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THE COWBOY BEFORE THE MAST BY HUGH HERDMAN
had an attack of indigestion.

HEN wasn't In a dangerous condition,
but, never having had any trouble

with his stomach except that Imposed by
its incessant demands for food, he thought
he was going to die. That frightened
him not that he was a coward and afraid
of death; ho had faced it too many times
lor that. It was the manner of what
ho thought his approaching death that
made him fear- - To die with his boots
on in a fair fight would have caused him
no groat trepidation; but to be doubled-u- p,

as he expressed it, "like a hog-tle-d

steer and be sent crawlln' on hands and
knees up the golden stair," that wasn't
right. And all because of that

cook, Gunnysack Bill."
Whether Gunny and his cooking were at

fault or not, they received the blame.
At frequent intervals Hen would cease
his rolling and groaning and turn open
the floodgates of his oratory upon tho
unprovolsable Gunny. And in his way
Hen was eloquent. Every sentence ended
with a climax and every paragraph tho
paragraphs being marked by recurrences
of the cramps rose in a grand crescendo
of vituperation. And Gunny merely sat
there on the ground and smoked. Present-
ly he rose, seized a stick of wood and
bogan mashing some potatoes that had
been boiling In a pot. Emptying these
into an old flour sack, he went to where
Hen lay writhing, rolled him over on his-bac-

opened Ills clothes, and slapped
that red-h- poultice on Hen's bare stom-
ach. Hen emitted a yell that roust have
startled the braves in the Happy Hunting
Ground, and tried to get rid of the Instru-
ment of torture. Despite Hen's contor-
tions, however. Gunny contrived to keep
the poultice in the more or less Immedi-
ate vicinity of where he wanted it, and
finally had the satisfaction of seeing his
patient or victim become calmer and
cease his swearing. "There now, little
boy. go to sleep." Gunny squeaked with
his cracked voice. "You remind me of
a bull oalf with the colic iTurn over
there now and shut up, or I'll make you
eat all these pertaters. You ought to
have to eat 'em anyhow, for getting the
colic and makin' me spoil 'em."

"Well, sir," said Dick, "It's curious
what a hullaballo of a rumpus some fel-

lers make over a little thing like a belly-
ache. They squeal worse than a pig that's
stuck under a fence, and Judgin by their
moans and yells, you'd think that tho
fires were already scorchln' the bottoms
of their feet. But, great skulkln' coy-

otes, most people don't lenow what it is
to be sick. If you fellers haven't got any-
thing bettor to do, and Gunny has got
Hon calmed down so ho won't got to
thinkin' he's at a Methodist campmeet-I- n'

and go to shoutln', I'll toll you 'bout
the time I left a print of my boothcel on
the first step of the golden stair. Ever
since then I've boon leadln the kind of
a life that will make me certain oMeavln
another print on tho top-ste-

" 'Bout three years ago I had a chanco
to go to Mexico and take charge
of a silver mine down there. Now,"
what I don't know 'bout runnln' a
silver mine beats all that Hen didn't
know 'bout the belly-ach- e. But I've
run across a lot of greasers in my
t'.me, and beln' kind of tired of doin'
the same old thing, I thought I'd tako
a whirl at it. No, I didn't go down the
trail, not mo. I was;cuttln' loose from
the old, uncivilized life of the cowboy
that I'd been leadln' for these many
long, wicked years. I was settln' out
for a new range, and I didn't intend
to have any of the old associations
clingln to me. So, after makin' up my
mind to do the thing right, I got on
tho train and started for Now York, ln'

to take a steamer down to
greaser-lan- d.

"Say, New York wouldn't be so slow

SEVEN PURE FICTIONS
(Copyrighted All rights reserved.)

n N continuation Principal Marshall dis-- B

cuK&es throe more of what he torms
" "Seven Pure Fictions of tho Whltman-ltes,- "

relating to early Oregon history,
namely:
Third, Fourtli and Fifth, the Exact

Facts About Whitman's Wagon
in 163G.

As to the "Whitman's old wagon" myth,
and the claims that his attempt to drlvo
his wagon to the Columbia was opposed
by the H. B. Co., and that, owing to
that opposition, he was compelled to re-
duce it to a cart at Fort Hall, and that
his effort to get a wagon through against
the strong opposition of that company was
proof of great heroism, indomitable cour-
age, patriotic foresight and desperate de-

termination to defeat the H. B. Co.'s op-
position and open a wagon road to Oregon.

As both Mrs. "Whitman and Mrs. Spald-
ing kept diaries of this Journey, and both
Dr. Whitman and Mr. Spalding wrote lot-te- rs

in September, 163C, in which the facts
about the wagon and its fate are explic-
itly stated, we have abundance of evi-
dence (all of which every advocate of
the Whitman Saved Oregon story has
carefully concealed from his readers) to
enable us to know the truth about this
innocent and unimportant vehicle, and
those who have accepted as trustworthy
authorities Gray's History, and Spalding's
Pamphlet, and Barrows, Nixon, Craig-
head. Mowry, Rev. M. Eolls. Mrs. Dye's
"Mclaughlin and Old Oregon," Professor
Lyman, President Penrose. D. H. Mont-
gomery's "Leading Facts (?) of American
History," Rev. H. W. Parker, Georgo
Ludington Weed and all the other in-

ventors or lndorsers of tho fictions about
Whitman's wagon, will be greatly sur-
prised to road what Mr. and Mrs. Whit-
man and Mr. and Mrs. Spalding wrote
while on the Journey and Immediately af-
ter Its conclusion, and no less so at what
they did not write in he next six years.
May 5. 1836. Whitman wrote to D. Greene,
secretary, from

"Cantonment Leavenworth": "Wo have
one wagon for ladlos and one for bag-gaKe-."

The same lettor hereinbefore quoted
from Rev. H. H. Spalding to D. "Greene,
secretary, dated Otoe Agency, May 20,
1S36. says:

"We have two hired men, one Nez
Ferce. a faithful and valuable young man,
besides RIohard and John, 10 of us in all.
Two wagons, 13 horses. 6 mules, 17 head

f cattle, including calves. We think it
bst to take the wagons to the Black
Hills with horses, then our packing ani-
mals will be packed for the remaindor of
the Journey with sound backs."

Spalding's before-mention- letter of
July 8. 1836, from Rendezvous, to D.
Greene, secretary, says:

"We have got our wago'n to this place
without much difficulty and shall prob-
ably take it through."

A postscript on margin of page 1 says:
"Mr. McLeod, a director of the Fur Co.,

arrived in camp today. 12th of July, from
Walla Walla, bringing letter from Mr.
Parker. Arrangements aro made for us
to return In his company. It seems the
most marked Providence In our favor of
any we have yet experienced. Now all
anxieties respecting a long and danger

out here. In fact, there are spots in
It that make Deadwood, Cheyenne,
Tucson and Laramie, even in the nag-in- ',

snortin', shootin days of long ago,
look kind of pale and choap. kind of
like a little Fourth of.
July celebration on a rainy day. No,
boys, no, I am not goln' Into particu-
lars 'bout the many allurln' tompta-tlon- s

I run across In New York. I'm
a roan, and although I
may take a little flyer with the cards
now and then in hopes of. glvin you
fellers a chance to get even, there's
one thing Tm not goln' to do. And
that la to paint the world, the flesh, and
the devil in colors so bright and n'

as to blind your young eyes to
the true nature of the befrontsald
world, flesh and devil, becloud , your
undeveloped. Innocent minds, and lead
your tender, unpractlccd feet astray
fromtho ten-ra- il corral of my upllftln
presence. No, sir. I've been to all
those placos. I've seen all, the tempta-
tions that even New York has to offer,
and that ought to be enough for you.
Take my word for it. Don't go to Now
York. But when you do, always carry
in your pocket a card tollln them how
you want to be burled.

"Some day I'm goln to write a his-
tory of my visit to that town and call
It 'Ten Thousand Barrooms In a. Night.
But just now I'm takin a trip to Mex-
ico, and it's 'bout time for tho boat to
h'ist her engines and sail away. Now,
we're out In the river with all kinds of
big and little boats across
our trail and slldln by us. And 1
begin to feel a little scared, 'cause the
water looked deop and I couldn't swim
much. One big of a flat
boat, a ferry, I think they called it,
come a headln' towards us on a bee lino
maybe she didn't see us or something;
for where I wns standln". I thought
so I took off my sombrero and begun
wavln It and shoutln'. I reckon in the
excitement of the moment I must have
used a few plain old Montana words,
'cause a feller that said he was the
purser, all dressed up in blue clothes
and brass buttons, come up and told
me to be a little careful, 'cause they
had ladles aboard. 'All right, Mr.
Pocketbook. 'I says, 'but that there
snubnosed boat was about to gore us
in the flank, and I thought I'd warn
'em off. He laughed and said I had
succeeded, anyhow, and would I have a
drink with him. Well, I never refuse
an offer of friendship from a feller
that looks good to me. and we wont
and looked at tho celling.

"By this time we wore gottln pretty
well down tho bay, and I noticed that
the water was boginnln' to movo some.
I asked Mr. Pocketbook if thoro wan
a storm comln. but he said no, thtthe water always moved a little that
way in the bay. and that out in the
ocean it moved more, as would be easy
to see. I said that I was going to sea;
he said it didn't interest him. as he had
already been to see. Then we laughed,
and wo had a smile apioao. I re-
marked that tho boat was rollln' some,
and ho said yes. that we were on the
bar. I said I felt safer Icanln' against
It, and grabbed the edge. He laughed
again, and we had another smile aplHc
Then ho said we'd bettor go up on
deck. So up we wont, but I knew
that every time I put my foot down
I'd step on something that wasn't
thore. When we got there I looked
out on the wator and saw that the
wavos wore restless "bout something,
and were gettin ready to stampede
pretty quick.

"I noticed that when I cut loose
from that bar. my stomach didn't fool
so much at home. And by the time
I got up on deck those marrlod-sheeni- es

cherries that Vd been oatln'
with my drinks commenced to play tag
with oach other. I knocked on the
wall and told thom to be still and go
to sleep, but they didn't pay any at-
tention to me. By the time I got over
to the side of the ship where I could
see the waves and try to find out what
was dlsturbln' them, those red-head-

cherries were playln feap-fro- g, and I
didn't like that game any better than I

ous route with the Indians cease. We
have now a safe convoy that will con
duct us Immediately to the spot. We find
Mr. McLeod very friendly and well dis-
posed towards our object. He says he will
render us any assistance In his power."

Mrs. Whitman's diary (Tr. O. .P. A.,
2891. p. 42) says;

"Since we came up with the camp I rode
In the wagons most of the way to the
Black' Hills. It is astonishing how w?U
wo get along with our wagons whore
there are no roads. I think I may say it
Is oasler traveling here than on any turn-
pike in the States."

(P. 43.) Under date of July 14. 1S3G, she
wrote:

"Wo are now at the Rocky Mountains,
at the encampment of Messrs. McLeod
and McKay, expecting to leave on Mon-
day morning for Walla Walla. It seems
a special favor that company has come
to Rendezvous this season; for otherwise
we would hare had to havo gone with the
Indians a difficult route, and so slow that
we should have been late at Walla Walla,
and not havo had the time we wanted
to make preparations for Winter."

Mrs. Spalding's diary, under date of
June 15, 1836. at Fort William (L o.. Fort
Laramie), says:

"We aro camped near the fort and shall
probably remain hero several days, as the
company" (1. e., the American Fur Co.)
"leave their wagons ut this post and make
arrangements to transport their goods the
remainder of the Journey on mules."

Returning again to Mrs. Whitman's
diary (Tr., 1891, p. 44):

"July 23, 1836. Husband has had a tedi-
ous time with the wagon today. It got
stuck in the creek this morning when
crossing, and ho was obliged to wade con-
siderably in getting It out. After that.
In going between the mountains, on the
side of one. so steep that it was difficult
for horses to pass, tho wagon was upset
twice: but did not wonder at this at all;
It was a greater wonder that it was not
turning somersaults continually. It is not
very grateful to my feelings to seo him
wearing out with such excessive fatigue,
as I am obliged to. He Is not as fleshy
as he was last Winter. All the most dif-
ficult part of the way he has walked in
laborious attempts to take the wagon."

(P. 45.) "July 28th. One of the axletrees
of the wagon broke today; was a little
rejoiced, for we wero In hopes they would
leave it and havo no more trouble with It.
Our rejoicing was In vain, for they are
making a cart of the back wheels this af-
ternoon and lashing the forcwheels to It,
intending to take it through in some
shape or other. They are so resolute and
untiring in their efforts they will prob-
ably succeed."

This. It will be noticed, was not at
Fort Hall (where all the advocates of the
Whitman Legend represent Whitman as
reducing his wagon to a cart on account
of the opposition of the Hudson's Bay
Company to his going any farther), but
sir days' Journey east of Fort Hall, at
which place, acordlng to Mrs. Spalding's
diary, they arrived a little after noon of
August 3.

(P. 49.) Friday, August 12, Mrs. Whit-
man's diary says:

"Dear Harriet The llttlo trunk you
gave me has como with me so far, and
now I must leave it here alone. . . .
The hills are so steep and rocky that
husband thought It best to lighten the
wagon as much as possible and take noth-
ing but the wheels, leaving tho box" (L
e., the rude box he made out of the wagon

did tag. Thon all at once I realized
that I was gottln .seasick. Prettyy soon
I was past gottln' and was seasick. Did
you cvor see a tenderfot trying to stay
on a pltohln' bronc? You know how
ho clamps his bands on the horn of
tho saddle and chokes it black In the
face. Well, that's what I did to that
rail in' I was lean in against.

"Talk 'bout your pltchln broncs! Say,
I've seen come of them and I've been on
their baoks when they mado me think
I was trjin' to ride a streak of zig-zag

llghtnln down the milky way. Bat I
Jest want to say to thin assembled com-
pany of Innocents that no bronc that ever
wore hair, no outlaw that ever fell over
backward on a man. cut up half the di-

does that that ship did. She Jest put her
head down between her front leg and
her tall between her hind and went to It.
She lopped high up in the air and como
down kerwump on all fours. She stod
on her ears and then on her tall. She
wove back and forth, from one side to
the other. She turned to the right after
three buck-Jum- and then to the left

Laftor three more. She swapped ends and
she bucked in a circle. She did every-
thing that a wall-eye- d unbustcd ld

ever hoard of and forty other things
besides.

"And all the time I was clamped there

CONCERNING MARCUS
body on July 2S. when tho breaking of
the axle compelled him to make his wag-
on Into a cart) "with ray trunk."

(P. 50.) "Sat, Aug. 13. We have come
IS miles and have had the worst route In
all the Journey for the cart. We might
have had a better one but for being mis-
led by some of the company, who start-
ed out before the leaders. It was 2
o'clock before we came Into camp." ...
Describing the crossing of the Snake Riv-
er; "Husband had considerable difficulty
in crossing the carL Both cart and mules
were turned upside down In tho river and
entangled In the harness. The mules
would have been drowned but for a des-
perate struggle to get them ashore. Then
after putting two of the strongest horses
before the cart, and two men swimming
behind to steady it, they succeeded In get-
ting it across."

(P. fil) "Aug. 22. As for tho wagon, it
is left at the fort, and I have nothing to
say about crossing It at this time. Five
of our cattle were left there also, to be
exchanged for others at Walla Walla.
Perhaps you will wonder why wo havo
left the wagon, having taken It so noarly
through. Our animals wero falling, and
the route in crossing the Blue Mountains
Is said to be Impassable for It. Wc have
tho prospect of obtaining one in exchange
at Vancouver. If we do not, we shall
send for it, when we have been to so
much labor in getting It thus. far. It is a
useful article in tho country."

Turning now to Whitman's own letters,
wo find every advocate of the Whitman
Legend has failed not only to quote from,
but In any way to allude to the existence
of the following two, written to Rev. D.
Greene, secretary:

"Encampment of Messrs. McCIoud and
McCay" (should be McLeod and McKay,
W. L M.) "near Green River, 10 m. from
Rendezvous, July 16, 1SS6. Our greatest
difficulty was to bring our cattle up to
the forced march of tho company" (L e.,
the Am. Fur. Co.. of Fitzpatrlck and
Dripps), "and with our wagon, one of
which we have brought to this place, and
expect to take it through the whole Jour-
ney. Most of the difficulty with the wag-
on originated from tho forced marches
manner of traveling, the company having
one cart only from Fort William to Ren-
dezvous. When we first met the Inds.
wo did not know of any other company
with whom we could go, and Intended to
accommodate ourselves to their route,
although we might havo to go out of our
way to accommodate, them for buffalo,
and should be detailed for them to kill
and dry their Winter's supply of meat.
But by the arrival of Messrs. McCIoud
and McCay we arc furnished with a safe
and direct escort to Walla Walla, and
have availed ourselves of their company
and protection. We received the most
flattering encouragement from these gen-
tlemen, one of whom, Mr. McCIoud. Is a
partner in the N. W. Fur Co." (should ba
H. B. Co., W. L M.) "that we should have
every facility on our Journey, and all nec-
essary supplies of goods, provisions, eta,
at Walla Walla."

Sept. 15, 1838, Whitman wroto from Fort
Walla Walla:

"We havo received the kindest hospi-
tality from those with whom we have
traveled, but more especially since wc
Joined the camp of Messrs. McLeod and
McKay. For most of the way that we
traveled with them wo wero In a country
where there Is but little game, yet by
their great exertions they often obtained
some, and whenever they were so fortu

HE TOLD SEE TO SPLICE THE 3IAIX

on that rallin. and you bet I hung to It
like grim death to a dead nigger. Was
I bitln leather? I bit the horn dean
off. And lck! Oh, Kitty, run for the
doctor. I know now what was the matter
with the whale that swallowed Jonah.
Mark Twain said that when he begun to
be seasick., he was afrakl he was goln'
to die. but that pretty soon he was afraid
ho wouldn't. But ho wasn't as seasick
as I was, not near. I was dead and was
a'fraid I would come to life again. You
sob. I had been grass-fe- d out here on the
plains all my life, and I wasn't In con-
dition, especially after three days In New
York and with those playful cherries In
me. to stand anything like that.

"I reckon I would have been there
chokln' the sap out of that rallin' yet if
my friend. Mr. Pochotbcok. hadn't come
along and found me. When he saw me,
ho begun to laugh, and If I hadn't been
too doad I'd have killed him. Besides I
didn't dare turn that rallin loose. Pretty
soon when he got through lnughln. he
asked me what was the manor. 'Oh.
nothin, I said, Tm Jest dead, that's all.'
He tried to. convince me I wasn't. 'I
reckon I ought to know I says. 'Well.
I reckon you ought.' ho says. 'Where are
you. In heaven or In hclir "It's heaven.
I .pays, 'leastwise thoro ain't any cherries
here

nate we were sure to share largely with
them. We brought our wagon and all our
cattle to Snake Fort" (Fort Boise), "about
250 miles above this post on Lewis (or as
called hero Snake) River. The wagon we
left subject to future ordor."

Sept. 20. 1S3C. H. H. Spalding wrote a
very long letter to D. Greene, secretary,
from Fort Vancouver, from which co-
pious extracts were printed la the Miss.
Herald for October, 1S37. but every advo-
cate of the Whitman Saved Oregon Story
has always carefully refrained from quot-
ing from It or oven mentioning It:

In It he wrote:
"We drove a wagon to Snake Fort, and

could have driven It through but for the
fatigue of our animals; expect to get It
at some future time."

"Vhltmnn and Mrs. Whitman Spald-

ing and Mrs. Spalding Did Not
Write-- One Word About a Wagon

Itond for More Thnn Six Years
After Reaching Oregon.

From these dates, Sept. 15. 1S35. for
Whitman, and Sept. 20. 1S33, for Spalding,
tho word wagon does not occur again, nor
one word about a wagon road In all the
voluminous correspondence of Whitman,
Spalding and Mrs. Whitman, till after
Whitman had returned from Boston to
MisBOurl, Jn May, 1S43. except that Mrs.
AVhltman, In a letter to hor husband, be-
gun October 4. and finished Oct. 17, 1S42,
describing the kindness of McKlnlay, the
H. B. Co. agent in command of Fort Wal-
la Walla (In whose charge her husband
had left her). In taking her from the mis-
sion station to Walla Walla on Oct. 11.
1S42. wroto:

"I am now at Walla Walla; came hero
yesterday; was too unwell to undertake
the Journey, but could not refuse, as Mr.
McKinlay had come on purpose to tako
me. He came In the wagon and brought
tho trundle bed, and I lay down moat of
the way."

This failure to even mention wagon or
wagon road for more than six years af-
ter their arrival In Oregon shows Just
how Intenso was their Interest In the
"desperate," or 'patriotic," or "heroic,"
or "resolute" "attempt to open up a pas-sag- o

on wheels to Oregon." (Cf. T. O. P.
Assen. 1S8L p. 166, for this letter of Mrs.
W.)

There Is not In all the voluminous cor-rcs-

idence and tho fragments of Jour-
nals of these missionaries, not only dur-
ing this Journey but subsequently during
the whole continuance of tho mission, and
even after its destruction on account of
the Whitman massacre during all the
years to the invention of the Whitman
Saved Oregon story. - single aentonce
that gives any Intimation that Whitman
Is trying to get his wagon through to
Fort Hall, or the rude cart to which It
was reduced by the breaking of tho axle
six days Journey cast of Fort Hall, and
finally the wheels and one axle only,
through to Fort Boise, was Influenced by
any greater or loftier motive than that
stated by Mrs. Whitman above, viz.: "It
Is a useful article In tho country-- " Nor
did Whitman. In all the extraviant and
unwarranted claims ho made of service
to the Government. In letters after his
return to Oregon In September, 1S13, down
to his death (Cf. Ch. VII, Part 2. of my
"History of the Acquisition of Oregon."
etc) ever write one word about his driv

BRACE WHAT 131 DOING.

"Well, he got me to my bunkhousc and
there I stayed all the rest of the trip.
I got along all right so long as "I stayed
dead and laid on my back. But Jest as
soon as I got a notion of coming back
to life, then it was the same old story.
But as soon as we got Into port In smooth
water. I felt better and managed to get
up on deck. Say, but the sight of land,
even greaserland, was good to me. and
the blue sky and the fresh air. I wanted
to Jump up and lot out a war-who- and
do the snake dance, but I wa3 too weak.
So I was Jest mopln' round like a sick
owl. when along comes the enptain.

" 'Hello: Glad to see you out. How do
you feel? he says.

" 'Kind of like an umbrella that's been
blowed Inside ouC I says.

" 'Oh. well, he says, you'll be all right
nowj In fact this seasickness will do
you good.

"I didn't say what I thought; causo he
was the boss of that outfit and I don't
believe In pullln' your gun when the
other feller has got the drop on you. So
I Jest kept my mouth shut. Fact Is, I
thought It was a pretty big luxury to bo
able to keep It shut, after the experience
I had Just gone through.

" 'What you need, he says, slappln' mo
on the back and hanged near knockin

WHITMAN
ing this wagon, and its reduction to a cart
and finally to a pair of wheels driven to
and left at Fort Boise "on account of
the fatigure of our animals." The evi-
dence in the diaries of Mrs. Whitman
and Mrs. Spalding, and the letters of Dr.
Whitman and Mr. Spalding Is absolutely
Irrefutable that from the time McLeod
and McKay invited them to Join their
camp, on July 9, 1S36, at Green River,
these H. B. Co.'s officials and employes
treated them with the greatest posslblo
kindness.

Great Kindness of II. B. Co. Traders
McLeod nnd McKny in 183 0.

The following Is only one of tho many
grateful acknowledgments In Mrs. Whit-
man's diary (as printed In 1851, Trans. Or.
P. Asscn.) of the great and constant kind-
ness of Messrs. McLeod and McKay, but,
curiously enough. In no book, or mngozlno
or newspaper article advocating the
Whitman Saved Oregon Story can ono
find a single sentence of her acknowledg-
ments of their indebtedness to theso H.
B. Co. officials quoted nor even alluded
to:

"Aug. 27 (1S3S). Cam? In sight of the
hill that leads to tho Grand Ronde. This
morning Mr. McLeod remained behind In
pursuit of game, and did not come Into
camp until we had made a long nooning,
although wo had begun to feel a little
concerned about him; yet about 3 o'clock
he came Into camp loaded with wild
ducks, having taken 22. Now, mother, ho

-

to no party, to no school, to
and yet I belong to each, and

to me. for I accept tho good
In all things.

Only souls that have suffered aro well
loved.

The Bible Is tho book wo talk about,
and seldom read. ,

Man In a state of nature Is true to his
mate; but civilize and ho may not be.

Infidels do not revilo Christians to tho
same extent that Christians revilo each
other.

Profanity does not consist In saying
damn. Profanity consists In writing it
d n.

Considering that a man can't possibly
eat more than a dozen Biue Points In
comfort, what Is tho uso of being a mil-

lionaire, anyway?

A woman will doubt everything you
say excopt It bo complimentary to

hero sho believes you and
your discernment.

Intellectual sermons and appeals to
logic I arc Inclined to think do little good.
As for myself, I feel I would now be a
better man had I never heard a single
sermon In my forty hard Winters.
The preachers who havo rubbed mo tho

mo overboard, I was that weak, 'what
you need is to splice the main brace.'

"Now I couldn't have guessed In a
thousand years what the main brace
was, but I'd been used to plain ropes.
and I thought It must have something
to do with a rope. And then I'd hoard
'bout tho main mast, and I thought the
main brace was maybe another name
for that. So puttln two and two to-
gether, I reckoned that he meant I
ought to do a llttlo work and get my
strength back.

"That's a good Idea.' I says, as If
I lenew tho whole game. I think I'll
Jest go do that now.' And I went
creepln to find a rope. I found one
colled up In the front end and plckod
It up. Then I walked "back to the big
mast and commenced to look it over
to see where It needed spllcln. Down
close to the deck I found a crack, and
I s'posed that was tho place tho cap-
tain meant. So I goes to work to wind
that rope round that mast. I was doin
pretty well and had got 'bout half of
It wound round, when along; comos my
old friend, Mr.- Pocketbook.

"Hello, here! he says. 'la that you?
" 'I plead guilty.
'"What In Mexico aro you tryln' to

do?' says.
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has, Just as he always did during the
whole Journey, sent over nine of them."
(Trans., '91, p. 53.)
It should be remembered that mine of

thl3 party of H. B. Co. officers and men
hnd the least acquaintance with any one
of this party of American missionaries,
that there wero no letters of Introduc-
tion to them, that they were not under
tho least conceivable special obligation-politic- al,

religious, fraternal or financial
to do anything whatever to help these

missionaries to get over the longest and
most dreaded part of their Journey, and
that they were traveling with saddle and
pack animals, so that (ns all of us well
know who havo had experience, as the,
writer has repeatedly had, with a mixed
cavalcado of saddle and pack animals
and wagons), to undertake to convoy a
party with a wagon, even over a region
where there was a plainly marked road,
would Inevitably some troublo and
delay to them, and much more over a
region where no road had been even lo-

cated, and where, constantly (though tho
route wa3 easily practicable for a wagon
road), there must necessarily be consid-
erable time consumed In determining
where and for how long distances it was
necessary to depart from the saddle trail
to find a route over which a wagon could
be driven.

They would, therefore, have been per-
fectly Justified had they said to the mis-
sionary party at Green River: "We shall
bo glad to have you travel with our party
if you will leave the wagon here, since It

wrong way of the fur aro tho men who
at tho Last Day will be held responsible
for my chief shortcomings.

All men aro born equal ah, who be-

lieves it ? Certainly not those who are
descended from kings.

The Is the weapon of defense that
kind Providence provides for the protec-
tion of the oppressed. "Women are groat
liars," said Mahomet. "Allah in his wis-
dom made them bo."

Wild animals are all and there
is no progression. Tou cannot tell one
wild pigeon from another, and In Jack-rabb- its

all personality Is Ironed out. TI1I5
is what society Is constantly trying to
do for her members make them revert
to a type.

Poetry and lovemaklng should be car-
ried on with caution; they make a ter-
rible tax on physical health. Most poets
die young, not because the gods especially
love them, but because life Is a bank ac-
count, and to wipe out your balance is to
have your check protested.

There is a theory that Americans care
little for a title, that a patent for no-

bility is nothing to us, and that if any
among us aro of noble llneago we keep
tho matter quiet. This, however, Is only
a barren theory. The fact Is, aa a Na-
tion we bow down fo pedigree quite as

'"Well, I Jest had a talk with tho
captain and he told me it would do ma
good to splice the main brace, and
that's what I'm doin'.'

"Well, sir. you ought to have been
there to see him. He up like
a Jackknlfe. Jest like Hen did & whllo
ago when he had a kink In his tummy.
He laughed and he roared and he
whooped. The captain heard him and
come to see what was the matter. Ho
couldn't get anything- - out ot him; so
he asked me. But I didn't know. 'Maybo
he's seasick,' I say's. 'Does ltever af-
fect people that way? The captain
said no, he'd never heard of it actln
that way. By and by the purser ca'med
down a little and said, splutterln' and
laughlnV 'you told him to

the
and then pointed to the rope I

had in my hand.

I.
the

'Then the captain had a fit. Ha
laughed, and roared, and bellered like
a love-sic- k bull. Putty soon I begun to
get hot. I asked them what In the
of sun-kissi- Popocatapetl they wero
laughln at. It was a long time before
I got any answer, but finally the cap-
tain told me that spllcln the main-bra- ce

means takin' a drink of whisky.
Then I was mad, and I told them what
I tnought of their gol-darn- way of
talkfn' 'If you'd havo told ' me to go
paint my. nose, look at the celln. have a
snort, crack the Jug, or talked any
other United States! I says. 'But. oh.
no, you mut say splice tho main-brac- e,

as If a white man could understand
that kind of lingo .Well, come on, tha
house Is on me. Let's have a drink.'

"Well, sir, two days in Greaserdom
was all I wanted. You couldn't havo
got me to stay there for all the gold
and silver mines that Maximilian ever
saw. Nothin' to ent, nothin to drink,
and no place to sleep oxcopt with cen-
tipedes and tarantulas. It was back to
the States for me. But how I was to get
there I didn't know. I sworo I wouldn't
go back by ship. The horses were so
dog-gon- little that my long legs
reached tho ground when I tried to ride
one. so that whenever I stood up to
rest the horse walked out from under
me. There was nothin' to do but tako
water. I'd hud enough of the Atlantic;
so I decided to cross the Isthmus and
come up to 'Frisco. I though probably
the Pacific was smoother than tha At-
lantic.

"But. say, that's where I spilled my
tomatoes. I was sick from tho time wo
left the dock till we got Inside tha
Golden Goto. It was pretty near a case
of Pearly Gates with mo. I weigh 260
now. but then I felt a3 though I
weighed about 25. and all of that was
head and feet. Why. any little runt of
a newsboy could have bluffed me to a
fare-you-w- as long as I was on that
infernal old boat. But I hadn't been
on land more than ten minutes beforo
1 could have knocked the head off of
Jim Jeffries. And maybe you think I
didn't ent some. I gained ten pounds a
day, almost. Everything tasted good. I
got so I itrutted around like a stuffed
owl. I Jest wanted to eat tho time.

"And even now It makes mo hungry
to think and talk about It. Sny, Gunny,
what are wo goln' to have for break-
fast?"

"Mashed potatoes," Gunny creaked,
dodging behind the chuck-wago- n to es-

cape the shower of missiles that
his way.

"Gunny." said Dick, the next day nt
noon, holding- up a boiled potato on his
fork, "is this the Jacket that grew on
this potato?"

It Is," Gunny replied.
"Why?"

"Oh. nothin'. Only It feels kind of soft
inside, and, though I'm trustful by na-
ture, I was a llttlo bit suspicious of
you this time, you are so all-flr- eco-
nomical of grub, you know. But you
don't He, and if you say that thig Is
an unbroken original package, it's all
right with me."

"Aw," Gunny replied, with tho grav-
ity of an owl. "you needn't be afraid.
I'm goln' to uso that poultice for a
cushion on tho wagon seat."

must be no small delay to our movements
to have It taken further."

And had they said this, it would not
have been the slightest evidence of any
"fear of," or any "antagonism to." tha
development of the wagon road further
Into Oregon.
'o Opposition by 11. B. Co. to

"Whitman's Wagon" in 183 6.
There Is not In Mrs. Whitman's nor In

Mrs. Spaullng's diaries nor In any of tho
contemporaneous letters of the Spaldlngs,
Whitmans and Mr. W. H. Gray the least
Intimation that at any point on the
Journey the H. B. Co. people made tho
least objection to the wagon, nor in any
way opposed the effort to take It through,
but the opposition was chiefly from Mrs.
Whitman (who, like many another bride,
thought her husband was working too
hard), and also from others of the mis-
sionary party, who evidently thought
"the game not worth the

Beyond Bolso the fragments of Whit-
man's wagon never went, though why
Whitman should have been so completely
destitute of all Interest in the subject of
a wagon road for 6ri years after he loft It
there, as not only not to have sent for
It, but never again to havo written tho
words wagon or wagonroad in any of hln
letters from September 15, 1833, to May
23, 1843, Is an utterly unsolvablo mystery.
(Mr. Marshall's paper will be concluded
In tho next two Issues of The Sunday
6regonlan.)

much as the people of England, only wo
haven't so much pedigree to bow down to
as England has. Our pedigree has been
mostly lost in tho shuffle.

David and Jonathan.
T. S. Moore la tho Speaker.

It wan not easier to bo brave
When Jonathan to David gave

A prince's for a shepherd's kl.
And golden bracelets, chains and rings.
And garments such as eons of kings

Wore then to walk where honor ta.

It wa3 not easier to be true
And wear, as he, a Prince, must do

Meeting blank wonder on a Jeer
A shepherd's smock, and count it bllaa
Merely because that smock was his

David's, his friend's, whose love cost dear.

It was not easier to be jrrave
And sleep In lonely den or cave.

Where Hons prowl, where scorpions crawl,
"When, hunted by hta friend's mad father,
David risked his own life rather

Than take the life of sleeping Saul.

It was not easier to be true
When he once more found Saul, and knew

That he might kill him and go free
To save the man who sought to slay him,

To take his spear and cruse, then pray hid
Bo friends, calling himself a flea.

Not without effort are friends made;
Not without Buttering are they kept.
Though this Is like a friend Indeed,
For friends to suffer and not heed
That now he suffers for his friend;
But, when such troubles find an end.
And joy Is theirs, then, then to need
His friend is like a friend Indeed.

-
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