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- The Pionesr Trail

This day, within the hour, I took from its place of concealment %An 01d Sketch-
Book." It lies before me now, I turn its leaves and live once more a past experience,
Well, welll How vividly this book brings to me again those stirring days: Why, these
are days gone by this quarter, yes, nearer this half century! How unexpectedly we
sometimes come upon the past—turn it up, a8 it were, from the mold of time as with
the plow one might bring to light from out the earth some lost and forgotten thing,
This book, with its buckskin covers, revivifies dead hours, makes me live again those
times when life for me was new; or, if not exactly that, brings them back in memory
as reminders of times and conditions now passed away fofsver,

The book is & reminder, old, battered, dusty, yet truthful, of what an ox-teaam
Journey across the westerm plains and over the Rockies was in the years that are gone,

The book so lomg neglected, now so full of interest, received hard usage in those
former days., Before it lay at rest so long, gathering dust and cobwebs about it,
like a true pioneer i1t was made to rough it in this werld, It learned to withstand
the brunt of many a hard encounter, Master and book were compsnions on a long and
toilsome journey,

Inside snd out; yes, the leaves and the covers all tell tales, This buckskin
was drenched many a time by the thunderpstorms of Nebraske and Wyoming; by the sleset
and snow that fell upon the mountains, Between these sheets of various-toned gray
paper, close to the binding, are little waves of red, gritty stuff, contributions,
on some windy day, from the sand hills of the Platte Valley, or the Big Sandy Creek
(the peetic Glis- <
tening Gravel Water of the Indians), or from "The Three Crossings® of the Sweetwater,
or the wearisome piece of road leading from Platte to Platte-—North and South--over
the ridge and down into Ash Hollow, Ome end of the book has been submerged in water,
a reminiscence, no doubt, of the fording of either the Platte, the Sweetwater, the Big
or Little Laramie or the Green River farther on, 0, there sre many emotions revived
within me by a sight of the book; they crowd upon me thick and fast! These crisp,
gray leaves of sage, where did they get between the leaves? It was, I beliave, on
one cool September night, st Quaking Asp Hollow, I remember that then great bonfires
were blasing around our camp, and the red tongues of flames showed by their light, wild
groups of dancers--the ox-punchers performing stranje antics; a fantestic dancing
supposed to be under the patronage of Terpsichore; or, at lesst, some more western
muse; & something, as I recall it now, between that of our medern ball-room ard the
Apache Ghost-Dance,

Remarkeble that those sketches can suggest to me so much! Yet it is that which
is unseen that fills me with amaze, Turning over the leaves it a1l comes back,
“The Journey" is no longer a dream; it becomes again a reality; I go over the long,
long plodding the slow progress of seemingly endless days, Not only do I look upon
the scenes which were transferred to the beok, but, through syspathy, on others also
that, for want of time, were left unsketched, Incidents of many kinds thrust their
memories upon me, Sometimes the experiences recalled were pleasurable; sometimes they
wers sad, But mirthful or tragic, pethetic or terrible, I go over them sgain, and the
twelve hundred miles, nay, the fifteen hundred, considering the circuitous route that
we were compelled to follow, pass before me like a moving panorama, Prairies, hills,
streams, mountains, canons, follow each other in ghick succession--all the ever-chang-
ing prospect between the banks of the Missouri River and the Inland Sea,

How rapidly we have grown! What waa once
but dreams of the future first changed to reality, and then sank away until now they
are but dreams of the past, No more the long train of dus-covered wagons; drawn by
the slow and patient oxen, winds acrosa the level plains or passes through the deep
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defile, No mors the Pony Express or the lumbering stage-~coach bring the quickest-

word or forms the fastest transport between the inter-mountain region and “*The States.”
How hard it is to understand the briefness of time that has passed since this great
interier eountry was practically a howling wilderness, inhabited by bands of savage
Indians and: penetrated only by intrepid trappers or hunters! As we are now whirled
along over the Laramie Flains, the Husboldt Desert, or through the Echo or Weber Canons,
reclining on luxuriously cushioned seats, and but a few hours away from the Atlantic
or Pacific seaboards, we can scarcely realisze it, Surely the locomotive plays a won-
drous part in the destiny of modern nations, Without its aid the country through which
we are about to pass might have become as was sur-

mised by Irving, the cradle of a race inimical to the higher civilization to the East
and West, Now we behold it a land giving promise of future greatness, whers peace,
wealth and happiness shall go hand in hend, and where already it is well-nigh impossible
for/y6iuth of today to fully comprehend the struggles and privations of its pioneer
fathers,

The skeltches, the greater number, are roughly made, There was little time to
lditer by the wayai:!o. Some of them are hardly more than hasty cutlines, filled inm,
perhaps, when the camping-ground was reached, Some show an impression dashed off of
a morning or evening, or, sometimes, of a noonday, Once in a while there is a subject
more carsafully finished, telling of an early camp or of a hl.lf-do,y'l rest, Some ars
in white and black merely, others in color,

What a new delight it was to onme young and city-bred, to mingle in the freedom
of camp life such as we enjoyed near that spot, How sweet it was to pass the days and
nights under the blue canopy of heaven! Three weeks we remained
there; three wesks elapsed eres our trsin was ready to start, There was nothing very
beautiful, it say be, in the scenery berdering upcn "The Mad Waters,” but it was wild
and sylvan at the time, and we wers excited by the prospect of those months of travel
that lay before us,

Between the high bank on which our wagons stood and the main course where the
Misscuri's waters flowed, was "The “Slough.” There, under the high branches of primeval
trees, the river back-waters lay clear and still; there the wild grape vine ran riot;
there hung the green clusters of berries that would swell as we journsyed on, and that
would be ripe ere we reached our journey's end, There the young, and the old, too, re-
sorted for their bath, Many the fair girl who made her toilel there, often, indeed,
that some bright face was reflected in a silent pool, a nature's mirror, while its
omner arranged anew her disheveled hair, The daughters of dusky savages, of painted
chiefs—the Tappas,.the Pawnee or the Omaha—-had, no doubt, used that place for the
same purpose in other years, Little thought
they of the white-faced maidens from distant lands beyond the great seas, perhaps of
which they never heard, who should some day usurp their place,

During our days of waiting ere we had startéd westward, often, indeed, our eyes
were turned toward the sunset horizon, From there would come the train of wagons in
which the greater number of emigrants would make “the journey.,® Often there was a false
alarm, Each waiting emigrant, impatient of delay, would take some far-off cloud of
dust to be that made by the expected wagoms. But often it waa cnly bandes of frontiers-
men, Indians, or perhaps a band of antelops, Would the train never come? How long
this waiti At length, well I remeaber the morning, the word was passed! It was the
wagons for the emigrants, The half-cooked breakfast and the cempfires were left de-
serted, Each and every one went forward tc see the wagons that for so many wesks would
be their homes, Some there were who had lover or relative who had preceded them the
years before and
now their lover or relative returmed for those whom they loved, A4ll dust-covered and
torn were the teamsters' clothes, Some were bare-headed, Yes, they had raced on the
road, Two captains, ocur own, John D, Eolladay, and another equally eager, had made a
wager, Each one was positive that he would reach the banks of the Missouri first, In
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order to gain the wager cur captain had arcused his men at the hour of midnight, and in
the darimess had forded the desp Elkhorn Hiver, and continued the journey eastward while
the members of fhe other company were enjoying their needed rest,

A daring deed!, But those pioneers of the west knew no fear, They were in esrnest,
too, Captain and tesmsters alike shared both the joy and the pride in the winning of
the wager,

Thea on the afterncon of the same day the other train arrived, O what a shouting
and yelling then rent the air, Yet the rival captain and his teamsters took their
defeat good naturedly, They had started esstward better equipped than was ocur captain,
snd yet the latter had won the
race, Of this achievement of course we wers proud,

4 supper and a ball were given by the losing company, And what a ball-room—-the
Wyoming Hotel. It was & long, low house of logs and the dance-room was lighted by a
row of tallow candles, and the music was furnished by the teamsters from the west, and
yot what a time of enjoyment it was! What a contrast bétween the refined young girls
from scross the seas, and those roughly clad men from the west, Yet in the future
their lives were to be linked in one and their children in turn be builders of the
western eampire, '

Well do I remember, the afternoon, when our captain, that was to be, came to our
portion of the Wyoming camp snd listed those who were to journey as Independents, of
which my father was one, That was the first time that I had beheld = typical cvaptain
of the western plains, Jind still I remembsr his massive form, his keen eye, his command-
ing voice and gestures, But his true southern accent plainly told that he had
not long lived in the west, but was from the land of the suany south,

There should be a sketch of "The Slough,” I remember such was made, Indeed, it
should be the first in the book. But careless hands have torn it away, The first is
one looking eastward over the river toward the Council Bluffs, For eastward lay the
Nissouri River, We saw the steamer Welcome, which had brought us up stream, the Red
Wing, and other olden tims boats passing occasichally up or down the stream, But west-
ward the level horison attracted our eyes and made us long for the time when we should
start to follow the setting sunm,

Persistently, and with eager curiosity, the guide-book was scanned, For wesks
ahead we studied the meagre information of “The Route.,* We learned the names, sug-
gestively odd or quaintly poetic, and we pictured in the mind the places themselves
to which they bslonged, We formed conclusions to be realised later ocm or to be dis-
pelled by the actualities, The imagination, heated to the utmost by traveler's tales—
half

true, half false—-looked forward to a region of wonder and romence, Already I had ast
that "boss of the frontier,® the western tough, who had kindly offered with the help

of his bowie-knife, to slit or cut off my youthful ears, I looked upon the frontier
log-cabin, half store, half bar, decorated with the skins of ver and the wolf, and
seen the selling by the moccasined fur-traders of buffalo robes, Before us was the
land of Kit Carson, we should pass through the domsins of the Cheyenne, the Siocux, the
Crow and the Ute. We would ses the Bad Lands; the burial trees of the Arapahoe; the
lands of the Medicine and the Scalp-Dance, In our path were the willages of the Prairie
Dog, the liome of the Coyote and the rattlesnake; of the antelope, of the buffalo, the
big-horn and the griszsly bear, Prairie Creek, Loup Fork, Fort John, South Pass, Wind
River Mountains—0 many & name seized upon imegination and held it fast,

Adnd the nsmes of Chiefs--Mad Wolf, Spotted Bagle, Two Axe, Rain-in-the-Face—they
wers as from some unwiitten western Iliaed,
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But I return to the sketch-book. Indaed it has made imagination wander,

The second sketch in the book is a view near the Missouri River, It is looking
westward and shows a Nebraska landscape with a prairie fire, The scene is, indeed, a
very different ome from what the place would present today, A great prairie fire is .
awesping across the plain and the dense whirling mass of smoke, driven hefore the wind,
and the principal feature of the sketch, overshadows with its darkness a far-reaching
landscape of low, rolling hills, clumps of trees and a winding stream, in which, how-
ever, thers is not a aign of human lifs visible, The stream ia a small one, probably
the Blue Creek, or it may be the Vermillon, or, perhaps the Shell, Which ons of these
I have really forgotten, And the margin, too, is unmarked, Now that region is covered
with villages and farms and the smoke is from the chimneys of homes where prosperity
and modern comforts are to be found, The sketch shows a wilderness, so great is the
change wrought since that day it was made,

*The O'Fallen's Bluffs.” The third sketoh is a hasty one, The sky and the river—
the slow-flowing Plaitte, are responsive to the light of a golden sunset. The brilliant
rays oome from behind the huge, square, sedimentary cliffs, and which throw a shadow
acroaa the foreground, The main interest in the scens, however, is not thet given by
nature, but in the presence of man, It shows our long train &f wagons--how slightly
sketched-—coming down from the bluffs, and winding toward the radiance along the dusty
road,

ind 8o we had made & start! We had unraveled, a few at least, of the mysteries
attendant upon the management of cattle; we could yoke and unyoke; we knew the eff.cts
of ®gee® and "haw," and could then throw four yards of blacksnake whip with a akill
and force that made its buckskin "cracker® explode with a noise like the report of a
pistol, We knew, with tolerable accuracy, the mement when to apply, to let off the
brake, the degree of modulation in the voice that would enable the intelligent oxen
to understand :
Just how much to swerve to the right or the left, We were fast becoming teamsters,
"bull-whackery;" theory had given place to practical knowledge, and, moracver, we wers
not only becoming experts upon the road, but also in those many bits of untellable
knowledge nesded to make bearabls the discomforts of camp-lifas,

Dearly we learned to love the Platte! Dearly we learned to love thw wide and
shallow stream, Even if the way was dreary at times, we forgot it when passing along
the river banks, *Bgypt, 0 Commander of the Faithful, iz a compound of black earth
and green plants, between a pulverized mountain and a red sand." So wrote Amron,
conqueror of Egypt, to his master, the Ehalif Omar. And so might have been said of
the Valley of the Platte, Day after day we trudged along, and dey after day the red
hills of sandstone locked down upon us, or the prairie, like the desert, stretched out
its 1llimitable distance. The days grewinto weeks, the weeks became s month, and
still the cattle, freed from the yoke, hastensd to slake their thirst at the :
well-loved stream, During that month, surelyy we ate, each ons of us, the peck of
dirt--if sand may be classed as dirt-wwhich every man is said to eat in his 1ife time,
It £illed our eyes, too, and cur esars, our nostrils, It was in the food; it sprinkled
the pan-cakes; it was in the syrup that we poured over them, Half auffocated were we
by it, during some night-wind, as we lay bemeath our wagons, O, ye sand hills of the
Platte——indeed we have cause to remember.

To the Overland traveller of today, the Platte is almost unknown, But from the
time we first discovered the stream, yellowed by the close of a July day, and overbung
by ancient cottonwood trees, until we bade it farewell at Red Rooks, within view of
Laramje Peak, it seemed, was, indeed, a friend. As on the edge of the Nile, the
verdurs on its banks was often the only greeness in all the landscape round,
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"What possible enjoyment is there in the long and dreary ride over the yellow
plaius,® Rideing, in his "Scenery of the Pacific Railway," asks that question, "The
infinite space and air does not
redeen the dismal prospect of dried-up seas, The pleasures of the transcontinental
journey,” he goes on to say, "may be divided into ten parts, five of which consists
of anticipation, one of realization, and four of retrospect.,® With us, at least, it
was different. From the railwsy one is but a beholder of the scenery; but in "The Old
Journey" we were partakers therein, We became acquainted with the indlividualities, as
it were, of the way, And then how we crept from one casis of verdure to ancther, In
the simple scenic combines, too, of the river, rock and trees, what changel But the
railwey did not fellow our devious course,

One there was in our company who, like Phil Robinson, of travel fame, remembered
the principal places along the road by the game he had shot there, Here he had dropped
a mallard or a red-head; thers, upon that hillside he had made havoc smong s covey of
rock-partridge, in that grove secured the wild turkey, or, on the banks of that stream,
he had brought down a deer, and on that plain had ridden down a buffale, A good
way this, no doubt, to remember the leading features, and special places through which
our journey lay; but, unlike my fellow traveller, I recall now all the good spots for
bathing., O, what joy it was, after a half, or full day's experience of dust and toil
to plunge into the ocooling, cleansing waters of spring or stream, O, the Platte! But
I must not omit my pleasure in other waters, Now I see the waves of the Elkhorn, now
those of the Big and the *ittle Laramie; and, now, through a fringe of long-leaved
arrow-wood, the cold, deep waters of Horse Shoe Creek. One day as I bathed, Spotted
Tail, the famous Sicux Chieftain, and his band of five hundred bravea, passed along the
benks of the Platte, Open mouth I stared at the wild cavalcade, and while wading
ashors, I struck my foot against, a3 it proved to be upon examination, a great stone
battleaxe, Perhaps it once belong at some remcte period of time, to ancther great
chief in that famed and haughty werrior's ancestry,

"A Gathering Storm"~-the unbroken prairies!
Wemre brought by this subject to grand phenomena, Heavens what piles of cbud, what
solemn loneliness! The clouds--no wonder that the Indian of the Plain has many a legend
about them,
*Gloomy and dark art thou, O chief of the mighty Omahas;
Gloomy and dark as the driving cloud whoss name
thou hast taken..

*Billowy bays of grasses ever rolling in shsdow and sunshine.®

Magnificent! But this imperfect little sketch cannot reveal the truth, can only
suggest, Nowhere are the clouds more wonderful than when over, never is sclitude more
impressive than in the open prairies,

The clouds, the clouds! Yes, through many a twilight hour, I watched, lying upon
the tufted prairie as the camp-fires died away, the clouds, Weird was the hectic
flushing, the glow of the
sheet lightning among the July and August cusmli, But thesse clouds in the sketch are
filled with portent, Not only is the prairie darkened with the approach of night, but
with the coming storm. ;

Here are two famous objecte; famous, at least, in those days, not far apart, and
following each other ir the book—"The Court House,® and "The Chimmey Rock.® Distinct-
1y I remember the day on which we firat sighted the latier-—a pale blue shaft above
the plain, We had Just formed the last semi-circle of our nocn corral and through its
western opening was seen the Chimney, wavy through the haze that arocse from the heated
ground, It was my father who pointed it out to me, It afterwards seemed to us that
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’qtho aslow-going oxen would nmever reach it; or, rather, that they wounld never arrive at
the point in the road opposite that natural curiosity; for the emigrant trail passed
gseveral miles to the northward of the low range of bluffs of which "the Chimney Rock"
is a part. One evening several of our company tried to walk from cur nearest camp to
the terraced hills that formed the Chimney's bass, but the distance proved too great,
{Picture of "Morning at Chimmey Roock® - between pages 38 and 39.] That was one of our
first lessons in the deceptiveness of space--the distance to hills and mountains,

From the banks of Lawrence Cresk, from where the sketch was made, the bluffs, and
the Half-Way-Post, the name by which the Chimney is sometimes auggestively referred to,
are most pilcturesque, Strings of wild ducks arcse from the rushes of the creek side
as our train approached, :

"Scotts' Bluffs® make a very different picture from those of the O'Fallen's, The
sedimentary heights of the former, with their strong resemblance to walls and towers,
are shown in the skeltch rosy with the light of the rising sum. In the middle distance,
in & 1ittle swale of the picture, is a train corralled, the still blue smoke rising
in many a straight oolumn from the morning camp-fires, In the foreground are sun-
flowers, a buffalo-skull among them.

Ah! here is a sad, dark sketoch--"Lef{ by the Roadside.® 4 tall rank growth, and
a low, half-
sunken headbosrd ere seen against the sky in which lingers yet a red flush of the twi-
light. Two or three stars shed their pale rays from afar, and cne feels that the
silence, is unbroken by even the faintest sigh of wind, But certainly there will come
one soon, & long, shivering, almost moanlike scund, as the night wind begins to steal
across the waste and gently stirs the prairie grass and flowers,

Yos, after those years it is the Human Comedy; it is the never-ending drama! It
is the wonder of that which grows upon one, It is the desires, hopes, trials, pleasures,
aorrows of the racel It 1s the remembered sction that interests me in these sketches,
The book is filled with the transcripts of once noted places, but my mind, as I loock
upon them, is filled with thoughts of men and women., It is those who passed among the
scenes who are of interest now. I recall the Piomeers themselves, I think of thesm,
filled with hope, yet anmxious, eager to begin the new 1ife that lay before them,

The action! The search for the Pountain of -
Youth, the desire for knowledge, the thirst for gold, these have led men into the wilds;
it has taken them to brave unknown dangers in unknown lands, Yes, these, the Propaganda
and the love of Freedom, but meither ia stronger than the desire for Religiocus Liberty,
Ponce de Leon in the Land of Flowers; Lewis and Clark making their way along the Oregonm,
the Catholic Pathers, the gold-seekers of California, and the Puritans of New England--
these are our examples, And like the latter were the Picneers who preceded us slong
our way. 4&nd our company, too, such it was that led them, Near the frontier I had
locked into a deserted cabin--it revealed the ending of a drama, He who would have
found the magic waters, the home and the gold-seeker left behind them many a lomely
grave, The Propagandist, the Lover of Freedom left their bones in many an unknown
spot,, And the Pioneers? They, too, must leave their dead, He who built that deserted
cabin had met with failure,-—death was the end, But the seekers of Religicus Liberty?
Surely they must have found the grsater
consolation in the hour of trial; to them must have come more guickly the thought of
peace,

Action! It is true; one might have becoms easily wearied of the monotonous trip.
The shifting pancrama might have become monotonous in its shifting, Monotonous, I
mean, were it not for, I repeat the word--the action. The plains, the streams, the
rocks, the hills, ell became important bescause these led the way, Ever my thought is
of the roed,
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Countless in numbers almost were the graves, on plain and mountain, those silent
witnesses of death by the way, The mounds were to be seen in all imaginable places,
Each day we passed them, singly or in groups, and sometimes, may, often, one of ocur
own company was left behind to swell the number, By the banks of streams, on grassy
hillocks, in the sands, beneath groves of irees, or among piles of rock, the graves
wers mede, We left the new mounds to be scorched by the sun, beaten upen by the tem-
pests, or for beauty or desolation to gather around as it had about many of the older
cnes, Sometimes when
we camped the old graves would be directly alongside the wagons. I recell sitting by
one that was thickly covered with grass and without a headboard while I ate my evening
meal, and of sleeping by it at night, One remains in my mind as a very scothing little
picture, & child's grave; and it was screened around with a thickst of wild rose that
leaned lovingly over it, while the mound itself was overgrown with bright, green moss,
I fancied then that the perents of that child were they yet living, the mother, who,
no doubt, had left that grave with such agony of heart, such blinding or tearless
grief, would have liked, indeed, to have heafd the sweet singing of the wild birde in
the rose thicket, and have seen how daintily nature had decked that last bed of the
loved one,

How painful were the circumstances attending the first burlal in our train, A
woman died one evening, we were about ten days out, just as the moon had risen over
the prairies, and swiftyly the tidings spresd through the camp, Next morning, it was
the Sabbath Day, she was buried, laid
to rest on a low,grassy hill top near the banks of a stresm. Never can I forget the
grief of her children as the body of their mother was lowered into the ground., I can
hear their cries yet, those cries that they gave, as they wers led away, and their
wagon departed with the rest. A network of stakes was placed across the grave to
keep away the robber wolves; a short, short sermon was preached, a hymn waz then sung,
acoompanied by the plaintive wailing of a clarinet, and prayer made to the services
a Bolemn olose,

That first death made a sad impression upon us, But after a while the burials
from our company had become so frequent, that they lost much of their saddening power;
or, rather, we refused to retain so deeply the sadness, throwing it off in self defenss,

The outline which follows brings wp a different train of thought--"Camp material
abandoned after an attack by Indiana.,® The ground is littered with all sorts of in-
describable things, Panic is evident in the reckless tossing away of every kind of
articles; anything to lighten the loads,

80 that the fear-struck emigrants could hurry forward, This was the train immediately
preceding ours, and a couple of days later we passed cne of those prairie letiers--
an ox-shoulder blade or skull—on which was written:

“Captain Chipman's train passed here August 1l4th, 1866, & deaths,
9C head of cattle driven away by the Indians,
Great scare in caamp.”

Apropos of alarms from Indians there is a rapidly executed subject, from memory
the next day, that brings back a night of peril and sorrow, It was on the western
slope of the Black Hills, and there were four wagons of us belated from the general
train, We were the last five on the right-wing, and the right-wing wes the latter half
of the train that night, so, practically, we were alone, There was a dead woman in
the wagon next to ours, and to hear the weeping and sobbing of her little children,
in the dark beaide
the corpse, was heart chilling, The poor husbapd trudged along on foot hurrying his
single yoke of footsore cattle, S5Still we were far hehind; liable at any moment to be
cut-off by the prowling Sioux, That was a night to remember,

Here are two scenes among the Black Hills themselves, one is a very suggestive
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sketoh showing rocks, timber-clad bluffs, and ragged peaks with the wagons of ocur train
ocoming down a deep declivity into a dry teorrent bed, Wild clouds are coming over the
pesks threatening a stormy night, It appears that the wagons mmat topple over, end
over end, so abrupt is the descent they are making. In the second sketch, made on the
evening of the following day, the train is seen winding like a serpent over the hills,
In the middle distance is a valley, partly obscured by mists, and beyond it Laramie
Pesk, purple against the sunset clouds and sky,

The night drives wers among the mest frying experiences upon the Overland Journey.
Usually they were made necessary to us from the drying up of some spring or stream
where we hed ex-

[ Between pages 46 and 47 - Picture ~*Camp at Scott's Bluffs.”]

pected to make ocur evening camp, and the conzequent lack of water for the people as
well as cattle, so that we must move forward, Our worst drive of this kind was ¢
reach the La Prelle River after leaving Fort laramie, Saint John's, on the night wich
followed the making of the first of the two sketches just mentioned, Wildly the light-
nings glafed, their 1ivid tongues licked the ground beside us. The road was deluged
in the downpour of rain; and what with the sudden flashes of light, the cfashing of
thunder, the poor cattle were quite panic-stricken, It was hard work to make the poor
bfutes face the storm, Yet, after all, their sagacity was greater than curs. Several
times we would have driven them over the edge of a precipice had not their keener
senses warned them back, We would have shuddered, so ocur Captain afterwards told us,
gould we have seen where the tracks of ocur wagon wheele were made that night,

Yos, to the emigrant company of those days, the drying up of a stream was often
of serious import, Water encugh might have been carried
to quench the thirst of human beings, but what of the many cattle? The ox that suffers
too much from thirst becomes a dangercus animal, Let him scent in the distance the
coveted water, and who shall curb his strength? How nearly we met with disaster from
this same cause, Almost useless were the brakees; how fiercely the thirst tortured
animals strained at their yokes, It was a pitiful sight, and as we approached the
broken, boulder-strewn edge of the stream, our position was somewhat dangerous, No
less dangerous was the task of remcving the yokes from the impatieat creatures, and of
unloosing the chains,

I try to recall my diary, for I did keep a diary. I did not find it among the
old relics where was hidden the sketch-book, and the chances are that long since it
has been destroyed, perhaps fed to the flames, In spite of slightness it must have
contained many an interesting fact about "The Journey.® But I cannot recall a word,
The events which gave rise to its entries grow fresh in my mind, dbut the wording of
the matter itself
is gone, I know it contained the data which would give the exact number af hours in
which we were upon the road, and that I would like to know, I remember writing about
Scott's Hluffs, and how they received their name, One fancied that he could see the
wounded trapper, sbsndoned and dying alone, and wondered if he crawled down from the
bluffs, and along the way we were travelling, And which was the spot, tog,where, at
last, his bones were found, There was momething, too, about the gatherinmg of buffalo
chips, and the seeking of fire wood, On the latter quest, what lonely spots we did
visit! One comes to my mind at this moment, How weirdly the wind choired in the
ancient cedars, and how very cld appeared the boulders with their mottling of lichens,
and with what a dismal yelp a ragged coyote leaped from his lair and scampered down
& rook-strewn gullyl It wes tantaliszsing at times to keep to the road, How could one
resist the temptation to throw off restraint, and, putting all prudence aside, wander
oF go galldping on horssback away over hill and

. thriggh dale? What if the redman did 1ie in the path? He could be a brother., O,

but to be like the Indian; to live wild and free, to be "iron-jointed, supple-sinewed,
to hurl cur lances in the sun'"
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This, of course, was on those days when, baving taken "the winds and sunshine
isto tur veins," we felt stirred within us the instincts of primal man, At other
times we were scber-minded encugh, The romance of being out in the wildes was terribly
chilled by an inclement sky. A few days of drizzling rain tried the most ardent spirit,
Then it was that the disagreeablensss of the time made the true metal of the emigrant
show itaelf, Whatever traits of character he possessed--selfishness, senseless fault-
finding, or those rare qualities of kindness, cheerful content, and ready helpfulness—
all come out, In Nark Tapley's own phrase, it was all very well to “"come out stdpng"
when by the warm glow of the flames or when moving along with the bright blue sky above
us, but it was quite another task to remain cheerful when the incessant rain made im-
possible :
even the smallest or most sheltered of campfires, and one crept into his bed upon the
ground with wet clothes and with flesh chilled to the bone, without even ths solace of
a cup of hot tea or coffee,

Hardly less trying were the days cof dust-storms. What misery it was when the wind
blew from the front and the whole cloud of dust raised by over three hundred yoks of
cattle, and the motion of sixty-five wagons drove in our faces! How dntolerably our

eyss and our nostrils burmed, and how quickly our ears filled with the flying sand or
alkali!

I should like to read once more, those diary entries, WUas there anything writtenm,
I wonder, about those silhouettes upon the hills? What 4id it tell, if anything, about
the alarm that was spread through our Company? Had we--the unlearned--known more about
the ways of the Indian we would have realised that they—tihose shadows—-wers no Sioux.
Yet it was disturbing to the unknowing tc see those figures, those mysteriously moving

horsemen of the night,
-Thank heaven! It was but our own scouting herdemen, But for once, to those assembled

2 <"within the corral centre, O, how long seemed the hymn, and even the prayer! How im-
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patient we woere to know the truth.

In *The Cedar Bluffs® the wagons that are sketched corralled ars not ocur own,
They comprised a small freight train, and right glad would they have been to, and most
likely they did, creep along, as it were, in our wake, There were nc women or children
in that train, its members were all of the daring "freighter.” These were men willing
to meet with any danger, Perhaps there might be among them men inexperienced, but
they must have possessed intrepid hearts, Roughf of the rough, but daring they cer-
tainly were, Woe to that little band if later they met the Siocux. It would mean, for
them, amnibilation, What rude pranks the Indian did sometimes play! The Siocux or
Cheyenne, he would take bales of bright stuffs which he sometimes found in the freighters®
wagons, fasten ocne end of it te his pony and let the hundfed ysrds un-
ravel and flaunt on the winds as wildly he deshed acroas the plain, There was a bigt-
ally oomic side to the character of the western Indian,

A brutal side! Yes, and there was offen a comic side to the white man's fear,
¥Wall, indeed, & friend of mine hes told it, Twelve young men comprised a company; two
wagons and six yoke of oxen mads up their outfit, That certainly was taking their
risks in those perilous times) Yet they wers unmolested, Once, indeed, they thought
themselves at the mercy of the Sioux; as truly, in another way they were, Death and
the scalping-knife appeared their lot, But it was all a hoax, What had been taken for
the painted savage was but a party of whites with blankets over their heads to keep
away the rain, Takeming into consideration the really dangercus position of the little
bend, thers was a tragic-farcical touch in their list of arms, ¥y friend's sole means
of defense wzs e butoher-knife some six inches long,

But in & later adventure, so he told me, the farcical part was left cut, That was

an experi- )
ence in which, if' the tragedy was alos wanting,there was a most severe test upon his
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nerves, He had left the camp, taking a fowling piece with him, and he wandered along
a stream, He had just taken sight upon a skein of wild fowl, and was about to fire,

- when suddenly a bend of Indians came from bebind & bank, and in another instant the
shot would have been among them, But luckily he had ‘not pulled the frigger. However,
his attitude, the pointed gun made him an object of suspicich, The Indians were upon
the war-path, but not with the whites just then, My friend was surrocunded, and h t
explain to the satisfaction of the savages who he-was, and why he was there, He was
finally released, however, upon proof that he was from a camp of whites near by, But
all the same it was an ordeal to stand sirrounded by those painted savages, scalps
dangling from their pony saddles, 4And it was one thaf the actor therein would not have
cared to repeat, , . .

[Between pages 54 and 55, Picture - "Laramie Peak from the Black Hills,"]
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