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By Percy R.. Brubshatw.

The Grand Canon.

L. M. BROWN.
1

No one realizes so well as the one’
who has gazed in rapture upon this
giant wonder, how fruitless is the at-
tempts to describe its glorious; yet no
one can feast theireyesupon it without
having a strong desire to share this
marvelous feast with others. It is too
great to stay pent up in the mind, the
heart, the soul of man. [t is great
for the whole being which it perme-

 ates.

A ride of three hours from Williams
on the Sante Fe branch line brings
the expectant pilgrim to this sublim-
est shrine of nature. A distance of 65
miles northward along the great pla-
teau and rugged hills, throngh the
splendid Coconino forest. The pant-
ing steed of modern science which
conquers distance and rides triumph-
ant over engineering wonders, halts
with baffled shrieks and hisses a few
rods from this greatest gash in the
earth’s crust, conquered by the stern
edict—‘‘thus far and no farther,”” of
those Adamantine walls. From the
car window we have caught glimpses
of the North North Wall which hasa
greater elevation than the south side.
1t is distinctly marked by the gleam-
ing white and red of the upper strates
far out on the plateau. The general
elevation of the plateau is 7,000 feet
above thesea, and yet there are the
still higher plateaus of Utah on the
north rising 4,000 feet above the sur-
face of the Canyon. A few steps from
the train brings usto Cameron’scamp.
Leaving our sachels in the tent office
we speed on to the rim where we pause
with heated breath. The supreme
moment has arrived when this sub-
limest of nature’s wonders lies in real-
ity before our bewildered gaze. No
subsequent views, however magunifi-
cant, can equal the ecstasy of this
first view to the writer.

The sun is casting a parting flood of
light, making glorious the glant tow
ers, temples, minorets and pinnacles
of this marvelous chasm, which lies
pulsing with a glory of color never be-
fore imagined by the enchanted ob-
server. 1t is a vast wonderland of
heights and depths and distances and
magical color effects. One feels like a
mosquito standing upon the rim and
looking down and out upon this
mighty panorama of sublimity and
beauty. Words are entirely inadequ-
ate and one feels the desire to get be-
yond the sound of them, where in
silence the soul may strive to receive
its little measure of this sublime feast.
The spirit of worship takes possession
of one. Surely this is holy gronnd.
It holds us by its magic spell until the
sun has lost it to its majestic gloom.
We turn away and dream of its mag-
nificence until the morning sun re-
moves the vail of night and reveals its
glories anew. Before us is the antici-
pation of descending into the great
depths of the yawning chasm beneath
us, and a visit to the inner gorge—the
rock walled home of the angry, roar-
ing river which has been a factor in
the making of this matchless art gal-
lery of great Nature’s studio. Far be-
low in a narrow grassy valley, 3,500
feet from the rim, are seen what ap-
pears to be a group of white rocks.
These are the tents nestled on the bank
of Willow creek at the Indian Gardens
which provide comfortable refresh-
ment for man and beast. This is the
lower Cameron Camp. A most grate-
ful half way resting place. At once
the thought of spending a night in one
of those tents at the foot of the huge
towering walls of stone becomes at-
tractive (the attractivenessincreasing
immeasurably as the day’sexperiences
brings its close. ) ;

After watching the sun clothe the
great abyss with the new glories of his
light and then breaking the night’s
fast, we tind the trail horses in read-
iness for our Cooperstown party with
the addition of a San Francisco lady.
We are soon mounted, each oneon the
¢shest, trail horse in the camp’” and
headed-by the best guide we have
known. Wedrop off the rim a few
feet from the tents, following the
Bright Angel trail. The sensibilities
are a quiver (to say nothing of the
nerves for which some tests are in
store) with a sense of the awful sub-
limity surrounding and overwhelm-
ing the puny atoms that are thus dar-
ing to enter into the innersanctuaries
of Mother Earth, where her hidden
secrets are revealed to those who can
read them on her bright-hued pages.
Yet shelseéems none too tender as we
cling close to her frowning cliffs, re-
fusing almost space for the tiny
thread which marks the trail fardown
the rugged gorge, and testing the law
of gravitation at times in the ability

to keep one’s seat in the saddle. Af-
ter doubling ““Cape Horn”’ and scaling
“‘Jacob's Ladder”’ (interesting portions
of the trail) the pleasant valley of the
Indian Gardens is reached. A grate-
ful rest is here afforded for those long
unaccustomed to horseback riding to
say nothing of mountain travel. After
dinner we again mount for the down-
ward march to the Colorado. This
lower part: of the trail is more precipi-
tous if possible than the the first half.
Formerly the last two miles had to be
made on foot, it was said a trail could
not be made there, but it was found
possible and now visitors ride towith-
in a few yards of the river’s edge. A
notable part of this trail is called ‘‘the
devil’s corkscrew.” and it is sutlicient-
ly steepj zig zag and devillish to merit
the title. After reaching the bottom
of this rapid descent a sigh of thank-
fulness was heard from one of the male
members of the party that we had not
descended more rapidly than we de-
sired, heartily seconded by a feminine
“Amen.” One of the party was con-
cerned for fear some denizen of the
wizzard canyon would put the ‘“‘cork-
screw”’ in his pocket before ourreturn
while others seemed to feel that they
had no further use for it anyhow. - At
last rounding a cliff in the deep pas-
sage way we have been treading, we
are on the stoneledge threshhold of
the imprisoned Colorado. Its thun-
derous rage bursts upon the ear. We
enter into its presence by the door-
way Into the inner gorge, through
which the mingled waters of Willow
Creek and Letter Creek find their way
to the Colorado. A few hundred yards
to the right it bursts from two dark
and shaggy walls like an angry beast,
its mad waves leaping and lashing
themselves in wild fury, rushing and
and rogring out of sight a few yards to
the left behind the grim wall that
hides its fury. We are. facinated by
this huge caged monster, and loiter
by its sideand even ventare to toy
with its foaming mane, through which
gleam bright-hued pebbles, some of
them as fine in polish and as varled ia
color as a rare mosaic. Securingsome
of these souvenirs we reluctantly say
good bye to our turbulent whom we
have travelled seven strenuous miles
to see and whose mood Isin full accord
with our effort. The channel at this
point is said to be three or four hun-
dred feet wide—it doesn’t look half
the distance, and we are also almost
one mile below the rim. The girths
are again tightened and we begin the
ascent which seem to our tired bodies
a prodigeous undertaking. i

But the changed view- beguiles our
thoughts from the aches and twinges
of rebellious limbs. Instead of peer-
ing down into measureless depths our
gaze is now fixed upon towering walls
of the massive layers of the sevea
kinds of rock formation which are the
component: parts of the great canyon
until we meet the welcome sight of
the tents of the Indian Gardens and
soon we are dismounting before their
doors, if being carefully and gently
“pulled” from the animal’s back by
the kindly guide and conducted toa
supporting object can be dignified by
that term. We are soon in the cheery
dining tent gratefully enjoying the re-
freshment of thegood supper provided,
and ere long each traveller seeks their
respective tent made cozy by a merry
fire in its vest pocket stove, and the
t red limbs aie scon Jresting inthe
comfortable beds therein. Never can
one realize the luxury of such a rest
amid such surroundings without the
actual experience. After a day filled
with the glories of earth’s deep mys-
teries, to be cradled thus upon her
kindly bosom at a depth of three
thousand five hundred feet from the
surface with dark towering walls en-
compassing us, while a little stream
sings Nature’s dear lullaby and talks
to the inmate all through the night
hours as it babbles past the tent door.
Here indeed we are ‘‘near to Nature’s
heart.”” It isa night tolive in one’s
memory ineffaceable by times varying
changes.

We awaken rested and ready forthe
ride to the summit and also the side
trip ou the Mesa which broadens out
from this little valley a two hours
ride from the point of which a magni-
ficent view of the river gorge isobtain-
ed. After registering in nature’s book
of white limestone we return to the
tents where we are joined by the re-
mainder of the party and the climb to
the rim is resumed. Atl p. m. we
reach the upper air of the rim glad to
have visited the river and not sorry
that the trip lay behind us. One is
Letter able to appreciate the views
from the rim after taking the jtrip in-
to the canyon. The views are fine be-
yonddescriptionfrom Rowe’s, O’Neil’s

and Sentinel points, but one cannot
afford to miss the trip to Grand View
point. It is reached by a drive of six-

teen miles throngh the coconino for.
est. A forest drive which of itself is
a rare treat. As the fourhorses whirl
you past these majestic sentinels of
the past, you feel that you are in the
presence of hoary centuries. At last
we are through the forest and Grand
View Hotel is before us. The view
from this point is fitly named. It
surpasses all others in extent ard
grandeur. Krom this point we look
down upon the trail, a mere thread
winding in and-out among the shaggy
cliffs and the pack trains coming up
looking like long lines of black insects
creeping upward with their burdens
of copper ore: for there arc mines of
various kinds in this huge treasure
vault of Mother Earth. It is full of
rare gifts for all who come, and having
come and seen you are thereby enrich-
ed forevermore. The great canyon
grows upon one; it is a living personal-
ity that having once seen you hence-
forth shall know and love forever. A
great uplifting presence that lives in
your memory. A thousand sermons
in one grand whole appealing to the
noblest and best in humanity.

But only seeing it can give one the
Grand Canyon. There is but one.

Los Angeles, Calif., Feb. 10th, 1904.

s Comy Dary
il rget

The adjourned meetingof those
interested in a creamery at this
place met at the courthouse last
Friday afternopon. There was
not a very large attendance but
those who were present were
enthusiastic and earnest and are
the kind to push the matter to a
successful issue. Prof. Kauf-
man, of the Fargo Agricultural
College, addressed the gathering
and gave some very interesting
facts on creameries. The follow
ing board of directors was elect-
ed: G. W, Dyson, E S. Hamil-
ton, E. C. Butler, Wilmot Hough-
ton and Herbert Langford The
directors then met and elected
the following officers:

President, G. W. Dyson.

Vice-Pres., Herbert Langford.

Secretary, E. S. Hamilton.

Treasurer, Wilmot Houghton.

Thirteen hundred dollars worth
of stock was subscribed as a
starter and articles of incorpor-
ation bave gone to Bismarck
the company to be known as the
Griggs County Dairy Associa-
tion. The new company is well
officered and ought to be succes-
fully operated.

FARMERS ELEVATOR.

The adjourned meetingof those
interested in a firmers elevator
was also beld the same day and
it was decided to go ahead and
build an elevator. The limit of
stock was fixed at $500 for one
person. The following commit-
tee have the matter in charge
and it ought to go some. E. C.
Butler, P. P. Idsvoog, E.S. Ham-
ilton, F. D. Williams, Bert Par-
sons, H. S. Hammer and Chester
Piatt.

End of Bitter Fight.

“Two physicians had a long and
stubborn fight with an abcess on my
right lung”’ writes J. F. Hughes of Du
Pont, Ga., ‘‘and gave me up. KEvery-
body thought my time had come. As
a last resort I tried Dr. King’s New
Discoyery for Consumption. The bene-
fit I received was striking and I was
on my feet in a few days. Now I've
entirely regained my health.’’ It con-
quers all Coughs, Colds and Throat
and Lung troubles. Guasanteed by
Bateman’s Drug Store. Price 50c and
81.00. Trial bottles free.

Notice.

To WHOM IT MAY. CONCERN:

There will be a meeting of the Tyrol
school board at Charley Retzlaff’s
school house at 2 p. m. on the 7th day
of March, 1904, to consider the remov-
al of the school house to Jessie,§ N. D.
All voters of the district are requested
to be present and vote on the proposi-
tion.

W. H. SANSBURN,
Clerk.
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that are hummers. Pricesrangefrom ... ... _.......__. 25c t085¢c
NEW BEAD AND PEARL NECKLACES. A large and beauti
assortments of the Fashion Favorites, from.. -.g.. -?l_‘ ...... ‘mf u l 35Ct0|.50

SILK REMNANTS. After inventory we finda nice little assort-
ment of silk remnants that are yours for very little money, also .
some dress trimmings that willbesoldat.. ... ... ... .. .. __ ﬂalfprlce

A GOOD FLANNEL WAIST in black, red and blue, this year’s
SEyleEWOrth B8l 00 nOWs. e o st O et YR

FLANNEL WAISTS best quality, trimmed neatly, the kind we
have been selling for $2.50, now

LADIES’ SWEATERS, red, white, ull wool, buttoned in front with
gge(axl)arge pearl buttons, closes tight around the neck, wort
00, MOW oo oo cccioccecaeeacaniae o ecccaaan,

NEW BELTS of the latest styles, made of leather, silk, satin, etc.
including the popular soft crushed belt. If you want a nobbj;
up-to-date belt we have got it. Prices rangingfrom.........._. 25(‘,t0|.50

NEW PEARL WAIST SETS. A new and beautiful line of plain
and fancy pearl shirt waist sets is now ready for your inspectioun.
Itis needtess to tell you that the pearl shirt waist sets are all
right, you-know already that they are O. K. and next spring and
summer will see them everr more popular than the past season.
We also have a rew metal sets, sterling silver and gold front sets

—

RASI SIS S e
JOHN SYVERSON.

$1.00
$1.75

.. $2.00

MARCH DELINEATOR 15 Cents.
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Agents for
Standard Patterns,

Mail Orders
Prom tly Filled.

Day by Day

the throngs of buyers grow larger, wider and wider spread the tidings of our gieat

bargains. The crowds are made up of former buyers coming back for more; of new

buyers coming to duplicate the savings made by friends; of folks who know the value

of our great sales, but have hitherto been kept away.

)

Belotw twe mention a fetw of our bargains:

Dregs Goods.

Zibeline, Mohair and Camel Haix mix $ 48
L]

tures, worth 60 cents, this sale

All wool heavy Elamine, 50 in. wide col-
ors blue, brown & gray, $1.25, this sale

All wool Crash, 50 inches wide, worth
81.25, this sale

Black and red Zibeline, good quality,
worth 81.50, this sale

Plain black Zibeline, good quality,
worth 82.00, thissale

89
98
L19
1.58

Clothing.

Men'’s Suits Worth 812.00
This sale

One lot of Children’s Suits and Over- IZOff

Men’s heavy fleeced lined underwear, 48
worth 60 cents, this sale .

Men’s heavy wool hose, 50 cent value, 39
L)

Men'’s fancy dress shirts, worth $1.25,
DAOW.:'soiee olesle’e slele le sio e ololeleia s loloiss e '98

Remember that our jacket
and skirt sale is now on.

Al

BERT LARSON,

Cooperstown, North Dakota.




