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A few hundred men and a dozen women,
erad throughout the United States, re-
member with me the first ecelebration of
Christmag in the Klondike. Many veteran
and miners, who have

ECatl

gold pre ctors
epent “the best day in all the year” amid
gtrange environments and under primitive
conditlons, have told me that the Christmas
obeervance In Dawson, 1806, was the most
memorable of all Ag for the ploneer
American women in the new gold flelds un-
der the aurora borealis, why, If any of us
live to twice Methuseleh's age we shail
have that memory clear and dis-

always
tinet.
The first gold in the Klondike was found

in August, 1596, Three weeks later a stam-
pede of some MM gold-crazy men from ail |
of the desolate mining camps along tha'l
Yukon set in for Klondike ereck. A settle- |
ment was made amid the black mud at |
t is now Pawson City, where Klondike ]

empties Into the Yukeon. It was a

¢ rush of battered, tattered fron-

n, who had begen cut off from the
world for years, to gain possession of |
placer claims on the benches along the lit- |
tle water eourses in the newly found gold |
region Kvery one was as poor as Jub's |
proverbial turkey when he got to Daws=on. |
While the men scrambled over hills and |
vales in quest of the few |
W 10, ¥ . had fol- |
Klondike,

places at Daw- ‘

re were over T men Il
in;the new camp. |
there wor 100 |

shout 3t

ih erazy cabins and |
1neks, while they dug |
of't Ine of §75 to |
1 ¥ Sprang up !
2, heaped about
with i saloons  and
storehous A ruder, ‘'more urcouth-loeg- |
ing community probably was never known.
But the enormous wealth that was sudden- !
Iy found roundabout made us all mirthful
in v of the dreas life one had to en-

settled down on |
November. We |
mperati bie -

coild  wet
ndike at the close of
thlek and te

he days were praot five
lit candles at 3
t dark at 4. The awful |
! in early In Decen |
bl for four months. .
tor t lropped to thirty ¥ i
and then until March it ranged between |

that and sixty-four degrees below zero. |
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hat youn
human race. :
are in a tiny com-
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Dawson in those days, s
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fish
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with his Kk« gold or

The navigation con s

for the sudden rush of
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ilondike. The Yukon was |
o Lo source, and S0 miles i
1| lay between us and the

111, The

Pacifle oo freshest newspaper in
camp was four mopths old, and there were
not ten books in aff” Dawson. Three of
these were Biblgs gnd the rest chenp novels
All were worn' threadbare by assiduous
reading befors spring eame.

few IMiwson women used

1
together and mond clothing for an HIT OF
LW when the light was clear) at 1
Sex . boxes, bunks and barr

table, we really had

a ji

rude surroundings. On spi OCa-

s we had a spread, conslst stewed

tppl 8, dried pemach tarts an orn-

n 1k Twice John B, Lewls, who
finy x of $EOOW during the first

>, Invited all the Dawson

>the KLONDIKE

| question in any of the log cabius in Daw-

Ay HelenTyler Griswold

however, was a man who marked off each
day on a calendar, and that kept our
camp chronology stralght. * Every one In
Dawson, froun the meanest pessimist to the
most genlal philanthropist, felt that some
observance should be "made of the day.
Lots of men there had not given heed to
the passing of the hollday season for vears.
The greater part of the Klondikers felt
80 cut off from all the doings and thought
of the busy world that they paid no at-
tention to months or dates. But neverthe-
less there was an inexpressible yvearning In
that hard, sullen climate for all of us to be
like people in our old Amerlecan and Cana-
dian homes. The solitude of a camp, active
though it was in gold finding, away up
there under a boreal sky and long black

” FIRST CHRISTMAS

The Swedish and Norweglan miners em-
phatically declared that the luck of the
Klondike would disappear if Christmas
were allowed to pass unobserved In Daw-
gon. One of the young wives in camp went

to see Dan McCarthy abaut using his saloon.

for our holiday festlvity. The saloon keeper
was delighted with the idea, although he
sald it would deprive him of his richest
harvest season in selling drinks to the
miners.

“I'll put blankets in front of my bar so
as to make things look better for you all,
and I'll stop all gambling here on Christ-
mas day,” saild hes ‘“You ladies can have
full sway here for the day.”

For two weeks all of the eleven women In
Dawson planned by night and worked by
day toward the Christmas preparations. In
temperature that ranged at about 50 below
zero two little women went about soliciting
contributions of gold dust (that was the
sole medium of exchange) for the expenses
of the celebration, and when they got some
seventy ounces of gold (worth $1,250) they
ceased. Other women went from cabin to
cabin soliciting what seemed available for
decorating the saloon for our celebration.
And what a crazy assortment of things
there came forth from miners’ bags and
trunks and knapsacks fit for decorative
purposes. There were frayed chromos of
“the gqueen, President Cleveland, the pope
and cheap flash prints of ballet girls and
prize fighters. One old fellow had a cotton
American flag in his scant belongings. An-
other came forward with an illustrated
journal with pictures of Santa Claus and
his reindeers, and he generously con-
tributed his prize to the decoration com-
mittee. A young Boston man, who had a
homely knack for drawing, got a lot of
manila wrapping paper after foraging about
Dawson, and laboriously drew appropriate
Christmas scenes for adornment of Mec-
Carthy’s walls on the festal ocecasion.

Can any one ever tell the public Interest
‘In camp while we women decked the Daw-
son saloon the day before Christmas, or of
the enthusiasm which animated many a
Klondiker to trudge ten and twenty mlles

IN THE EKLONDIEKE.

winters, with everyvthing in nature I;-.1rled[
under a sea of glistening snow, brought out l
one's very tenderest instincts.

Christmas ¢ rvanee  wWas

put of the

for none was larger than twenty by
thirty, and every one of tnem had a dirt
flecor and with aecommodations so0  Very
pour that the very word is an exaggeration.
For instance, there was Dan Miller, a Ca-
nadian, who had two claims on I
creek, which have since sold for §A).(KK),
and which wvielded him besides over $140,-
wx¥r; he lived in a log cabin that would be
dear at $15 in any state. And there was
George Anderson, a Norweglan, who lived
in similar primitiveness, and had so much
gold in his place that he even utllized an
old pair of rubber boots to held his increas-
ing hoard.

The only

3011,

apartment in all Dawson that

would then hold over 150 people was Me-
(arthy's saloon—the Palace of Dawson, as
he grandiloquently called It. The Palace

wis a barnlike structure hastily knocked |
together from rough pine boards, batténed
within and without, It had a board floor,

and across one end extended a rough bar,
behind which were barrels and bottles of
all sorts of vile aleoholie lignors. There
were pine tables and pine board seats scal-
terid here and there on the floor for gam-

and tin fixtures for tallow candleS

from the roof rafters. The roof was
-ad by a foot of earth, and the walls
1 building were also heaped up outsidé

of t}

with earth to keep the warmth within and
to keep out the bitter cold. Crude as it
wige, McCarthy's saloon did a business
amounting to thousands of dollars a munth_.
An ounce of gold palg for only a few drinks

and a half dozen cheap cigars.
T'nléss we had some sort of a Christmas
celebration to break the melancholy monat-

| day festivities.
l
1
|
|

in from his eabin, through deep snow and
blinding winds, to participate in the holi-
When Christmas eve came
the saloon was crowded, and every inch of
the planks brought in for seats was occu-
pied and many men stood up. It was a
memorable There were men whao
ff in the barren wilds

scene,

of T and had not known a
Christr et m of any sort since
| their youth. Thera were men who were

absolutely iiliterate, and men who had been
reared in homes of reflnement and Chris-

| tian teaching.

Here and there were voung Englishmen
men, who had drifted to
Alaska and had lived llke savages while
they hunted for golden fortunes among
the gulches and along the erecks. All wore
great beards—some a foot or more long.
Many had halr that hung on the shoulders.
There were men who wsre blg clumsy gar-
ments of shagey fur and caps of bear skin.
There were some who came in rubber boots
and walrus hide shoes with blankets roped
about their waists, so as to brave the hor-
rible weather. The assemblage resembled
pictures In books of companles of aretle
explorers. Many a man had tiny lcicles
hanging from hils hairy face as he came
stamping and blowing into the salson.
Without It was as black as ebony. A gale
that shook the building like an earthquake
blew straight down from the north pole,
and even If we did wear the heaviest,
thickest garments we could find and the
big box stove In the building was constantly
stuffed with pine slabs, we shivered with
the cold.

The Christmas eve exercises began. A
voung Canadian read the gospel narrative
of Christ's birth, according to Matthew.
Another miner, who had once been a mis-
slonary at Sltka, Alaska, discoursed (from
out the face opening in his fur cap) upon
the meaning of Christ’'s coming, and many
a man said it was the first time he had

or college-bred

I Jly

heard a talk of tha¥'¥ind since he was a
boy In the old home M| other parts of the
world. Then a c sang gospel hymns,
and the first chorus'e¥er in the Klondike
raised its volce whéft' the famillar tunes
were sung. The enthusiasm was unbound-
ed. Some men wept tears of joy at the
realization that away %p there In the far-
thermost corner of earth they were
hearing melodies they had not heard since
they were at thelr mothers' knees. How

-the assemblage cheerefl. Great boots stamp-

ed the floor. Big fists pounded the pine
benches and rough volces called, “Hit 'em
again.”” “Keep her up” and “That's bully.”

When midnight drew near McCarthy,
who had arranged that the first Christmas
in Dawson should be properly saluted, led
several score of men, armed with shotguns,
rifles and revolvers, ouf of doors. When
the whistle at Ladue's sawmlll screeched
we knew that Christmas had dawned. Ina
trice began a fusillade of weapons. In a
few minutes the miners came back into the
saloon with thelr guns. For an hour more
there was a season of handshakings and
snatches of songs, until the candles began
to sputter. While over 100 of the miners
slept on McCarthy's floor that night, most
of us people who lived in the nelghborhood
went back to our cabins, feeling our way
as best we could in the darkness, and
scarcely uttering & word because of the
freezing blasts.

When the dreary daylight appeared next
day at about 10 o'clock all Dawson was up.
There was no time lost in morning tollets
there, where every one siept in bunks and
where few people dressed or undressed for
weeks at a time in midwinter. At noon the
Christmas feast, prepared with Infinite
pains and care for variety, was served at
McCarthy's. If Dawson stands a thousand
vears that first Christmas feast will net be
forgotten. Tables made by laying boards
across barrels were set up at McCarthy's.
The diners -sat on boxes, kegs and benches.
There were no table cloths to be had any-
where, and the sole table ornamentations
were sprigs of green from the plne trees.
But the cheeriness of the scene, primitive
though it was, in that land of whitened des-
olation and melanchely, touched the flint-
{est heart among us. The women and their
husbands acted as walters. No meal pre-
pared by the most famous chef was ever
more eagerly devoured. The miners had
brought their own cups and plates and iron
knives, forks and spoons. Several men who
had silver-plated table utensils were looked
upon as aristocrats.

A blessing was asked by an old Scotch
miner from Bonanza creek, and then we
brought in from McCarthy’s kitchen pans
of baked beans, followed by stewed codfish.
The reader may smile at such articles of
dlet for a Christmas dinner, but it took
a lot of gold dust to buy them, and no end
of planning with our limited markets to
arrange =o varied a bill of fare. Next
came an Alaskan preparation of cakes of
baked salmon, then stewed prunes and
tarts of dried apples sweetened with con-
densed milk., For drink we had coffee and
tea, and then cigars, which would be dear
at five cents each in the United States, but
which cost seventy cents In Dawson, were
passed. But the jollity of it all is past
telling. There was no end of jesting and
humorous comparisons of our spread on
the banks of the frozen Yukon with Christ-
mas dinners that we knew were sumptuous-
ly lald in American homes, away off in the
land of children and the joys of the regu-
lation Christmas-tide.

Whew! how the good things disappeared
before the bewhlskered, shaggy, jovial din-
ers. When the last bit of food had disap-
peared the men lighted their cigars and
pipes. MeCarthy made a speech, In which
he sald that the men had come preparcd
to contribute toward a public hospltal In
Dawson, because scurvy was killing some
men and here and there was a fellow who
had lost a foot or & hand by freezing.
Mrs. Allen was named as recelver of the
contributions, and she put a tin can on the
table, The miners filel past her one by
one, and east cast i{n his contributlon of
gold dust or nuggets. One man gave two
pounds of gold (worth over 3$530). Every
one contributed something. I don't be-
lteve an assemblage of llke slze was ever
so generous, for In ten minutes the tin
can contained over fifty pounds of gold,
which was “later cashed by the Alaska
Commercial Company for $10,758. That was
the beginning of the first public charity in
the Klondike.

For several hours that Christmas day we
gave way to all the fun and jolility we could
muster. One man, an old sailor, had a bat-
tered violin with . him, and while he
squeaked out alrs op his lastrument there
were accompanying sougs. Everyone who
could tell a story was pressed to speak,
while those who knew songs were urged
on by the clapping of hands and approving
shouts. DBut, oh, how we did long for a
child to make our Christmas the gladder!

Two Frenchmen sang the ‘“Marseillalse.”
Several men who knew the words of our
national hymn, “The Star Spangled Ban-
ner,” led the singing of that, and a chorus
of 200 voices joined in humming the alir.
I doubt If any of us ever heard musle that
went deeper into our souls. The leaders
were repeatedly called to sing the song
over and over agaln. The second time we
sang It through more fervently than at
first. A half dozen times more we sang it
until our wvoices drowned the howling of
the wind cutdoors. We forgot, for a time,
how far we were from our home land, and
in our enthusiasm all shook hands dozens of
times. Some old fellows' eves were wet
with gladness. It was the first tlme the
niai:mnal hymn was ever sung on the Klon-

e.

In deference to our English and Cana-
dian friernds, on whose soil we were mak-
ing pur golden riches, we sang "God Save
the Queen.”

Then for several hours, until the candles
melted to mere stubs, and the bullding was
clouded with dense tobacco smoke, the
miners recited bits of verse they had gath-
ered In their life in various mining camps,
and told of other Christmas days In other
climes, where there were Christmas chimes,
vislong of Santa Claus, giving of gifts and
romping, happy children.

A dozen men made speeches, a few of
them genuinely humorous, appropriate to

the occaslon. It must have been away be-
low fifty degrees below zero when one and
all pulled our fur caps on and strapped
heavy garments about us late that arctic
night and went home through the
snow to our cabins along the creeks brim-
ful of pleasant memories of our first Christ-
mas in the arctic mining campa,

You Can Have Your Cards
or Gifts Distributed.

OLD CUSTOMS THERE

EX-ROYALISTS HAVE REGISTERS
FOR CALLERS’ NAMES.

Polite Greetings Expected, but on Any
Day Except the First of
January.

Special Correspondence of The Evening Star.
PARIS, December 8, 1902.

There are a dozen agencies In Paris at
the present moment advertising how well
they are furnished to do all your New
Year calling for you.

“Cards, with their corners correctly turn-
ed, delivered by hand, by a 'personnel au
cholx!" "

“Our young gentlemen are distinguisied
in manner, correct In dress (silk hat, cane,
gloves, patent leather shoes, fancy frock
coat, trousers, smart town overcoat); they
have none of the look of an agency; we
guarantea that, In every case, they will
make a friendly remark to the janitor on
leaving the cards. Tips handed to janitors,
per arrangement.”

“We do it as well as you could do it your-
self!” {announces another firm). *“Speclal
terms for ‘mounting’ the cards to the apart-
ments themselves. Gratuities given to ser-
vants per arrangement.”

No agency could go further.
could be morse helpful.

There is need of such agenclies. The whole
Paris population of 3,000,000 iabors through
the New Year season, under an almost
unbearable burden of hidebound etiquette.
Every Parisian, no matter what his rank
in life, must—absolutely must—express his
“good year wishes" to each one of his
friends and acquaintances.

If you neglect a family In thls matter
your name is scratched from that famlly's
visiting list for the next year. Passing you
on the street, its members may fail to per-
ceive you.

Any one, therefore, can make the calcu-
lation for himself or herself. The popula-
tion of Parls is 3,000,000 souls. But throw
out half, as being under age or over age,
or slek in bed or otherwise incapable. There
will remain 1,500,000 valid Parisians to
wish each other *“good and happy year.”
It makes a simple multiplication—1,500,000
multiplied by 1,500,000, or 2,250,000,000,000
New Year greetings of one kind or other.

In effect, there are four ways to express
your ‘‘souhalts de bonne annee,” although
there ought to be a fifth to guarantee they
are sincere. You may express them ver-
bally, by letter, by cards or by a gift, the
latter added to and glorifying any one of
the three others.

There {s one other rule, however, very
rigorous In general soelety. You must not
make or send your New Year greetings
on the New Year day itself. Select some
other day, before or after, in the week.

It is not a contradiction. Visits—and con-
sequently the leaving of cards—on New
Year day itself ought to be confined to
relativ® and intimates. There are but two
exceptions—first, receptions of officials and
thelr subordinates and, second, the inscrib-
ing of names on the registers of kings in
exile, princes and heirs to thrones on the
spree in Parls and ambassadors.

For example, the Grand Duke Viadimlr,
the august father of Boris—you know Boris
—ia now staying at the Hotel Continental.
On New Year dayv—as on the emperor's
birthday, the grand duke's birthday and
other davs of ceremony—the Grand Duke
Viadimir will fetch his register out of hid
trunk and hand it to his valet. The latter
will place It on a small table in an ante-
room of the grand duke’s apartments. Then
good Russlans—and more good Parisiandg
and others than you would Imagine —do
themselves the honor and the pleasure to
step up and write their names.

Other Registering Stations.

For such as enjoy this sort of recreatlion
there still remaln a certain number of reg-
isters in Paris. That of the Duc d'Orleans
{s kept by his French lleutenant, the young
Due de Luynes. For the ex-Queen Isabella

you inscribe yourself at the Palals de Cas-
tille, Avenue Kleber, just opposite thé
American embassy. The ex-Queen of Na-
ples has her tegister at the Hotel Vouille-
ment, where she has lived forty-two years
in exile. Of the old royal family the Duc de
Chartres, the Duc d'Alencon and others of
the younger generation are still open (like
thelr registers) to the New Year wishes
of the dwindling falthful, Of course, none
of the actual *“pretenders’” may live on
French soill. Thus Prince Victor Napoleon
keeps his register in Brussels, but hls aunt,
the Princess Mathilde, keeps another in her
palace near the American church of the
Rue de Berri

If you have been prescnted to King Ed-

No agency

A PARIS NEW YEAR

day.

The same thing happens at our embassy.
General Porter likes to have us register; so
we register early and often. One point of
etiquette is even joyous. When a husband
brings his wife upon the registering expe-
dition, the latter does not sign, but leaves
her card. The explanation of the “naunce'
is that ladies are supposed to come in thelr
own carriages! Even an ambassador can-
not ask the falr creatures to do more than
send up their cards by their footman!

While these things are transpiring, all the
officials of the capital are receiving each
other. And in Paris, where you cannot
throw a stone without hitting a functionary
or his wife, this means much. Here one
voter In every ten Is a government clerk
of some kind, with superlors, equals and in-
ferlors. with their tenure secure, their du-
ties fixed, but aill depending for advance-
ment on the favor of the next just above
them.

On New Year day this mighty army
turns itself loose In a frantic effort to ac-
complish two unvarying rules. (1) Every

mediate superior. (2) Every superior must
receive his immediate inferior. That is to
say, after hurrying to call upon “your
“chief,” you must hurry back to receive the
call of your assistant.

In business houses and corporations (as
apart from retail shops) mansagers, head
bookkeepers, confidential clerks and so on
make their first call or leave their first call
on members of the irm. Then they scatter
cards upon each other like a snow storm,
untll the office boy leaves his card on the
lady typewriter and the floor polisher leaves
his card on the janitor.

A Family Day.

In the social world it iIs considered Indis-
creet to present yourself where you are not
expected. New Year day is very much re-
served to the family, and in particular to
the grandparents and the children. The
Future salutes the Past. It is a sad thing
when it must be done by letter.

When you are Intimate enough with a
family to make a call on New Year day
You are generally aware of the fact. In
Parls you are also aware of the fact that
you should bring a gift.

There are gentlemen who never dine at a
house without bringing flowers or sending
bonbons the day after. But this is an ex-
ception. In place of it, every one should
send some kind of souvenir, at least flow-
ers, to the mistress of the house where he
has been received with any kind of in-
timacy. If the intimacy be great vou pre-
sent yourself on New Year day itself, with
Your gift in your hand. If the intfimacy be
a trifle less you present yourself on'the day
after New Year. If it be not so much as
this you leave your card tied to the present
with the janitor.

There is one special reason, apart from
the sacredness of the day and the rights of
the family, which makes it indiscreet to
pay hit-and-miss calls on New Year day in
Paris. The mistress and the master of the
house alike are extremely likely to be vexed
and fretted or preoccupied, if not depressed
and gloomy and in real hyvsteries. It is the
season for settling accounts with the whole
world. The week has been passed in get-
ting in money, scrutinlzing bills, arranging
lists. The credit system 1s much mors in
vogue in France than in Amerlca, and ev-
erything piles itself up at the New Year
geason.

Parislan usage, therefore, demands that
visits of simple politenesas should begin on
January 2, and last throughout the month.

Formerly only the first week ,©of January
was permitted. It led, first, to an unde-
sirable frequency In the substitution of
cards for ecalls, and, secondly, in the even
worse abuse of sending cards by mail. Ten
years ago 1t was called an abuse, and a
great effort was made to curb it. The ef-
fort failed. The prolongation of the time
for visits and cards was accepted, but the
mail continued to be used.

Very correct people stlll pretend to leave
“turned” ecards in person. In the hurry it
will not be noticed, however, if vou send
your valet or a clerk—or the *“young gen-
tlemen of distinguished manuner and correct
dress” supplied you by one of the adver-
tising agencies. When Emile Zola, as a
young man, was starving in the Parls
streets, a doctor who wished to hefriend
him without seeming to give alms thus in-
trusted him with the distribution of his 250
New Year visiting cards, for which fhe fu-
ture. millienaire author. received the hon-
orarium of $4. = )

A Bad Day for Zola.

“I never forgot it,"”” Zola sald when telling
the story to a friend of mine, a few months
before his death. “Going from house to
house and street to street In my fraved
overcoat, half frozen, made an experience
painful beyond description.”

From the experience of late years it may
be estimated that the coming month of Jan-
uary will see 10,000,000 visiting cards pass
through the Paris post office alone. A spe-
cial service Is affected to them. In sub-
post offices bushel baskets are hung outside
the counter to receive them. Special envel-
opes, already stamped and costing one cent,
are furnished by the post office authorities.
And a whole line of post office rulings regu-
lates what may be written on the cards and
what may not!

Parisian visiting cards sometimes bear
queer additions. The Comte de S—— has
for vears borne upon his cards these words:

“Comte de 8—, brother of General Z—,
wounded at Sebastapeol.”

A grocer of the Boulevard Haussmann has
the following after his name:

“Candidate for the presidency of the re-
public.”

This follows afar off the example of Vil-
liers de 1'Isle-Adam, who astonished his
friends - by getting out a visiting card
which declared him to be “Candidate to the

Immediate inferior must call upon hls im-

succession of the Kings of Cyprus and
Jerusalem!"

-It Is also the French habit to quallfy one-
self from former dignities, as “Pierrs Du-
rand, {ormerly Mayor of the Town of
Suarce,” or “Georges Lafarge, sometime
Judge of Instruetion,” and the brother of
one of my friends has had printed on his
cards: “"President of the Commission for the
Suppression of Moles in the Territory of
Belfort!™ STERLING HEILIG.

The Quest of Quivira.
Arthur Guiterman in Out West,

Francisco Coronado rode forth with all his traln,

Eight hundred savage bowmen, 30 spears of Spain,

Te loht:fldthe rumvied glory that pathiess deseits

The city of Quivira, whose walls are rich with
goid,

Ob, gay they rode with plume on erest and gilded
spur at beel,

With gontalon of Aragon and banuer of Castile!

While wiga emprise and joyous youth, twin ma
shais of the throng,

Awoke Sovorn's mountein peaks, with trumpst-note
and song.

Bﬂldfu that brilliant army, beloved of serf and

There walked as brave a soldler as ever smote
with sword,

Though naught of knightly barness his russet gown
revenled -

The cross he bere 88 weapon, the missal was his
shield, g

But rugged oaths were changed to prayers, and
augry bearts grew tame,

And fauting spirits waxed ln faith where Fray
Padilla came;

And brawny spearmen bowed thelr heads to kiss

) the beiptul hand

Of bim whe spake the simple truth that brave
wen understand.

What pen may paint their daring those doughty
cavaliers! .

The cities of the Zunl
Bpears,

Wild Arizena’s barrens grew pallid In the glow

U blades that wou Grasada aod conguered Mexleo,

were humbled by thelr

They fared by lofty Acoma; their rally-call was

. blown

Where Colorado rushes down through God-hewn
walls uf stone;

Btlll, north and east, where deserts spread and
treeless prairies rolled,

A falry city lured them on with pinnacles of gold.

Through ail their weary marches towsrd that git-
ting goal

They lui]uml to Fray Padilla for ald of heart and
soul,

He bound the wounds that lance-thrust and flinty
arrow wade

He cheered the sick and falling: abuve the dead

he prayed,

Two thousand miles of hardship bohind thelr ban-
ners lay,

And sadly rever, drought and toll had lessened

< their array,
When came a message fraught with hope to all
the gteadfast band;

“Good tidings trow the northward, friends! Qul.
vira livs at hand!"
How joyously they epurred them! How sadly

drew the reinl
There shone no golden palace, there bluged no jew-
eled Tane,
Rude tents of hide of blson,
their view—
A squalid Indian village; the lodges of the Sloux!

dog-guarded, met

Then Coronado bowed his bead.
T T

“Our quest Is waln, true hearts of Spain!
ride we home again,

And would to God tbat I might give that phantmn
city's pride

In ramsom for the gallant souls that here have
sunk aud died!™

He spake unto hils

Now

Back, back to Compostela the wayworn handful

e
But sturdy Fray Padilla took up the quest once
more,
His suul silll longed for conguest, though not Ly
lance and sword;
He burmed to shuw the heatben the pathway to the
L}

Agalop he trudged the flinty hills and
desert sunds,

And few weres they who walked with him, and
weaponless thvir hands—

But and the trusly man-at-arms,
hiin near

Like Great Heart, guarding Christian's way through
wasies of doubl aud fear.

dazzling

Docampo, Tode

Where still in sllien harvests the pralrie Hiles
Ltuss,
Among the dark Quiviras Padilla reared his cross,

Within  its sacred shadow the warrhas of the
Kaw

In wonder heard the gospel of love and peace and
law.

They gloried in thelr brown-robed priest; aud oft
in twilight's guld

The warrlors grouped,

tale he tuld,

round the gentieman-at-arms thelr lthe-

limbed children played

And shot their artows at bis shield and rode his
guarded blade.

a ellent ring, to hear the

When thrice the sllver crescent had fllled its curv-
Ing shell,

The friar rose at dawning and spake his flock fare-
well:

“—And if your brothers northward be cruel, as ye

By,
My masier bids we seek them—and dare 1 answerp
‘Nay' 7"

Again he strode the path of thorns; but ere the
evenlng-star

A savage cohiort swept
plumes of war,

Then Fray Padille spake to them whose hearts
were most his vwng

“My children, bear the tidings bome—let me die
bere alope.™

the plain in palnt and

He knelt upon the prairle, begirt by yelling Sioux—

“Forgive tiem, ob, my Father! they koow bDof
what they dol®’

The twanging bow-strings apswered, before his

eyes, unrolled

The cili’uf Quivira, whose streets are paved with
gold.

Helping the Poor.
From the Philadelphia 'ress.

“Well, you must admit,” said the misan-
lhi*ope, “that old Gotrox mever gave anye
thing to help the poor.”

“Nonsense!” retorted Smiley. *I don't ade
mit it. It was only a few days ago that he
gave hls £,000,000 daughter to a forelgn
count.”

Grimes—"'So you ‘reside’ on Suitor street?

Why don't you use a common, secneible
word and say you ‘live’ there?”
Bent—"Because I'm In an apartment

house. A person does not ‘live’ in a flat.”"—
Boston Transcript. -

Christmas drew near. Half the men in| ony of our arctic winter, we would h.'n't_-
Kloudike ke 2f the dates as they | gone well nigh mad before the snow and ice
passed mon Here and there, | disappeared the following May or June.

—
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CHAPTER XI11L
actlon had been resolved upon, and
prompt action was now apparent. Stabber,
fighting chlef though he had been in the
past, had had his reason for opposing the
plans of this new and vehement leader; but
public sentiment, stirred by vehement ora-
tory, had overruled him, and he had bolted
the field convention In a fury. Lame Wolf,
a younger chlef than Stabber, had vet more

That

power among the Ogallalias, being Red
Cloud's favorite nephew, and, among the
Indians at least, his acknowledged repre-
sentative, Whenever called to acceount,
however, for that nephew's deeds, the wary
old statesman promptly disavowed them.
It was In search of Lame Wolf, reasoned

Ray, that Stabber had sped away, possibly
hoplug to induce him to cull off his 1ol-
lowers. It was prubably the deeper strat-
egy uf Stabber to oppose no obstacle to
Ray's advance until the little trocp was

beyond the Elk Tooth ridge, where, on ut-
terly shelterless ground, the Indian would
have eévery advantage. He knew Ray of
old; knew well that, left to himself, the
captain would push on In the effort to
rescue the stage people, and he and his |

command might practically be at the mercy
of the Sioux, i unly the Sioux would lsten
and be patient. Stabber knew that to at-
tack the troopers now intrenching at the
sottonwoods meant a desperate fight, in
wnich the Indlans, even 1f ultimately tri- |
umphant, must lose many a valued brave,
and that is not the thorcughbred Ind'an's
view of good generalship. Stabber was old,
wily and wise. The new chlef, whoever he
might be, seemed possessed of a mad lust
for Irstant battle, coupled with a possible
fear thal, unless the golden moment were
seized, Ray milght be reinforced and could
then defy them all. Indeed, there were
veteran campalgners among the troopers
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who noted how often the tall red chief
pointed in sweeplng gesture baek to Moc-
casin Rlidge—troopers who, even at the d's-
tance, caught and interpreted a few of his
words. *“*That's it, sir,”” said Winsor, con-
fidently, to Ray. “He says, 'More soldiers
coming,” and—I belleve he knows."”

At all events, he had so convinced hils fel-
lows, and, even before Stabber reached
the mlddle tooth—where sat a little knot of
mounted Indians, slgnaling, apparently, to
others still some distance to the north—with
a chorus of exultant yells, the long, gaudy,
glittering line of braves suddenly scattered,
and, lashing away to right and left, dozens
of them darted at top speed to joln those
already disposed about that big circle, while
others still, the main body, probably sev-
enty strong, after sonie barbarle -show of
¢ireus evolutions about thelr leader, once
more reined up for some final Injunctions
from his lips. Then, with a magnificent
gesture of the hand he waved them on, and
accompanied by only two young rilders,
rode swiftly away to a little swell of the
prairie just out of range of the carbinas,
and there took hls station to supervise the

attack.

“D— him!" growled o!d@ Winsor. *“He's
no charger like Crazy Horse. He's a Bit-
ting Bull breed of gereral—like some we
had In Virginia,” he added, between his set
teeth, but Ray heard ana grinned In silent
appreclation. *‘S8et your sights and give
‘em their first volley as they reach that
scorched line,” he called to the men along
the northward front, and pointed to a
stretch of pralrie where the dry grass had
lately been burned away. “Flve hundred
vards will do it. Then aim low when they
rush closer in."”

“Look at the middle tooth, captain,’” came
the sudden hall from his left. ‘‘Mirror
flashes! See!" It was Fleld who spoke, and
life and vim had returned to his volce and
color to his face. He was poinling eagerly
toward the highest of the knobs, where, all

lands, tipping the war bonnet and lance of
many a brave with dancing fire. Whatever
their purport, the signals seemed ignored
by the Sioux, for presently two riders came
sweeping down the long slope, stralght for
the point where sat Red Fox, as, for want
of other name, we must for the present call
him—who, for his part, shading his eyes
with his hand, sat gazing toward the west-
ward side of his warrior circle, evidently
awaiting some demonstration there before
giving the signal for action elsewhere. Obe-
dient to his first instructions, the main body
had spread out In long, irregular skirmish
rank, their mettlesome ponies capering and
dancing In thelr eagerness. Chanting in
chorus some shrill, weird song, the line was
now slowly, steadily advancing, stlll too far
away to warrant tne wasting of a shot, yet
unmistakably seeking to clogse as much as
possible before bursting In with the final
charge. d

And still the red leader sat at gaze, obliv-
lous for the moment of everything around
him, ignoring the coming of orders possi-
bly from Lame Wolf himself. Suddenly, the
silver armlets once more gleamed on high.
Then, clapping the palm of his right hand
to his mouth, Red Fox gave volce to a
ringing warhoop, fierce, savage and ex-
ultant, and, almost at the instant, like the
boom and rumble that follows some vivid
lightning flash, the prairie woke and frem-
bled to the thunder of near a thousand
hoofs. From every point of the compass—
from every side, yelling like fiends of some
orthodox hell, down they came—the wild
warriors of the frontler in furious rush
upon the silent and almost peaceful covert
of this little band of brothers in the dusty
garb of blue. One, two, three hundred
varde they came, cantering on the leafy
clump of cottonwoods, riding at tearing
gallop, erect, deflant, daring at the start,
and giving full voice to their wild war cry.
Then bending forward, then erouching low,
then flattening out like hunted squirrel, for
as the foremost in the dash came thunder-
ing on within good carbine range, all on a
sudden the watch dogs of the little plains
fort began to bark.

Tiny jets of flame and smoke shot from
the level of the prairle, from over dingy
mounds of sand, from behind the trunks of
stunted trees, from low parapet of log or
leather. Then the entire grove seemed
velling itself in a drifting film of blue, the
whole charging circle to crown [tself with a
dun cloud of dust that swept eastward over
the prairie, driven by the stiff, unhampered
breeze. The welkin rang with savage yell,
with answering cheer, with the sputter and
crackle of rifie and revolver, the loud bel-
low of Springfield, and then, still yelping,
the feathered riders veered and circled, ever
at magnificent speed, each man for himself
apparently, vet all guided and controlled by
some unseen yet acknowledged power, and
in -five minutes, save where some hapless
pony lay qulvering and kicking on the turf,
the low ground close at hand was swept
clean of horse or man. The wild attack had
been made in valn, The Sloux were scam-
pering back, convinced, but not discomfited.
Some few of their number, borne away
stunned and bleeding, by comrade hands,

on a sudden, dazzling little beams of light
shot forth toward the Indlans In the low-

from underneath thelr stricken chargers—
some three or four, perhaps, who had dared

too much—were now closing thelr eyes on
the last fight of thelr savage llves.

To Ray and to many of his men it was
all an old story. Stabber would never have
counseled or permitted attack on seasoned
troopers, fighting behind even improvised
shelter. Something, perhaps, had occurred
to blind his younger rival to the peril of
such assault, and now, as three or four lit-
tle parties were seen slowly drifting away
toward the ridge, burdened by some helpless
form, other couriers came thundering down
at Red Fox, and wild excitement prevailed
among the Elk Teeth. More signals were
flashing. More Indians came popping Into
view, their feathered bonnets streaming in
the rising wind, and about the prairie wave,
where the savage general had established
field headquarters, a furious conference was
going on. Stabber had again interposed, and
with grim but hopeful eyes Ray and his
fellows watched and noted. Every lull In
the fight was so much gained for them.

“Twelve fifty-two,”” sald the dark-eyed
commander, swinging his watch Into the
pocket of his hunting shirt, and sllding
backward into the stream bed. ‘‘Adl serene
so far. Watch things on this front, Field,
while I make the rounds and see how we
came out." ! =

“All serena so fay' it was! Not a man
Lurt. Two of ths sorrels had been hit by
fiving bullets and much amazed and stung
thereat, but neither was. crippled. Bidding
their guards to dig fer.water that might
soon be needed, Ray once more made his
way to the northward /side and rejoined
Field and Winsor. -4 ;

In an almost cloudfess sky of steely blue
the sun had just passed the meridian and
was streaming hotly down on the stirring
pieture. Northward the ridge llne and the
long, gradual slope seemed alive with
swarms of I[ndian warriors, many of them
darting shout in wild eommotion. About
ihe little eminence whera Stabber and the
Fox had again locked horns In vlolent al-
tercation, as many as a hundred braves had
gathered. About the mliddle knob, from
whose summit mirror fashes shot from
time to tlme, was stil] ‘another concourse,
listening, apparently, to the admonitions of
a leader but recently arrived, a chieftain
mounted on an American horse, almost
black, and Ray studied the pair long and
curiously through his glasses. “Lame Wolf,
probably,” sald he, but the distance was too
great to enable him to be certain. What
puzzled him more than anything was the
apparent division of authority, the unusual
display of discord among the Sloux. These
were all, doubtless, of the Ogalialla tribe,
Red Cloud’s own people, yet here were they
wrangling like ward “heelers’” and wasting
preclous time. Whatever his antecedents,
this newcomer had been & powerful sower
of strife and sedition, for instead of follow-
ing implicitly the counsels of one leader,
g:u Indians  wera divided now between

True to its practice, the prairie wind was
sweeping stronger and stronger with every
mome:itl.l ou‘ths sunwarmed strata over the
wide, wing surface sought higher levels,
west came rushing down. And now all
sounds of the debate were whisked away

toward the breaks of the South Shyenne, *
(sic) and it was no longer possible for the
old Sioux campalgners to catch a word of
the discussion. The leaves of the cotton-
woods whistled in the rising gale, and every
time a pony crossed the stream bed and
clambered the stzep banks out to the west,
little clouds of dun-colored dust came sail-
irg toward the grove, scattered and spent,
however, far from the lair of the defense.

But while the discussion seemed endless
among the Indians on the northward side,
never for a moment was the vigllance of
the circle relaxed. South, east and west
the slopes and lowlands were dotted with
restless horsemen, and from young Clayton
came the word that through his glass he
could make out three or four warriors far
away toward the Moccasin ridge. “That's
good,” sald Ray. "It means they, too, are
looking for a column coming out from
Frayne. But where on earth did all these
rascals come from? There must be four
hundred now in sight.”

‘Well might he ask and marvel! Stabber's
little village had never more than fifty war-
rior's. Lame Wolf's band was counted at
less than two hundred and forty fighting
men, and these, so said the agents of the
omniscient bureau, were all the Ogallallas
away from the shelter of the reservation
when the trouble started. No more should
be allowed to go, was the confident prom-
ise, yet a fortnight nearly had elapsed since
the frontier fun began. News of battle
sweeps with marvelous speed through In-
dian-haunted lands, and here were warriors
by the score, come to strengthen the hands
of kindred in the field, and more were com-
ing. The mirror signals plainly told them
that. Yet It was now well nigh 1 o'clock,
and not another hostile move -was made.
Fox then was being held by stronger hands.
It meant that Lame Wolf had listened to
reason—and Stabber, and would permit no
fresh attack until his numbers should be
so Increased that resistance would practl-
cally be vain. It meant even more—that
the Indian leader in chief command felt
sure no force was yet within helping dis-
tance of the corralled troopers. He could,
therefore, take his time.

But this was a theory Ray would not
whisper to his men. He knew Webb. He
knew Webb would soon read the signs from
the north and be coming to his rellef, and
Ray was right. Even as he reasoned there
came a message from across the grove.
Lieut, Clayton sald the Indlans he had seen
away to the south were racing back.
“Thank God!” was the murmured answer
no man heard. “Now, lads, be ready!’ was
the ringing word that roused the little troop
like bugle call “To arms."” And even as
eager faces lifted over the low parapets to
scan the distant foe, fresh signals came
flashing down from the northward ridge,
fresh bands of warriors came darting to
join the martial throng about the still
wrangling chieftains, and then, all on a
sudden, with mighty velling and shrill com-
motion, that savage council burst asunder,
and, riding at speed, a dozen braves went
lashing

-
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#0ddly. enough that method of spelling the
river's name became official.

away to the westward side, while, [ ',

with fierce brandishing of arms and shields
and much curveting and prancing of ex-
cited ponies, the wild battle lines were
formed again. Thé Sioux were coming for
the second trial,

“Meet them as before. Make every shot
tell!” werg the orders passed from man to
man and heard and noted amid the whis-
tling of the wind and the sounds of scurry
and commotion at the front. Then, silent
and crouching low, the soldlers shoved the
brown barrels of their carbines forth again
and waited. And then the grim silence of
the little fortress was broken as, with
startling, sudden force, there went up a
shout from the westward side:

“My God, boys; they're setting fire to the
prairle!”

Ray sprang to his feet and gazed. Away
out te the west and southwest, whence
came the strong breeze blowing from the
Sweetwater hills, half a dozen dark, agile
forms, bending low, were scudding afoot
over the sward, and everywhere they
moved there sprang up in their tracks little
sheets of lambent flame, little clouds of
bluish, blinding smoke, and almost in less
time than it takes to tell it a low wall of
fire, started In a dozen places, reaching far
across the low ground, fencing the vailey
from stream bed to the southward slopes,
crowned by Its swift-salling crest of hot,
stifling fume, came lapping and seething
and sweeping across the level, licking up
the dry buffalo grass like so much tow,
mounting higher and fiercer with every sec-
ond, and bearing down upon the little grove
and its almost helpless defenders In fearful
force, in resistless fury—a charge no bullet
could stop, an enemy no human valor
could hope to daunt or down.

“Quick, men!" yelled Ray. *“Out with
¥ou, you on the west front! Stay you here,
you others! Waich the Sioux! They'll be
on us in an instant!" And away he sped
from the shelter of the bank, out from the
thick of the cottonwoods, out to the open
prairie, straight toward the coming torrent
of flame, still, thank God, full 700 yards
away, but leaping toward them with awful
strides. Out with him rushed Fleld, and
out from Clayton's front sped half a dozen
old hands, every man fumbling for his
match box; out until they had reached a
line with their captain, already sprawled
upon the turf, and there, full a hundred
yards from the grove, they spread In rude
skirmish line, and, reckless of the mad
chorus of yells that came sweeping down
the wind, rzckless of the clamor of the
coming charge, reckless of the whistling

lead that almost instantly began nipping

the grove, then back through blinding
ke,%mmr their saddle blankets,
i as “gharp sputter of shots burst

a smaller blaze that should at least clear
the surface close at hand, and, by eaing
off the fuel, stop, possibly, the progress of
the greater flame.

But the minor blaze had also to be
stopped lest it come snapping and devour-
ing within the grove. It Is no easy mat-
ter to check a pralrle fire against a prairie
gale when every human ald Is summoned,
It Is desperate work to try to check one
when to the fires of nature are added the
furious blaze of hostile arms, every rifle
sighted by savage, vengeful foe. *“Check
it, lads, ten yards out!” shouted Ray to his
gallant fellows, now lost in the smoke,
while he again rushed across the front to
meet the charging Sioux. With his brave
young face all grime, Field was already at
work, guiding, urging, alding his little band,
“Both hands! Both hands!" he criled, as,
wielding his folded blanket, he smole the
fringe of flame. “Stamp It out. Great Godl
Wing, are you hit?"”

For answer the sergeant by his side went
plunging down, face foremost, and little
Trooper Denny, rushing to ald his young
officer In the effort to raise the stricken
man, as suddenly loosed his hold, and, to-
gether again, these two sworn comrades
of many a campalgn lay side by side, as
they hadlainin campand bivouaec allovertha
wide frontier, and poor Denny could only
gasp a loyal word of warning to hls ofil-
cer. “‘Get back, sir; for God's sake, get
back!” ere the life blood came gushing
Yrom his mouth. Bending low, Fiel®
grabbed the faithful fellow in his strong
arms and, calling to the nearmost men to
look to Wing, bore his helpless burden back
through stifiing smoke clouds; lald him on
the turf at the foot of a cottonwood, then
ran again to the perilous work of fighting
the flame, stumbling midwey owver another
prostrate form.

“Both hands! Both hands!” he yelled as
again his blanket whirled in air; and so,
by dint of desperate work, the inner line
of flame at last was stayed, but every man
of the gallent Httle squad of fire fighters
had paid the penalty of his devotion and
felt the sting of hissing lead—Fleld the last
of all. Westward now, well nigh an hun-
dred yards in width, a broad, black, smok-
ing patch stretched across the pathway of
the swift-coming wall of smoke and flame,
a safeguard to the beleaguered command
worth all the soldier sacrifice it cost. In
grand and furfous sweep the scourge of
the pralrie sent its destroying -line across
the wide level to the south of the sheltering
grove, but in the blood and sweat of herolo
men the threatening flames of the wind-
ward side had sputtered out. The little
garrison was safe from one, at least, of its
dread and merciless foes, though five of Its
best and bravest lay dead or dying. and
others still sore stricken, in the midst of
the smoking grove.

line. *““This
you, If word of mine can fetch it.”

(To be continued Monday.)
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