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love could be. Still, it was a mean trick to
have looked through that v?indow," the
general added, holding out his hand in good
night to me; "and I ought to have been
thrashed until I could n't stand."
I followed the general to the door. He is
many years my senior, and I helped him on
with his overcoat. "But, general," I said,
when his coat was on and his cane in his
hand, and he stood ready to go, "other
women have loved men for nearly as many
years, loved them as much as Parnell did,
men with none of Adam's wildness of character, and yet you know as well as I that
the story is at least unusual. What do you
think was the secret of her power?"
~ The general stopped, his back to the wall,
his hands folded over the cane held in front
of him. He might have been an officer at
" parade-rest." " I have often wondered myself," he said slowly, his eyes lowered, as if
he were thinking out again the thing that
he had often thought before. " Parnell never
had any children, and yet when I want to

fancy what a Madonna's face should be, I
think of hers as it was that night in the
farm-house kitchen when she leaned over
Adam sobbing on her breast. There was
always something of the mother about her,
to old and young, something too big to harbor the little spites and disappointments, the
jealousies, that many women would have
known. She had that kind of love for Adam,
a touch of the divinely maternal I believe it
was, that nursed no slight, and had no
thought of itself, and cared only to keep
him up to the best in himself. But then it
might have been only because she was Parnell—just Parnell, the bravest woman I
have ever known."
When the general had gone, I went back
to my seat by the fire. The vision of Parnell and Adam in the farm-house kitchen
haunted me. I wondered what the world
would be with more women like her in it. I
had no heart to dress for dinner. Instead,
I lighted my lamp, that I might write her
story down, just as the general told it.

THE CEOWN OP THE CONTINENT.
BY GEORGE BIRD GRINNELL.
AR away in northwestern Montana, hidden from view by
clustering mountain-peaks,
lies an unmapped corner—the
Crown of the Continent. The
water, from the crusted snowdrift which caps the peak of a lofty mountain
there trickles into tiny rills, which hurry
along north, south, east, and west, and growing to rivers, at last pour their currents into
three seas. From this mountain-peak the
Pacific and the Arctic oceans and the Gulf
of Mexico receive each its tribute.
Here is a land of striking scenery. From
some bold headland that rises abruptly from
the plain, one looks eastward over naked
yellow prairie. Near at hand, the ground is
undulating, rising and falling like the swell
of a troubled sea, but smooth and quiet in
the far distance. Away to the east rise from
: the level land the three sharp pinnacles of
the Sweet Grass Hills. On a clear day the
dark column of smoke from the coal-mines

of Lethbridge is seen seventy miles to the
northeast. Here and there the yellow of the
plain is broken by winding green watercourses, along which grow fringes of cottonwoods and willows, and at intervals little
prairie lakes gleam like silver in the sun.
If one turns his back upon the prairie and
looks west and south, the view is barred by
a confused series of unknown mountains.
Here are canons deeper and narrower than
those of the Yellowstone, mountains higher
than those of the Yosemite. Some are
rounded and some square-topped, some are
slender pinnacles, and others knife-edged
and with jagged crests, each one a true
sierra. Many are patched with snow, and
the highest wear their white covering from
year's end to year's end. Along their verdureless slopes slow-moving ice rivers still
plow their deliberate way, relics of mightier
glaciers, the stiffened streams of which in a
past age fashioned the majestic scenery of
to-day. These old glaciers dug out for them-
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selves channels between the mountains, and,
when the ice melted, left deep canons, the
walls of which sometimes rise vertically from
three to four thousand feet above the course
of the stream flowing through the valley; or,
again, they stand farther back, and are faced
by long steep slopes of rock fragments fallen
from the heights above. Often this talus is
bare, or it may be covered with a dense
growth of sturdy pines up to the limit—here
less than eight thousand feet—where trees
will no longer grow.
The rock which composes the mass of the
mountain is very ancient, probably Cambrian. It consists of some thousands of feet
of heavily bedded slates and shales capped
by limestone. These rocks yield easily to the
weather, which has carved out the mountainpeaks in fantastic shapes, which lend a
strange interest to their profiles.
This region lies just south of the United
States boundary-line and on the backbone of
the continent. It includes in its eastern
watershed the northwest corner of the Blackfeet reservation, and on the west an unexplored portion of Missoula County, and is
roughly bounded by the parallels of 49° and
48° 30' north latitude, and the meridians of
113° and 114° west longitude. In the southern portion of this territory rise Cut Bank
and Milk rivers, whichflowin a generally easterly course. Northwest of the heads of Milk
River, a long ridge runs out in a northeasterly direction from the point of Divide
Mountain, forming a crest-which separates
the northern and the southern waters. This
is Milk River Ridge, which on its northern
and western slope drains into the St. Mary's
River, six hundred feet below, and on its
southern and eastern into Milk River.
This region is known throughout northern
Montana as the St. Mary's Lake country. In
a narrow valley running back into the mountains lie two great lakes, the upper about
twelve miles long, and the lower seven.
These are enlargements of the St. Mary's
River, a branch of the Saskatchewan, and
receive the drainage of a wide area. Here,
forty-eight years ago, Hugh Monroe, a devout Catholic, assisted by a party of Kootenai Indians, set up on the shores of the
lower lake a great cross made of two pinetrees, and called the lakes St. Mary's. In
1853 Mr. James Doty, of Governor Stevens's
party, who visited the lakes, called them
Chief Mountain Lakes, after the great mountain known as the Chief, or the King, which
rises almost from the prairie in a solitary
needle of rock to a height of more than ten
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thousand feet. Since Mr. Doty named these
lakes they seem to have been unknown to.
geographers. The name he gave them appears on many maps, but is wrongly applied
to two other lakes thirty miles west and
north, which form the head of the Walterton
River and are locally known as the Kootenai
Lakes.
This is the Blackfeet land, and for the
Indians it is historic ground. A century ago
•it was owned by the Snakes and the Crows.
In those old times, we are told, there was no
war. Members of one tribe visited the camps
of others, and after friendly meetings parted
in peace. But already the white man had
come, and had introduced among the Indians
the temptation to war, as well as the means
for carrying it on. Horses brought up from
the south reached the Snakes, Flatheads,
and Crows, and at length became known to
the Blackfeet, who were then a mountain
people and lived in the timber on the heads
of streams flowing into the Saskatchewan.
The Blackfeet wanted horses, and knew of
no way to get them except by capture from
their neighbors. About this time, too, the
French traders from Montreal had supplied
them with guns, powder, and ball. They
had learned how to use these new weapons,
and so had gained confidence in themselves.
Their descendants of to-day have said to me:
" Then first we learned to take courage, and
to venture out .of the timber on to the
prairie, and to make journeys to war."
In their raids for horses the Blackfeet
pressed farther and farther southward, driving their enemies before them, at first beyond
the St. Mary's River and then beyond the
Yellowstone. The Crows retreated southward and the Snakes southwest over the
mountains; yet because of the great abundance of the buffalo on the plains, huntingand war-parties of their enemies were constantly invading the territory which the
Blackfeet had conquered, and so the Chief
Mountain country was always a debatable
ground where Blackfeet, Crows, Snakes,
Gros Ventres, Crees,Assinaboins, Flatheads,
Kootenais, and Stonies came to hunt,
trap, and—when they met—to fight. All the
prominent landmarks have their legends,
stories of religion or of mythic heroes or of
adventurers of later times. The Blackfeet
^;emained the possessors of the territory,
and though bit by bit their lands have been
taken from them by the whites, they still
retain the country of the Chief Mountain
Lakes.
It was once a great game country. Over
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the far-stretching prairie roamed countless
thousands of buffalo, and their advancing
hosts creeping up along the mountain-sides
covered the foot-hills and surged up the
narrow valleys, as the swelling tide overflows
the reefs and fills up the estuaries on some
rocky shore. Far and near the prairie was
black with them, and then again, in obedience to some mysterious impulse, the mighty
herds receded and left it bare. In those days
deer and elk without number fed in the riverbottoms. Antelope dotted the plain. Moose,
elk, and mountain bison had their homes in
the thick timber, and wore deep trails
through it from park to park, and down to
the water, and again up to the high naked
buttes, where they liked to lie in the sun.
Still higher, along the faces of rock slides
and cliffs, are the hard-trodden paths worn
by the mountain-sheep and the white goats,
which dwell above the timber-line, and only
now and then pass through the forest.
The game is almost all gone now from
mountain and plain. Bufllalo and bison are
extinct everywhere, but in the dense forest
a few moose, elk, and deer still exist, and, as
662

of old, bears prowl through the timber, tearing to pieces the rotten logs for worms, or
turning over great stones to find the ants
and beetles on which they prey. On the high
lands game is more abundant. The cliffs are
still climbed by the nimble sheep and the
sure-footed white goats, and there is no
reason why the hunter should starve. During
the migrations there are swans, geese, and
ducks in great numbers; five species of
grouse are found on the mountains; the
streams and lakes swarm with trout and
whitefish; and in early autumn the hillsides
are covered with huckleberries.
The region is one of great precipitation.
The warm west winds, which bring their
freight of vapor from the distant Pacific, are
chilled when they strike the cold high peaks
of the main range, and their moisture is condensed, and much of it falls as rain or snow.
Looking from the summit of Mount Allen, at
an elevation of about eleven thousand feet,
I have seen half a dozen tall peaks which lay
west of my station, all apparently smoking
like so many factory chimneys. A fresh wind
was blowing, and not a cloud was to be seen
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in all the blue arch, yet from each of these
cold pinnacles of rock a long streamer of
heavy mist swung off to the southeast, hanging level in the air as the smoke of a passing
steamer hangs over the sea, hiding the view;
and in the shadow of each streamer of cloud
more or less rain and snow was falling. It
is this precipitation that maintains the glaciers which still lie on the north sides of all
the higher mountains of this region.
My earlier visits were hunting-trips, and
my time was spent climbing the mountains
near the lakes for game, or iishing in the
wind-swept waters; but I soon learned that
the region was unexplored, and when from
the summits of peaks about the lakes I
looked back into the range and saw others
yet unnamed, I felt a great desire to learn
something more of this unknown country.
Since that time I have been to the head of
unexplored tributaries of Cut Bank, up the
valley of Red Eagle Greek, to the head of
the Upper St. Mary's River, as well as to the
head of all the branches of Swift Current
and a long way up:Kennedy's Creek.
No words can describe the grandeur and
majesty of these mountains, and even photographs seem hopelessly to dwarf and belittle
the most impressive peaks. The fact that
it is altogether unknown, the beauty of its
scenery, its varied and unusual fauna, and
the opportunities it offers for hunting and
fishing and for mountain climbing, give the
region a wonderful attraction for the lover
of nature.
The territory of the United States has
been pretty thoroughly gone over. Parties
of the United States Geological Survey have
sought out regions which were unknown and
have mapped them, roughly or in detail;
army officers with small bodies of troops have
made hasty reconnaissances into others; individual hunters and trappers have penetrated where larger parties could not go;
and most persistent of all has been the prospector, who in his search for "mineral"—
as he calls the precious metals—has worked
his way to the head of almost every stream.
A few years ago I should have said that
there was no place in the United States
where the white man had not been. But
where man goes he leaves behind him traces
that endure for a long time. He cooks his
food, and the ashes of his old camp-fires and
charred ends of extinguished brands remain
for years; he chops wood for fuel, or hews
out for himself a trail, and chips and the cut
ends of the sticks tell of his passage; his
horses leave their signs behind them. All
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these things the mountaineer notices, and
each sign tells its story. Such evidences of
man's passage have been wanting in most
of the valleys of the Chief Mountain region
that I have traversed.
Beyond the head of the lower lakes wagons
cannot go, and the traveler who wishes to
reach the heads of any of the streams must
leave his wagon and start into the mountain
with a pack-train. This means that all his
possessions—his food, his bedding, and his
camp furniture—must be lashed on the
backs of horses or mulgs, and so carried
through the dense forests afld up the steep
mountain-sides. This is a "pleasant mode of
traveling, though it is slow and entails much
more labor than traveling in a wagon. It
has, however, the great advantage that it
makes one independent. With a pack-train
the explorer can go almost where he pleases.
Neither dense brush, close-standing timber,
nor steep hills furrowed by deep ravines can
stop him; wherever a man can ride, a packhorse can follow.
A well-broken pack-train moves on
through the whole day with but little attention. Each animal has its own place and
will fight to keep it. The post of honor is
next to the horse ridden by the leader, and
is usually occupied by the best fighter in the
train. The animals display remarkable intelligence in avoiding obstacles and in keeping their loads in proper shape. There is a
great deal of character in horses and mules,
and as a packer is obliged to handle each
one of his animals several times each day,
he soon becomes acquainted with the idiosyncrasies of every one of them. Some are always gentle, easily caught, intelligent enough
to stand still if they feel that their loads are
coming loose; others are wild, readily frightened, and always making trouble. Some,
while apparently well disposed, lack sense
and are constantly getting into difiiculties.
They get "hung u p " in timber, fall over
cliffs, mire down in swamps, and try to drown
themselves when crossing deep rivers. For
some of the animals in his train the explorer
comes to have a real affection, some he dislikes, and some he holds in contempt.
Wherever it is possible, those who travel
through unexplored mountains make use of
old game-trails, for in its migration from
place to place the game selects the easiest
paths, and these wild animals have been the
real road-makers in Western exploration.
Mountain men have an old saying: "The
deer made the first trails; the elk followed
the deer, the buffalo the elk, and the Indians
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the buffalo; after the Indians came the
trapper; then an army officer came along
and discovered a pass.".
In these rough mountains the most practicable routes for horses are in the stream
valleys or just above them; but at best progress is slow. In a bad country accidents and
delays occur continually. Animals become
wedged in between trees, fall down while
crossing swift-running streams, lose their
footing on steep mountain-sides, and roll far
down the hill. Many of. these mishaps involve the repacking of the animal, and when
to this is addad the fact that the train is
winding about to avoid obstacles, now climb^
ing hills and again descending into valleys,
it will easily be seen that, however long the
day's march may be in hours, it seldom covers
many miles.
On the September day in 1891 when our
party of five men set out to try to reach the
head of the St. Mary's River above the lakes,
we were late in getting away from camp.
This is always to be expected on the first
day's march. Pack-saddles and "riggings"
are to be fitted to the horses, provisions,
cooking-utensils, and blankets to be sorted
out and made up into packs; and this, with
the loading of the animals, takes a great
deal of time. After a day or two, when each
packer knows just where every article belongs, the work is much more quickly done.
At length the last rope is made fast, and
the leader of the train rides off up the trail.
The pack-horses fall in behind him, and the
other riders, after giving a last look over
the abandoned camp-ground to see that
nothing has been left behind, take their
places in the line, distributing themselves
along it, so that each man has in front of
him one or two animals which are his special
charge. He must keep them from lagging
and must watch their loads.
The trail follows up the west shore of the
lake, for two miles, passing through dense
growths of aspens, and then into a long, wide
prairie which is crossed here and there by
the wooded courses of little .streams. To
the right, or west, and little more than a
mile distant, tower the cliffs of Single Shot
Mountain; while across the lake, hills wooded
with dense pine forests rise toward Milk
River Ridge and the point of Divide Mountain. About seven miles above the end of
the upper lake is the true gate of the mountains. Here two long points, from Red
Eagle Mountain on one side and from Goat
Mountain on the other, jut out into the lake
and almost meet, forming the Lower Nar-

rows. The northern face of the ledge from
Goat Mountain is vertical and can be climbed
at only one point, and. there by a very steep
trail. Most people prefer to ascend this on
foot, leading their horses, and a little excitement is usually given to the scramble by
the rocks which, loosened by the horses'
hoofs, come bounding down the slope. Occar
sionally it happens that a pack-horse loses
its footing and rolls down, hoofs over load.
This is worse for those below than a fiftypound rock, because less easily avoided.
After climbing the point of rocks, the
trail winds through the green timber near
the foot of Goat Mountain, and then passes
out on to the steep slide-rock, which in many
places extends from; the lake shore, in a
slope broken only by cliffs, up to the walls
of rock forming the mountain's crest. Ever
ascending, the trail climbs this shde-rock,
following an ancient path trodden into the
rock by the game, and at length passes
along a narrow ledge with precipices above
and below. A little alder-grown trickle of
water crosses here, and this was where our
party met with its first accident.
For a few yards below the crossing, the
sharply sloping mountain-side i s overgrown
with alders, and then breaks off in a cliff one
hundred feet high. The trail is twelve or
fifteen inches wide, but appears narrower,
for the summer's growth of weeds, grass, and
alder sprouts extends out over it. The man
who.was in advance was on foot, leading a
pack-horse. After him came another loaded
animal, and this was closely followed by two
horsemen. When these were within a few
yards of the brook crossing they heard a yell
of dismay from the man in front, arid then
a shout: "The black mare has rolled down
the hill!" Shpping off their horses and leaving them standing in the trail, they ran forward, and reached the scene of disaster just
in time to see the second pack-horse spring
upon a large flat rock which lay in the way,
and as its four unshod feet came down on
the smooth stone, it slipped, lost its footing,
and rolled slowly off the trail. It had not
fairly got started before the men had it by
the head and had stopped its descent, holding it by the loosened hackamore. The animal made one or two struggles to regain its
footing, but the brush, the slope, and its
load made it impossible for it to rise, and it
lay there while the three men held it. Meanwhile the black mare by a lucky chance had
regained her feet before reaching the precipice, and was now making her way up the
slope toward the trail.
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KESCDE OF A PACK-HORSE FEOM THE BRINK OF A PRECIPICE.

To get the pack off the fallen beast was
the first thing to be done. A man climbed
down the rocks behind the horse, so as to
be out of the way of its feet if it should
flounder, and cut the lacing which attaches
the hook to the lash cinch, thus freeing the
load, which was then readily pulled aside,
and with a little effort and help the horse
stood on its feet and was led up to the trail,
and then on to a grassy bench where there
was a little level ground. The other horses
were then carefully led past the dangerou's
point, and as it was now late in the afterVOL. L X I L — 7 6 .

noon, and the work of repairing damages
would occupy an hour or two, we camped
here, and after stretching ropes across the
trail so that the horses could not go back,
turned them loose to forage on the ledges.
While supper was being cooked, a large white
goat came out to the edge of the cliff three
hundred yards above us, and made a leisurely
inspection of the camp.
Two days later we had made some progress up the untraveled valley of the Upper
St. Mary's and had camped on the edge of
a narrow grassy park in the valley of the
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south branch of the river. This is much the
larger of the two streams, and its milky
water shows the presence of glaciers at its
head, while the north fork is clear.
On the left of the camp towered the vertical cliffs of Citadel Mountain; the high
wooded shoulder running down from Mount
Reynolds was to the right, and before us, up
the valley, stood the peak of Fusillade and
the rounded mass of Mount Jackson.
The following day's march was very laborious. For the first few miles no obstacles
more formidable than fallen timber, dense
alders, and mire were met with; but after
we had passed the point of Citadel and
turned south, progress became very difficult
and slow. Many years ago an avalanche had
swept down the valley and overthrown its
great trees, which now lay piled up on the
ground like giant jackstraws, barring the
way, and it was necessary to climb a shoulder
which runs down between the valley and
Citadel Mountain. The ascent of this was
steep, and the ground was thickly overgrown
with tough brushwood, standing shoulderhigh, among which lay the rotting trunks of
great trees fallen years before. The combination was very discouraging, and it was
not long before the horses became so tired
that they refused to face the brush, and I
had to dismount and lead my animal, breaking a trail as I went. To add to our discom-

fort, rain began to fall about midday, and
in a very short time all hands were thoroughly soaked. After an all-day struggle
with brush, fallen timber, and hills, we found
ourselves at night in a little grassy meadow
lying between two old moraines, almost at
timber-line and only a few hundred yards
from the foot of the great glacier which
runs down from the mountain to the south.
Here we made our camp, and a few stunted
spruces gave us half a dozen lodge-poles.
Though wet and weary, the. men, as they
worked to make camp that night, carried
about with them a feeling of contentment
born of difficulties overcome and an object
attained, and one of them referred to the
little party as the "get there" brigade.
The camp stood on the east side of the
valley. To the south and southeast were the
moraines and ice-fingers stretching down
from the great Blackfoot Glacier, and behind these the sloping mass of ice rises toward the mountain's crown. East were the
vertical walls of Citadel Mountain; to the
west stood Mount Jackson, and to the north
was Fusillade. The Blackfoot Glacier is by
far the most imposing that I have seen in
the Rocky Mountains south of the Canadian
boundary. From our camp in this valley we
could see only a small part of its lower end,
but I have looked on this mountain from two
different points of view, at a distance of a
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dozen miles, and have seen that the glacier
covers the whole northern side of the mountain. The mass of the ice lies behind
(south of) Citadel Mountain and west of the
great crest of rock from the eastern side of
which flow waters running into Red Eagle
Creek. At the foot of this main ice is a
lofty cliff, and over this pour great milky
streams, the volume of which seems at least
one half of the water which flows into the
St. Mary's Lake.
Mount Jackson, one of the highest moun-

derful spot, climbing the mountains and
hunting goats and sheep and ptarmigan.
Goats were abundant and tame, but the
member of the party who had the nearest
view of them was one who had never before
been in the Rocky Mountains. He was
laboriously working his way up some vertical cliffs, and, needing both hands to climb
with, had strapped his rifle on his back. As
he raised himself up over a rock he met
face to face, and not forty feet away, a
large goat coming toward him. The two saw
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CUTTING A TRAIL THROUGH FALLEN TIMBER.

tains to be seen, is a rounded mass, in part
ice-covered, as is also the high ridge by
which it joins the shoulder of the Blackfoot
Mountain. North of Jackson is a deep valley which separates it from Fusillade Mountain. At the head of this valley is a little
lake, and beyond the lake a low saddle, over
which a trail across the range could easily
be made. On the west side of this pass is
another little lake, from which a stream runs
southwestward toward the Pacific Ocean.
The wall of rock separating these two
lakes is not more than one hundred yards
in thickness, and to tunnel it would afford a
passage for a railway with but slight grade.
We spent nearly two weeks in this won-

each other at the same moment, and at first
astonishment held each motionless. In a
moment the goat recovered himself and
started back up the mountain, and by the
time the hunter had freed his gun, the game
had disappeared behind some rocks and was
not seen again.
A goat-hunting incident gave Fusillade
Mountain its name. We had moved our
camp to the little lake below that peak, and
one morning two of the men climbed high
up on its side in pursuit of a dozen or twenty
goats which made it their feeding-ground.
The day had passed, and we had heard no
shot, and from the camp could see the goats
still feeding undisturbed. Just about sunset.
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as we were eating supper, the report of a
gun was heard far above us. Glasses were
leveled, and as shot after shot rang out and
echoed along the mountain-side, we saw
puffs of blue smoke rising from a point far
below the goats. These at first did not seem
to be interested in the shooting. Very likely
they had never before heard a gun. But at
length, when the balls began to strike near
them, they jumped about a little, and at last,
looking like so many flies crawling up a
wall, all slowly clambered up the mountain
and passed out of sight over the top. When
all had disappeared, the hunters, who had
been shooting at long range and had not
expected to hit anything, rose from their
places of concealment and started down

toward the camp. They had come but a
short distance when over the top of the
mountain all the goats appeared again and
crawled deliberately down the seemingly
vertical wall back to their feeding-ground.
We had intended to go to the head of the
north fork of the river, and perhaps to take
our train across from there to the head of
Swift Current River, but we found so much
to do on the south fork that this plan had
to be postponed for another year.
The journey down the valley to the lake
was rough, but was accomplished in two
days. For two or three miles above the head
of the upper lake there are signs of travel in
this valley. Old Indian blazes are seen on
the trees, and occasional choppings. But be-
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the two lying at the foot of the great precipice, beneath a large glacier.
When the old camp-ground is reached,
the pack-animals are quickly caught and
relieved of their loads, unsaddled and turned
loose. Meantime one of the men has taken
the ax, and stepping oif among the pine
timber, is felling straight, slender poles.
Before long, other men go to him, and bring
the lodge-poles to the camp, where they are
smoothed and three of them tied together
at the proper height, to make a frame for
our dwelling. These having been raised and
their butts spread so as to form a tripod,
other poles are set up against the forks, and
the top of the lodge is tied to the last pole.
When this is in position, the canvas is spread
over the frame. Then the front of the lodge
is pinned together, the outside poles fixed
in the ears, the border of the lodge pinned
to the ground, and we have a comfortable
house which is warm, water-tight, and windproof. The fire is built on the ground in the
middle of the lodge; the beds are spread
about the walls. Outside saddles and ropes
are neatly piled up, and we are at home for
a night or for a month. The evening meal
is eaten about dark, and the hours before
bedtime are spent about the fire. The camp
is roused at dawn, and while breakfast is
being cooked, some one goes out, finds the
horses, and drives them close to the camp.
After breakfast, while some make up the
packs and tear down the lodge, others catch
and saddle the animals, which are soon
packed, and before long the train is strung
out over the trail on the day's march.
Below the westernmost of the two lakes
on the south branch of Swift Current is a
little spruce-dotted meadow in which we
always camp. Here there is grass enough
The first day's journey up the stream for a dozen horses for two or three weeks.
usually carries one to a large grassy park Across the lake, to south of west, is the
below the falls, where Indian hunting-parties great clifl: above which lies the ice, north of
make their permanent camps. Once these the glacier, the dividing ridge between the
mountains abounded in sheep and goats, and two streams, and south. Mount Gould, a huge
everywhere about this park may be seen the buttress of which, Monroe Peak, each day
sites of old Indian camps, with rotting lodge- interrupts the sun, and, like a vast dial, from
poles, old fireplaces, and piles of bone and ten o'clock till two, casts its slow-moving
hair, showing where game has been cut up shadow across the waters at its foot. East
and hides dressed. Above this park the trail of Gould Mountain and the range which
forks, the right-hand branch following up runs southeast from it is the narrow valley
the north arm of the river toward Mount Wil- of Cataract Creek, four or five miles long.
bur, and the other, which is blind and not The stream rises in the divide which sepaeasy to find or to follow, crossing a shoulder rates the Swift Current system from the
of Mount Allen and keeping on the south side north branch of the Upper St. Mary's River,
of the south branch of the river to its head. and is fed by banks of permanent snow and
On this arm of the stream are two glacial ice which lie in the ravines and on the
lakes, each a mile long, the westernmost of rugged shoulders of Mount Gould. On the
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yond this we could detect no indications that
man had ever been over the ground, and it
added something to our satisfaction to find
that there were no camp-fires, no choppings,
no signs of horses. The region seemed unvisited.
Two miles from where St. Mary's River
leaves the lower lake, it is joined from the
west by a large stream known as Swift Current. The valley of this river is narrow
\yhere it joins that of the St. Mary's, but
above this it becomes wider. The mountains
which inclose it on each hand, at first low
and round-topped, gradually become bolder
and higher, and at last are continuous walls
two thousand feet in height, broken at intervals by "basins," each one narrow at its
mouth, but often wide within, from which
pour torrents fed by melting snows, or by
springs high up in the rocks. Swift CmTont
valley is straight, and as one rides along
toward its head he can see the long, narrow
mountain which separates its two branches,
and the great mass of ice which supphes
water for the southernmost of the two. Up
this valley for perhaps fifteen miles, passing
through the groves of aspens and the grassy
parks which lie on the north of the stream,
runs a well-worn Indian trail. On the south
side, the heavily timbered mountains, still
the home of a few moose, stand close to the
river. At intervals along the stream are
little lakes, and the fifth of these, counting
from its mouth, receives the two main
branches into which Swift Current is here
divided. Just below this lake are the falls
of Swift Current, two broken cataracts or
steep cascades, one of fifty and the other of
seventy-five feet, beautiful waterfalls, but
insignificant in comparison with their surroundings.

FROM A PHOTOGRAPH.

HALF-TORE PLATE ENSRAVED BY ROBERT VARLEY.

ICE CAVERN UNDER THE GLACIER ON CATARACT CREEK: VIEW OP
THE MOUTH PROM THE INSIDE.

other side of the valley is Mount Allen, one deed, the rush of many waters here was
of the highest mountains on Swift Current. fairly appalling. The tinkle of the streams
On my first visit to the Swift Current above, the echoing fall of the plunging torGlacier I approached it by climbing up the rents, and the hiss of the confined water
face of the precipice at its foot. The climb rushing along beneath the ice, made up a
was long and hard, and though we started volume of sound so great that ordinary conabout three o'clock in the morning, it was versation could not be heard. It was here
long after dark that night when we returned and at this time that I carelessly put myself
to the camp. Most of the time after we in a position of serious danger. Though
reached the ice was devoted to examining unprepared for ice work, I was anxious to
it, though we stopped long enough during climb an arm of the glacier which led dithe ascent to kill a great bighorn, the tracks rectly to the mountain's crest, and not realof which we found in the new snow on the izing the steepness of the ascent, I set out.
edge of the glacier. Following these foot- Before I had gone half a mile over the ice,
prints, which led in the direction we were I Avished myself back on the rocks again, for
going, on rounding a point of rocks we saw the incline was constantly increasing. I
the sheep standing in a snow-drift on the knew that if I lost my footing and began to
mountain-side far above us. A quick shot slide down the sloping ice I should not stop
was made, and with one bound he disap- until I had fallen into one of the bottomless
peared from view; but on climbing up to pits or crevasses of the main glacier; and a
where he had stood, we saw from the blood man who had fallen into one of these would
have but a very short time in which to think
and footprints in the snow that he was hard
over his past life. To attempt to retrace my
hit and could not go far. He had turned steps would be greatly to increase the dandown the mountain, and one of the men fol- ger of making a fatal slip. There was no
lowed him down the cliffs and over the snow- course except to keep on climbing. I made
banks till he found him dead at the foot of my way to the border of the finger of ice
a precipice. The other two men went on which was embraced by the two shoulders
higher, and spent some hours upon the gla- of the mountain; but next to the rock it had
cier, which was then, in November, covered melted away, and I looked down into a deep
with new snow.
trench there, which ran back far under the
On another occasion, some years later, I ice, and from the blackness below came up
found this glacier melting rapidly in early the roar of the torrent and the rumble of
September. It was everywhere extensively great rocks crashing against the stream-bed
crevassed and pierced by deep wells, into as they were hurried along by the water.
which the brooks which seamed the surface Keeping near the edge of the ice, I slowly
of the ice poured with loud roarings. InPRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
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and carefully climbed higher and higher, of interesting reminiscences, if they can be
and at length reached a place where a point induced to talk. As a rule, however, they
of solid rock jutted out to within six feet of are rather silent; but days of confinement
the edge of the ice. Here I sprang across often lead to the discovery among the comthe chasm and landed safely on the moun- pany of some man who has an unexpected
fund of good stories. Many of these will
tain-side.
About the heads of Swift Current there treat of personal adventure or of curious
is abundant opportunity for a mountaineer observations on the habits of birds and mamto stretch his legs. The north branch takes mals. If Indians are in the party, they will
its rise in two streams, one heading in an sometimes tell stories of their own—tribal
odd double glacial lake at the foot of Mount traditions of the beginning of things, of the
Wilbur, and the other among lower moun- time when their gods lived upon the earth
tains to the northeast. At the foot of Wil- and mingled with the people, of the magic
bur, and lying against the vertical cliffs doings of powerful medicine-men, besides
which rise without a break thousands of many tales of the prowess of ancient warfeet above it, is a little glacier less than riors of their tribe. Often these weatherhalf a mile square, which is constantly push- bound story-tellings will bring out enough ining out into the lake. The waters carried by teresting material to fill a volume. The tales
the eddying winds against this ice under- are sometimes related with great power and
mine it, and as this goes on, sections of the even beauty. Little time is wasted in wordglacier fall off into the water, so that the painting; it is the action which the storylittle lake is dotted with a multitude of tiny tellers deal with. Terse, epigrammatic
icebergs, which, driven hither and thither phrases and the expressive gestures of the
by the wind, glitter in the sunlight until at sign-language with which they supplement
last they melt, the supply being kept up by their spoken words lend a wonderful force to
other fallen masses of the glacier. So here their narrations.
in the Rocky Mountains we have a little
A special interest attaches to the tradiiceberg factory. The basin or little valley tional stories of the Indians, of which each
from which this stream flows is narrow and tribe has its own, handed down from generahemmed in on three sides by marvelous rock tion to generation by word of mouth. Such
walls. Apparently vertical, this barrier rises a story is the Blackfoot account of how the
for thousands of feet, terminating in a ser- people first received arms. "Old Man," it
rated ridge, over which it would seem that must be explained, is the Blackfoot Creator
nothing but a bird could pass. Although and chief god.
seemingly vertical, these precipices can at
The old men say that Old Man, soon after
some points be scaled by an active man, and he was born, made the people. Instead of
from their summits one looks down into the giving them long fingers, he made their
narrow valley of Belly River, walled in by hands like those of the bear, and they dug
high gray and glacier-bearing mountains.
roots and ate berries for food.
Our work in the mountains is not all
In those days the bufl'alo used to eat
pleasure. Often we have a "spell of wea- people. It was a long time before Old Man
ther " which forbids climbing or hunting. A found this out, but one day he came along
blizzard sweeps over the range, and deep and saw them feasting on a woman they had
snows and bitter cold confine us to the lodge, just killed. Then Old Man felt very badly;
and we await the advent of a favoring Chi- he sat down on a rock and cried, and tore
nook to melt the snow. At such times short out his hair, and tried to think what he
excursions are made with the shot-gun for could do to save the people. "Hai-yah!" he
ducks or grouse, or we wade through the cried, " I have not made these people right.
drifts over the lower lands and try to find They cannot defend themselves." He sat a
the lynxes and coyotes the tracks of which long time thinking what to do, and at last
are seen in the snow, or even the bears, he knew; so he went to where there were
which have not yet entered on their long some people, and split their hands, making
winter sleep. Much of the time, however, long fingers instead of short claws. Then he
is spent in the lodge, where, after the few made some bows, arrows, and knives, and
books in the camp have been exhausted, we taught the people how to use them. He
are driven to entertain one another with made their right arms the strongest, so that
stories.
they could bend the bow with great force.
Men who have seen much of the wild life
"Now, people," he said, "you will survive;
of the old frontier have usually a good store now you can defend yourselves. Kill plenty
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of the buffalo next time they come. The
meat is good to eat, and the robes will make
you warm clothing."
By and by the buffalo came again, and the
people did as the Old Man had told them.
The first arrow struck a buffalo in the side.
" Oh, my brothers," he cried, " a great fly
bites me!" and he fell down and died.
The people killed many more buffalo, and
at last those still alive saw that the people
were shooting them. "You people, you
people," they cried out, " do not kill any
more of us! We will never eat any of you
again."
Then Old Man, who was sitting on a rock
looking on, said to them: "Hold on! We
will gamble to see which shall be eaten."
He called all the animals to help the people,
and they all came.
First the elk played against the buffalo
and lost. The different animals in turn
gambled against the buffalo and lost. On
the third day, all had played except the
mouse. His turn was now come. He took
the bones in his little paws, and all the
people and animals .shouted: " Take courage,
little mouse! Take courage, little mouse!"
The mouse took courage, and made his paws
go so fast that the buffalo could not tell
which one held the bone with the black
mark. They guessed the wrong one and lost.
Then every one shouted, they were so glad.
The people strung their bows and killed
many fat cows, enough to give all the animals a feast.
Afterward Old Man gave the buffalo
skulls to the mice. Even to this day you
will see that they make their homes in them.
This is how Old Man paid them for saving
the people.
The Chief Mountain region has a real
value to this country, and this consists in its
being a reservoir for the storage of the great
amount of moisture precipitated here. For
eight or nine months of the year this moisture takes the form of snow, and supplies
the annual waste caused by the melting of
the glaciers. Without these glaciers and the
far-reaching fields of snow which lie on
many 'of the mountains, the lakes and the
rivers would soon go dry. At present all
the watercourses are full at all seasons of
the year, and the winter's snows, protected
by dense pine forests, are still slowly melting in June and July. The St. Mary's River
is a very large stream, and south of it, until

we come to the Missouri River, there is none
carrying an equal volume of water flowing
out of the Rocky Mountains to the eastward. A plan is already on foot to divert
the St. Mary's from its present course and
turn it into Milk River. If this should be
done it would render irrigable many hundreds of square miles in northern Montana
which are now quite without value from lack
of water. But if the forests of the Chief
Mountain region should be swept away by
fire or the ax, its value as a reservoir would
be gone. Large tracts of forest on Swift
Current have been burned over by huntingparties of Canadian Indians, and this danger
is ever-present.
Persons who have given intelligent study
to the problems of forestry and the needs of
the arid West appreciate the importance of
protecting the sources of rivers flowing from
the Rocky Mountains over the plains east
and west, and it is obvious that the greater
the number of settlers who establish themselves on these dry plains the more water
will be used and so the more needed. The
question of water-supply is the most imjportant that to-day confronts the States which
border the Rocky Mountains. Already many
of these States are feeling in the lessened
volume of their streams the evil effect of
the wasteful destruction of their forests.
Great rivers like the Platte, the Arkansas,
and the Rio Grande receive in a short time
the quickly melting snows which lie on the
naked sides of the mountains in which they
rise, and when this flood is over, they fall at
once to their summer level. Besides this,
they are tapped all along their courses by
flumes and ditches, which carry off the water
and spread it over the ground. The result
is that even these large rivers dwindle in
midsummer and autumn to mere trickles of
water, or become wholly dry. Their waters
have been used up.
Happily, in 1897, by the official initiative
of the United States Forest Commission, of
which Professor Charles S. Sargent was
chairman, a large section of this mountain
country was made into a forest reserve, including Upper St. Mary's Lake. Under faithful and intelligent supervision, the dangers
above spoken of will in large part be obviated,
and in due time Montana will rejoice, as
California is now doing, that so large a
source of her water-supply has thus been
preserved for her people.
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THE CITY OF LIGHT.
BY DAVID GEAY.
WITH DRAWINGS BY ANDRE CASTAIGNB AND H A E E t FBNN.

AS the twilight deepens, streams of human- by the rheostat housed in a humble shed
-Lx. ity begin to issue from the restaurants somewhere in the inner recesses of the
in the Midway, from the byways and secret Exposition. Every night the multitude
places of the great fair. They pour slowly into gathers to be delighted and thrilled, as multhe Main Court, swelling the human tide that titudes in all climes have gathered to witis moving toward the wide esplanade before ness miracles since the beginning. The
the-Pylons. Prom this point the Tower, the visitor who beholds the illumination perhaps
domes, the pinnacles, the gabled roofs, spread for the first time understands something of
across the north, reaching up half in silhou- the ecstasy of the sun-worshiper when the
ette against the fading turquoise sky. As red disk appears above the Persian hills.
the moment for the illumination approaches,
The advice to see the Pan-American Exthe bands hush and a stillness falls upon the position first by,night will repay any one for
multitude. Suddenly dull reddish threads ap- following it; but few people take advice,
pear in the globes on the near-by lamp-pillars. and it is not likely that an exception will be
A murmur of expectation runs through the made in this case. After all, it is by day
crowd. For an instant the great Tower seems that it must be visited and thought about.
to pulse with a thrill of life before the eye beThere are four things which may be said
comes sensible to what has taken place. Then artistically to distinguish this Exposition
its surfaces gleam with a faint flush, like the from others and to make it significant.
flush which church spires catch from the
First, there are the lighting effects aldawn. This deepens slowly to pink, then to ready spoken of.
red. Presently the eye notes that the transSecond, there is the unity of what archiformation which has been worked in the tects call the " composition." The esplanade
Tower has taken place everywhere. In a which is the right wing of the Main Court
moment the architectural skeletons of the balances the esplanade which is the left
great buildings have been picked out in wing. The buildings and gardens on [the
lines of red light. Then the magic current right have their equivalent buildings and
grows stronger, and the whole effect mel- gardens on the left. At Versailles, and at
lows into luminous yellow. The material some of the other royal pleasure-grounds of
Exposition has been transfigured, and its the Old World, there have been compositions
glorified ghost is in its place. A storm of of this nature worked out in permanent'
applause arises from the crowds, the bands construction, but never any on so elaborate
strike up, and one realizes that the darkness a scale as this.
has settled down upon the City of Light.
The third feature is the color scheme,
Every night this modern miracle is worked for color in the modern world has never
VoL.LXn.-77.
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