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maiitic than Astoriit

is to - (lay you can
scarcely imagiuo

;

and what is worse

yot, your first view-

shows yoii tliat the

narrow, broken, ir-

reclaimably ronj^h

strip of land never

had space for any
thing picturesque or

romantic. Astoria,

in tialii consists of

a very t. arrow strip

of hill-s do, backed
by a hill so steep

that they can shoot

timber down it, and
is inclosed on every

side by dense forests,

high, steep hills, and
mud Hats, and look-

ing now like the rud-

est VVesteru clearing

you over saw. Its

brief streets are

])aved wilh wood;
its inhabitants wear their trowsers in their

boots ; if you stop off the pavement you
go deep iu the mud, aiul ton minutes' walk
brings you to tho " forest primeval," which,

picturesque as it may be in poetry, I confess

to be drcarj' and monotonous in the extreme

in reiility. There are but few remains of

the old trapper station—one somewhat large

house is tho chief relic ; but there is a saw-
mill, which seems to make, with all its buzz

and fuzz, scarcely an appreciable impression

upon the belt of timber, which so shuts in

Astoria that I thought I had scarcely room
in it to draw a full breath ; and over to the

left they pointed out to uw tho rosidonco of

a gentleman—a geiu^ral, I think he was

—

who came hither twenty-six years ago in

some ofllcial position, and had after a quar-

ter of a century gained what seemed to mo
from tho steamer's deck like a ten-acre lot

from tho " forest primeval," about enough
room to bury himself and family in, with a
probability that tho tirs woul<l crowd them
into the C(dumbia River if tho saw -mill

should break down.
On tho voyage up I said to an Orogonian,

" Yon have a good tiujber country, I hear 1"

and his reply seomod to mo at the time ex-

trav.agant. " Timber <" he said ;
" timber

—

till you can't sleep." When I had spent a

day and a half at .luchor abreast of Astoria,

the words appeared leas exaggerated. Wher-
ever you look you see only timber ; tall firs,

straight as an arrow, big as the California

redwoods, and dense as a Southern caue-

hrako. On your right is (Oregon—its hill-

sides a forest so dense (hat jungle would be
as lit a word for it as timber; on the left is

Washington Territory, and its hill-sides are

I'OINT ARENA LIOUT-UOCSE,

as densely covered as those of the nearer
shore. This interminable, apparently im-
penetrable, thicket of firs exercised upon my
mind, I confess, a gloomy, depressing intlu-

enco. The fresh lovely green of the ever-

green foliage, the wonderful arrowy straight-

ness of the trees, their picturesque attitude'

where they cct'cr headlands and reach down
to the very water's edge, all did not make up
to me for their dreary continuity of shade.

Astoria, however, means to grow. It has

already a largo hotel, which tho timber has
crowded down against tho tide-washed flats;

a saw-mill, which is sawing away for dear
life, because if it stopped the forest would
push it into the river, on whose brink it has
courageously effected a lodgment ; some tan-

yards, shops, and " groceries ;" and if you
should wish to invest in real estate here,

you c.tu do so with the help of a "guide,"
which is distributed on tho steanuT, and
tells you of numerous bargains in corner
lots, etc. ; for here, as in that part of the

West which lies much further east, people
live apparently only to speculate in real es-


