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Most Faseinatinn and Unique Is Scenjc Nook in Cascade Mountaﬁns

Tl
Foay Ases

BY CHARLES A. BRAND.
RATER LAKE has had at least 39
c ponderous magazine artlicles writ-
ten about it up to the time of this

1918, and probably many mors, running
all the way from The American Jour-
nal of Seience to the Good Roads Maga-
¥ine, The Tnited States Government
has published ons boock of 187 pages
and ‘two bulletins on the same sub-
Ject, but not one word about lttle Til-
ler, one of the most fascinating ‘apd
unique spots in all the Cascade Moun-

way ‘house to Crater Lake,

You know it Isn't enouzh to have|

merely g destination if you are out for

leasure tfip, An automobllist gets
“hicyecle-faced” when he has only a
dastipation and drives for that alone,
lopking nelther to the right hand nor
to the left, scorching through a dusty
country with his chin to the wheel—
the steering whesl—and his weary eyes
constantly straining for nigger-heads,
ruts and ditches. A man may gat thers
in that sort of way, but why call it &
pleasure trip? It takes three things,
yea, even four, to make a pleasure trip,
and they are things whilch sveryone
can have., .First, an automobile? By
no means. First, a destination, and it
need not ‘be very far from your own
home if you have the other reguisites
of a pleasure tirlp. Second, money?
Rubhbish. Second, some queer and
quaint mul Interesting or beautiful
things to see along the road. And
third, & friend—these three, and the
greatest of these is the friend. It must
be a friend whom you kiow well
enough so that you can ride with him
or walk with him for an hour without
speaking if you want to, to whom when
youir do speak you can say what you
mean; one Wwho answers the little
girls much-quoted definltion of 'a
frignd—a person "who knows all a.hour.
you and likes you just the same.”

Mountaln River Needed.

But this Is only three; It takes four
things to make & real pleasure trip;
that 1s, {f you ecan arrange lt—a desti-
nation, something to see along the
road, a4 friend, and a little mountain
river! Given the first three, and then,
the way running along the bank of a
mountain stream with its deep pools
and waterfalls and silvery rapids and
flaghing trout, and you can have &
plegsure trip, one of the kind that
makes you younger and more simple,
more frank, more trueg, even though
you may be only two hardened bache-
lors. Amd hers ls a seeret, too: Rob-
ert Louls Stevenson says thidt the soft
music of a Iittle river "gulets & man
down like saying his prayers.” And
this secret is slipped In here for some
aity pavement-walkers who arve tired
ti death for jusi that kind of guleting,
but do not know If, and will find It
In pur Caseade Mountains thia Bum-
mer. Does not Cascade mean water-
fall?

Now, to come back to the Crater Lake
road and its charming Halfway House:
Did you know that there was & gash
mut back nearly to the heart of the
Casgade Mountaing, through which one
can drive an automoblle—or an old
horge—without once going higheér than
1300 feet above sea level? And a road
that for almost the entire distance is

Az perfect an auvtomobile rosd as one

conld wish? Well, there is and that is
the road to 'Tiiler, the Halfway House
to the Crater Lake Natlonal Park, and
it muns along the bank of the Bouth
Umpqua River ull tha way, At the
inner end of this gash into the moun-
talns; where the yalley has narrowed
down to almost nothing and there is

the Summer ra@ortors.

richest lttle valleys. in Oregon.

just room enoush for the little river
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and the road, lles Thiler, a town which
iIs not a town, and a Summer resort
which has mever been discovered by

Vinlley Exceedingly Rich.

The ride to Tiller, from the fime
when one leaves the Pacific Highway
at Myrtla Creek till he emerges from
the “ecathedral woods" in front of the
old log store at Tlller, is 2 memorable
experience, passing, as one does, In a
few hours and by hlmost Imperceptible
degrees from the broad, gqulet beauty
of the lowland valleys to the grandeur
and sublimity of Oregon's mighty Cas-
cade Mountaing. Thig 18 one of the
Bear-

ing prune orchards, great flelds of

‘grain, alfalfa and corn llne the way-

side. There are great hay barns that
remind one of Ohio, and fine stock

standing on the gravel bars knee deep

in the cool water of the river., There is
gsomething to see every step of the way.

Canyonville, if you go that way, Is
the only town along the road. It Is
one of the earllest settlements (n the
state—a qulet, sleepy little place that

'l'obks ag If it had been planted there

vears ago and then been quite forgot-
ten. The ecoming of Hank Nichols and
the stage s & daily event of absorbing
interest in Canyonville—for there lz a
stage from the rallroad back to Tiller—
and, of course, a large part of her citi-
zenship may usually be found assem-
bled at the postoffice to recelve this
vehicle of the United States Govern-
ment In the style to which she has béen
accustomed, There is nothing on wheels
that outranks the stage at Canyonville
save only the hearse.

But on we g6 alang the river bank,
tha valley narrowlng a llttle, The fin-
est prune orchard in the state of Ore-
gon is passed on the rlzht, and lots of
others about as good, away back here a
mile from theé railroad, Thank heaven,
back hers there ls ng slgn of the See-
Ing-dollars Automobile of the real es-
tate man, and no widows and orphans
have as yet been aiflicted with 10-acre
tracts,

Seenes Llke New Hampshire,

At DDays Creck you would swear you
were In New Hampshire.
ting farther and farther back into the
mountaing now, Days Creek is a stage
station and postoffice, but niore Im-
portant than that, It is a store wheére
you can buy soft drinks and the most
deliclous frult when it Is in season, and
where ¥ou ¢an rest yourself and stretch
your legs and get a drink from the
well and bes shown the house {n which
George Neuner was “ralsed."”

Perdue iz another aof the same, only
George Neunér was not ralsed there.
The people thers are all named Perdue.
Beside the store there. is only one
house, but the mountalns are allve with
Perdues—there 4re sald to be 107 of

You are get. |

the poel,
a broed, comfortable road, runs around |
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them in the Immedlate vicinity. The
last six nilles of the way, from Perdue|
ta Tiller, leave no doubt in one’s mind |
that he is In the depths of the moun-
taing, though he wonld never guess it|
from the'road, and the cherry pop and
lemon sour of Mrs, Ferdue are the same
dalectable beverages that are ghipped|
by the millionalres In our great oltieaa
New York and Roseburg.

The river has changed to a brook,
dashing, wild, rocky, with here and
thers great, deep pools of bottle-gresn
water in whose depth you can see the
trout lying ke weathervanes, all
pointing wup stream to the boiling,
foaming water at the upper side of
‘Part of the way the roa.ﬂ.

the brow of a cliff, blas\:ed aut of the |

solld rock. #Above, up the mountain i
side, is the forest primeval, and below, s

the river. Seattered all along the way

are little dumps of rock chips that

have been thrown out of the abando

tunnels of prospectors, and the way Is
lined with them. In 'ore place you
pass a complete cyaniﬂa mill repre-
senting an Investment of thousands of
dollars—the tombstone of many & hope
as well as many & dollar. Close to the
road are the log cablns of 4 number of
homesteaders shadeéd by the enormous
Douglas fire and cedars with which
the mountaing are covered. And now
you are In the suburbs of Tiller. The

road makes a little bend, and you are |7

there, i
01d Tun Iy Delighiful.

The stage station {s a log store on
the front of which is a slgn proclaim-
ing to a walting world that one, C.
DeF. Bartrum offers for sale within
all that may he called general mer-
phandise.

in the mountains, apd a dellghtful,

rambling, two-story old Inn that ls as|
inexpected &s it is welcome in such |

surroundings. You are at the very
jumping-off place, or Jjumping-up|
place, for all ronds run up from Tiller.
You are at the inner end of that deep|
gash cut back into the mountains, in
the midst of the Indian country and at
the edge of the Umpgua National For-
est Reserve, 25 or 30 miles from the
rallroad, and vet you have & hotel with
every modern convenlencs, whera you

Near by the gtore and fac- |
‘Ing the road and the rlver g the Halt-
way House, one of the few log hotels|
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Now 1t has been confined and raised
‘above the water of the river. A foot
(brid has been built out to it, and
drinking at the spring s one of the

repu exerciges of the day at Tiller.
Honesty requires the statement, how-
ever,, that the first enthusiasm of
L BEr rs over this spring [requently

glves way to conflicting emotions and
that'the verdict passed upon It ls not
always fayorable, or even Kind,

It 'Wwas the night before the Fourth
when the writer last found himself a
neat at this inn, and the night before

rth is unspally a short nizht
'tmﬁrb glebrates the Fourth, This

e notified all the countiry
| by means of great posters that
id chosen a new slogan, “Tiller,
regon—She's On the Map!" and that
ands wers invited to come ‘into
mountalna 10 “Hear the eagle
__celebrate the Tourth
ong t&e tall trees.”! To add empha-
‘to the posters she hilred the fa-
_'s “Hungry Seven Band" to dis-
rse doleful music all along the way
Roseburg to Tiller on the day be-
are the Four
. Programme Opens nt 2 A, M,
NI%wu, mayhe the eagle didn’t
soreaml The first blood-curdling
nolses came about 2 o'clock In the
morning when Emerson, one of
-known trappers In the mountains,
some of hls compatriots, arrived
fyom the railroad with the ice cream, a
hole load of "it. The settlers in the
bing &ll along the way rubbed thair
es and wondered If they were about
10 be scalped by Indians in honor (0f
the Declaration of Independence, but it
dx_xl took a mlinute to distinguish the
ords “Tiller! She's On the Map!"” and
hen they all thought of the Ice crenm
nd realized that it was the Fourth of
i TI:Q old folks turned over for
other spooZe and the small boys al-
jost shed tears to think that they, too,
uld not have been with the pairiots
the Ica cream wagon,

This outburst of enthusiasm had
hardly died away when Tiller was al-
most hurled out of bed by a terrific
explosion on the slde of the mountain,
tl}ho reverberatlon roared and rolled up
a 1. down the glgantic mountaln val-

aroun

] 's and bounded back and forth from
d to peak tIl It finally passed

may pause before making the next
stage of your Journey.

Directly In front of tha closely
elipped lawn, on the river hank, ig o~
of those rare medicinal springs whi
are sometimes found In the mountialn
ThHis one has been prized by the In-
dians for a great many Yyears and s
af real value as a laxatlive. Strangely
enough, it gushes out of the solid rock

below the level of the water of the \
piver nnd has not been zet-at-able ex«|¢

y like a rattle of skeleton musket-
}n the dlstance, It was magnifi-
4 and no Alpine echo sold to tour-

\t S0 much per second was ever

<y one had jumped up mow and

3 were béginning to hum. when,
£ Oft went anether! People
ged and lobked behind them, and
ry mountain and hill around shot
& its answering  salute tll the
r:.le thing was lost again In a swirl
indistinguishahble eclhioes, Tiller's

cept at very low water till rucentl?. # 1{3 and sane” Fourth was certainly

the

getting under way, and—bang!
other mountain had blown up,
bang! The Day of Judgment and the
Crack of Doom had cut loose dand weére
playing & mad game of peelaway in
the mountains and people began peri-
cusly to wonder whether they would
be found among the sinners or with
the redeemed when It was all over,

An-

Thirteen times thes earth shook and the

mountalus threatened to fall.  Thir-
teent times the wicked repented in the
hope that It was not too late, and then
the firing ceased. Feople erept out
from under cover and looked around,
A steady pmcesslon pf  folks were
pouring into the litile square In front
of the stors—on horsebuck, mule-bacl,
In. wagons and on foot. Indians they
were, some of them, as fine specimens
of athletic humanity will réad and
sees, and some of them well read and
educated and refined.

Peace Sarely on the Map,

Where dld they all come from? The

night befora it did not look as if thera
were 40 people within 40 miles, and
now avery trail was liped with them.
Had the 13 guns dlslodged them from
their places up in the mountains, from
their homesteads, timber clalms and
gold mine prospects? At any rate, they
were comlng In avalanches, to celebrate
the Fourth at Tiller, which was em-
phatically "on the map."”

But speaking of tralls, tha first man
to come down the trall behind the Inn
after the firing, which seemed to come
more from that direction than any
other, trylng to look Innocent and as
{f nothing had happened, was the Su-
pervisor of the Umpqua Natlona! For-
est. Before he ¢ame out Into the open
he disposed of an empty dynamite box
in the bushes!

Of course, the greatest feature of a
calebration at Tillepr Is the roundup—

'tHe riding of bueking horses—with the

all-day-and-all-nlght dance a close sec-
ond. There were athletic sports of all

kinds, presidéd over by some college

fellows whom the mountalns had shelled
out for the day, and the Forest Rang-
erg, who were enjoying a day off at
Tiller., A patriotic oratlon was dellv-

ared by one of our Oregon statesmen

from a decoraled hayrack Ii the grove,
fge e¢ream, peaniuts, pink lemonade and
all were consumed literally by the bar-
rel, and In the words of county néws-
papers from Atlantio to Paclile, “a very
pleasant time was had by all”"—but
nothing auite went to the spot like the
Wild West show, When Mr. Bartrum,
Supervisor of the Forest, mounted a
platform and =mote the front of the
store 20 or 30 tlmes with'a board—for
sllence—and announced that Joe Rain-
ville was tp ride a “bad” horse for a
pirse, Interest was at Its helght. These
men In tha mountains live in the sad-
dle, and many of them have ridden the

and

one of these, and every one knew he
conld ride, But this was none of your
traveling Wild West shows, planned to
give thrills to people who had mnever
been on board a horse,

The entire crowd at Tiller, women as
well as men, look on at these exhibi-
tlons as connoigseurs, They can all ride
horses. Most of them have ridden buck:
ing horses, and you may be sure that
none of the fine polnts of the game
éscaps them. To be sure, they dpo not

exhibitibna because they thirst for in-
struetion, reproof or corredtion any
more. than tha Scotchman attends the
kirk for these ‘reasons. They g0 (o
view It as sclentists and experts, to
plek out the fine polnts, to tell that
fair as this if & certaln horse that they
used to own could pnly have been
there, and to have something to discuss
on the tralls and &t the store for the
naxt slx months, or till the next cele-
bration,
Riding Beggars Description.

As to the rlding Itself, Il beggars de-
seription. From the time Joe Ralnville
mounted with a yell and & wave of his
broad-brimmed hat till It was all over
things were doing In such rapld suc-
cesslon and we were so busy keeping
out of the way of the plunging centaur
that ths reader must be referred to
other works treating specifically of
thiz subject to find out just what took
place. But Joe was the hero of the
oecasion. and sat for his photograph,
standing up, after 1t was all over,

store therea i{s a strange, erratic path
of growing siring beans. It crosses the
trail back and forth, runs "way up into
the bushes, doubles around a stump and
hack agaln, and every 10 or 12 fzet lsa
large, elrcular bed of beans which looks
as If it had been planted with a shot-
zun. The forest officers tell you with
great glee that one of thelr new men
had just been down to stock up with
beans, which are the official food of
the Forest Service, and had started
back to his camp when his horse began
to buck and run, spllling the heans as
It went, the above-mentioned bean path
representing the runs and the round
bean beds the bucks!

In “the eold, graw dawn of the morn-
ing after" the tired dancers saddled
thelr horses, turned Into the winding
tralls from which they had come, and
were swallowed up again by the mon-
tains. The guests at the Inn who were
going on arranged for guldes and
horses, for mine host maintains a good

plaing east of tha mountsins. Joe was

erowd for & place In the ring at these

ﬁ«:nr:«.et!mgr1 there are bucking horse
events at Tiller which are not en the
programme. Just up the trail from tlie

sta.ble where one can get horses or cars
rlages for the remainder of the trip If
he chooses. Perhaps 18 miles from Til-
ler the road joins the Medford automo-
bile road to Crater Lake, and, by the
wiy, strange as It may seem, the dis-

tance from points north of Myrtle
Creek on the Pacific Highway to Med-
ford is ahout 60 miles shorter by way of
Tiller than by the ordinary route.
Crater Lake |s another story. This
one Is just about what You may ses on
the way to it, for, remember that If you
are taking a pleasure trip It is not
enough to have a destinatlon, even 80
glorlous a destination ss Crater Lake.
You must have gueer a'na quaint or In~
teresting or beautiful thin to ses
along the road, and ([t 1s thesa very
things that make the Tiller route so
vastly superior to any other road to
the lake. The fact that it Is half a
day's run shorter 1z a very minor qon-
sideration, The real sdvantage lles in
the charm along the way, and most of
all In little Tiller and her gquaint log

Inn,




