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  Dedicated to the memory of my grandmother Theora Mercer Nolte, who told me marvelous stories about her trip to Yellowstone National Park in 1909 and her uncle, father, grandfather’s trip there in 1882.
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  Preface




  


  





  When I was a little boy, my grandmother told me marvelous stories about going to Yellowstone Park. She went there in 1909 with her aunt, seven cousins, and two brothers. They had a covered wagon for food and camping equipment, a surrey for the aunt and small children, and five saddle horses. The trip took four weeks and they camped out every night.




  Grandma rode astride at a time when ladies were supposed to use sidesaddles. She recalled seeing geysers, catching fish, and baking bread in hot springs. She also told stories about her father, grandfather, and uncle who went to Yellowstone in 1880. One of their favorite tricks, she said, was stealing one another’s red flannel underwear and tossing it into a geyser to tint the next eruption pink.




  I loved Grandma’s stories and decided to see if I could find more like them. People always knew their trips to Yellowstone were special so they left diaries, reminiscences, newspaper and magazine articles, and books about them. I have read more than two hundred first-person accounts of travel to Yellowstone. I found most of them in collections at the Pioneer Museum of Bozeman, the Montana State University Libraries, and the Yellowstone Park Research Center in Gardiner, Montana. Some come from other sources such as family papers and the Internet.




  Many accounts are little more than mundane descriptions of the weather and the sights. But others tell of such exciting events as being mauled by bears, scalded in geysers, or captured by Indians. I have collected the best of those stories here.




  I am a storyteller, not a historian. I chose accounts that were well told and that described interesting experiences. I didn’t fret over their literal truth. No doubt many of these stories contain exaggerations and embellishments, perhaps even outright fabrications. Throughout this process, my focus has been on putting together an anthology of some of the most vivid and gripping historical stories related to Yellowstone— and to present these pieces in a manner compelling to modern readers. Many of these pieces were written in an archaic style or contain obscure references and grammatical errors. In some cases, I’ve taken the liberty of editing for readability. A few of the longer pieces such as full-length books have been abridged to focus on dramatic stories and events. In the interest of creating a more enjoyable reading experience, I’ve most often forgone certain editorial conventions, such as ellipses to indicate omissions, and I’ve updated archaic spellings.




  Many people helped in the preparation of this book. I am grateful to Humanities Montana, which provided motivation by including me in their impressive Speakers Bureau. Too many people to name assisted me, but I particularly want to thank Ann Butterfield of the Pioneer Museum and Kim Allen Scott of the Montana State University Libraries. Also, thanks to the volunteers of the Pioneer Museum who paid polite attention to various drafts and provided bounteous encouragement. These people made the book better, but, of course, I take responsibility for any errors.




  Finally, I want to thank my wife, Tam, for financial and moral support.




  





  OSBORNE RUSSELL
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  The first white man to see the wonders of what is now Yellowstone National Park was John Colter, a member of the Lewis and Clark Expedition. On the expedition’s return trip in 1806, Colter got permission to leave the group and set off on his own with a pair of trappers. While looking for Indians to trade with, Colter passed through Yellowstone in 1807.




  Mountain men like Joe Meek and Jim Bridger went throughout the Rockies trading and trapping until 1840, when the bottom fell out of the fur market. After that, most mountain men disappeared, leaving few marks on the land. Their tales about Yellowstone’s wonders were greeted with skepticism. It’s no surprise that people didn’t believe their stories about waterfalls that fell a thousand feet or fountains of boiling water hundreds of feet tall. They were mostly illiterates who dressed in animal skins and took Indian women as wives. Besides, they often entertained themselves by seeing who could tell the biggest whopper.




  Osborne Russell was one of few who left a credible written record. Russell, who worked for several trapping and trading companies, joined Jim Bridger’s brigade of the Rocky Mountain Fur Company when it went through Yellowstone in 1839.




  Russell left his mark on history through the detailed and brightly written account he wrote from notes in the 1840s. It is one of very few contemporary accounts of the daily lives of mountain men. He tells about the food they ate, the shelters they used, and how they traveled. Here are some excerpts beginning when Russell was traveling near Shoshone Lake on the southwest side of what is now Yellowstone National Park. The geyser he describes is apparently now defunct.




  GEYSERS AND BLACKFEET—1839




  





  Excerpted from Osborne Russell’s Journal of a Trapper




  We traveled along the border of the lake till we came to the northwest extremity where we found about fifty springs of boiling hot water. We stopped here some hours because one of my comrades had visited this spot the year previous and he wished to show us some curiosities.




  The first spring we visited was about ten feet in diameter and threw up mud with a noise similar to boiling soap. Close about this were numerous similar to it throwing up hot mud and water five or six feet high. About thirty or forty paces from these, along the side of a small ridge, the hot steam rushed forth from holes in the ground, with a hissing noise that could be heard a mile distant.




  After surveying these natural wonders for some time, my comrade conducted me to what he called the “Hour Spring.” At this spring the first thing that attracted attention was a hole about fifteen inches in diameter in which the water was boiling slowly about four inches below the surface. At length it began to boil and bubble violently, and the water commenced raising and shooting upwards until the column arose to the height of sixty feet, from whence it fell to the ground in drops in a circle of about thirty feet in diameter, perfectly cold when it struck the ground.




  It continued shooting up in this manner five or six minutes and then sank back to its former state of slowly boiling for an hour—and then it would shoot forth again as before. My comrade said he had watched the motions of this spring for one whole day and part of the night the year previous and found no irregularity whatever in its movements.




  After surveying these wonders for a few hours we left the place and traveled north about three miles over ascending ground, then descended a steep and rugged mountain four miles in the same direction and fell onto the head branch of the Jefferson branch of the Missouri. The whole country was still thickly covered with pines except here and there a small prairie. We encamped and set some traps for beaver and stayed four days.




  At this place there was also a large number of hot springs, some of which had formed cones of limestone twenty feet high of a snowy whiteness, which makes a splendid appearance standing among the evergreen pines. Some of the lower peaks are very convenient for the hunter in preparing his dinner when hungry, for here his kettle is always ready and boiling. His meat being suspended in the water on a string is soon prepared for his meal without further trouble.
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  We encamped on the Yellowstone in the big plain below the lake. The next day we went to the lake and set our traps on a branch running into it, near the outlet on the northeast side.




  After visiting my traps, I returned to the camp, where, after stopping for about an hour or two, I took my rifle and sauntered down the shore of the lake among the scattered groves of tall pines until tired of walking about (the day being very warm), I took a bath in the lake, probably half an hour, and returned to the camp about four o’clock.




  Two of my comrades observed: “Let us take a walk among the pines and kill an elk,” and started off, while the other was still asleep. Sometime after they were gone I went to a bale of dried meat, which had been spread in the sun thirty or forty feet from the place where we slept. Here I pulled off my powder horn and bullet pouch and laid them on a log— drew my butcher knife and began to cut.




  After eating a few minutes, I arose and kindled a fire, filled my tobacco pipe and sat down to smoke. My comrade, whose name was White, was still sleeping. Presently, I cast my eyes towards the horses, which were feeding in the valley and discovered the heads of some Indians gliding round within thirty steps of me.




  I jumped to my rifle and aroused White. Looking towards my powder horn and bullet pouch, I saw they were already in the hands of an Indian, and we were completely surrounded. We cocked our rifles and started through their ranks into the woods, which seemed to be completely filled with Blackfeet, who rent the air with their horrid yells.




  On presenting our rifles they opened a space about twenty feet wide, through which we plunged. About the fourth jump, an arrow struck White on the right hip joint. I hastily told him to pull it out and as I spoke another arrow struck me in the same place, but the arrows did not retard our progress. Another arrow struck through my right leg above the knee and I fell with my breast across a log. The Indian who shot me was within eight feet of me and made a spring towards me with his uplifted battle ax. I made a leap and avoided the blow and kept hopping from log to log through a shower of arrows that flew around us like hail, lodging in the pines and logs.




  After we had passed them about ten paces we wheeled about and took aim at them. They began to dodge behind the trees and shoot their guns. We then ran and hopped about fifty yards farther in the logs and bushes and made a stand.




  I was very faint from the loss of blood, and we sat down among the logs, determined to kill the two foremost when they came up and then die like men. We rested our rifles across a log—White aiming at the foremost and myself at the second. I whispered to him that when they turned their eyes towards us to pull trigger.




  About twenty of them passed by us within fifteen feet without casting a glance towards us. Another file came round on the opposite side within twenty or thirty paces, closing with the first a few rods beyond us and all turning to the right. The next minute they were out of our sight among the bushes. They were all well armed with fusees, bows, and battle axes.




  We sat until the rustling among the bushes had died away, then arose, and after looking carefully around us, White asked in a whisper how far it was to the lake. I replied, pointing to the southeast, about a quarter of a mile. I was nearly fainting from the loss of blood and the want of water.




  We hobbled along forty or fifty rods and I was obliged to sit down for a few minutes, then go a little further, and then rest again. We managed in this way until we reached the bank of the lake. Our next object was to obtain some of the water as the bank was very steep and high. White had been perfectly calm and deliberate, but now his conversation became wild, hurried, and despairing. He observed, “I cannot go down to that water for I am wounded all over. I shall die.” I told him to sit down while I crawled down and brought some in my hat. This I effected with a great deal of difficulty.




  We then hobbled along the border of the lake for a mile and a half, until it grew dark and we stopped. We could still hear the shouting of the savages over their booty. We stopped under a large pine near the lake, and I told White I could go no further.




  “Oh,” said he, “let us go up into the pines and find a spring.”




  I replied there was no spring within a mile of us, which I knew to be a fact.




  “Well,” said he, “if you stop here I shall make a fire.”




  “Make as much as you please,” I replied angrily. “This is a poor time now to undertake to frighten me into measures.”




  I then started to the spring, crawling on my hands and one knee, and returned in about an hour with some water in my hat.




  While I was at this he had kindled a small fire and, taking a draught of water from the hat, he exclaimed, “Oh, dear, we shall die here; we shall never get out of these mountains.”




  “Well,” said I, “if you persist in thinking so, you will die, but I can crawl from this place upon my hands and one knee and kill two or three elk and make a shelter of the skins, and dry the meat, until we get able to travel.”




  In this manner I persuaded him that we were not in half so bad a situation as we might be, although he was not in half so bad a situation as I expected, for, on examining him I found only a slight wound from an arrow on his hip bone. But he was not so much to blame, as he was a young man who had been brought up in Missouri, the pet of the family, and had never done or learned much of anything but horse racing and gambling while under the care of his parents (if care it could be called).




  I pulled off an old piece of a coat made of blanket (as he was entirely without clothing except his hat and shirt), set myself in a leaning position against a tree, ever and anon gathering such leaves and rubbish as I could reach without altering the position of my body, to keep up a little fire, and in this manner miserably spent the night.




  The next morning I could not arise without assistance, when White procured a couple of sticks for crutches, by the help of which I hobbled to a small grove of pines about sixty yards distant. We had scarcely entered the grove when we heard a dog barking and Indians singing and talking. The sound seemed to be approaching us. They at length came near to where we were, to the number of sixty.




  They commenced shooting at a large bank of elk that was swimming in the lake, killed four of them, dragged them to shore and butchered them, which occupied about three hours. They then packed the meat in small bundles on their backs and traveled up along the rocky shore about a mile and encamped.




  We then left our hiding place and crept into the thick pines about fifty yards distant and started in the direction of our encampment in the hope of finding our comrades. My leg was very much swollen and painful, but I managed to get along slowly on my crutches with White carrying my rifle.




  When we were within about sixty rods of the encampment we discovered the Canadian, hunting round among the trees as though he was looking for a trail. We approached him within thirty feet before he saw us, and he was so much agitated by fear that he knew not whether to run or stand still.




  On being asked where Elbridge was, he said they came to the camp the night before at sunset. The Indians pursued them into the woods, where they separated, and he saw him no more.




  At the encampment I found a sack of salt. Everything else the Indians had carried away or cut to pieces. They had built seven large conical forts near the spot, from which we supposed their number to have been seventy or eighty, part of whom had returned to their Village with the horses and plunder. We left the place, heaping curses on the head of the Blackfeet nation, which neither injured them nor alleviated our distress.




  We followed down the shores of the lake and stopped for the night. My companions threw some logs and rubbish together, forming a kind of shelter from the night breeze. But in the night it took fire (the logs being of pitch pine) and the blaze ran to the tops of the trees.




  We removed a short distance, built another fire and laid by it until morning. We then made a raft of dry poles and crossed the outlet upon it. We then went to a small grove of pines nearby and made a fire, where we stopped the remainder of the day in hopes that Elbridge would see our signals and come to us, for we left directions on a tree at the encampment which route we would take. In the meantime, the Canadian went to hunt something to eat but without success. I had bathed my wounds in saltwater and made a salve of beaver’s oil and castoreum, which I applied to them. This had eased the pain and drawn out the swelling in a great measure.




  The next morning I felt very stiff and sore, but we were obliged to travel or starve, as we had eaten nothing since our defeat and game was very scarce on the west side of the lake. Moreover, the Canadian had got such a fright we could not prevail on him to go out of our sight to hunt.




  So on we trudged slowly, and after getting warm I could bear half my weight on my lame leg, although it was bent considerably and swelled so much that my knee joint was stiff. About ten o’clock the Canadian killed a couple of small ducks, which served us for breakfast. After eating them we pursued our journey.




  At twelve o’clock it began to rain, but we still kept on until the sun was two hours high in the evening, when the weather cleared away. We encamped at some hot springs and killed a couple of geese.




  While we were eating them, a deer came swimming along in the lake within about one hundred yards of the shore. We fired several shots at him, but with the water glancing the balls, he remained unhurt and apparently unalarmed. He still kept swimming to and fro in the lake in front of us for an hour and then started along up close to the shore.




  The hunter went to watch it in order to kill it when it should come ashore. But as he was lying in wait for the deer, a doe elk came to the water to drink, and he killed her, the deer being still out in the lake swimming to and fro till dark.




  Now we had a plenty of meat and drink but were almost destitute of clothing. I had on a pair of trousers and a cotton shirt, which were completely drenched with the rain. We made a sort of shelter from the wind of pine branches and built a large fire of pitch knots in front of it, so that we were burning on one side and freezing on the other, alternately, all night.




  The next morning we cut some of the elk meat in thin slices and cooked it slowly over a fire, then packed it in bundles, strung them on our backs and started. By this time I could carry my own rifle and limp along half as fast as a man could walk, but when my foot touched against the logs or brush, the pain in my leg was very severe.




  We left the lake at the hot springs and traveled through the thick pines, over a low ridge of land, through the snow and rain. We came to a lake about twelve miles in circumference, which is the headspring of the right branch of Lewis Fork. Here we found a dry spot near a number of hot springs under some thick pines. Our hunter had killed a deer on the way, and I took the skin, wrapped it around me and felt prouder of my mantle than a monarch with his imperial robes.




  This night I slept more than four hours, which was more than I had slept at any one time since I was wounded, and arose the next morning much refreshed.




  These springs are similar to those on the Madison, and among these, as well as those, sulphur is found in its purity in large quantities on the surface of the ground. We traveled along the shore on the south side about five miles in an east direction, fell in with a large band of elk, killed two fat does and took some of the meat. We then left the lake and traveled due south over a rough, broken country, covered with thick pines, for about twelve miles, when we came to the fork again, which ran through a narrow prairie bottom, followed down it about six miles and encamped at the forks. We had passed up the lefthand fork on horseback, in good health and spirits, and came down on the right bank on foot, with weary limbs and sorrowful countenances. We built a fire and laid down to rest, but I could not sleep more than fifteen or twenty minutes at a time, the night being so very cold. We had plenty of meat, however, and made moccasins of raw elk hide. The next day we crossed the stream and traveled down near to Jackson’s Lake on the west side, then took up a small branch in a west direction to the head. We then had the Teton Mountain to cross, which looked like a laborious undertaking as it was steep and the top covered with snow. We arrived at the summit however with a great deal of difficulty, before sunset, and after resting a few moments traveled down about a mile on the other side and stopped for the night.




  After spending another cold and tedious night, we were descending the mountain through the pines at daylight and the next night reached the forks of Henry’s Fork of Snake River. This day was very warm, but the wind blew cold at night. We made a fire and gathered some dry grass to sleep on and then sat down and ate the remainder of our provisions.




  It was now ninety miles to Fort Hall, and we expected to see little or no game on the route, but we determined to travel it in three days. We lay down and shivered with the cold till daylight, then arose and again pursued our journey towards the fork of Snake River, where we arrived with the sun about an hour high, forded the river, which was nearly swimming, and encamped. The weather being very cold and fording the river so late at night caused me much suffering during the night.




  September 4th we were on our way at daybreak and traveled all day through the high sage and sand down Snake River. We stopped at dark, nearly worn out with fatigue, hunger and want of sleep, as we had now traveled sixty-five miles in two days without eating. We sat and hovered over a small fire until another day appeared, then set out as usual and traveled to within about ten miles of the Fort when I was seized with a cramp in my wounded leg, which compelled me to stop and sit down every thirty or forty rods. At length we discovered a half-breed encamped in the valley, who furnished us with horses and went with us to the fort, where we arrived naked, hungry, wounded, sleepy, and fatigued, with the sun being about an hour high. Here again I entered a trading post after being defeated by the Indians, but the treatment was quite different from that which I had received at Savonery’s Fork in 1837, when I had been defeated by the Crows.




  The fort was in the charge of Mr. Courtney M. Walker, who had been lately employed by the Hudson Bay Company for that purpose. He invited us into a room and ordered supper to be prepared immediately—likewise such articles of clothing and blankets as we called for.




  After dressing ourselves and giving a brief history of our defeat and sufferings, supper was brought in, consisting of tea, cakes, buttermilk, dried meat, etc. I ate very sparingly as I had been three days fasting, but drank so much strong tea that it kept me awake till after midnight.




  I continued to bathe my leg in warm saltwater and applied a salve, which healed it in a very short time, so that in ten days I was again setting traps for beaver.




  





  NATHANIEL PITT LANGFORD
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  After the collapse of the beaver trapping industry in the 1840s, the upper Yellowstone was neglected for nearly two decades. Then the discovery of gold in the 1860s brought thousands of treasure hunters into the Northern Rockies. Those who prospected the upper Yellowstone brought back reports of strange and wonderful things. At first people discounted the reports as tall tales in the tradition of the mountain men, but the stories were so consistent that it became obvious that there really was something there.




  Soon there was talk of an exploring party to find out once and for all what existed in the upper Yellowstone. Several expedition plans fell through because organizers couldn’t raise big enough parties to ward off Indian attacks. Finally the rumors sparked interest among several other men who organized what became the Washburn Expedition of 1870.




  Several members of the Washburn Expedition were public officials and prominent businessmen whose credibility could not be doubted. Also, the expedition included several skilled writers, among them Nathaniel Langford. Langford came to Montana during the gold rush of 1862 and established a freighting business and a saw mill. He was appointed as federal tax collector but resigned that position to accept an appointment as territorial governor; however, the Senate refused to confirm him.




  Langford describes a meeting on September 9 in which members of the party came up with the idea of creating a national park, a story that has become deeply embedded in Yellowstone mythology. Despite its appeal, many historians doubt the tale. Paul Schullery and Lee Whittlesey, in their book Myth and History in the Creation of Yellowstone Park, conclude that the story is “lousy history.”




  After the expedition, Nathaniel Langford went on a speaking tour for the Northern Pacific Railroad, which was planning to push track through Montana and was looking for ways to attract riders. In addition to his national tour, Langford wrote two articles that appeared in Scribner’s Monthly, a national magazine that focused on illustration.




  Langford became the first superintendent of Yellowstone National Park, an unpaid position that he held for five years. After he left Yellowstone Park, he returned to his home state of Minnesota where he wrote one book on the Montana vigilantes and another about the Washburn Expedition. Here is an abridged version of his book, The Discovery of Yellowstone Park—Diary of the Washburn Expedition to the Yellowstone and Firehole Rivers in the Year 1870, which was published in 1905.




  DISCOVERING YELLOWSTONE—1870




  





  Excerpted from Nathaniel Pitt Langford’s Diary of the Washburn Expedition to the Yellowstone and Firehole Rivers in the Year 1870




  Monday, August 22—We are now fairly launched upon our expedition without the possibility of obtaining outside assistance. Means for our protection have been fully considered since we camped, and our plans for guard duty throughout the trip have been arranged. Fresh Indian signs indicate that the redskins are lurking near us, and I am not entirely free from anxiety. Our safety will depend upon our vigilance. We are all well armed with long-range repeating rifles and needle guns, though there are but few of our party who are experts at off-hand shooting with a revolver.




  In the course of our discussion Jake Smith expressed his doubt whether any member of our party is sufficiently skilled in the use of the revolver to hit an Indian at even a close range. He offered to put the matter to a test by setting up his hat at a distance of twenty yards for the boys to shoot at with their revolvers at twenty-five cents a shot. While several members of our party were blazing away with indifferent success, with the result that Jake was adding to his exchequer without damage to his hat, I could not resist the inclination to quietly drop out of sight behind a clump of bushes, where from my place of concealment I sent from my breech-loading Ballard bullets in rapid succession, through the hat, badly riddling it.




  [image: N. P. Langford was one of the principal organizers of the Washburn Expedition, which documented the wonders of the Upper Yellowstone in 1870. He provided a detailed account of the group’s adventures. National Park Service photo by W. H. Jackson, 1871]




  Jake inquired, “Whose revolver is it that makes that loud report?” He did not discover the true state of the case, but removed the target with the ready acknowledgment that there were members of our party whose aim with a revolver was more accurate than he had thought.
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  Tuesday, August 23—At 8 a.m. today we broke camp. After some delay occurring in packing our horses, Lieutenant Doane and the escort went ahead, and we did not again see them until we reached our night camp.




  Today we saw our first Indians as we descended into the valley of the Yellowstone. They came down from the east side of the valley, over the foothills, to the edge of the plateau overlooking the bottomlands of the river, and there conspicuously displayed themselves for a time to engage our attention. As we passed by them up the valley they moved down to where their ponies were hobbled.




  Two of our party, Hauser and Stickney, had dropped behind and passed towards the north to get a shot at an antelope; and when they came up they reported that, while we were observing the Indians on the plateau across the river, there were one hundred or more of them watching us from behind a high butte as our pack-train passed up the valley. As soon as they observed Hauser and Stickney coming up nearly behind them, they wheeled their horses and disappeared down the other side of the butte. This early admonition of our exposure to hostile attack, and liability to be robbed of everything, and compelled on foot and without provisions to retrace our steps, has been the subject of discussion in our camp tonight, and has renewed in our party the determination to abate nothing of our vigilance, and keep in a condition of constant preparation.




  With our long-range rifles and plenty of ammunition, we can stand off 200 or 300 of them, with their less efficient weapons, if we don’t let them sneak up upon us in the night. If we encounter more than that, then what? The odds will be that they will “rub us out,” as Jim Stuart says.




  Jake Smith has sent the first demoralizing shot into the camp by announcing that he doesn’t think there is any necessity for standing guard. Jake is the only one of our party who shows some sign of baldness, and he probably thinks that his own scalp is not worth the taking by the Indians.




  Did we act wisely in permitting him to join our party at the last moment before leaving Helena? One careless man will frequently demoralize an entire company. I think we have now taken all possible precautions for our safety, but our numbers are few. For me to say that I am not in hourly dread of the Indians when they appear in large force would be a braggart boast.




  Mr. Everts was taken sick this afternoon. . . .




  We have traveled all this day amid this stupendous variety of landscape until we have at length reached the western shore of that vast and solitary river which is to guide us to the theatre of our explorations.




  We learn from Mr. Bottler that there are some twenty-five lodges of Crow Indians up the valley.
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  Wednesday, August 24—It rained nearly all of last night, but Lieutenant Doane pitched his large tent, which was sufficiently capacious to accommodate us all by lying “heads and tails,” and we were very comfortable. Throughout the forenoon we had occasional showers, but about noon it cleared away, and we got under way.




  Mr. Everts was not well enough to accompany us, and it was arranged that he should remain at Bottler’s ranch, and that we would move about twelve miles up the river, and there await his arrival. Our preparations for departure being completed, General Washburn detailed a guard of four men to accompany the pack train, while the rest of the party rode on ahead.




  Five miles farther on we crossed a small stream bordered with black cherry trees, many of the smaller ones broken down by bears, of which animal we found many signs. One mile farther on we made our camp about a mile below the middle canyon. Tonight we have antelope, rabbit, duck, grouse and the finest of large trout for supper.
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  Thursday, August 25—Last night was very cold, the thermometer marking 40 degrees at 8 a.m. At one mile of travel we came to the middle canyon, which we passed on a very narrow trail running over a high spur of the mountain overlooking the river, which at this point is forced through a narrow gorge, surging and tumbling and boiling over the rocks, the water having a dark green color. After passing the canyon we again left the valley, passing over the mountain. At nineteen miles from our morning camp we came to Gar-diner’s River, at the mouth of which we camped. Mr. Everts came into camp just at night, nearly recovered, but very tired from his long and tedious ride over a rugged road, making our two days’ travel in one. Along our trail of today are plenty of Indian “signs” and marks of the lodge poles dragging in the sand on either side of the trail.




  Jake Smith stood guard last night, or ought to have done so, and but for the fact that Gillette was also on guard, I should not have had an undisturbed sleep. We know that the Indians are near us, and sleep is more refreshing to me when I feel assured that I will not be joined in my slumbers by those who are assigned for watchful guard duty.
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  Friday, August 26—For some reason we did not leave camp till 11 o’clock. We forded Gardiner’s river with some difficulty, several of our pack animals being nearly carried off their feet by the torrent. In the morning Lieutenant Doane and one of his men, together with Mr. Everts, had started out ahead of the party to search out the best trail. At 3 o’clock we arrived at Antelope creek, only six miles from our morning camp, where we concluded to halt. On the trail that we were following there were no tracks except those of unshod ponies; and, as our horses were all shod, it was evident that Lieutenant Doane and the advance party had descended the mountain by some other trail than that which we were following.




  Our camp tonight is on Antelope creek, about five miles from the Yellowstone River. After our arrival in camp, in company with Stickney and Gillette, I made a scout of eight or ten miles through the country east of our trail, and between it and the river, in search of some sign of Lieutenant Doane, but we found no trace of him. We could discern the trail for many miles on its tortuous course, but could see no sign of a camp, or of horses feeding, and we returned to our camp.
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  Saturday, August 27—I have appropriated a sack of beans to sit on; and, as Hedges and I have been writing, there has been a lively game of cards played near my left side, which Hedges, who has just closed his diary, says is a game of poker. I doubt if Deacon Hedges is sufficiently posted in the game to know to a certainty that poker is the game which is being played; but, putting what Hedges tells me with what I see and hear, I find that these infatuated players have put a valuation of five cents per bean, on beans that did not cost more than $1 a quart in Helena. Jake Smith exhibits a marvelous lack of veneration for his kinswoman, by referring to each bean, as he places it before him upon the table, as his “aunt,” or, more flippantly, his “auntie.”




  Walter Trumbull has been styled the “Banker,” and he says that at the commencement of the game he sold forty of these beans to each of the players, himself included (200 in all), at five cents each. He has already redeemed the entire 200 at that rate, and now Jake Smith has a half-pint cup nearly full of beans, and is demanding of Trumbull that he redeem them also, that is, pay five cents per bean for the contents of the cup. Trumbull objects. Jake persists. Reflecting upon their disagreement I recall that about an hour ago Jake, with an apologetic “Excuse me!” disturbed me while I was writing and untied the bean sack on which I am now sitting, and took from it a double handful of beans.




  It seems to me that a game of cards which admits of such latitude as this, with a practically unlimited draft upon outside resources, is hardly fair to all parties, and especially to “The Banker.”
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  Sunday, August 28—Today being Sunday, we remained all day in our camp, which Washburn and Everts have named “Camp Comfort,” as we have an abundance of venison and trout.




  We visited the falls of the creek, the waters of which tumble over the rocks and boulders for the distance of 200 yards from our camp, and then fall a distance of 110 feet, as triangulated by Mr. Hauser. Stickney ventured to the verge of the fall, and, with a stone attached to a strong cord, measured its height, which he gives as 105 feet.




  The stream, in its descent to the brink of the fall, is separated into half a dozen distorted channels, which have zigzagged their passage through the cement formation, working it into spires, pinnacles, towers and many other capricious objects. Many of these are of faultless symmetry, resembling the minaret of a mosque. . . .




  The scenery here cannot be called grand or magnificent, but it is most beautiful and picturesque. The spires are from 75 to 100 feet in height.




  In camp today several names were proposed for the creek and fall. At the outset of our journey we had agreed that we would not give to any object of interest that we might discover the name of any of our party nor of our friends. This rule was to be religiously observed. Walter Trumbull suggested “Minaret Creek” and “Minaret Fall.” Mr. Hauser suggested “Tower Creek” and “Tower Fall.” After some discussion a vote was taken, and by a small majority, the name “Minaret” was decided upon.




  During the following evening Mr. Hauser stated with great seriousness that we had violated the agreement made relative to naming objects for our friends. He said that the well known Southern family—the Rhetts—lived in St. Louis, and that they had a most charming and accomplished daughter named “Minnie.” He said that this daughter was a sweetheart of Trumbull, who had proposed the name— her name, “Minnie Rhett”—and that we had unwittingly given to the fall and creek the name of this sweetheart of Mr. Trumbull.




  Mr. Trumbull indignantly denied the truth of Hauser’s statement, and Hauser as determinedly insisted that it was the truth. The vote was therefore reconsidered, and by a substantial majority it was decided to substitute the name “Tower” for “Minaret.” Later, and when it was too late to recall or reverse the action of our party, it was surmised that Hauser himself had a sweetheart in St. Louis—a Miss Tower.
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  Monday, August 29—We broke camp about 8 o’clock, leaving the trail, which runs down to the mouth of the creek, and passed over a succession of high ridges, and part of the time through fallen timber.




  Toiling on our course down this creek to the river we came suddenly upon a basin of boiling sulphur springs, exhibiting signs of activity and points of difference so wonderful as to fully absorb our curiosity. The largest of these, about twenty feet in diameter, is boiling like a cauldron. Its appearance has suggested the name “Hell-Broth Springs.” Around them all is an incrustation formed from the bases of the spring deposits, arsenic, alum, sulphur, etc.




  This incrustation is sufficiently strong in many places to bear the weight of a man, but more frequently it gave way, and from the apertures thus created hot steam issued, showing it to be dangerous to approach the edge of the springs; and it was with the greatest difficulty that I obtained specimens of the incrustation. This I finally accomplished by lying at full length upon that portion of the incrustation which yielded the least, but which was not sufficiently strong to bear my weight while I stood upright. At imminent risk of sinking in the infernal mixture, I rolled over and over to the edge of the opening; and, with the crust slowly bending and sinking beneath me, hurriedly secured the coveted prize of black sulphur, and rolled back to a place of safety.
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