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THE CRUISE OF A MODERN PRAIRIE SCHOONER 
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-------------------
The sun was setting. The slough that joined the two 

lakes glowed red as it curved in and out and coiled among the 
tules. Beyond, the sand ancl sage stretched away to the North. 
Following the water line that lay in front of me, were terns 
flitting and catching up their food. Ducks were hurrying home 
from the feeding ground. A long line of white pelicans swerved 
up and down as they moved across the pink sky line like a huge 
water-snake. From out over the lake sounded the distant 'quorks' 
of herons as the pink and purple faded from the sky and night 
settled over the face of the marsh and 'mesa. 

We had reached Narrows at midday, ~-~•"444¢: ~<::$\\'! -• . 
Late that afternoon I was lounging on the steps in front of the 
store with Buck Nolan and one of the cow punchers from the Dou-
ble 0 Ranch. Two long freighters pulled in with lead, swing and 
trail wagons loaded from stem to stern. The accumulation of 
dust covered all with a dull coat of gray. 

"How long out, Shorty?" Buck asked , as the driver slid 
from the right wheel horse and stretched his legs. 

"Eighteen days here , there and back , and long dry 
ones," he replied. 

To-day when ·one gets a hundred and fifty or two hun-
dred miles from the shriek and roar of the locomotive , he begins 
to sense the real nature and size of the country. One can do 
this in southeastern Oregon. If you go on south of Malheur Lake 
into the P Ha.nch country , you get further and further from the 
outside world . It takes matl fi..ve days to get to Portland, or 
in other words we were as far from Portland as if we had been in 
New York City. 

As I watched the unloading of the wagons , I saw sever-
al cases of c~nned meat dumped on the platform. The ranger rears 
his herd and drives them one hundred and fifty miles where he 
loads them in cars and they are rolled fifteen hundred miles 
further to Chicago. Later his cattle come back over the same 
sixteen hundred and fifty mil es and are delivered to the orig-
inal owners all cased and tinned and labelled with a lithograph 
cow to show what the can contains . 

If one glances at a map of the United States as we 
did two years ago , he will find that a part of Idaho, Nevada, 
northern California and the whole sout heas tern Oregon country 
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is the largest tract of land within our borders untraversed by 
railroads. On the maps this region is a sort of a blank. A few 
lakes, streams and mountains are scattered here and there, but 
half of them are not in the right location. The ordinary map of 
t.o-day is about as indefinite and inadequate concerning south-
eastern Oregon, as if we should consult a map of New York pub-
lished over two hundred years ago. A man may think he can get a 
good idea of a country by rolling over it in a Pullman, but to 
know what the land is made of, you have to go slower. The way 
to get first hand iriformation is to take one's time, travel lei-
surely and camp through tlle country. 

It was a matter of about $100 expense to remove the en-
tire top of our automobile and build a new body to the machine. 
This was constructed so it looked a go od deal like a modern 
prairie schooner. In the body of the machine on each side were 
built two long lockers on the top of which fitted two cushicned 
seats in omnibus fashion. The cushion in the front seat was ta-
ken out each night and fitted in between the two side seats so 
the whole made a very good sleeping place. The top and sides of 
the machines were canvas, and the latter could be rolled up or 
let down. At the back end of each long locker was a fifteen-gal-
lon cask for gasoline; on the running boards on each side we car-
ried a ten-gallon cask; as well as a tool chest and a cupboard. 
With the rear tank, this enabled us to take seventy-five gallons 
of fuel. In addition, two fifty-five gallon casks were freight-
ed into the country by way of Vale for future use. The back end 
of the machine dropped down and furnished a very good standing 
lunch counter. We carried a complete camping outfit. With a 
small gasoline torch and a cooking frame, we could get a very 
good meal in the machine in case of wet weather. The machine 
solved the problem of a good comfortable sleeping place with a 
cover over our heads for iainy weather. We could make or break 
camp in short order and cover a good deal more ground in a day 
than with the old style prairie schooner. 

The eastern and western parts of Oregon are like two 
different states, separated by the barrier of the C~scade Range. 
It is very difficult to cross these mountains in the early spring, 
so we shipped our machine by boat up the Columbia River to The 
Dalles and set out South. 

I had often tried to picture in my own mind the . looks 
of this country that has bee~ called "our last frontier ." Is it 
really a desert waste, or is it a country of undeveloped sources? 
At the government land office at Burns they told me they had the 
records of 11>000,000 acres of vacant land. Here are 30,000 
acres at tbe Lakeview land office, that have just been thrown 
open to entry. The date of filing and selection is December 26th. 
A great deal of land to the north of Lake county is open to set-
tlement under the 320-acre dry farming act . But a man doesn 't 
want land unless it is good for something. 
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As soon as we set out Southward from The Dalles , we be-
gan to get a good idea of the country• t~a~s:-t-0 t11e Oiith. 
The country itself might pass for Iowa or any other central 
state , except that instead of the fields spread out in a level 
stretch, they are rolled up a.nd dO\'Yt:. into wavy hills stretching 
on and on . These hills were originally covered with sage brush , 
and at f'irst glance I thought they would be rocky ano. of poor 
soil . Not so ; the soil is black and rich . Most of these hills 
are under cultivation. Wheat is the crop of Wasco County . 

The next morning I went ever to a nearby farm h ou s e 
where I saw a genial-hearted rancher working in the garden . I 
hitched my leg over his fence and we were soon discussing c rqps. 

"This is the first rain we have had for almost two 
months , and it ' ~' worth more than a million d.olle.rs to our wheat 
crop ," he .saicl. I thought that was merely an extravagant ex-
pression , but after we had traveled through the rolling country 
for a day , and seen hills piling upon hills , across big and lit-
tle valleys and stretching on and on , most of them carpeted 
green with gr owing crops ; I understood these were not extr ava -
gant words . Winter wheat was over a foot high and thick , a nd 
spring wheat was well sprouted , but both had reached the stage 
where moisture was a necessity . 

" If you think this i s not the land for wheat , you 
ought to come during the 1harvest season when our big combines 
are cutting , threshing and sacking ," he continued. "We are pro -
duc ing 15 , 000 , 000 bushels of wheat a year , and that amount wi l l 
be doubled if ever this vast region t o the south i s opened up by 
a railroad . Perhaps you do not know thAt Portland is the second 
wheat-shipping port in the United States ; she ranks next t o New 
York , this year shipping approximately $10 , 000 , 000 worth ." 

As we pe.ssed out of the wheat belt , and drew a.way f ur-
ther from the railroad , crops changed from wheat to alfalfa . The 
rancher can no longer afford to make the long haul to the rail-
road , so he has to feed his produce into sheep and cattle and 
drive them 'Out once or twice a year . Here is a land of immens e 
ranches , large areas that have not been cleared of sage btush , 
and fertile valleys that are used for nothing but pasture • 

• The day after the rain , the sun rose in a clear sky. 
To lighten the +cad up some of the slippery hills , I se t out 
ah ead . On the top of a maple tree that grew at the roadside , a 
mea dowlark scattered its full rich notes out over the fi e l d, 
another sang from the fence and anot her from a te l egraph pole, 
t il l t h e chor us r ang out over the fields and up and down the 
hills. · 

A l i t t l e beyond and at the side of t h e road , I saw 
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a burrowing owl sitting at the entrance of his home. He bowed 
to me geveral times as I came nea rer and then deserted his nest 
when I got within fifteen fe et. At the entrance of his burrow, 
I found hal f a tubful of fur and small bones, the remains of 
many a banquet of mice and squirrels. 

Among the animals of the region, tbe porcupine is a 
resident of the thorn thickets up and down the canons. At noon 
the next day, I found one up a juniper tree. He had such a bat-
tery of spear points in his tail that he baffled all our attempts 
to get him down. 

That evening after we had finished supper, the fire 
had died down and we were about ready for bed, when a half-grown 
skunk walked into our midst. He ambled up and took a sniff at 
the frying-pan. My companion reached for a stick of .wood, but 
on second thought his better judgment checked his haste. I slip-
ped on my shoes and went a little closer. When I got within 
about six feet, the gentle pussy began stamping his front feet 
and swinging around rather recklessly. I shouted "Skat! Shoo!" 
at him and started to wave my hand, when I beheld another pussy 
about twice as large, in the background. And at her tail came 
another youngster. It looked to me as if they had the drop on 
us, and I was ready to surrender. 

A skunk is a harmless little beast, often misunder-
stood and ma ligned. The trouble is, most people do not know how 
to handle a skunk. If he is suspended by his tail he is entirely 
harmless. All you have to do is not to scare him or get him ex-
cited, and then at the right moment grasp him by the bushy tail 
and swing him quickly in the air. As long as his feet do not 
touch terra firma, the skunk's only weapons, his scent glands, 
are powerless so you can carry him or put him where you- wish. 

All thJ.s I had learned from Mr. John Burroughs whose 
authority as a naturalist few wi ll dispute. Yet in the face of 
this, I had to argue for half an hour to get my companion to try 
the trick. The telling argument came from the fact that he had 
two suits of clothes, and I had but one. When the young skunk 
was lifted out from among our dishes, he behaved in a very gen-
tlemanly manner, much to my disgust • . 

I shall never forget our long early morning run out of 
Shaniko. We set out before daylight to get ahead of a line of 
freight wagons. We drove for about twenty miles along a high 
ridge country, rocky and barren, with the wind driving straight 
from the snows of the high Cascades. There are several snow-
capped mountains that looked but a short distance away, Mt. Hood, 
Mt. Jefferson, and the Three Sisters. I never endured a more 
biting cold that seemed to eat right into a man's vitals. 
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We needed the thickest clothing. Yet after a drive of about 
three hours, we suddenly descended into a warm little valley. 
And we were soon preparing breakfast in our shirt sleeves with 
the air as mild as one could wish . In three hours , the change 
seemed like going from the Arctic Circle to the Equator . 

About eighty miles southeast of The Dalles, we came to 
the edge of the canon of the Des Chutes River. From the high 
lookout we could look far across the rolling hills of the sur-
roundi ng country. It was a. seven mile run winding down the 
mountain sid~ to Sherar ' s Bridge . It was a hard rocky three 
mile pull up the other side ;-0 the level country beyond . 

r: i iJ t• I ' ~t 1 f . 

11~or many years e-&a-tEH'N.-Gregon as awaited the coming 
of a railroad. "Wait till eastern Ore ' n builds up ," said the 
railroad men , and she did wa it for many years . A short time ago 
the owners of two transcontinental systems suddenly changed tac-
tics. The Hill interests decided that eastern Oregon was too 
big a prize to keep under cover . The Harriman people suddenly 
became enthusiastic . As a result , two great railroads were stum-
bling over each other and fighting tooth and nail to lay their 
tracks up the Des Chutes Canon into central Oregon . 

In this day of co - operation and ent erprise, a dispute 
of th1s kind is generally settled by the arrangement of tracking 
privileges on one line for both roads. Not so in thi s case. · A 
productive territory as big as the stat e of New York is too 
large a bone of contention . As many as ten thousand men have 
been at work at one time here in this canon where two -big rivals 
are paralleling each other for more than a hundred miles . Dur-
ing the past summer the presidents of both of these systems made 
long trips in order to see this country . By the first of ]'eb-
ruary, 1911, the Oregon Trunk Railway, which is an enterprise 
of the Hill people, will have a p hundred and fifteen miles of 
track in usage running up the Des Chutes Canon to the plains of 
Central Oregon . The prairie schooners are now on their last 
trek in the van of the railroad. The stage driver is taking 
his last stand against the automobile , a machine which he hates 
as an ordinary woman does a rattlesnake. The cowboy will soon 
be displac ed by the plowboy. 

As we journeyed on south from the Des Chutes, we passed 
a great deal of high ridge land that is . rocky and good for noth-
ing in particular except grazing . Yet here and there one comes 
to the edge of the rim rock where the land breaks away into 
small valleys that are very fertile, and well watered . 

We pulled up in front of the store at Hay Creek Ranch. 
Two young men wearing sombreros and chaps greeted us . 

"Workin ' for the railroad?" 
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"Surveyin' or lookin' for land?" 

"Are you with the Government?" 

These and half a dozen other questions were fired at 
me almost before I was out of the machine. It was so al1 along 
the line from The Dalles to Burns. Central Oregon is still in 
ch ps and spurs but these were not backwoods farmers, or igno-
rant cow-boys. Many of them are well educated men. of means. 
They like the life on the range. They have land that will pro-
duce record crops and roll up the bank account if a railroad 
will only build within hauling distance. 

The holdings of the Baldwin Sheep and Land Company 
in the Hay Creek Valley are typical of a large eastern Oregon 
ranch. In 1873, Dr . Baldwin, who was an artist in wool and 
mutton, hunted the whole western country for a good place to 
produce prize winners. He selected Hay Creek and shipped a 
fine band of registered Spanish Merinos to the railroad termi-
nus and then trailed them across the Blue Mountains for a thou-
sand miles. The object was to produce a grade of sheep that . 
were hardy, meaty and woolly. This has been accomplished in the 
Baldwin sheep, which is perhaps the highest type of wool and 
mutton animal. It is the combination of the best blood in the 
Merino, Delaine and Rambouillet types. It is a sheep that 
sheares about twelve pounds of wool for a mature ewe weighing 
one hundred and twenty-five pounds, or about twenty-five pounds 
of wool from a mature ram weighing two hundred pounds. 

The day we reached Hay Creek, they had finished shear-
ing about 30,000 sheep in eighteen days, from which they se-
cured about 300 , 000 pounds of wool. This is but a small part 
of what the great flocks produced that range far and wide from 
the Cascades east over the sage brush slopes and fertile val-
leys of eastern Oregon. Last year the wool crop for the state 
was 20 , 450 1 000 pounds. Eut the reign of cattle and sheEp kings 
is nearirg its close , for the big Hay Creek R~nch, like many 
·others of eastern Oregon , is to be cut up and sold anent the 
coming of the railroad . 

The pleasure in a thousand mile trip through eastern 
Oregon is in taking one ' s time to see the country . As a rule 
we had good roads. Where there was nothing to see , we steamed 
along rapidly , or where there was any object, we cut out into 
sage brush . We always had good camps with plenty of water. 
Two days on Crooked River and two more along in the forest re-
serve were among the most enjoyable of the trip. 

I 
tJ 1 .... 

If ones gets the idea , as I did , that all of g.u. best 
timber is in the Cascades and Coast Ral"1ge Mountains, he Wi 1 
be surprised to see the splendid pine forests further east , 
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especially in the Blue Mountains . Here on the long slopes and 
the adjoining ranges , the new railway lines will seek their 
first important tonnage . The whole eastern slope of the Cas-
cades affords one of the largest bodies of timber in the United 
States. But of the ~),000,000,000 , feet of standing timber which 
the :F'orest Buret:,;u credits to the state of Oregon , or about one -
sixth of the supply in the United States , a good portion of thi s 
falls in the eastern helf ~ of the state . The annual cut of about 
600 , 000 , 000 feet valued at about $5 , 500,000 will be enlarged by 
the additi.on of eastern Oregon to the railroad map . 

Wnen we traveled up the Des Chutes . river and some of 
its tributaries , I came to the conclusion that the tw·o big rai l-
road systems did not have their eyes open to the haulir..g of tim-
ber , live stock , grain and minerals alone . Irrigation projects 
under way will mean increased production but the latent power 
along the streams to be developed is a factor of more importance. 
According to a government expert along the Des Chutes drainage 
area alone at the minimum stage of the water the enormous amount 
of 1 , 115 , 000 horse power can be developed . This river drains 
over 9 , 000 square miles , is 224 miles long and in that dist ance 
drops 4840 feet. 

The real region of our quest was the extensive lake 
country t hat stretches for two hundred mi l es a l ong the southern 
Oregon border and which is known as the greatest breeding and 
feeding ground in thq United States for all kinds of wild fowl . 
At t he Eastern end of this series of lakes is Malheur and Harney . 
Because of the extensive wild fowl nurseries on these lakes , 
President. Roosevelt set aside this area on August 18th, 1908 , as 
a wild bird reservatio~ and ~laced it in the care of the Depart-
ment of Agriculture . This and the Klamath Lake Reservation 
which was established August 8th of the same year , a re the t wo 
largest and most important government reservations i n t he United 
St ates set aside solely for the protection of wild birds ~ 

When we reached Harney valley we found a broad fert ile 
dip between the Blue Mountains on the No:cth and the Stein Range 
on the south. ExtencUng out from the hills on the West side of 
the valley is a high headland called Wright ' s Point t ha t cuts 
l ike the prow o:f a . huge ocean liner into the hear t of t he va l-
ley . When we reached the top of thi s ridge , the whole val l ey 
roll ed out before us . Off to the south lay the marshes of the 
Malheur . The w1.de wastes were silent in the summer sun , hazy, 
far- away , myst erious . 

When a boy I had watched the wedges of geese cutt ing 
sou t hward ea.ch autumn and the other flocks of wi l d fowl wing-
ing si lently on their way . Each spring I saw the bands return-
ing. How these sights kindled my imagination , these proc essions 
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so full of mystery, that moved up and down the highway of the 
clouds ! The land wher.e these flocks lived lured me like the 
castles in Spain . I t was a lure I have never forgotten ; it was 
deeper than childish fancy. Now after many years of waiting , I 
stood looking out over this land of' innumerable flocks , that had 
lain far beyond the northern rim of my home hills. 

Malheur lake is twenty- five miles south of Burns and 
much to our chagrin , we found for a change that the road was 
paved in places with loose sand about a foot deep. Here was 
where the machine balked. We had no shovels to dig out the sand 
down to hardpan , but with two ten-pound lard buckets , my c.ompan-
ion , who is a mechanical genius in some ways , constructed a sor t 
of a rotary snow plow, so that by stooping and scooping and heav-
i ng long enough and hard enough, the sand was removed and the 
machine pulled through . 

On the south side of Malheur several long arms of wat-
e r leave the tules and curve in for half a mile . As we a pproach-
ed t h e first of these , across the opposite side , we saw amazing 
sights ; cattle twice the size of giraffes were graz ing on the 
f l ats . As we went on , their legs l engthened and finally separa-
ted, leaving their bodies floating in the air . 

"Perhaps feeding in this area of rich s•amp gras s has 
developed a peculiar strain of cattle , as Nature has deve l oped 
her cranes to wade in and forage where the water is deep ," I 
sugges t ed. 

Most striking of all , far out on the shallows were 
the wh i te sails of half a dozen boats bearing down against the 
br eeze . But it was merely an illusion . At nearer sigh t and 
whe n not distorted by the inte r vening mirror of the wat er t he 
cat t le assumed normal si z e and the ships turned into whi t e pe l-
icans . 

From a distance the marshes of the Malheur are decep-
tive . The ocean tells nothing of a thousand hidden wonde r s ; so 
the marsh . The charm is in the untrodden stretches . A plan is 
on foot for the Government to drain some of the great marsh 
areas of southern Oregon and make rich agricultural lands ~ The 
plain yields to the plow , the forest to the axe ; but I hope t he 
unmeasured extent of tules will defy civilization to t he end . 

On the south side of the lake at the site of the h i stor-
ical old Sod House , a large spring rises at the base of a gravel -
l y hill and ~inds out through the meadow- lands . For a mi le it 
meanders along till it comes to the main part of the tule marsh ,--
thousands of f loating islands between which flow narrow channe l s 
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that a:re endless in their windings. The ma.in body of the lake is 
still s, mile beyond the place where the Spring Branch enters the 
tule jungle . The tules grow from eight to twelve feet high , . so 
that when one enters the mass, he has no land marks , unless per-
chance , he can read signs in the heavens above . 

. 
We launched our folding canvas boat and set out anx-

ious to get the lay of the land and see some of the birds . We 
were soon lost in the serpentine meanderings among the tules . 
After we reached the main body of the lake, water fowl of vari -
ous kinds became thicker and thicker . It was in the midst of 
the breeding season . In half an hour , about one part of the 
lake , I counted over fifteen hundred Canada geese , most of which 
were young birds . In one colony were over :fiYe hundred white 
pelicans nesting . Several other colonies were almost as large . 
Near by were other colonies of gulls , blue herons , cormorants and 
gr ebes . It was the sight of a life time as we approached nearer 
and saw the flocks rise till the whole sky was moving and swing-
ing around and around with the circli~g bird multitude . 

We shoved the nose of the boat into the tule mass that 
covered the water like an immense haycock . As I crawled over the 
bow and stepped on the springy mass , the footing seemed safe . 
By throwing myself forward and gathering under m·e an armful of 
buoyant tules , I made my way for twenty :feet . Suddenly I stru ck 
a weak place .in the tule floor that let me drop into the muck 
beyond my middle . With the aid of an oar that was thrown me , I 
struggled back to the boat . The rails ran lightly through the 
jungle , blue herons stood fishing in the marginal water , the red-
wings and tule wrens clung to the swaying stems, musk- rats pad-
dled with tails waving contentedly to and fro. These were all 
at home , but Nature has surely done her best to make the tulo 
swamp unfit for man . 

Southwest from the Malheur country , we found the lakes 
and wide tule marshes equally populated with wild fowl . When we 
reached the Kl a.ma th country , we pj_ tched camp the first night at 
the mouth of Lost River . Toward evening , the ducks began coming 
in from the lake in l:L ttle and big bands and settled down for 
the night among the reedy bogs where the water was shallow . At 
dusk we lay listening to the rush of wings as the night-comers 
flocked in . · A faint whir increased to a loud swish as the band 
passed. From out on the water came the light flappings as 
flo ck after flock settled for the night . 

Next morning , I found a mallard ' s nest , containing 
eight eggs within twenty feet of where we had camped . A fur -
ther search revealed three nests o:f the pin- tail duck, and six 
of the cinnamon teal within fifty yards of our fire . 
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It is worth a long trip to fish in the Klamath, the 
Williamson and other fine streams of the Cascade Range. By 
mid-summer the roads through the mountains were in good con-
dition. We crossed the mountains by way of Crater Lake. Here 
is the shell of an old volcano, the center of which at some 
dim time in the past has sunk about two thousand feet. One 
might spend a week looking down into this natural caldron from 
the rim and studying color effects which are always different. 
One needs even a longer time through the fertile valleys of 
the Rogue River and the Umpqua where the lure of the apple and 
the pear is drawing many a man from the office to the orchard. 

After all I thought as we swung down the long hills 
into the Willamette valley after circling the state here is the 
real heart of the whole Oregon countr~. Here is the McKenzie, 
the Santi am, the Molal la and the Cla.ck'itras all dropping from the 
Cascades into the Willamette and furni'?;hing cheap and unlimited 
power. Here is Portland the center of a big diversified farm-
ing community, the market for products, the forwarder of freight. 
Commerce like water seeks the line of least resistence. The 
force that rolls the waters of the Columbia past her doors is 
bringing in heavy-laden trains down grade from Montana, Idaho, 
eastern Washington and all Oregon. · 

Two months and two thousand miles is a good long sum-
mer• s cruise but in no other way can one get a real insight in-
to this great undeveloped Oregon country. 
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