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are awny back yondetr in the heart
of Kansas, where the cry from forty
little throats was, “Five for fivel”??
“Fi’ fo 1 But maybe that was
because the white boys have liltle
blnck girls for competitors in the
né)ple trade. But, be that as jtmny.
the cry here is: “T'hree *I* mickel;
theree *r* nickel; three ** nickel, an’
n pear throwed in!*? A nd such suc-
culent and rich [ruit too. Fruit ke
this could-not possibly be had, with
nll its sweet fresboess, in New York
for love or money;and eventhe sem-
blunce of it, with all the soul and
sense of perfume and blossom gone
out of it, would cost easlly five times
what this cokt here. Hurenh for the
Rocky Mountains! Awud pow we
begin to climb. 2

Weu come to oil wells; an oil city.
But you have enough of these nenr
at home. Buffice to say, thuse wells
are nuinercus nnd profitable. The
city reaches right and left; nod all
the long and ugly lides of cars and
tnuks and the like that make bideous
the oil towns of the Btates are gath-
ered upand downo and round about

this 0il town of Florence here op |

the savage foothills of the Rockivs.

Pretty soon we break up our train,
and put engines on cach section of
our loug nod sinuovus jolncsnake.??
The ¢ngineer of the head division
beckene me, and, uoder nn arrange-
ment made days aygo, [ climb into
his red-hot little eab; aud away we
drive right into the narrow graoite
detile for Sult Lake City, Ave hun-
dred miles to the west.

No roon for orchurds or apples or
shouting lttle mountain-born Mo-
does with blue eyes and torn hair
here!

The red granite rises two, three.
four, five hundred feet on eveiry
hand almost instantly. The granite
is notouly of a royally fine color,but
it is also of a very fine quality. The
capilol of the Btate is being built of
thie red and gray and black granite
here; to say nothing of other mias
sive wlitices already built. We
have met freight traine with long
lines of this yranite on their way to
Denver and other places. So you
&ee there Is little peed of Aberdecn
gmnite or apy other granite here
now. Itpwould be coals to New-
cnstle. The Rocky Mountains make
the granite quarry of the continent.

A nd now we observe that there is
hut a single truck, & narrow gauge
track, and the very scantiest room
for that one little oarrow string of
steel. Hardly a hatful of earth
along here now. Granite on either
side, helow, above, nothing but
granite. Boulders big as a church
@i top of boulders that ate bigger
than barps. Hteep and stupendous
walls of granite so high on either
band that they seemingly tear the
clouds in twnin and knock their
foreheads agninst the stars.

The little silver-thresded Arkau-
aas River isstill at our feet, under
us mostof the time, It has a {famous
reputation fov its excelleut fish, and
"we stop to let out n stout English-
man and party who will flag a
down train when their sport is done.

1: find mysell asking how this
chasm came to be. I am certain jt
is oot the work of water. The
world 1pay be very old indeed, but
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it is not neurly old enough for this| There is no use protesting agninst it.
little river to have washed this nw- | But Lthought 1 saw n bitof pity nod
ful opening in the breastof carth.|pleading in the fierce binck eyes of
Busldes that it is not smooth or|one of those birds. [ offered to buy
sinuous, or in any sensen water | them, but they were not (or sale.

‘I bridge and on and on and on.

washed canyon.

Bo [ am persuaded fiom what I |
cansee a3 [ sit where my nose al-|
most rubs the wall, now aod theu,
that it is simply n split iu the vrust |
of the earth; a crack that was made
when this massive wali and world
of granite was in the coollng pro-
cesy, A% was the case with the Yose- |
mite walls, And the gray old eu-
gineer at my elbow with his hand
on the throttle quite ngrevs with me.

At last we halt—a a8 horse might
halt a monient to take hreath iu a
terribly stvep pull. We nre resting
on an iron brilge above the tumbling
little river that rnns under usl
fierce enouizh. We are uot ¢rossing
ariver at all; weare simply trying
to make our way up this fearful red
granite canyon. Butthe precipitous
walls have refused to et us pass by
right or to left, and so it is that we
nre at thie moment riding and rest-
ing cu an iron bridge that rums
lengthwise with the river. And
the singalar part o' it ail is, Uhis
iron bridge has udt nsign of a pier,
or block, or suppert of any sort be-
neath. .

We are hanging in 0 basket here,
as you would hany a bird cagel We,
are swinging 1 an iron platform
that is supported by benms above.
There are iroo Arches overhead.
These iron arches or beams, coming
together at an angle overhead, are
at this moment holding bridge and
Lrain up in the air, while the little
river rolls on entirely untroubled
far belpw,

Awn we rest here nnd brenthe n bit,
out of the nwfui stiliness above us|
I henr o pitiful cry; aod as I look
above an eagle rides down [the ean-
yon with a little cotton-tuil rabblt in
his clawe She mu-t have a nest
with litthe ones in these fenrful clefs
somew here; for surely it is a fitting
place in which to rear the fierce and
liberty-loving bird that perches on
the glorious banmer of this brave
land.

Whoever it was that built this
rend here or hnd the audaeity to
dare the thought of it T do mot
know; desd perhiaps long since, and
maybe forgotten. But to that man, |
or the memory of that mam, I Iift
my hat, The spiritof yonder eagle,
was his. He deserved to compan-
ion with these everlnsting peaks of |
granite. Heo deserved to driukl
wuter from the same founlain with
the grizzly Lear. Living®or dead
rich or poor. God hivss the hrave

apirit that first dared set fuot hereL

and gird these granite steeps with
strips of steel.
But we must get ofl’ this swiml;iug
t is
much alike now. One granite wali
of a thousapd feet is much like nn-
other granite wall of fifleen buudred
fest: A continuity of this; the!
tumibling wnater; more eagles; n
Juniper tree on the «lifl; some trees
now, for the river is not suo unrrow,
some Mormous burning -charcoal—
nod 80 we pull up at sunset for the
long promised supper of fresh trout.
Two of the grand old eagles caged!

The supper here was oot a rail-
rond supper! [f It was it would not
be uews, or art, or literature,

We were all seated, nnd for the
first time in my ruilrond life, hud
plenty of time to sit down, And time
to spare.

Some of the meu, notably n an
with diamouds and n bent nose, be-
gan to pound om the table, when
suddenly one! twol three! And they
were 80 pretty and so shy and so
rosy! Each had n bot pinte on a
papkin, and each plate wus heaped
I igh with trout, done io butter and
crumbled bread. The perfume filled
the room. A, that was a proces-
sion of nuns tolive for! They Inid
n whole trout in your plate—a big,
rich, read-meated téout, ns solid al-
most as the read granite walls that
they grew between, and then the
pretty procession passed out und did
not comy back any more. ¥

‘‘Mormons, hey?” demanded the
man with a bent nose; but nfrown
from right and left silenced hiwm,and
we had peace-—and trout.

I was told after returning to the
cars that the pretty women who
bore the plates of trout were ladies
from the East, who, having been
very Jueky in catching trout, took
this method of seeiug our party in
disguise, nud at the pame Lime put-
ting thelr rare catch of trout “where
they would do the most good.*

As night eame on the moon came
up. And I could hardly refrnin
from uttering the lines of Manfred
in the Alps, where grand and
gloomy Byron placed him. Ah
thuese mounthin passes here nre walt”
1ng for the poet, their prophet. And
they can wait; and he will come.

Wu ciimbed in wsections to the
suminit under the gramd round
moou; aod then we glided down
under the air Lrakes, under the
pines, under the moon, filled and
thrilled with the tremendous memo-
ries of the day in the great granite
bosom of the earth.

Then we came to a pinin; a dimple
in the face of the mountain, Stars
aod movn and mountain; n cify in
this dimple of the mountain, & great
mining city anJ center; the city of
Gunnison; electrie lights. long lines
of cars, the old confusion jnciden€
to all cities, and we begin to wish
for the granite walls to shut out the
world opee more; we want to be
back on the mouutnain-top with the
moon -and the stars nnd all the in-
spiring elements that make up the
grandeur of the npper world,

But here we nre down iu the dust
again; bowllng awny ovu the dead
level of our dimple in the face of
the Rocky Mountains for 8alt Linke.
There is nnother eapnyon nbove,
some say grander thnn the red gran-
ite canyon through which we have
passed. But 1 say Wi~ is impossi-
ble, For this other &8y on iv called
“The Black {:anyon,’” aud,of conrse,
canoot e nearly so fiue] for it is the
glorious eolor of the red:canyon
that makes it so aurpassingly perfect.
By Joaguin Miller in New York Inde-
pendent.



