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  THE importunity of friends, who have been interested in the journal of a summer’s trip and a winter’s experience on the Plains, and which, as a matter of taste, now assumes the more easy flow of Narrative, has overruled the first refusal to permit its use in more available form for their leisurely reading. Gathering many of its details from officers of the posts, from Major James Bridger, and others, and so gathering as each day’s experience unfolded events of interest, there is no assumption of anything further than to express the facts so recorded just as they were impressed upon the judgment or fancy.

  If, on the one hand, the recital of military preparations or movements be so inartificial as to excite the smile of the critic, or if the natural tendency to adopt the idioms and style which, every way and forever, surround the wife of an officer, shall seem so constrained as to repel the lady reader, it can only be said that we wrote, when we wrote, just as the surroundings inspired or compelled us.

  In this change from the form of a journal we have adhered to its record, and preserved the integrity of the original, so as to reproduce our life as it was lived and give incidents as they transpired.

  While nearly one-half of the Indian demonstrations were under our own eye, the authentic reports of others were of equal value to history; and the narrative differs little from what would be the written experience of others, except that we availed ourselves more fully of classes of facts and sources of knowledge equally open to all, and so cherished their record, as in earlier life we garnered up details of a first visit to Mammoth Cave or the Falls of Niagara.

  If our statistics and statements as to Indian councils, usages, or raids, or the record of labor, casualties, and incidents, savor much of routine, yet through incidental form we have gathered historical facts, and thus do we present our life and the exact history of the first year of the military occupation of Absaraka.

  And again; if there be a savor of whining because the soldiers were so few and support was unfurnished, it will not be taken as criticism to offend anybody, since everybody knows how small was the army, and how incapable of immediate expansion to meet the issues of the Northwestern frontier at the close of the war.

  So, then, our friends will accept this response to their wishes, and at least gather instruction for their guidance when they undertake their first visit to Absaraka, Home of the Crows.


  
AB-SA-RA-KA.
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  CHAPTER I.

  
ABSARAKA, HOME OF THE CROWS.

  ABSARAKA, in the language of the Crow Indians, translated, Home of the Crows, was once the field of their proudest successes.

  The fertile basins of the Yellowstone, Big Horn, and Tongue Rivers were enlivened by the presence of their many villages; and in the early days of Bridger and Beckwith, the Crow Indians accumulated considerable wealth by a prolific trade in pelts and dressed furs, which those veteran trappers and frontiersmen delivered for them at St. Louis and other border depots for Indian commerce.

  Partially girt in by the Big Horn and Panther Mountains, yet roaming at will, they were masters of a region of country which has no peer in its exhaustless game resources, and is rarely surpassed in its production of wild fruits, grasses, and cereals; while its natural scenery, made up of snowy crests, pine-clad slopes and summits, crystal waters, and luxuriant vales, certainly has no rival in our great sisterhood of States.

  The Snake Indians, who roamed farther north and west, and who had even crossed lances with the Pagans and Bloods, on the confines of British America, were unable, man for man, to match their more numerous and more adventurous rivals, the Crows, and at last, in 1856, joined friendly hands with them, or at least observed a fair neutrality in the later conflicts of the Crows with their hereditary and deadly enemies, the Sioux and Northern Cheyennes.

  When the Cheyennes of the Black Hills of Eastern Dakota divided their bands, and one portion went to the Red River country, while another portion left the old home, with nearly half of the remaining families, for Powder River and Tongue River valleys, the Ogillalla Sioux at last found allies to support their operations against the Crows. With a portion of the Arrapahoes, Blackfeet, and Gros Ventres of the Prairie, popularly known as the Big Bellies, they prosecuted the war with vigor and unrelenting hatred. Breaking into the long-coveted region about which they had been testing their valor for years in fruitless forays and uncertain adventures, the Sioux, aided by their new friends, succeeded in occupying the choice valleys of the lower Big Horn and Tongue Rivers, and still held them in comparative independence when the expedition of 1866, sent to open the new route to Virginia City, forced them to accept the challenge of the white man for the future possession of their stolen dwelling-place.

  The Crows fell back of the Yellowstone, though still operating eastward as far as the west bank of Big Horn River; and a few attempted something like local improvement, imitating the Flat Heads, who, though few of numbers, were not the less energetic, and seemed to be really desirous of gaining some affinity with the ideas and civilization of the whites.

  With all these changes and the continued aggression of the Sioux, the Crows maintained their passion for their old and their favorite home. It had its peculiar virtues. At once grand and beautiful, prolific in game beyond all precedent, susceptible of culture and the development of vast mineral wealth, while offering a new avenue for travel to Montana nearly five hundred miles shorter than that by Salt Lake City, how can it be deemed strange that they looked upon that redundancy of game, that exceeding fertility, and that natural forage, as wonderfully adapted for their perpetual home and abiding-place!

  The white man had given it no distinctive name, and had scarcely trespassed upon its soil. Farther west, he had occupied the Madison and Jefferson branches and the head waters of the Missouri. Flourishing towns and cities had been located, and the Indians, who had so long been driven westward, were now crowded back upon the Yellowstone and Big Horn; so that the Crows must soon renew their active antagonism with their old plunderers, or seek other fields or methods of life.

  This great hunting sphere, though nameless, had a natural independence both of Montana and Dakota, while attached in part to each. All that lies east of Black Foot and Clarke’s Passes had its special relation to the territory extending as far as Powder River. Somebody had indeed ventured to style this country Wyoming, a name which might do very well for a county of Pennsylvania, but had the least claim for application to the stolen land of the Crows.

  These same Crow Indians, in addition to their natural title to the land, maintain, to this day, the proud claim never to have killed a white man but in self-defense. All their intercourse in 1866, and their relations in 1867, combine to show the integrity of their friendship and the truth of their protestations.

  Their very enemies concede to them the rightful title to the territory so long struggled for. At a formal council held at Fort Philip Kearney in July, 1866, between Colonel Carrington and certain Cheyenne chiefs, who were then in close relations with Red Cloud and other Ogillalla Sioux, but desirous of breaking loose from the tie, that they might receive protection from the whites, the following question was addressed to BLACK HORSE:

  “Why do the Sioux and Cheyennes claim the land which belongs to the Crows?”

  BLACK HORSE, THE WOLF THAT LIES DOWN, RED ARM, and DULL KNIFE promptly answered:

  “The Sioux helped us. We stole the hunting-grounds of the Crows because they were the best. The white man is along the great waters, and we wanted more room. We fight the Crows, because they will not take half and give us peace with the other half.”

  ABSARAKA is therefore in fact, as the Crows have fondly named that whole region (absurdly styled Wyoming by some), the “Home of the Crows.”

  Bound to it by sacred legends; endeared as it is by years of occupation and wasting conflicts for its repossession; pressed by the whites from the west, and now approached from the east, yet restricted to the use of the Upper Yellowstone and west bank of the Big Horn Rivers, the Crows still maintain their rightful title, and ask of the white man that he acknowledge it.

  No less firmly do they maintain inviolate their solemn faith once pledged to the white man, and they look to his advent, in sufficient numbers, as the signal of their own deliverance and the destruction of their old enemies the Sioux.

  Ready to co-operate with the whites—kindly disposed toward the new road—beginning to appreciate the fate of the red man who shall oppose the progress of civilization and frontier settlement, they regard with something like hope the strong arm of that progress, and stand ready to perpetuate their own life by a just conformity to its reasonable demands.

  There is another fact which appeals strongly to other sentiments than those that favor simple justice.

  Among all the tribes of the Northwest, the Crow Indian stands first in manliness and physical perfection.

  While they alone have the title to negotiate the right of way for the New Virginia City road, independently of its occupation by the Sioux and their allies, they also have pride of race and nation. They can be trusted as friends within its boundaries whenever they are treated with the consideration they deserve. Would white men do more?

  The Crows lost possession by robbery. Their enemies have become the white man’s enemy. Their enemies have ignored treaty obligations, nave despised all terms of compromise or honorable warfare, and defy the Crows and white man alike.

  To the Crow, therefore, should be tendered support and friendship. Whatever the result as to the possession of the soil, it is as wicked to give it to the Sioux, for fear of his enmity, as it is to rob the Crows, if they wish to retain or jointly enjoy it.

  Above all, the land should bear its true name, and thus give to posterity some index to its past history and the issues and struggles which have preceded its use by the white man. Let it be known, whether as Territory, State, or Indian Reservation, as ABSARAKA, Home of the Crows.

  Herein, honor is rendered to noble red men, for such these are! Herein, justice is done to the Crow nation, which has hardly been less honorable and true to their friendship than the Naragansetts, the Delawares, and the Pawnees. Herein, shall be established a memorial name that will connect with the last supremacy of the red man a tribute to those who were truly worthy; and past injustice shall be partially atoned for, in giving to the Crow Indians this perpetual recognition in the land of ABSARAKA, the Home of the Crows.


  
CHAPTER II.

  
ABSARAKA DESCRIBED.

  THIS land of the largest liberty for the red man and the chase is as varied in surface and general features as it is attractive to the various tribes that have contended for its possession.

  Nearly all maps, and even the experience of Major James Bridger, the chief guide of the expedition of 1866, and that of Mr. Brannan, an assistant guide, who was with General Connor in 1865, so far as he advanced in the valley of Tongue River, fail to furnish such data as to afford an adequate judgment of this region and its capacity for future development.

  All guides and scouts very naturally fix their attention upon points where water and grazing can be found by emigrants in transitu; but they do not as often generalize the result of these varied adventures, and fix the relations of diverse soils and geographical features to the purposes of advancing civilization and general settlement.

  And yet, as the army and people have been released from the engrossing interests of a great domestic war, and the failure of the Laramie treaty of 1866, with its immediate succession of hostilities to every foot of progress over the route claimed to have been guaranteed by that treaty, have turned the attention of the national Congress and the national army to this new field of fight, it will be found that no portion of the public domain, heretofore almost terra-incognita, will challenge a greater public favor when its elements of value are known.

  Not that it will prove a paradise for mere adventurers who aspire after good and sudden riches at the expense of the substantial development of the lands they traverse and prospect; but this idea is founded upon the basis of actual settlement, and the ultimate adoption of Absaraka into the great family of American States.

  And yet, it is true that even the adventurer will find a field of promise. Every creek, from Clear Fork to the Upper Yellowstone, gives gold color, and there is no doubt that patient, well-directed labor will realize fair returns. Certain it is, that but for the Indian hostilities—engendered partly by bad faith exercised toward some of their bands; partly by excessive intimacy, degrading to both the white and red man, and resulting in the ultimate vengeance of the latter when he learns the drift of such intimacy; partly by failure to support the Indians who deserve support; and especially by failure to punish those who were incorrigibly wicked and ugly—the new route, so short, and in the main so fruitful in supplies for the emigrant, would become a favorite with all travelers to Eastern and Lower Montana.

  Of course it has its supposed rivals. SALT LAKE CITY, SO beautiful in location, with its shaded avenues, its ever-flowing fountains, and lavish soil, cannot cheerfully spare from its markets the long trains which have made the circuit by its route; and everybody who owns a light-draught steamer will willingly transport from St. Louis, Nebraska City, or Omaha, as many passengers as the capacity of his cabin or the stage of river moisture will permit; but the mathematical difficulty of making the hypothenuse of an acute angled triangle greater than the sum of the sides is a never-failing embarrassment to either party, and the question of distance remains as nature established it.

  The honest stranger who seeks a home in Lower Montana, and a short reliable route to Bozeman City, the Gallatin Valley, and Jefferson City, and the agricultural or mineral districts of that region, desires more definite information of the land to which his thoughts turn; and not only the people of Nebraska, Iowa, Minnesota, Illinois, and Indiana, but those of more eastern States, are pushing their trains across the plains, looking in vain, as they have long looked, for some definite details of the route they are to traverse.

  It is not always convenient, each day, for the emigrant to depend upon some transient ranchero or squatter for information as to the next grass, timber, or water along the route; and it is therefore of practical value for the traveler to have a definite outline of the country before furnishing such details as specify the route, with its history, resources, and supplies.

  The geographical outline of Absaraka is special and full of interest.

  The general course of the Big Horn Mountains is from southeast to northwest, until it reaches the Big Horn River, when the direction changes westward; but the Big Horn Mountains proper die out before reaching the Upper Yellowstone River and Clark’s and Blackfoot Passes, yet only a short distance from the former.

  At the lower or southeastern terminus, the range doubles back upon itself to the southwest, in form not unlike a BIG HORN or cornucopia, and gives significance to its name, although the “Big Horn” of the mountain sheep is credited as source of the title.

  Of course it is presumed that the reader has gained some knowledge of the course of the Platte, and entertains at least general ideas of the routes to Salt Lake City by way of Denver, Fort Bridger, or Forts Laramie and Caspar.

  While this narrative will embrace directions for the traveler, even from the South Platte, and especially after the journey leaves the line of the Union Pacific Railroad, with all the definiteness needed for daily practical use, it does not require, in this general description of Absaraka, that those elements should be noticed at present.

  Omitting, therefore, all branches of the Big Cheyenne, and all tributaries of either Fork of the Platte, the general survey begins with Powder River.

  Powder River, which is a muddy stream, comes from the southern side of the Big Horn Mountains and a southwestern source, and therefore is not a part of the great aggregate of bright channels that combine to feed the Missouri River from the Big Horn range proper. True it is, that it may be held responsible for their subsequent discoloration, and it does help the Missouri to no little portion of that final burden of deposit and gravity which so unfavorably appeals to the first taste of the traveler from the East; but this is its mission, and simply vindicates its own character, as do similar currents in the aggregate of the great flow of human life.

  The Big Horn range of the Rocky Mountains possesses two distinct and marked features. There is, first, a central or backbone range, which culminates in perpetual snow, where Cloud Peak grandly rises as the chief of all its proud summits, falling off slowly and patiently toward the southern valleys that are soon confronted by similar ranges of the Wind River Mountains beyond.

  The second range is north of the first, and after clearly leaving the loftier sweep, it presents nearly a perpendicular face to the north, except where the earnest torrents have cut deep gorges, and thus forced their way to the main tributaries of the Missouri.

  Between these ranges, and varying in breadth from twelve to twenty-five miles, are fine hunting-grounds, abounding in noble orchards, wild fruits and grasses, as well as the choicest game for the huntsman. This special tract is hardly a true plateau, as are the more uniform offsets of the Tierre Calients of the Mexican ranges; but with all its vicinity to perpetual snow, there are gentle slopes which possess peculiar loveliness and many elements of future value. With this general outline in mind, let the traveler start from Fort Reno on Powder River.

  He is in the midst of a sterile country, a sage desert. Before him rise the snow-clad mountains, but he has weary miles to travel before he gets the real value of their benignant expenditure of clear cold water upon the vales below.

  A march of twenty-six miles brings him to Crazy Woman’s Fork. This river, ever flowing, is also ever muddy, having received its largest contingent of supply from the same yellow source as Powder River. Six miles northwest, and following the sweep of the Big Horn northern range, and some six to eight miles outside its general base, a new country opens. Sage brush and cactus, which for nearly two hundred miles have so largely monopolized the soil, rapidly disappear. The change is beautiful as it is sudden. One narrow divide only is crossed, and the transition is like the quick turn of the kaleidoscope, which retains indeed the outline, but supplies new combinations and new tints for every object the light illuminates.

  Twenty-three miles from Crazy Woman’s Fork, the bright, noisy, and transparent waters, and the rich valley of Clear Fork are reached:—so swift that mules and horses have difficulty in crossing; so clear that every fish and pebble is well defined; and so cool that ice in midsummer is no object of desire, this same Clear Fork introduces the series of natural charms that have endeared the country to the savage, and will in the future have equal beauty for those who seek homes in a new and hitherto undeveloped land.

  Clear Fork is a genuine flow from the Big Horn Mountains, and is a type of many others no less constant, pure, and valuable. It is partly snow derived, and partly the sum of innumerable springs.

  Rock Creek comes next, with far less pretension, but similar in character.

  After passing Lake Smedt,—the great nursing haunt for ducks, wild geese, and brant, and which bears the name of Father Be Smedt, who, as a Catholic priest, has ministered to the spiritual and social wants of the northwestern tribes for many years,—and only fourteen miles from Clear Fork, the traveler comes suddenly upon the two Piney Forks of Clear Fork of Powder River.

  Here exhaustless supplies of pine and all affiliated trees gather about the mountain sides and crawl down even to the islands of the larger Fork, where access is easy and convenient; while the abundant game, the local supremacy of the situation and its relations to the predominating lodge trails of the country, have made this immediate region the theater of active Indian hostilities from the time of its first occupation.

  Peno Creek, Goose Creek, Tongue River, Rotten Grass Creek, Little Big Horn, and Big Horn Rivers succeed, each with bright tributaries; and so, stream succeeds stream as far as the great mountain gates through which the traveler enters the rich Gallatin Valley and finds himself in Montana proper.

  Nearly parallel, but distant from twelve to twenty-five miles northward from the Big Horn range, are Mauvais Terres, or “Bad Lands,” whose conical hills and irregular outlines present all the desolate features of old volcanic debris; and when seen from some commanding point, appear to be hopelessly barren of good, either to man or beast.

  And yet, all the rivers above named, and many others, boldly cut their way through these obstructions, and gather upon their borders rich fringes of vegetation and many elements of future development and profit.

  The valleys of these streams greatly vary in width and scope; that of the Big Horn ranging from fifteen to twenty miles, and that of Tongue River covering nearly twice that area after it receives the contributions of Goose Creek and its other mountain feeders.

  The region of country embraced within this outline, including the Upper Yellowstone and all east of Black Foot and Clark Passes, grasps more area of land than most of the large States or Territories; and with all its natural connections with Montana and Dakota, possesses an individual status that must eventually give it independence of each.


  
CHAPTER III.

  
THE NATURAL HISTORY AND CLIMATE OF ABSARAKA.

  THE agricultural features of Absaraka have had incidental notice, but not sufficiently to advise a stranger of their real merit.

  Wild wheat and oats abound in all the main valleys: both are grateful to stock, and sustain them well. The grasses are very heavy, so that in the summer of 1866 they were almost too resistant for easy use of machinery, and so thick that a horse could not be trotted rapidly in the bottom lands of Goose Creek and Tongue River.

  Grasshoppers now and then made a visit, coming in clouds, like the drifting smoke of a prairie fire; but they failed to destroy the great grass region. Still they are no insignificant enemy, and a literal statement of their dense masses, put in the most guarded manner, would seem like the tale of a Munchausen or Gulliver. They cover a blade of grass until it bends to the earth. They cover horse and rider, ruthlessly dashing at every exposed part of the face or breast. They pass over with a rush, like the night roar of the cascades of the Pineys; and they shield the eye so that you can look the sun in the face as though a light flirt of snow had crossed its disk. And yet they are so subject to the mastery of the mountain winds, whose currents are as constant as they are fickle, that they quickly change their place of labor and again renew it in other fields of freshness and beauty.

  The soil of the valleys is, in the main, a rich, deep loam, well adapted for vegetables, and in that climate for cereals; but alternate late and early frosts seem combined to refuse to corn a fair chance with other grain, while on the other hand barley, so grateful to mules, could seek no better region for its best development.

  While rain, other than the dripping skirts of some mountain shower, is rare as diamonds, the numberless dashing streams, tributary to the great flows, present such ready means of irrigation that small labor and expense would apply them to all desired uses. Besides this, the deep snows of the winter season long leave the effects of their fertilizing agency, and when the autumn has turned all general vegetation from green to brown, the side hills will still be spotted with verdant places, where the lingering snow had last struggled, as if to contend with the summer’s sun, for mastery of the grass it had gifted with such precocious life and protracted vigor.

  Of wild fruit there is great variety. Raspberries, strawberries, gooseberries, red currants, plums, cherries, and rock grapes are among the number. The cottonwood-trees are often festooned with the vine of the hop, which here gives forth its product in such profusion and perfection, as will find no rival in the cultivated acres of Eastern New York.

  The pine and hemlock, the spruce and balsam, the cottonwood and ash, and willow are some of the trees which are ready of access and ample in supply for the demands of generations.

  The climate is invigorating and healthful. There is no dew; and sickness is so rare, that for days in succession, during the constant labor and exposure of 1866, no soldiers attended the stated daily sick call, and the hospital itself was monopolized by cases of surgery only.

  The summer temperature rarely exceeds ninety, and the nights are always cool and refreshing. Few take cold; and from July 15th, 1866, to January 15th, 1867, the barometer changed from fair, or very dry, only at the advent of winds sweeping from the snow mountains, and at one storm of mixed rain and snow, near the date of the autumnal equinox.

  The field of natural history is rich beyond all precedent. The vicinity of Piney Forks and Tongue River is in the very heart of the game country. It is, as between several tribes, a semi-neutral and general hunting-ground. It is a great thoroughfare for migration to and from the Arkansas, and the hills in front and rear of Fort Philip Kearney are seamed and scarred by countless trails, where the Indian poneys have dragged lodge poles in their periodical or other changes of habitation and hunting.

  The antipathy of the Indian to its occupation by the white man is very intense and bitter. The rattle of the mower, the whistle of the steam saw-mill, the felling of timber, the quick rise of stockade and substantial warehouses and quarters, are such sure signs of permanent possession, that they lose no opportunity to steal or kill when they can do so with comparative impunity. Yet the game still clings to its favorite haunts, and the Indian must press upon the steps of the white man or lose all hope of future independence. Herds of elk proudly stand with erect antlers, as if charmed by the morning music of garrison guard parade, or as if curious to understand this strange inroad upon their long secluded parks of pleasure. The mountain sheep look down from the beetling crags that skirt the perpendicular northern face of the Big Horn Mountains, and yield to no rival their claims to excellence for food. The black and white tail deer and the antelope are ever present; while the hare and the rabbit, the sage hen and prairie chicken, are nearly trodden down before they yield to the intrusion of the stranger. Brant, wild geese and ducks multiply and people the waters of Lake Smedt, and are found in nearly the same profusion all along the streams under the Big Horn Mountains; while the grizzly and cinnamon bear, not unseldom, give up their lives and their rich material for the table, when, in the pursuit of wild plums and other fruit, they are crossed by the hunter and are dropped by his rifle. Last, and largest, and numberless, the buffalo, with tens of thousands in a herd, sweep back and forth, filling the valleys as far as the eye can reach, and adding their weight and numbers to the other substantial claims of the red man to entitle this same Absaraka, “THEIR LAST AND BEST HUNTING-GROUNDS.”

  The Big Horn River and its branches, as well as the streams beyond, are plentifully supplied with trout, the mountain pike, and other valuable fish, and thus complete the complement of supplies with which the country is so generously provided.

  Innumerable wolves do indeed pierce the night air with their howls; but like the beaver, whose dams incumber all the smaller streams, and the otter, they are forced to yield their winter covering for those nice coats and caps, those mits and blankets and leggings, which make men glad when zero is often reached, or the mercury calmly congeals in the bulb.

  And yet, with the intervals of extreme cold and protracted snow, there is comparatively little suffering, unless from scurvy, when antiscorbutics are scarce, or men are careless, and rheumatism attends peculiar exposure. The dry snows, when in real earnest, penetrate every crevice, and drift about every obstruction. Valleys and gulches are filled, and travel is tedious or in abeyance; but the winter has its pleasures no less than the summer, and but for the hostility of the red man, the upper garrisons of that line would hardly exchange their posts for any other on the frontier.

  The mineral field imparts some of its peculiar contributions to the stores of Absaraka. Gold color is given in nearly all the streams, as already once indicated. Whether the sources of those streams will ever equal Montana precedents, must remain for the hard labor or good chance of the adventurer, or the skill and patience of some enterprising savant, to determine. The Black Hills, east of Fort Reno, have indications that promise rich returns of labor, and the Lower Powder River has been left unoccupied by miners only because of the hostility of Buffalo Tongue and other Indians who infest its valley. The few excursions of a geological and scientific character, made in 1866, were almost always restricted in range and results by the exposure involved, and the absolute impossibility of procuring escort from small and hard worked commands. Small samples of lead and silver were found, but these and gold will have to be worked for. Neither will often be stumbled upon by-treasure seekers; neither will they roll their offerings to the feet of idlers to solicit the appropriation of their pounds and ounces.

  Coal is exhaustless. It can be found all along the route from Powder River to the Upper Yellowstone, and the red buttes which dot the country for miles northward are grand repositories of the same article. Lignite and the lower grades of wood coal are the prevailing type; but a vein was opened close to Fort Philip Kearney, soon after its establishment, in 1866, which was advantageously used in welding of iron, and will prove no less valuable for winter fires.

  Limestone is attainable from the mountain, although somewhat difficult of transportation at present. Clay is abundant, and of such quality as to make a firm plaster coating upon simple exposure to the sun.

  While the discoloration of the red buttes has been traced to the presence of iron, and it is also found in many of the sands, no ores have yet been exposed, nor have indications been made of its presence in any available supply. All other building materials are plentiful, and the tall pines furnish clear lumber of any required length or breadth, without a knot or blemish to mar their uniformity or beauty. Where some Indian fire has spread and struck a forest, so as to benumb its growth, the house builder finds his sound dry timber, which readily takes the plane and a handsome finish, and the perfection of its seasoning in that dry atmosphere is a work of short duration.
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