb. Life runs in Piccadilly G rcus, say, fromnine to one,
and then, there also, ebbs into the small hours of the
echoi ng policeman and the |lanps and stars. But the Tol

House is far up stream and near its rural springs; the
bubbl e of the tide but touches it. Before you had yet
grasped your pleasure, the horses were put to, the | oud whips
vol | eyed, and the tide was gone. North and south had the two
stages vani shed, the towering dust subsided in the woods; but
there was still an interval before the flush had fallen on
your cheeks, before the ear becane once nore contented with
the silence, or the seven sleepers of the Toll House dozed
back to their accustomed corners. Yet alittle, and the
ostler would swing round the great barrier across the road;
and in the golden evening, that dreamy inn begin to trimits

| anps and spread the board for supper



As | recall the place - the green dell below, the spires of

pi ne; the sun-warm scented air; that gray, gabled inn, with
its faint stirrings of life anid the slunber of the nountains
-1 slowy awake to a sense of admiration, gratitude, and

al rost love. A fine place, after all, for a wasted life to
doze away in - the cuckoo clock hooting of its far hone
country; the croquet nallets, eloquent of English |awns; the
stages daily bringing news of - the turbulent world away

bel ow there; and perhaps once in the sumrer, a salt fog

pouring overhead with its tale of the Pacific.

A STARRY DRI VE

IN our rule at Silverado, there was a nel ancholy interregnum
The queen and the crown prince with one accord fell sick

and, as | was sick to begin with, our |one position on Munt
Sai nt Hel ena was no | onger tenable, and we had to hurry back
to Calistoga and a cottage on the green. By that tinme we had
begun to realize the difficulties of our position. W had
found what an anount of |abour it cost to support life in our
red canyon; and it was the dearest desire of our hearts to
get a China-boy to go along with us when we returned. W
coul d have given hima whole house to hinself, self-
contained, as they say in the advertisenents; and on the
nmoney question we were prepared to go far. Kong Sam Kee, the
Cal i stoga washerman, was entrusted with the affair; and from
day to day it |anguished on, with protestati ons on our part

and nellifluous excuses on the part of Kong Sam Kee.



At | ength, about hal f-past eight of our last evening, wth

t he waggon ready harnessed to convey us up the grade, the
washerman, with a sonewhat sneering air, produced the boy.

He was a handsone, gentlemanly lad, attired in rich dark

bl ue, and shod with snowy white; but, alas! he had heard
runours of Silverado. He know it for a lone place on the
nmount ai n-side, with no friendly wash-house near by, where he
m ght snoke a pipe of opiumo' nights with other China-boys,
and lose his little earnings at the gane of tan; and he first
backed out for nore noney; and then, when that demand was
satisfied, refused to cone point-blank. He was wedded to his
wash- houses; he had no taste for the rural life; and we nust
go to our mountain servantless. It nmust have been near half
an hour before we reached that conclusion, standing in the

m dst of Calistoga high street under the stars, and the

Chi na- boy and Kong Sam Kee singing their pigeon English in

the sweetest voices and with the nbst nusical inflections.

We were not, however, to return alone; for we brought with us
Joe Strong, the painter, a nost good-natured conrade and a
capital hand at an onelette. | do not know in which capacity
he was nost valued - as a cook or a conpanion; and he did

excellently well in both.

The Kong Sam Kee negoti ati on had del ayed us unduly; it nust
have been hal f-past nine before we |eft Calistoga, and night
came fully ere we struck the bottomof the grade. 1 have
never seen such a night. It seened to throw calumy in the
teeth of all the painters that ever dabbled in starlight.

The sky itself was of a ruddy, powerful, namel ess, changing
col our, dark and glossy like a serpent's back. The stars, by
i nnunerable mllions, stuck boldly forth like |anps. The

m | ky way was bright, like a moonlit cloud; half heaven



seermed mi |l ky way. The greater luminaries shone each nore
clearly than a winter's moon. Their light was dyed in every
sort of colour - red, like fire; blue, like steel; green
like the tracks of sunset; and so sharply did each stand
forth inits own lustre that there was no appearance of that
flat, star-spangled arch we know so well in pictures, but all
the hol |l ow of heaven was one chaos of contesting lumnaries -
a hurry-burly of stars. Against this the hills and rugged

treetops stood out redly dark.

As we continued to advance, the |esser lights and m | ky ways
first grew pale, and then vani shed; the countless hosts of
heaven dw ndl ed i n nunber by successive mllions; those that
still shone had tenpered their exceeding brightness and
fallen back into their customary w stful distance; and the
sky declined fromits first bew | dering splendour into the
appearance of a common night. Slowy this change proceeded,
and still there was no sign of any cause. Then a whiteness
like mst was thrown over the spurs of the nountain. Yet a
while, and, as we turned a corner, a great |eap of silver
light and net of forest shadows fell across the road and upon
our wondering waggonful ; and, swi nming | ow anong the trees,
we behel d a strange, m sshapen, wani ng nmoon, half-tilted on

her back.

"Were are ye when the nmoon appears?" so the old poet sang,

hal f-taunting, to the stars, bent upon a courtly purpose.

"As the sunlight round the dimearth's midnight tower of
shadow pours,
Streanm ng past the dim w de portals,

View ess to the eyes of nortals,



Till it floods the noon's pale islet or the norning s golden

shores. "

So sings M. Trowbridge, with a noble inspiration. And so
had the sunlight flooded that pale islet of the noon, and her
lit face put out, one after another, that gal axy of stars.
The wonder of the drive was over; but, by sone nice
conjunction of clearness in the air and fit shadow in the
vall ey where we travelled, we had seen for a little while
that brave display of the m dnight heavens. It was gone, but
it had been; nor shall | ever again behold the stars with the
same mnd. He who has seen the sea conmoved with a great
hurricane, thinks of it very differently from hi mwho has
seen it only in a calm And the difference between a calm
and a hurricane is not greatly nore striking than that
between the ordinary face of night and the spl endour that
shone upon us in that drive. Two in our waggon knew ni ght as
she shines upon the tropics, but even that bore no

conmpari son. The nanel ess col our of the sky, the hues of the
star-fire, and the incredible projection of the stars

t hensel ves, starting fromtheir orbits, so that the eye
seenmed to distinguish their positions in the hollow of space
- these were things that we had never seen before and shal

never see again.

Meanwhile, in this altered night, we proceeded on our way
anong the scents and silence of the forest, reached the top
of the grade, wound up by Hanson's, and cane at last to a
stand under the flying gargoyle of the chute. Sam who had
been lying back, fast asleep, with the noon on his face, got
down, with the remark that it was pleasant "to be home." The

waggon turned and drove away, the noise gently dying in the



woods, and we cl anbered up the rough path, Caliban's great

feat of engineering, and cane hone to Sil verado.

The moon shone in at the eastern doors and w ndows, and over
the lunber on the platform The one tall pine beside. the

| edge was steeped in silver. Away up the canyon, a wild cat
wel comed us with three discordant squalls. But once we had
lit a candle, and began to review our inprovenents, honely in
ei ther sense, and count our stores, it was wonderful what a
feeling of possession and permanence grow up in the hearts of
the lords of Silverado. A bed had still to be nade up for
Strong, and the norning's water to be fetched, with clinking
pail; and as we set about these household duties, and showed
of f our wealth and conveni ences before the stranger, and had
a glass of wine, | think, in honour of our return, and
trooped at |length one after another up the flying bridge of
pl ank, and lay down to sleep in our shattered, noon-pierced
barrack, we were anobng t he happi est sovereigns in the world,
and certainly ruled over the nost contented people. Yet, in
our absence, the pal ace had been sacked. WId cats, so the
Hansons said, had broken in and carried off a side of bacon

a hatchet, and two knives.

EPI SCDES | N THE STORY OF A M NE

NO one could live at Silverado and not be curious about the
story of the mine. W were surrounded by so nmany evi dences
of expense and toil, we lived so entirely in the weck of

that great enterprise, like nmites in the ruins of a cheese,

that the idea of the old din and bustle haunted our repose.



Qur own house, the forge, the dunp, the chutes, the rails,
the wi ndl ass, the mass of broken plant; the two tunnels, one
far below in the green dell, the other on the platformwhere
we kept our w ne; the deep shaft, with the sun-glints and the
wat er - drops; above all, the | edge, that great gaping slice
out of the nountain shoul der, propped apart by wooden wedges,
on whose i mmedi ate margi n, hi gh above our heads, the one tal
pi ne precariously nodded - these stood for its greatness;
whi |l e, the dog-hutch, boot-jacks, old boots, old tavern
bills, and the very beds that we inherited from bygone

m ners, put in human touches and realized for us the story of

t he past.

I have sat on an old sl eeper, under the thick nadronas near
the forge, with just a | ook over the dunp on the green world
bel ow, and seen the sun |lying broad anong the weck, and
heard the silence broken only by the tinkling water in the
shaft, or a stir of the royal famly about the battered

pal ace, and ny m nd has gone back to the epoch of the

Stanl eys and the Chapmans, with a grand TUTTI of pick and
drill, hamrer and anvil, echoing about the canyon; the
assayer hard at it in our dining-room the carts bel ow on the
road, and their cargo of red mineral bounding and thundering
down the iron chute. And now all gone - all fallen away into
this sunny silence and desertion: a famly of squatters
dining in the assayer's office, making their beds in the big
sl eeping roomerstwhile so crowded, keeping their wine in the

tunnel that once rang w th picks.

But Silverado itself, although now fallen in its turn into
decay, was once but a nushroom and had succeeded to other
m nes and other flitting cities. Twenty years ago, away down

the glen on the Lake County side there was a pl ace, Jonestown



by name, with two thousand inhabitants dwelling under canvas,
and one roof ed house for the sale of whiskey. Round on the
western side of Mount Saint Helena, there was at the same
date, a second | arge encanpnent, its nane, if it ever had
one, lost for ne. Both of these have perished, |eaving not a
stick and scarce a nenory behind them Tide after tide of
hopeful miners have thus fl owed and ebbed about the nountain,
com ng and goi ng, now by | one prospectors, now with a rush
Last, in order of tinme cane Silverado, reared the big mll,
in the valley, founded the town which is now represented,
monunent al Iy, by Hanson's, pierced all these slaps and shafts

and tunnels, and in turn declined and di ed away.

"Qur noisy years seemnonents in the wake

O the eternal silence.™

As to the success of Silverado in its tine of being, two
reports were current. According to the first, six hundred

t housand dollars were taken out of that great upright seam
that still hung open above us on crazy wedges. Then the

| edge pinched out, and there followed, in quest of the

remai nder, a great drifting and tunnelling in all directions,
and a great consequent effusion of dollars, until, al

parties being sick of the expense, the mne was deserted, and
the town decanped. According to the second version, told ne
with much secrecy of manner, the whole affair, mne, mll,
and town, were parts of one mpjestic swindle. There had
never come any silver out of any portion of the mine; there
was no silver to cone. At midnight trains of packhorses

m ght have been observed wi ndi ng by devious tracks about the

shoul der of the nmountain. They cane fromfar away, from



Amador or Placer, laden with silver in "old cigar boxes."
They discharged their | oad at Silverado, in the hour of

sl eep; and before the norning they were gone again with their
mysterious drivers to their unknown source. |n this way,
twenty thousand pounds' worth of silver was snuggled in under
cover of night, in these old cigar boxes; mxed with
Silverado mineral; carted down to the mill; crushed,

anmal gated, and refined, and despatched to the city as the
proper product of the mine. Stock-jobbing, if it can cover
such expenses, nust be a profitable business in San

Fr anci sco.

| give these two versions as | got them But | place little
reliance on either, ny belief in history having been greatly
shaken. For it chanced that | had cone to dwell in Silverado
at a critical hour; great events in its history were about to
happen - did happen, as | amled to believe; nay, and it wll
be seen that | played a part in that revolution nyself. And
yet fromfirst to last | never had a glimer of an idea what
was goi ng on; and even now, after full reflection, profess
mysel f at sea. That there was sone obscure intrigue of the
cigar-box order, and that I, in the character of a wooden
puppet, set pen to paper in the interest of sonebody, so

much, and no nore, is certain.

Si | verado, then under ny inmedi ate sway, bel onged to one whom
I will call a M. Ronalds. | only knew hi mthrough the
extraordinarily distorting nediumof |ocal gossip, now as a
nonent ous j obber; now as a dupe to point an adage; and again,
and nuch nore probably, as an ordinary Christian gentleman
Iike you or ne, who had opened a mne and worked it for a
while with better and worse fortune. So, through a defective

wi ndow pane, you may see the passer-by shoot up into a



hunchbacked giant or dwindle into a potbellied dwarf.

To Ronal ds, at least, the m ne bel onged; but the notice by
whi ch he held it would ran out upon the 30th of June - or
rather, as | suppose, it had run out already, and the nonth
of grace would expire upon that day, after which any American
citizen might post a notice of his own, and nake Silverado
his. This, with a sort of quiet slyness, Rufe told me at an
early period of our acquaintance. There was no silver, of
course; the nmine "wasn't worth nothing, M. Stevens," but
there was a deal of old iron and wood around, and to gain
possession of this old wood and iron, and get a right to the
wat er, Rufe proposed, if | had no objections, to "junp the

claim"

O course, | had no objection. But |I was filled with wonder.
If all he wanted was the wood and iron, what, in the name of
fortune, was to prevent himtaking then? "H s right there
was none to dispute.” He mght lay hands on all to-norrow,
as the wild cats had | aid hands upon our knives and hatchet.
Besi des, was this mass of heavy mining plant worth
transportation? If it was, why had not the rightful owners
carted it away? If it was, would they not preserve their
title to these novabl es, even after they had lost their title
to the mine? And if it were not, what the better was Rufe?
Not hi ng woul d grow at Silverado; there was even no wood to
cut; beyond a sense of property, there was nothing to be
gained. Lastly, was it at all credible that Ronal ds woul d
forget what Rufe renenbered? The days of grace were not yet
over: any fine norning he m ght appear, paper in hand, and
enter for another year on his inheritance. However, it was
none of my business; all seened |legal; Rufe or Ronalds, all

was one to ne.



On the norning of the 27th, Ms. Hanson appeared with the
mlk as usual, in her sun-bonnet. The tine would be out on
Tuesday, she reninded us, and bade nme be in readiness to play
my part, though |I had no idea what it was to be. And suppose
Ronal ds cane? we asked. She received the idea wth derision,
| aughing aloud with all her fine teeth. He could not find
the mne to save his life, it appeared, without Rufe to guide
him Last year, when he cane, they heard him"up and down
the road a hollerin' and a raisin' Cain." And at |ast he had
to come to the Hansons in despair, and bid Rufe, "Junp into
your pants and shoes, and show nme where this old mine is,
anyway!" Seeing that Ronalds had laid out so nuch noney in
the spot, and that a beaten road led right up to the bottom
of the clunp, | thought this a renarkabl e exanple. The sense
of locality nmust be singularly in abeyance in the case of

Ronal ds.

That sane eveni ng, supper confortably over, Joe Strong busy
at work on a drawi ng of the dunp and the opposite hills, we
were all out on the platformtogether, sitting there, under
the tented heavens, with the sanme sense of privacy as if we
had been cabined in a parlour, when the sound of brisk
footsteps came nounting up the path. W pricked our ears at
this, for the tread seened lighter and firner than was usua
with our country neighbours. And presently, sure enough, two
town gentlenen, with cigars and kid gl oves, came debauchi ng

past the house. They |looked in that place |like a bl aspheny.

"Good evening," they said. For none of us had stirred; we

all sat stiff with wonder.

"Good evening," | returned; and then, to put themat their

ease, "A stiff clinb," | added.



"Yes," replied the | eader; "but we have to thank you for this

path."

| did not like the man's tone. None of us liked it. He did
not seem enbarrassed by the neeting, but threw us his remarks
i ke favours, and strode magisterially by us towards the

shaft and tunnel

Presently we heard his voice raised to his conpanion. "W
drifted every sort of way, but couldn't strike the |edge."
Then again: "It pinched out here.” And once nore: "Every
m nor that ever worked upon it says there's bound to be a

| edge somewhere. "

These were the snatches of his talk that reached us, and they
had a daming significance. W, the lords of Silverado, had
come face to face with our superior. It is the worst of all
quai nt and of all cheap ways of life that they bring us at
last to the pinch of some hunmiliation. | liked well enough
to be a squatter when there was none but Hanson by; before
Ronalds, | will own, | somewhat quailed. | hastened to do
himfealty, said | gathered he was the Squattee, and
apol ogi zed. He threatened ne with ejection, in a nmanner
grimy pleasant - nore pleasant to him | fancy, than to ne;
and then he passed off into praises of the forner state of
Silverado. "It was the busiest little nmining town you ever

saw. " a popul ati on of between a thousand and fifteen hundred
souls, the engine in full blast, the mll newy erected;
not hi ng goi ng but chanpagne, and hope the order of the day.
Ni nety thousand dollars canme out; a hundred and forty

thousand were put in, making a net loss of fifty thousand.

The | ast days, | gathered, the days of John Stanley, were not



so bright; the chanpagne had ceased to flow, the popul ation
was al ready nmoving el sewhere, and Silverado had begun to
wither in the branch before it was cut at the root. The |ast
shot that was fired knocked over the stove chi nmey, and nade
that hole in the roof of our barrack, through which the sun
was wont to visit slug-a-beds towards afternoon. A noisy,

| ast shot, to inaugurate the days of silence.

Throughout this interview, ny conscience was a good dea
exercised; and I was noved to throw myself on ny knees and
own the intended treachery. But then | had Hanson to
consider. | was in nmuch the same position as O d Row ey,

that royal hunourist, whom "the rogue had taken into his
confidence." And again, here was Ronalds on the spot. He
must know the day of the nonth as well as Hanson and |I. If a
broad hint were necessary, he had the broadest in the world.
For a | arge board had been nailed by the crown prince on the
very front of our house, between the door and w ndow, painted
in cinnabar - the pigment of the country - with doggre

rhymes and contunel i ous pictures, and announcing, in terns
unnecessarily figurative, that the trick was al ready pl ayed,
the claimalready junped, and Master Samthe |legitimte
successor of M. Ronalds. But no, nothing could save that
man; QUEM DEUS VULT PERDERE, PRI US DEMENTAT. As he cane so

he went, and left his rights dependi ng.

Late at night, by Silverado reckoning, and after we were al
abed, Ms. Hanson returned to give us the newest of her news.
It was like a scene in a ship's steerage: all of us abed in
our different tiers, the single candle struggling with the
darkness, and this plunp, handsone wonan, seated on an
upturned val i se beside the bunks, tal king and show ng her

fine teeth, and | aughing till the rafters rang. Any ship, to



be sure, with a hundredth part as many holes in it as our
barrack, must |ong ago have gone to her last port. Up to
that tine | had al ways inagi ned Ms. Hanson's |loquacity to be
mere incontinence, that she said what was uppernost for the
pl easure of speaking, and | aughed and | aughed again as a kind
of musical acconpaninent. But | now found there was an art
init, |I found it |less communicative than silence itself. |
wi shed to know why Ronal ds had come; how he had found his way
wi t hout Rufe; and why, being on the spot, he had not
refreshed his title. She talked interm nably on, but her
replies were never answers. She fled under a cloud of words;
and when | had nmade sure that she was purposely eluding ne, |
dropped the subject in my turn, and let her rattle where she

woul d.

She had cone to tell us that, instead of waiting for Tuesday,
the claimwas to be junped on the norrow. How? |f the tine
were not out, it was inpossible. Wwy? If Ronalds had comne
and gone, and done nothing, there was the | ess cause for
hurry. But again | could reach no satisfaction. The claim
was to be junped next norning, that was all that she would

condescend upon.

And yet it was not junped the next norning, nor yet the next,
and a whol e week had come and gone before we heard nore of
this exploit. That day week, however, a day of great heat,
Hanson, with a little roll of paper in his hand, and the
eternal pipe alight; Breedlove, his large, dull friend, to
act, | suppose, as witness; Ms. Hanson, in her Sunday best;
and all the children, fromthe ol dest to the youngest; -
arrived in a procession, tailing one behind another up the
path. Caliban was absent, but he had been chary of his

friendly visits since the row, and with that exception, the



whol e fam |y was gathered together as for a marriage or a
christening. Strong was sitting at work, in the shade of the
dwarf madronas near the forge; and they planted thensel ves
about himin a circle, one on a stone, another on the waggon
rails, a third on a piece of plank. Gadually the children
stole away up the canyon to where there was another chute,
somewhat smaller than the one across the dunp; and down this
chute, for the rest of the afternoon, they poured one

aval anche of stones after another, waking the echoes of the
glen. Meantinme we elders sat together on the platform
Hanson and his friend snoking in silence like |Indian sachens,
Ms. Hanson rattling on as usual with an adroit volubility,
sayi ng nothing, but keeping the party at their ease like a

courtly hostess.

Not a word occurred about the business of the day. Once,
twice, and thrice | tried to slide the subject in, but was
di scouraged by the stoic apathy of Rufe, and beaten down
before the pouring verbiage of his wife. There is nothing of
the Indian brave about nme, and | began to grill with

i npatience. At last, like a highway robber, | cornered
Hanson, and bade him stand and deliver his business.

Ther eupon he gravely rose, as though to hint that this was
not a proper place, nor the subject one suitable for squaws,
and I, following his exanple, led himup the plank into our
barrack. There he bestowed hinself on a box, and unrolled
his papers with fastidious deliberation. There were two
sheets of note-paper, and an old mning notice, dated My
30th, 1879, part print, part manuscript, and the latter nuch
obliterated by the rains. It was by this identical piece of
paper that the m ne had been held | ast year. For thirteen
months it had endured the weather and the change of seasons

on a cairn behind the shoul der of the canyon; and it was now



my busi ness, spreading it before ne on the table, and sitting
on a valise, to copy its ternms, with some necessary changes,
twice over on the two sheets of note-paper. One was then to
be placed on the sanme cairn - a "nound of rocks" the notice

put it; and the other to be |odged for registration

Ruf e watched ne, silently snoking, till | cane to the place
for the locator's name at the end of the first copy; and when
| proposed that he should sign, | thought | saw a scare in

his eye. "l don't think that'll be necessary,"” he said
slowy; "just you wite it down." Perhaps this nighty
hunter, who was the nost active nenber of the |ocal schoo
board, could not wite. There would be nothing strange in
that. The constable of Calistoga is, and has been for years,
a bed-ridden man, and, if | renenber rightly, blind. He had
nmore need of the emolunents than another, it was expl ai ned;
and it was easy for himto "depytize," with a strong accent

on the last. So friendly and so free are popul ar

institutions.

When | had done ny scrivening, Hanson strolled out, and
addressed Breedl ove, "WII| you step up here a bit?" and after
they had di sappeared a little while into the chaparral and
madr ona t hicket, they came back again, nminus a notice, and
the deed was done. The claimwas junped; a tract of
mount ai n-side, fifteen hundred feet [ong by six hundred wi de,
with all the earth's precious bowels, had passed from Ronal ds
to Hanson, and, in the passage, changed its nane fromthe
"Mamot h" to the "Calistoga.” | had tried to get Rufe to
call it after his wife, after hinself, and after CGarfield,
the Republican Presidential candidate of the hour - since
then el ected, and, alas! dead - but all was in vain. The

cl ai m had once been called the Calistoga before, and he



seened to feel safety in returning to that.

And so the history of that nine becane once nore plunged in
darkness, lit only by sone nonster pyrotechnical displays of
gossi p. And perhaps the nost curious feature of the whole
matter is this: that we should have dwelt in this quiet
corner of the nountains, with not a dozen nei ghbours, and yet
struggled all the while, |ike desperate swinmers, in this sea
of falsities and contradictions. \Werever a man is, there

will be alie.

TO LS AND PLEASURES

I MJUST try to convey sonme notion of our life, of how the days
passed and what pleasure we took in them of what there was
to do and how we set about doing it, in our nmountain

hermi tage. The house, after we had repaired the worst of the
damages, and filled in sone of the doors and wi ndows with
white cotton cloth, becane a healthy and a pl easant dwelling-
pl ace, always airy and dry, and haunted by the outdoor
perfumes of the glen. Wthin, it had the | ook of habitation
the hunan | ook. You had only to go into the third room
which we did not use, and see its stones, its sifting earth,
its tunbled litter; and then return to our |odging, with the
beds nade, the plates on the rack, the pail of bright water
behi nd the door, the stove crackling in a corner, and perhaps
the table roughly laid against a nmeal, - and nman's order, the
little clean spots that he creates to dwell in, were at once

contrasted with the rich passivity of nature. And yet our



house was everywhere so wecked and shattered, the air cane
and went so freely, the sun found so many portholes, the

gol den outdoor gl ow shone in so many open chinks, that we

enj oyed, at the sane tine, sone of the conforts of a roof and
much of the gaiety and brightness of al fresco life. A
singl e shower of rain, to be sure, and we should have been
drowned out like mice. But ours was a Californian sumer,
and an earthquake was a far likelier accident than a shower

of rain.

Trustful in this fine weather, we kept the house for kitchen
and bedroom and used the platformas our summer parl our

The sense of privacy, as | have said al ready, was conpl ete.
We coul d | ook over the clunp on niles of forest and rough
hilltop; our eyes commanded sone of Napa Valley, where the
train ran, and the little country townships sat so close
together along the line of the rail. But here there was no
man to intrude. None but the Hansons were our visitors.
Even they canme but at long intervals, or twice daily, at a
stated hour, with mlk. So our days, as they were never
interrupted, drew out to the greater length; hour nelted
insensibly into hour; the household duties, though they were
many, and sone of them |l aborious, dwindled into nere islets
of business in a sea of sunny day-tine; and it appears to ne,
| ooki ng back, as though the far greater part of our life at
Sil verado had been passed, propped upon an el bow, or seated
on a plank, listening to the silence that there is anong the

hills.

My work, it is true, was over early in the norning. | rose
before any one else, lit the stove, put on the water to boil
and strolled forth upon the platformto wait till it was

ready. Silverado would then be still in shadow, the sun



shining on the nmountain higher up. A clean snell of trees, a
smell of the earth at norning, hung in the air. Regularly,
every day, there was a single bird, not singing, but
awkwar dl y chirruping anong the green nmadronas, and the sound
was cheerful, natural, and stirring. It did not hold the
attention, nor interrupt the thread of nmeditation, like a

bl ackbird or a nightingale; it was nere woodl and prattle, of
whi ch the mind was conscious |like a perfume. The freshness
of these norning seasons remained with nme far on into the

day.

As soon as the kettle boiled, |I nade porridge and coffee; and
that, beyond the literal drawi ng of water, and the
preparation of kindling, which it would be hyperbolical to
call the hewi ng of wood, ended ny donestic duties for the
day. Thenceforth my w fe | aboured single-handed in the

pal ace, and |I lay or wandered on the platformat ny own sweet
will. The little corner near the forge, where we found a
refuge under the nmadronas fromthe unsparing early sun, is

i ndeed connected in ny mind with sone ni ght mare encounters
over Euclid, and the Latin Granmar. These were known as
Sam s | essons. He was supposed to be the victimand the
sufferer; but here there nust have been sonme m sconception
for whereas | generally retired to bed after one of these
engagenents, he was no sooner set free than he dashed up to
the Chinaman's house, where he had installed a printing
press, that great elenment of civilization, and the sound of
his | abours would be faintly audi bl e about the canyon hal f

t he day.

To wal k at all was a | aborious business; the foot sank and
slid, the boots were cut to pieces, anong sharp, uneven

rolling stones. Wen we crossed the platformin any



direction, it was usual to lay a course, followi ng as nmuch as
possible the Iine of waggon rails. Thus, if water were to be
drawn, the water-carrier left the house along sone tilting

pl anks that we had laid down, and not |aid down very well
These carried himto that great highroad, the railway; and
the railway served himas far as to the head of the shaft.

But fromthence to the spring and back again he nade the best
of his unai ded way, staggering anmong the stones, and wadi ng
in lowgrowh of the cal canthus, where the rattl esnakes | ay
hissing at his passage. Yet | liked to draw water. |t was
pl easant to dip the gray netal pail into the clean

col ourl ess, cool water; pleasant to carry it back, with the
water ripping at the edge, and a broken sunbeam quivering in

the mdst.

But the extreme roughness of the wal king confined us in
comon practice to the platform and indeed to those parts of
it that were nost easily accessible along the line of rails.
The rails came straight forward fromthe shaft, here and
there overgrown with little green bushes, but still entire,
and still carrying a truck, which it was Sanis delight to
trundle to and fro by the hour with various |adings. About

m dway down the platform the railroad trended to the right,

| eavi ng our house and coasting along the far side within a
few yards of the nadronas and the forge, and not far of the
latter, ended in a sort of platformon the edge of the dunp.
There, in old days, the trucks were tipped, and their |oad
sent thundering down the chute. There, besides, was the only
spot where we coul d approach the margin of the dunp.

Anywhere el se, you took your life in your right hand when you
came within a yard and a half to peer over. For at any
monent the dunp might begin to slide and carry you down and

bury you below its ruins. |ndeed, the nei ghbourhood of an



old mine is a place beset with dangers. For as still as
Silverado was, at any nmonment the report of rotten wood ni ght
tell us that the platformhad fallen into the shaft; the dunmp
m ght begin to pour into the road below, or a wedge slip in
the great upright seam and hundreds of tons of nountain bury

the scene of our encanpnent.

| have already conpared the dunp to a rampart, built
certainly by some rude people, and for prehistoric wars. It
was |ikewise a frontier. Al bel ow was green and woodl and,
the tall pines soaring one above another, each with a firm
outline and full spread of bough. Al above was arid, rocky,
and bald. The great spout of broken mineral, that had damed
the canyon up, was a creature of man's handiwork, its

mat erial dug out with a pick and powder, and spread by the
service of the tracks. But nature herself, in that upper
district, seenmed to have had an eye to nothing besides

m ni ng; and even the natural hill-side was all sliding grave
and precarious boulder. Cose at the nargin of the well

| eaves woul d decay to skel etons and nunm es, which at |ength
some stronger gust would carry clear of the canyon and
scatter in the subjacent woods. Even noisture and decaying
vegetable matter could not, with all nature's al cheny,

concoct enough soil to nourish a few poor grasses. It is the
same, they say, in the neighbourhood of all silver mnes; the
nature of that precious rock being stubborn with quartz and
poi sonous with cinnabar. Both were plenty in our Silverado.
The stones sparkled white in the sunshine with quartz; they
were all stained red with cinnabar. Here, doubtless, cane
the Indians of yore to paint their faces for the war-path;
and cinnabar, if | remenber rightly, was one of the few
articles of Indian commerce. Now, Samhad it in his

undi st urbed possession, to pound down and sl ake, and paint



his rude designs with. But to nme it had always a fine
flavour of poetry, conpounded out of Indian story and

Hawt hor nden' s al | usi on

"Desire, alas! | desire a Zeuxis new,
From I ndi es borrowi ng gold, from Eastern skies

Most bright cinoper

Yet this is but half the picture; our Silverado platform has
another side to it. Though there was no soil, and scarce a
bl ade of grass, yet out of these tunbled gravel - heaps and

br oken boul ders, a flower garden bl oomed as at hone in a
conservatory. Calcanthus crept, like a hardy weed, all over
our rough parlour, choking the railway, and pushing forth its

rusty, aromatic cones from between two bl ocks of shattered

m neral. Azal eas nade a big snow bed just above the well.
The shoul der of the hill waved white with Mediterranean
heath. In the crannies of the | edge and about the spurs of

the tall pine, a red flowering stone-plant hung in clusters.
Even the low, thorny chaparral was thick with pea-like

bl ossom Close at the foot of our path nutnmegs prospered,
delightful to the sight and snmell. At sunrise, and again
late at night, the scent of the sweet bay trees filled the
canyon, and the down-bl owi ng ni ght wi nd nust have borne it

hundreds of feet into the outer air.

Al'l this vegetation, to be sure, was stunted. The nadrona
was here no bigger than the manzanita; the bay was but a
stripling shrub; the very pines, with four or five exceptions
in all our upper canyon, were not so tall as nyself, or but a
little taller, and the nost of them cane |ower than ny waist.

For a prosperous forest tree, we nust | ook bel ow, where the



glen was crowded with green spires. But for flowers and
ravi shing perfune, we had none to envy: our heap of road-
netal was thick with bloom like a hawthorn in the front of
June; our red, baking angle in the nountain, a |laboratory of
poi gnant scents. It was an endl ess wonder to ny mnd, as
dreaned about the platform followi ng the progress of the
shadows, where the madrona with its | eaves, the azal ea and
cal canthus with their bl ossons, could find nmoisture to
support such thick, wet, waxy growths, or the bay tree
collect the ingredients of its perfunme. But there they al
grew t oget her, healthy, happy, and happy-nmaki ng, as though

rooted in a fathom of bl ack soil

Nor was it only vegetable |ife that prospered. W had,

i ndeed, few birds, and none that had nuch of a voice or
anything worthy to be called a song. M norning conrade had
a thin chirp, unnusical and nonotonous, but friendly and

pl easant to hear. He had but one rival: a fellowwth an
ostentatious cry of near an octave descendi ng, not one note
of which properly followed another. This is the only bird
ever knew with a wong ear; but there was sonething

enthral ling about his performance. You |istened and

| istened, thinking each time he nust surely get it right; but
no, it was always wong, and al ways wong the same way. Yet
he seenmed proud of his song, delivered it with execution and
a manner of his own, and was charning to his mate. A very

i ncorrect, incessant human whistler had thus a chance of
knowi ng how his own nusic pleased the world. Two great birds
- eagles, we thought - dwelt at the top of the canyon, anong
the crags that were printed on the sky. Now and agai n, but
very rarely, they wheel ed high over our heads in silence, or
with a distant, dying scream and then, with a fresh inpul se

wi nged fleetly forward, dipped over a hilltop, and were gone.



They seened sol etm and ancient things, sailing the blue air:
per haps co-oeval with the nmountain where they haunted,
per haps emigrants from Rone, where the glad | egi ons nay have

shouted to behold themon the norn of battle.

But if birds were rare, the place abounded with rattl esnakes
- the rattl esnake's nest, it m ght have been nanmed. \Wherever
we brushed anong the bushes, our passage woke their angry
buzz. One dwelt habitually in the wood-pile, and sonetines,
when we cane for firewood, thrust up his small head between
two | ogs, and hissed at the intrusion. The rattle has a

| egendary credit; it is said to be awe-inspiring, and, once
heard, to stamp itself for ever in the menory. But the sound
is not at all alarnmng; the humof many insects, and the buzz
of the wasp convince the ear of danger quite as readily. As
a matter of fact, we lived for weeks in Silverado, com ng and
going, with rattles sprung on every side, and it never
occurred to us to be afraid. | used to take sun-baths and do
calisthenics in a certain pleasant nook anong azal ea and

cal canthus, the rattles whizzing on every side |ike spinning-
wheel s, and the conbi ned hiss or buzz rising | ouder and
angrier at any sudden novenent; but | was never in the |east

i npressed, nor ever attacked. It was only towards the end of
our stay, that a man down at Calistoga, who was expatiating
on the terrifying nature of the sound, gave ne at |ast a very
good imtation; and it burst on ne at once that we dwelt in
the very netropolis of deadly snakes, and that the rattle was
simply the comonest noise in Silverado. |nmediately on our
return, we attacked the Hansons on the subject. They had
formerly assured us that our canyon was favoured, |ike
Ireland, with an entire imunity from poi sonous reptiles;

but, with the perfect inconsequence of the natural nan, they

were no sooner found out than they went off at score in the



contrary direction, and we were told that in no part of the

world did rattlesnakes attain to such a nonstrous bi gness as
anong the warm flower-dotted rocks of Silverado. This is a
contribution rather to the natural history of the Hansons,

than to that of snakes

One person, however, better served by his instinct, had known
the rattle fromthe first; and that was Chuchu, the dog. No
rational creature has ever |ed an existence nore poi soned by
terror than that dog's at Silverado. Every whiz of the
rattl e nade himbound. His eyes rolled; he trenbled; he
woul d be often wet with sweat. One of our great nysteries
was his terror of the mountain. A little away above our

nook, the azal eas and al nost all the vegetation ceased.

Dwar f pines not big enough to be Christnas trees, grewthinly
anong | oose stone and gravel scaurs. Here and there a big
boul der sat quiescent on a knoll, having paused there til

the next rain in his long slide down the nountain. There was
here no anbuscade for the snakes, you could see clearly where
you trod; and yet the higher | went, the nore abject and
appeal i ng becane Chuchu's terror. He was an excellent master
of that conposite |anguage in which dogs conmunicate with
nen, and he would assure ne, on his honour, that there was
some peril on the mountain; appeal to ne, by all that | held
holy, to turn back; and at length, finding all was in vain,
and that | still persisted, ignorantly fool hardy, he would
suddenly whi p round and make a bee-line down the slope for
Silverado, the gravel showering after him Wat was he
afraid of? There were adnittedly brown bears and California
lions on the mountain; and a grizzly visited Rufe's poultry
yard not | ong before, to the unspeakabl e alarm of Caliban

who dashed out to chastise the intruder, and found hinself,

by nmoonlight, face to face with such a tartar. Sonething at



| east there nust have been: sone hairy, dangerous brute
| odged permanently anong the rocks a little to the north-west
of Silverado, spending his sumer thereabout, with wife and

famly.

And there was, or there had been, another aninmal. Once,
under the broad daylight, on that open stony hillside, where
t he baby pines were growi ng, scarcely tall enough to be a
badge for a MacG egor's bonnet, | came suddenly upon his

i nnocent body, lying munmified by the dry air and sun: a

pi gnmy kangaroo. | amingloriously ignorant of these

subj ects; had never heard of such a beast; thought mnyself
face to face with sonme inconparable sport of nature; and
began to cherish hopes of imortality in science. Rarely
have | been conscious of a stranger thrill than when | raised
that singular creature fromthe stones, dry as a board, his
i nnocent heart long quiet, and all warmwi th sunshine. His
long hind legs were stiff, his tiny forepaws cl utched upon
his breast, as if to leap; his poor life cut short upon that
mount ai n by some unknown accident. But the kangaroo rat, it
proved, was no such unknown ani mal; and ny discovery was

not hi ng.

Crickets were not wanting. | thought I could nake out
exactly four of them each with a corner of his own, who used
to make night nusical at Silverado. In the matter of voice
they far excelled the birds, and their ringing whistle
sounded fromrock to rock, calling and replying the sanme
thing, as in a meaningless opera. Thus, children in ful
health and spirits shout together, to the di smay of

nei ghbours; and their idle, happy, deafening vociferations
rise and fall, like the song of the crickets. | used to sit

at night on the platform and wonder why these creatures were



so happy; and what was wong with man that he also did not
wind up his days with an hour or two of shouting; but I
suspect that all long-lived aninmals are solemm. The dogs

al one are hardly used by nature; and it seens a nanifest
injustice for poor Chuchu to die in his teens, after alife
so shadowed and troubl ed, continually shaken with alarm and

the tear of elegant sentinent permanently in his eye.

There was anot her nei ghbour of ours at Silverado, small but
very active, a destructive fellow This was a black, ugly
fly - a bore, the Hansons called him- who |ived by hundreds
in the boarding of our house. He entered by a round hol e,
nmore neatly pierced than a man could do it with a ginmet, and
he seens to have spent his life in cutting out the interior
of the plank, but whether as a dwelling or a store-house, |
could never find. When | used to lie in bed in the norning
for a rest - we had no easy-chairs in Silverado - | would
hear, hour after hour, the sharp cutting sound of his

| abours, and fromtine to tine a dainty shower of sawdust
woul d fall upon the blankets. There lives no nore

i ndustrious creature than a bore.

And now that | have named to the reader all our aninmals and
insects wthout exception - only I find | have forgotten the
flies - he will be able to appreciate the singular privacy
and silence of our days. It was not only man who was
excluded: aninmals, the song of birds, the I owi ng of cattle,
the bl eating of sheep, clouds even, and the variations of the
weat her, were here also wanting; and as, day after day, the
sky was one done of blue, and the pines bel ow us stood
notionless in the still air, so the hours thensel ves were

mar ked out from each other only by the series of our own

affairs, and the sun's great period as he ranged westward



t hrough the heavens. The two birds cackled a while in the
early norning; all day the water tinkled in the shaft, the
bores ground sawdust in the planking of our crazy pal ace -

i nfinitesimal sounds; and it was only with the return of

ni ght that any change would fall on our surroundings, or the

four crickets begin to flute together in the dark

I ndeed, it would be hard to exaggerate the pleasure that we
took in the approach of evening. Qur day was not very |ong,
but it was very tiring. To trip along unsteady planks or
wade anong shifting stones, to go to and fro for water, to

cl amber down the glen to the Toll House after meat and
letters, to cook, to make fires and beds, were all exhausting
to the body. Life out of doors, besides, under the fierce
eye of day, draws largely on the animal spirits. There are
certain hours in the afternoon when a man, unless he is in
strong health or enjoys a vacant mind, would rather creep
into a cool corner of a house and sit upon the chairs of
civilization. About that time, the sharp stones, the planks,
t he upturned boxes of Silverado, began to grow irksonme to ny
body; | set out on that hopel ess, never-ending quest for a
nmore confortable posture; | would be fevered and weary of the
staring sun; and just then he would begin courteously to

wi t hdraw hi s count enance, the shadows | engthened, the
aromatic airs awoke, and an indescribable but happy change

announced the comi ng of the night.

The hours of evening, when we were once curtained in the
friendly dark, sped lightly. Even as with the crickets,

ni ght brought to us a certain spirit of rejoicing. It was
good to taste the air; good to mark the dawning of the stars,
as they increased their glittering conpany; good, too, to

gat her stones, and send them crashing down the chute, a wave



of light. It seemed, in sonme way, the reward and the
fulfilment of the day. So it is when men dwell in the open
air; it is one of the sinple pleasures that we |ose by living
cribbed and covered in a house, that, though the coning of
the day is still the nost inspiriting, yet day's departure,

al so, and the return of night refresh, renew, and quiet us;
and in the pastures of the dusk we stand, |ike cattle,

exulting in the absence of the |oad.

Qur nights wore never cold, and they were always still, but
for one remarkabl e exception. Regularly, about nine o'clock
a warmw nd sprang up, and blew for ten nminutes, or maybe a
quarter of an hour, right down the canyon, fanning it well
out, airing it as a nother airs the night nursery before the
children sleep. As far as | could judge, in the clear
darkness of the night, this wind was purely local: perhaps
dependant on the configuration of the glen. At least, it was
very wel come to the hot and weary squatters; and if we were
not abed already, the springing up of this lilliputian

val | ey-wi nd woul d often be our signal to retire.

I was the last to go to bed, as | was still the first to
rise. Mny a night | have strolled about the platform
taking a bath of darkness before | slept. The rest would be
in bed, and even fromthe forge | could hear themtal king
toget her frombunk to bunk. A single candle in the neck of a
pint bottle was their only illunm nation; and yet the old
cracked house seened literally bursting with the light. It
shone keen as a knife through all the vertical chinks; it
struck upward through the broken shingles; and through the
eastern door and window, it fell in a great splash upon the
t hi cket and the overhangi ng rock. You would have said a

conflagration, or at the least a roaring forge; and behol d,



it was but a candle. O perhaps it was yet nore strange to
see the procession noving bedwards round the corner of the
house, and up the plank that brought us to the bedroom door
under the i mense spread of the starry heavens, down in a
crevice of the giant nountain these few human shapes, wth
their unshiel ded taper, nade so di sproportionate a figure in
the eye and nmind. But the nore he is alone with nature, the
greater man and his doings bulk in the consideration of his
fellownmen. Mles and niles away upon the opposite hill-
tops, if there were any hunter belated or any traveller who
had | ost his way, he nmust have stood, and watched and
wondered, fromthe tinme the candle issued fromthe door of
the assayer's office till it had nounted the plank and

di sappeared again into the mners' dormtory.

End



