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THE PASSING OF
JOAQUIN MILLER

Phe Hamous Poet of the Sierras and
a Pioneer Advomite of World

e Peace,

§ (springfield Republican,)

Josgun  Miller, known s the
et 0f the Sierras” died Yebruary
suih at hig home in Piedmont foot-
yi11e ¢l
y o+ wife were with him. He had been
. iwiling health for two ¥-ers,

concinnatug Heine Miller was born
ooember 10, 1842, at Libersiy, Green-
" conmty, Ind, That State was then
L hadfway house, so to speak, to the
o, dte const of which such fabulous
piostes were coming from ‘*he first
giorecrs,  ineinnatus was nine vears
i e when his father was seizged by
‘e Oregon fever which followed upoen
the famonus journey of D, Marcus
M nitman in 1842 and 1843, Oregon
w49 still primeval wild>rness when
e Miller family, consisting of the
futher, mother, three sons, ond o
A uehter, set out for the Pacific slope.
Arrived at the spot selected for the
pamestead, all get to work with ax,
spude, and plow to clear and till the
nd and erect a rough habitation.
lt luter vears Joaguin Miller once
wiote that he had rarely met a man
w o had done 8o much work with his
Yands as had devolved upon him be-
cause of this early initiation into fron-
ver lfe, Yet schooling was by no
means neglected, snd after a4 hard
day's toil the evenings were glven to
v inge, for the children were Iiltlng
”m'r”[lt(‘]'\'{‘,q to 'h(! :f!&(‘hem

This peaceful and industrious frou-
Ler lile was interrupted by an insuv-
rection of the Modoce Indians, who had
dewed with growing alarm thig in-
cursion of white immigrants which
hod followed Marcus Whitman’s ride,
From their almost inaccessible retreat,
called Castle Rocks, they made raids
which strack terror to the settlers,
though the actual loss of life was pot
Ereat.
then 14, had a post at Sodu Springs,
not far from Castlo Rocks, and during
fi's absence  hig property was de-
stroved by a party of Ipdian raiders.
When o party of volunteers was form-
do under the leadership of Ileuben I,
tiibson, to dislodge the Modoos from
thelr strong pozition, Joaquin Miller
was one of 29 taking part., The ai-
ek was a complete victory for the
whitee, but Miller fell with arrow
wounds in his face and neck, and for
dive Mg life was in danger, Tt was to
tiibson. hecome an old wan, that Mil-
ler iy later years addressed hig well-
Khown  poom, “Old Gib at Castle
lock,” of which these slanzas may
Ao e as oun illastration—

“ilis eves are dim, he gropes his
Wi,
Tis <tep is doubtful, slow,
And now men pass him by today:
AT Torty Veurs ago—-
Why forty years ago | sav
Ol G was good 1o know.

Cull forty vears ago toduay
Thiz valley lay in flame:
U vonder pass and far away
Jied ruin swept the same:
"wo womnen, with their babes at play,
Wera butehered in bluck shame,

wus then with gun and fashing
eyn
g b Toomed like a ].lilll‘:
"Now will you fight or will you fly?
1 take & tight in mine,
Conee, Jet us fight, come, let us die;
Fherw came just twentv-nine,

- . - - -

Then eried the rod chief from his
helght,

. White b, what would you?

Hehold my hundreds for the fight.

il vours so faint gand few;

We are ag rain, ac hail at night,

But con, vou are as dew,

L
N W

‘White man, 20 back: 1 beg go bhaclk,
J will not fight so few;
Yet if 1 hear oune rifle crack,
He that the doom of you!
Wk down, 1 osav, bhack down vour
itack,
ok, down! what else to do”

What else 10 do? Avenge or die!
¥ruve men have died before:
And vou shall fight, or you shull fiy,
You jind no women more,
No hsbes to bhutcher now: for I
Ehall storm vour Castle’s door!™

chid ping!

thou=una feet below

Fwodl Sucramento ceased to sing.
.l?nl wept and wept, for oh!

Fhese arrows sting as adders sting,
Arvan they kept stinging so.

NN

Then one man coried:
h.:'.'l' l,lil".l.

A we can die as they,

Eut 4! my babe, my one yeur's bride!

And they so far away.

Mrave Caplain, lead us back-

Must wll die here today?

‘Prave men

aside,

His face, his hands, his body bled:
Yeu, no man there that day —
No white man there but turned to red
In that flerce fatal fray:
!{ut Gib with set teeth oniy said;
Nol we came here to stay!’

They staved and =iaved, and Mo-
Hocs staved,

His daughtes, Juuanita, and |

in June, 1855, Joaguin Miller, |
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But when the night eame on,

No white man there was now afraid.
The last Modoc had gone:

iliis ghost in Castle Rocks was 1aid

Till gs'erlastinﬂ' dawn.”

~ Yet in spite of this early initiaton
into war, Joaquin Miller came Lo be
an eloquent advocate of peace, and it
was this antipathy to war, and no dis-
loyalty to the Union, that made him
take ground during the Civil War
which seemed to the authoritieg trea-
sonuble, 5o that in 1864 his paper. the

Demoecratic HRegister, published at Eu- '
gene, Or, wag suppressed by the gov-

€rmwent officials. But to return to
the Indimn wars, this raid was but the
first of three irr which Miller rought
the Modocs, showing much courage,

1.thmmh hiy sympathy was on the side !
of the Indians despoiled of their lands, |
and when the wars were over he be- |

vaine their friend and helper. When
he had recovered from his wounds he
€Ltered Columbia College at Lugene,
U_r.. and graduated In 1859, paying
his way by teuching during the long
Vacations. 1lis valedictory cliss poem,
v,'ritwn in 1859, was the first composi-
lmq of his to be printed. After grad-
uating from college he studied law,

a:nd in 1861 was admitted to the bar, |

but instead of practicing he went to
the gold diggings, which were then
the craze. He had ill-luck as a min-
er, and rnined his eyes for life with
snow blindness, contracted in a way
which a classmate, writing in 1579,
thus deseribed:

"Ior years he was foremost in every
desperate enterprise—crossing snow-
capped mountaing, swollen rivers, and
facing hostlle Indians. YWhen snow
fell 15 feet on I'lorence mountain, and
hundreds were penned in eamp with-
out a word from wives, children, and
loved ones at home, he said, “Iloys,
I will bring your letters from lLewis-
ton.” Afoot and alone, without a
trail, he crossed the mountain tops,
the dangerous streams, the wintry
desert of C"amas prairie. tighting back
the hungry mountain woives and re-
turned bending benesth his loud of
loving messages from home. One day
he was found, in defense of the weak,
facing the pistol or bowie-knife of the
desperado; and the next day he was
washing the clothes and smoothing
the pillow of a sick comrade,

e was ever & roamer and from
Oregon gnd California he went on to
Mexico and South America, insatiable
for adventure,
turn from South America that he es-

tablished the Democratic llegister,

which had g0 nanioriun:ate an end. IS

collapse left hiis fortunes low, but in
1566 he was ¢iected judge of Grant
county, Or,, aiid held that office till
1870,

While serving asx jndge he gave
himself assiduousgly to literature, and
hig long nighis of writing and study
further injured hls weakened coves,
He now had o little money in hand
and he resolved to visit BEurope. hop-

dng to find more appreciation in the
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old wwrld than in the new. Nor was
he disappointed in his expectation.
1lis first volume, entitled “Specimens,”
published while he was judge,
praiged in the Overland by Dret llarte,

but wus neglected by the public In | the pocins of Walt Whitinan, “the last |

London he published a collection of
his poems under the more taking ti-
tle “NSongs ol the Sierras,” and they

mei with instant  suaccess, Fngland
liked 1o read of
the kindled --;'1'mp
Upon the mountain brow that broke
helow
In steep and grassy stairway to the
damp
And dewy vulley =napp’d and flinored
zlow

With knots of pine.

In the 1niied States he had been
known mainly by didactic vevse in the
newspapers, preachruents that struck
the popular heart, though they had

 brought little fame to the author, One
{of the most syccessful of those eurly
Pwaifs was s it Worth While?": -

I= it worth while fthat we Joustle =
bruther

Bearing his load on the rough road
of life?

' 1s it worth while that we icer at each

other _

In blackness of heart 7 —-that we war
to the knife?

Got pity us all in our pitiful strife.

' Cod pity us all 4s we jostle each other;

i s

''When a fellow goes down
hen bang! whiz bang' witlz bans

God pardon us ol! for the triumphs
we feel

. poor, heart-
broken brother,

ierced to the heuart;
keener than steel,

And mightier for tor woe or Tor
weal,

words are

Were it not weil in this brier little
journeyv
(i over the isthmus, down into the
lidlt.
That we givae him o figsh instead of a
serpent.,
are folding the
abide
For ever and aye in dust at his side?

hiands 1o be and

[ T.ook at the roses saluting each other:

l.ook @t the herds all at pcuace on

the plain—
Mun., and man only. makes war on

his brother, .

And dotes in his heart on his peril
and pain—

fhamed by the brutes that go down
on the phiin.

It was upon his re- .

wWus

! It was in lL.ondon that he suddenly
 became a lion. Eneiand llkea its
| Americanism ueat and sirong -the
' past can hardly be emploved for the
English taste,  Joaquin Miller, as he
had now come to call himself taking
;& Spanish sounding name that went
well with (he Sierras, was quite pre-
pared to play up the pioturesque
which was not .dlng?tho;r H pose,
though he no doubtl realized its prac-
ticu!l advintages,
cepiion in London he has himself giv-
e an account o the autobiosraphicvi
notes to the editor of :U.ﬂ povms pube-
lished in 1902 by the Whittaker & Ly
Company of San Franeisco:-
“laetters——sweet, brave, good lettors
from he learned and the sreat —wern
f0 many 1 could not read them with
my poul eves and had to leave themn
to friends. They found two fromi the
archbishop of Dublin,
,last with him (o meet Browning, !
!.'-St;mle}'. Heughton, and so on. {
-I“'om to an old Jew close by to hire a
.Itlrt*'ss suit, as Franklin had done tor
| the court of St. James, While fitting
on thre clothes 1 told him 1 wuas in
hastc to go to a great brealkfust. e
stopped, lonked at me, looked me all
over, and then told me 1 must
;Iwc:ar that, but he would hire me «
lsmt of velvet, By degrees, us he nLived
‘me up, he got at, or guessed at some
facts, and when [ asked to pay him
he ghook his head. 1 put some money
down and he pushed it back,
he had & son, his only faumily now, at
Oxford, and he kept on lixing me up;

Dean

s . e

all. Who would have guessed the
heart to be tound there?

“Browning wias just back from It-
aly, sunburned and ruddy. ‘Robert,
you are browning,”' smiled l.ady Au-
gusta, ‘And you are August-a,” bowed
the great poet grandly: and, by what
coincidence—he, tov. was in hrown
velvet, and so like my own that I waus
a bit uneasy,

“Two of the archhishop’s bheautiful
daughters had been riding in the park
with the earl of Aberdeen. “And did
you gallop? asked Browning of the
younger beauty. ‘1 galleped, Jovce
galleped, we gulloped all three.” Then
we all launghed =nt the happy and

feet on the table with his fingers, re-
fpcuu'd the exact measure in Latin
:fmn': Virgil; and the

i Luaghingly teok it up, in Lating where
"he left off, 1 then told J‘.rn{'ninu |

poerm from the Oxford Magazine, and
would like to borrow the measure and
spirit of his ‘God News' for a prairie
lire on the plaing, driving @ buffildoe
and all othey life bhefore it into
river. ‘“Why not borrow from \Virgil,
ag 1 did?  He 1s g rich as one of vour
gold mines, while 1 am hut o poot
Ssoribe’
London.

"Fasgt on top of this cime bLireol-
fasts with Lord Houghton, junch with
Browning, « dinner with Rosssttl to
mect the 2reat painters; the good old
Jew murmenting me alwayvs, and ol
cwayvs pushing back the pay.”

1]
Eli'rum: overstraining them in reading
[ ]

book 1 ever read.”  Dut he managed
and hie letters were very popular, e
published books of poetry also, ip
quick succession—""Songs of the Sun-
Jand” in 1873, and "The Ship in the
Desert” and “Songs of Italy” soon af-
ter. But he made more money from
his playvs, several of which, @amnong
them “"The Danites” (1876 and Y The

Other books of this period are "My
Life Amoung the Modocs”

el e o i e

“Shadows

Cof Shasta, 49 or the Gold Seekers of !
“AMoemories and
But his writing did not inter- |

thie Sicrras” atid
lime”
t fore wilh his travel, and though he

Oaklund, Cal., the Heighis, looking out
through the Golden Gute, he was sel-

une of hig longest journeys was ‘o
, Palestine nud kgyol, a journcy which
{ Inspired him 10 write g life of Christ,
,and led later to his notable
{ poem, “The Duilding of the City Beau-
| tiful” ‘ut

' bool did not appear until 1400, an

the meantime he had traveled mach, !

seenn miuch, written much., ife inoHk
part in the gold rush to the Wlondike
in 1597 and wrote picturesgue je*tors
i about 1t. He leciured in many «it.es,
digplaying the picturesque
i that was expected of himn., He went
~with the expedition of the allies for
i the relief of the hesieged legutions it
Pekin during the boxer riots,
one way and another he managed to
impress himse!f on the imagination of
ythe public more thun
American poet of hiz time,  As for
gonins, he hims¢Ilf heid that there is
no snch thing:-—-

Je there such a thing as fcenuine.
finspiration” 1 think there is
‘no =uch thing. Raiher jert
ns valdl it it
pervading love of the sublime, the
| peautiful, and the good; the never-
questioning conviction that
{ nothinz in this world that is not
beautiful or tryving to hbe beautiful
| “And God saw evervthing thuat he had
miide, and, behold, it was very govod.”
Genius is love that is born of this
| truth leading ever by plain and simple
| ways, and true toil and care, ag ull
'nature toils and cares, ags God 1¢ils
land cares; that all. T wrile this down
(for those who may come after. We
ighall have higher resuits from the
'i‘al'.ail'._ sweet truth,
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there i«

O f hig dazzling re- !

] was to break- |

- L
lot |

He said |

cans, great tall silk hat, gloves and |

hearty retort, and Drowning, beating !
the time and clang of zalloping horses’ |

archbhishop !

had an order— it was nmy first—for a |

And this was my first ol inner ?

Hiz eves failed once more, this thine |

to do sOMe DNewspaper correspondenice, |

Silent Man™ (1878) were very populsr. |

baiit him o widely sdyertised house at

dont there to enjoy the famous view. |

prose

over this picture of .
exterior |
And m |

almost any |

devout and all- |

l‘;'““.r' Ly Niv A Conan hon fe

' THE SONS OF MARTHA.
The Sons of Mary seidom bother, for
they have inherited that rood
1rart,
Ul thse Sonsg of Martha favor thear
molher of the carefyl soul and
the troubled heart;

And because she jost her temper ance,

and berayuse she was rude to the
Lord, her Gyuest,
Her Song must wait upon Mar's Sons
“'\'lfh: “'? FFE 4 n

It Nl reprieyse T
eSSt

il s neir Al ) & S the ceS8 1 1 .h
the bufle 1 ’ ' L
2hovrk;

It is their care that 1he

e Al *NEKLrEres
it i= their care 11

1l the switches

: 1.1"'-'.?\.
(It is their care that the wheels  run
-, truly; it s thelr care 1o embary
and entrauin,
Tally, transport and deilfver dulyv the
Sons of Mary by land and maln
{ They = 10 the mountains, “He ve re

moved D™ Fhey sayv to the lesseer
floods, “Tiun Jdre'™

L nder their rods are the rocks reprov-
ed—they arv not afraid of that
which is high.

Then do the hilltops shake to the gum-
mit; then is the bed of the deep
iald bare,

That the Sons of

‘\!.13 YV oInny overs e
i, pleasintly slegping and unle
Awdre,

1'They nnger Death ot their
» when they pivecs

living wires

L e rears against the =ates they tend
they feed hin hehind

their fires

Flarlv at dawn e~ ten soe clear they
stuntithie mmto his Fraliie stiall,

And hale hing rorth like a  haltered
steer and Sowd A turn ning Vil
evenfai:

glove's #N0g
and re ey the

hungry

To these from hirth i= Lelief forbid
den: fromn thesg il death 18 re-
lief afar-—

:-Th"‘\' Aare concerned with matters hid-
den-—-undepr the earth line then
altars are,

The =feret fountains 1o follow
walers withdrawn o
the mouth,

up
re=stere 1o

1\"'-1. 4114] gather the floods a8 ina cup,
} und pour then amain ot o city's
| drouth.

|

[ Theyv do not preach that theie God will
! ronse them a little bhefore the
Hitls work loose:
{They do not teach that Jlis ity al-
flows them to heave their work
whenever they a'l'lulwr.f
| A« in the thronged and the Hehitoned
{ wivs, so in the durk and desert
they stand,

PWary and watehfil ail their davs thin
| , their bhrethren’s days nay be
! long in the Jandd,

|
L1t ve the stone, op eledave The woed

| tn nitlie @ path more fair or
i flat,

i 1.0t 11 is Dlaek already with hlood conue
I Lons of Martha spilled for that,
L ]

PN ot as o ladder from earth to heayven,

ot s an altar O any creod,
|}'-1' simple service, simply Ziven to
! liis own kind, in thelr common
i e

PAT the Sons of Alary snnle andg are
i iMessed - they know the
are on their sude, .
They ktow it thew s the urice «O@l-
: fessed, und for thenn sie the
i Viercies multiplhied,
<it 4t the feet, and they hear the
Word  they Lknow how truly
the I'romise ruls,
!‘I'h--x have cast their burden uwpon the
' ' l.ord, and- the Lord 11e layvs A
Martha's Sons,
RITDY AL I Nas.

=

Prison Sonned,

1 dreamed the woman who = 0 0¥
CAre .

' Hud stretehed hey soms to e a

weig kilineg = leat

angels

."fhw.

i Drovped o Yy vhoek anladden
neaYy, =0 news

She <eemed [ ftrove to touch an ooy

. despalr _

The ampress coronasl of nigsht-nucd
haar.

i But anguish graven on hetl Jave

read,

-*n(i 1T “ -h“,:l!tlo " .I'.;I'f‘:\ ":' 'iff‘.'ld
‘1 foreed my lps 1o uliacvusElomed

Dryer.
“If 'Thou ary (red, despite my angcs
lief,
Giuard her who hath not <itined

against Thy word,

Who hath not mocked Thee 10 her

decpest =ricf:

2o shall ray mouth revile o ure,
O Jora'™

Qleep veiled from me the
her eves .

. Who knowz if it be thus thet ile re-

| plies?

shilendor of

RECENT DORAN BOORS.

The Geargs Ho Twiran Co, jezied
lust  month, among  othel bLigee ki =,
Twiat Land and Sea, Ly Jo=cph on
red: The Stery of Stephen Compton,
by Ul K. Patterson: The lee Shore, L.
lrose Macauley: Dunch Grass, by H 10
Vaerliell: The Private Life of Heary
Maitland, by Morley Roberts: Modern
Problems, by Sir Oliver laddgs: The
' Blindness of Virtue, by Cosmo Ham 1-
ton: The Elemens of Child Study, by
"W, WL Smiih and The Case of Oscar

M B REMRICES, Sty e
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