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Placed a Tablet Upon Mt. St. Helena,

And a.Pilgrmage Has Set in of the

Lovers of “St. R. L. S.” to_the Scenes
Of “The Silverado Squatters”
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tion of California, and few who have
not wished to visit t! t itself. It
was because of the devotion of these
unknown literary pligrims that the idea
of the iment grew up in the minds
of the clubwomen of Napa county. It

geems that not very long ago a-band of
these pllgrims from over seas, anxious
to follow up and understand the writer's
California passion, made the Jjourney
from Francisco to Calistoga In
quest of people who still remember that
tired, brilllant eyed stranger who lived
so brief a time among them. In valn.,
They asked in Calistoga where the Sil-
verado squatter cabin was, No one
knew. They asked if any there remem-
bered the famous man’ once 80 near
No one knew even his name. A
{fle bitterly, the strangers blazed their
trail up that austere, beautiful moun-
tain and rediscovered for themselves the
ruined platform, .the deserted dump, the
caved in tunnels Stevenson himself has
described. But they looked in vain for
the cabin of the “Sliverado squatters,”
Jong since a tumbled ruin of stones and
rotted timbers.

When the travelers returned to St
Helena they told the editor of the St.
Helena Star the story of their sad-
happy pllgrimage into the past. He
was one of the few persons they met
who knew and loved “St. R, L. 8. He
was moved to write an editorial on cal-
lous Calistoga and forgetful Napa
county, which so soon had let slip the
memory of their most distinguished
guest of those summer days in the
elghties and had been unable to gulde
these countrymen of Stevenson to the
spot where he had lived and written.

The club women of Napa county were
moved by that editorial. In a way {t
hurt. They loved Stevenson. They
knew the old road over the red flower-
decked trall. They determined 'then
and there that the pligrims of the
future should know they had not for-
gotten. Mrs. Percy S. King, then presi-
dent of the Now Century club of Napa,
set on foot the movement that urged
the women of the clubs of Napa county
to mark the spot where the great
stranger had lived, and every club In
Napa county responded to the call, The
Napa study club, the Calistoga civie
club, the Brown’'s valley woman's im-
provement club and the Napa new
century club, which, captained by Mrs.
King, had started the movement, all
fell in lime. And it is owing to the
women of thesa clubs, under the direc-
tion of Mrs, King and Mrs, P, F, Pow-
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ers of the landmarks section of the
New Century club, that after two years,
the considerable sum of money wag
raised that blazed the forgotten trail
for the Stevenson lovers up the pre-
cipitous sides of Mount St. Helena and
at the end of this broad cleared road

erected the monument now marking
the spot where the three story cabin
of the “Silverado Squatters” 30 years

ago perched against the pine clad sides
of the great mountain,

The monument, set on a rough grane-
ite base, is In the form of a great desk
that supports an open book. The book
Is cut from rosy Scotch granite and is
polished. It bears, besides the dedica-
tory inscription “To Robert Louis Stev-
enson and Bride,” a stanza from his “In
Memoriam,” which, in the light of his
early death, seems especially fitting:

Doomed to know winter, only spring—a
being
Trod the flowery April blithely for a while;
Took I‘x!u fill of music, joy of thought aud see-

not

ing
Came and
to s

Of Stevenson’s stay at Mount St
Helena we know more than of any
other period of his days In California.
He was better in health and spirits in
those maglcal days of the first flush of
his honeymoon, and he has left an in-
comparable record of the moon filled
nights, the great fogs that filled the
valley below, the succession of Califor-
nia wild flowers; the very neighbors,
most of them long since in their
graves, unsparingly observed and un-
fiinchingly recorded in all their whim-
sicalities and loutishness. From the
start we can follow his traill, as so
many have now begun to follow ft lit-
erally, since the monument has been
completed, and, with his book In our
hand, see how California in those dead
days threw its spell over him. A few
weeks ago the shop keepers In Calis-
toga admitted to inquiring strangers
that they had never heard of “The Sil-
verado Squatters,” which now bids fair
to become the classic of Napa county,
for sale even at the outlying country
shops, where the proprietor and his
friends sit around on barreis, and all
the countryside comes once a day for
mail.

We found on the day the monument
was dedicated that Napa county had
changed 1little since the old days.
Mount 8t, Helena is still the dominating
figure. "It is the Mount Blanc of one
section of the Coast range. It looks
down on much intricate country. It
feeds in the springtime many splashing
brooks. From {its summit you must
have an excellent lesson In geography,
seeing to the South San Francisco bay,
with Tamalpais on the one hand and
Mount Diablo on the other; to the west
and 30 miles away the open ocean;
eastward and across the cornlands and
thick tule swamps of Sacramento val-
ley, to where the central Pacific begins
to climb the sides of the Slerras; and
northward, for all I know, the
white head of Shasta looking down on
Oregon. Three counties, Napa, Lake
and Sonoma, march across Its cliffy
shoulders. Its naked peak stands
nearly 4,500 feet above the sea. Its
sides are fringed with forest, and the
sc!l, where it Is bare, glows warm
with cinnabar. * * * Life in its
shadow goes rustically forward."”

So Stevenson wrote in 1880, and it is

lumyed and went, nor ever ceased
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THE
WIEOTE "' THE SILVERADO
JQAUATERS

the same today. What struck this Cal-
ifornia lover was the cosmopolitan
character of the people. It strikes the
outlander still. On his first day in the
shadow of the mountaln, Stevenson met
three Scotsmen and one of them tried
to steal his household possessions, a
little eccentricity he forgave for the
sake of hearing the voice of the tramp,
which smacked of Aberdeen. In all his
bright days of exile he never forgot
that grim mother country: ‘“There ls
no special loveliness in that gray coun-
try,” he writes from the heart of Call-
fornia bloom, “with its rainy sea-beat
archipelago; its flelds of dark moun-
talns, its unsightly places, black with
coal; its treeless, sour, unfriendly
looking cornlands; {ts quaint, gray
castled city, where the bells clash of a
Sunday, and the wind squalls and the
salt showers fly and beat. I do not even
know if I desire to live there now; but
let me hear in some far land a kindred
voice sing out, ‘Oh, why left I my
hame? and it seems at once as if'no
beauty under the kind heavens, and ng
society of the wise and good, can repay
me for the absence from my country.”
So this exile in the new, bright land
wrote at the beginning of that exile,
which was to last so long and end
finally in those far Pacific islands.
was never to forget:
From the dim sfileling on the misty isiand,
Mountains divide us, and a world of seas;
But still our hearts are true, our hearts are
Highland,
And we in dreams behold the Hebrides.
Silverado itself, the deserted mining
camp that Stevenson shortly afterward
discovered, where he “squatted” and
wrote his book during those two sum-
mer months of 1880, has changed in no
respect since that summer, except that
the old miner's house has fallen to
dust, Stevenson tells us that “it con-
sisted of three rooms, and was so
plastered against the hill that one room
was atop of the other, the upper floor
was more than twice as large as the
lower floor, and all three apartments
must be entered from a different side
and level” But for the absent cabin,
supplanted by the memorial monument,
all is the same as in those days. The
rank growths of laurel, manzanita, ma-
drona and fir, just as Stevenson de-
scribes them, still make the mountain
sldes a mass of varylng greens, with a
thick carpet of purple and gold wild
flowers underfoot. The polson oak that
“Fanny” in the old days so objected to
has disappearcd, though brakefern still
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drapes the precipitous stdew witn vivid
green. The gray escarpment of rock
against which the cabin leaned still
stands sentinel over the scene—over the
new monument and all the rusty ruin
of the dump and tunnel, where that
lovable latest “squatter” once kept his
wine. "“The one tall pine beside the
ledge" still stands and whispers as In
those days, still catches the first gleam
of morning light and holds the tralling
fog wreaths. Stevenson, we remember,
as we look up at the gray ledge, used
to like to step out of the second story
window to this ledge to welcome the
early sun and to watch those early fogs
he describes in his books. Of that little
household of his he was always the
first up, {1l though he was, the bringer
of water, the maker of tea, beginning
his labor of writing long before any
one else in all that green world was
astir., From our seat under the lonely
pine we also watched a fog that might
have heen a replica of the one he im-
mortalized, packing the valley below

in = white wooly Wianker, wnile all
about us lay the golden sunlight and
stirring green silence,

Sitting there with the new trail in
slght and the new monument near, but
with the overgrown relics of that past
fronting us, it was easy to put one's

self In the place of that long dead
singer, to see tNe real tragedy in the
events he describes so whimsically in
his book; the struggle with the lazy
“help"—Irvine, the ocaf who dalsliked
work unless he was constantly pralsed
for his strength, and all those other
garrulous ne'er-do-wells, We can pic-
ture Fanny and Louls, the one unused
to work, the other too {1l for it, sweep-
t& the red dust out of the two floors
of the cablm, terribly afrald it was
glant powder as they worked. We can
see Louls going over all the refuse of
papers, bootjacks and trash left by the
miners, looking for some clew to the
former possessors, his adventurous
mind forever on the track of real ro-
mance, forever eager to get in touch
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with matter that would lead to new
points of view. The great bare room
upstalrs, full of chinks that let in both
sun and moon, with 18 bunks on a side,
was at last made fairly habitable,
though ascending to it from t} lower
leyel was to the last a 1s and
picturesque business.

In that short two months on Mount
Saint Helena the magic of California
that he was never to forget enveloped
him; he was to be haunted by it In his
own bleak Scotland, among the Swiss
enows where he sought for health in
vain, and finally in those bright islands
of his final rest. He described the sea
fogs, the wild flowers, the bird songs,
the starred nights of his adopted refuge
with a poignant zest

But at the very outset of thelr ex-
periment the Stevensons felt the need
of a cook in their improvised camp.
Who can forget the record of that trip
to Calistoga, and the quest for a Chi-
nese who would consent to live out of
the world, far from a friendly washhouse
and the delights of fantan? It is at this
point that Joe Strong, who could both

peril

paint and make an omelet, steps into
the life of Stevenson. He consented to
do the one for the sake of the other,
plus the joyous compantonship of tne
“Silverado Squatters,” and it was a
partnership that lasted as long as the

camp at Silverado lasted. It was on the-

night of Joe Strong’'s advent that
Stevenson saw ang recorded the magi-
cal night that has from that day to
this been the last word as to Califor-
nia’'s mountain starlight:

“I have never seen suach & aight. It
seemed to throw calumny in the teeth
of all the painters who ever dabbled
in starlight. The sky itself was of a
ruddy, powerful, nameless changing
color—dark and glossy like a serpent’'s
back. The stars, by innumerable mil-
llons, stuck boldly forth like lamps.
The milky way was bright, like a
moonlit cloud: half heaven seemed
milky way. The greater luminaries
shone each more clearly than a win-
ter's moon. Their light was dyed in
every sort of color—red, like fire; blue,
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forth in its own luster that
no appearance of that flat,
gled arch we know so well ir
—but all the -
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burly of stars €

and rugged tree tops redly
dark.” And st drop
over the great 1 H mountain
and look down on that long gone
poet's monument.

Before leaving the spot we explored
the deserted camp, as Louis and Fanny
explored them 30 ars ago. On the
dump the rusty r of the ore chute
are yet in plac an old ore car
lies on its side nes hem. We peersd
into the tunnel, from which the water
“trots forth into the sunlight with a
song."” The neighho od is still ten-
anted by black cric ts, undoubtedly
the descendants of those very crickets
that Ste on loved above the soag-
less California birds, “who used to
make night musical at Silverado.” If

ghosts, do return one can plcture the
genial, slender ghost of “St. R. L. 8"
on the summer moon dominated nights,
coming back once more to his Calle
fornia to listen under the shadow of
the gray bluff to “the fat black fid-
dlers of Silverado.”

One amusing instance of American
enterprise that indicates that the foot
of the tourist will soon be over it all
—this still virgin, untrodden country
of the dead singer—was the news we
heard that an enterprising native of
Napa Intended to make money out of
his knowledge of the “Silverado
Squatters.” The reader will remember
how, on Stevenson’'s return from a trip
to Callstoga, he found that his place
had been looted of its bacon, its
hatchets and knives, and he whimsi-
cally records that the neighbors at the
Toll House inn hard by remarked that
“the wildcats must have carried them
off.” The modern Napa citizen in the
shadow of Mount St. Helena proposes
to manufacture hatchets and knives,
properly aged, and sell them to the
belleving tourists to the monument as
the knives and hatchets that were
stolen from the “squatter’'s” cabin!

Before starting on the return trip,
¥ nd the new monument in
lovely setting, we took a
long last look out over the valley he
loved and remembered a sentence he
wrote when he must have had the hot
days at Silverado, with its lovely, shim-
mering panorama, In his mind: “There
are days in a life when thus to climb
out of the lowlands seems like scaling
heaven.”

Our road back led through the long
since obliterated town of Silverado,
abandoned In Stevenson's time. The
lonely musical tinkle of a cowbell was
the only sound that broke the stillness.
Diamond, Ruby, Sllver and Cinnabar
streets, named by the busy horde of
men who expected to become rich here
in those old, busy days, with their
Arabian Nights suggestion of splendor,
strike strangely on the ear. They
have long since hecome merely choked
pathways that only the frisky gray
squirrels can penetrate.

Only ther'old Toll house, rebuilt in
part since the time of Stevenson, still
stands. As in the days when the tired
exile climbed down from his mountain
aerfe to walt for the stage that brought
his mail and join the other watchers
on the Toll house stoop, the great stage
etill discharges <3 burden of tourists
and mall before the door; and, as in
those days, the peaceful little place
becomes alive and busy for a brieg
while. This historlie bullding is now
owned by Danlel Patten, who himself
superintended the making of a new
trail to the monument and secured for
the clubwomen of Napa county the
right to erect the monument on the
spot. This right has been granted in
perpetuity to a board of trustees of the
Napa county clubwomen by the Silvers
ado mining company. 4




