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    An Eastern boy’s crossing into the Rockies turns a dream of fur hunting into a measured apprenticeship where courage, patience, and attention to living detail—not swagger—decide whether he can find his place amid steep passes, sudden weather, and the exacting routines of camp and trail; under the guidance of seasoned hands, he learns to exchange haste for observation, to read country as a book of tracks and waters, and to weigh the cost of each choice in a landscape that rewards care and punishes pretense, and calls forth both humility and endurance.

Jack the Young Trapper: An Eastern Boy’s Fur Hunting in the Rocky Mountains is a juvenile adventure novel by George Bird Grinnell, set across the high ranges, valleys, and river corridors of the Rocky Mountain West. First published in the early 1900s, it reflects a period when outdoor narratives for young readers often joined instruction with travel and natural description. Firmly located in the Rockies, the story treats the mountains as a working landscape shaped by weather, animals, and human labor. Readers are placed in camps, on trails, and beside streams where choices matter and experience is earned step by step.

The premise is straightforward and inviting: a youth from the East ventures west to learn the craft of trapping and the habits of mountain life under experienced mentors. The narrative offers an apprenticeship rather than a quest for glory, presenting the work, restraint, and observation that wilderness travel demands. Grinnell’s storytelling balances movement with attention to the small things—gear, fire, shelter, and the look of country—so that the pace feels steady, purposeful, and grounded. The voice is clear and unpretentious, the mood adventurous but calm, and the overall effect is immersive, as if a trail is unfolding underfoot.

Themes of coming-of-age, mentorship, and self-reliance shape the book’s arc, with learning portrayed as a sequence of tests mastered through patience and practice. The Rockies are not only a backdrop but a teacher, turning geography into lessons about judgment, limits, and responsibility. The work of fur hunting introduces questions of skill, restraint, and consequence without sensationalizing danger. Companionship, trust, and clear communication matter as much as endurance, and the narrative repeatedly returns to observation as the foundation of competence. The result is a portrait of growth that values measured decision-making and respect for the realities of terrain, weather, and wildlife.

For contemporary readers, the book offers both a window and a mirror: a window onto early twentieth-century outdoor storytelling and a mirror that reflects enduring questions about humans and the natural world. Its emphasis on careful learning, preparedness, and everyday craftsmanship anticipates current interests in outdoor skills and place-based knowledge. As a work from the early 1900s, it also reflects its time in language and perspectives, inviting thoughtful reading alongside its adventures. The appeal lies in its steady confidence that attention—to tracks, to tools, to companions—can turn uncertainty into understanding and that courage is inseparable from restraint.

Within the broader tradition of American juvenile adventure, Jack the Young Trapper stands at the junction of narrative and instruction, using story to carry practical knowledge about travel, campcraft, and the observation of animals and landforms. The book’s structure suits the trail: episodic, cumulative, and attentive to how small, repeated choices shape larger outcomes. Dialogue and description serve clarity over flourish, and the descriptive passages help readers picture routes, conditions, and tasks without losing momentum. This balance situates the novel between pure escapism and documentary realism, giving it a distinctive steadiness that rewards patient readers who enjoy learning as they journey.

To approach this novel is to step into high country air—brisk, exacting, and generous to those who move with care. Grinnell invites readers to watch, listen, and work alongside his young protagonist as the mountains turn assumptions into knowledge. Without rushing toward spectacle, the book builds its satisfactions from skill acquired and trust earned, offering an experience at once instructive and quietly stirring. For lovers of outdoor literature, historical adventure, or the American West, it provides a compelling, spoiler-safe passage into the rhythms of camp and trail, and a reminder that the surest path forward begins with attentive feet.





Synopsis




Table of Contents




    George Bird Grinnell’s Jack the Young Trapper follows Jack, a curious and determined boy from the East, who journeys to the Rocky Mountains to learn the fur hunter’s trade. Under the guidance of seasoned plainsmen, he leaves familiar surroundings to enter a world shaped by weather, wildlife, and hard-earned knowledge. The narrative emphasizes observation, patience, and discipline as essential skills for life on the trail. Grinnell presents this education as both practical and moral, folding natural history into instruction. Jack’s growth unfolds through tasks, hazards, and encounters that reveal the realities of frontier work while preserving a steady, informative tone throughout.

The story begins with outfitting at a frontier town, where Jack’s companions select horses, traps, rifles, tools, and provisions suited to long weeks in rough country. The book details the careful choice of gear—blankets, ammunition, kettles, axes, and repair materials—and the planning of loads for pack animals. Jack learns the importance of balance: conserving weight yet carrying necessities to meet cold, hunger, or accident. Responsibilities are divided, with routines for grazing and guarding the stock, scouting routes, and keeping a tidy camp. Early scenes stress forethought, frugality, and the quiet professionalism of men who travel far from settlement without waste or haste.

Moving westward across open plains, Jack observes pronghorn, coyotes, and distant herds, while his mentors teach wind reading, sign, and the meanings of tracks and droppings. Daily campcraft fills the pages: picketing horses, laying fires where fuel is scarce, boiling coffee, and cooking simply. Nights bring watch duty and lessons on listening for danger. A minor mishap—an injured animal or a misplaced tool—demonstrates the chain of small decisions that keeps a party safe. Grinnell uses these chapters to anchor Jack’s first successes and missteps in routine, showing how ordinary tasks, repeated carefully, are the foundation of larger skills and confidence.

As the party enters broken country and the first mountain spurs, trap lines are set along streams favored by beaver. Jack studies slides, dam repairs, and scent use, learning where to place a trap and how to approach quietly. The book explains skinning and curing, handling castoreum, and protecting pelts from damp or predators. Weather turns quickly in the foothills, with sudden squalls and icy water crossings testing judgment and nerve. A tense river ford underscores instruction in rope work and spacing stock. These chapters highlight methodical work: observation, preparation, and steady hands matter as much as strength or speed.

Encounters with Native people occur with restraint and respect, framed by geographic knowledge and long-standing trail customs. The men parley through signs, trade small goods, and accept guidance about game movements or the safest passes. Jack learns to recognize territorial boundaries and to heed warnings that certain valleys are watched or reserved. The narrative notes differences in dress, horse gear, and camp order without caricature, presenting travel etiquette as essential to safety. These meetings broaden Jack’s understanding of the land as shared space, where prudence, fairness, and clear signals can prevent trouble and preserve the freedom to move and work.

Hunting episodes teach patience and restraint. Jack sees elk at dawn and buffalo dusting on distant flats, listens for the sharp bark of a mule deer, and watches bighorn cling to cliff ledges. A close brush with a grizzly becomes a lesson in wind, noise, and withdrawal. Marksmanship is taught as a last resort, with stress on clean shots and careful meat handling. Wolves and scavengers test camp vigilance. Grinnell ties each encounter to practical knowledge—field dressing, packing loads, and protecting stores—while underscoring the rhythms of migration, water, and weather. Jack learns to measure risk, conserve strength, and respect animals’ habits.

Mid-journey tensions arise from human and natural threats. Tracks near camp hint at horse thieves or scouts, prompting tighter watches and changes in routine. A stampede or night scare forces quick thinking: securing the remuda, following sign, and avoiding rash pursuit. Storms close in over high ground, driving the party to tree cover, where shelter building, rationing, and drying gear become daily work. The narrative maintains an instructional tone, showing how prudence, silence, and teamwork avert larger losses. Jack’s progress is measured by steadier hands and sounder choices, learned under pressure where mistakes carry consequences but teach clearly and immediately.

With winter’s edge felt in the valleys and ice thickening on shaded streams, the trappers shorten their lines, consolidate camps, and prepare for travel to a trading post. The book explains grading furs, bundling pelts, and the arithmetic of trade—how weight, condition, and species affect value. A careful route is chosen to avoid swollen rivers and troubled corridors. On the road, Jack witnesses the circulation of goods and news among posts, ranches, and travelers. The season’s end becomes an accounting of effort and judgment. Conversations turn to future plans, the changing country, and what knowledge will matter most in the seasons ahead.

The narrative closes by emphasizing the practical education Jack has gained: economy of motion, careful observation, fairness in dealings, and respect for land and people. Adventure is balanced by method, and courage by caution. Grinnell’s purpose is clear—to present the fur hunter’s life as steady work shaped by natural laws and social codes rather than by mere daring. Jack’s experiences chart a coming-of-age defined by skill and responsibility, suggesting paths forward without prescribing them. The book’s message centers on competence, cooperation, and thoughtful use of the wild country, conveyed through episodes that inform as much as they entertain.
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    Although published in the early twentieth century, the narrative is set a few decades earlier in the northern Rocky Mountains, chiefly in what became Montana and Wyoming Territories. The story world reflects a frontier in transition: the classic beaver boom had waned, yet winter lines and spring runs for marten, otter, and fox persisted in high valleys and along cold, fast tributaries of the Missouri and Yellowstone. Small posts, army forts, and mining towns punctuated long stretches of wilderness used by Blackfeet (Piegan), Crow, Shoshone, and other nations. Seasonal mobility, pack trains, and river or rail links to Eastern markets frame the practical realities into which an Eastern boy is initiated.

The Rocky Mountain fur trade of roughly 1820–1840 established routes, skills, and lore that endured long after beaver prices fell. William H. Ashley’s 1825 rendezvous on the Green River inaugurated a mobile supply system that drew figures like Jedediah Smith, Jim Bridger, and Kit Carson; the last great rendezvous occurred in 1840 on Horse Creek. Companies—the American Fur Company and the Rocky Mountain Fur Company—contested territory from the Wind River Range to the headwaters of the Missouri. Grinnell’s novel channels this legacy: seasoned trappers mentor the protagonist in reading sign, setting steel traps, and traveling light, echoing techniques, place-names, and a code of cooperation born in that earlier commercial regime.

Treaties and conflicts reshaped access and safety in the northern Rockies and Plains. The 1851 Fort Laramie Treaty attempted to define tribal territories; in 1855 Governor Isaac Stevens negotiated the Blackfeet (Lame Bull) Treaty near the Judith River, affecting Piegan, Blood, and Blackfoot relations to trade corridors. Red Cloud’s War (1866–1868) forced closure of the Bozeman Trail and led to the 1868 Fort Laramie Treaty with the Lakota. The 1876 Little Bighorn and the 1877 Nez Perce flight through Yellowstone underscored volatility; Ute conflict at White River (Meeker Massacre, 1879) rippled southward. The book mirrors this landscape by depicting careful negotiations, protocols, and the necessity of respecting tribal lands to travel and trap safely.

Westward transportation knit the mountains to markets. The Oregon Trail carried migrants in the 1840s, while the Mullan Road (1859–1862) linked Fort Benton to Walla Walla. Missouri steamboats regularly reached Fort Benton, the head of navigation, by the 1860s, moving traps, powder, and trade goods. The 1869 transcontinental railroad transformed supply, followed by the Northern Pacific’s completion in Montana in 1883 (golden spike at Gold Creek) and the Great Northern’s line over Marias Pass in 1893. Grinnell’s plot mechanics assume this infrastructure: an Eastern youth can reach a frontier gateway quickly, outfit in a rail or river town, and penetrate high basins on horseback with goods the older mountain men once waited a year to receive.

Rocky Mountain gold rushes reshaped economies and land use. Colorado’s Pike’s Peak rush (1858–1859) and Montana’s strikes at Bannack (1862), Alder Gulch/Virginia City (1863), and Last Chance Gulch/Helena (1864) created boomtowns demanding meat, hides, and winter furs. The Black Hills rush (1874–1876), triggered by Custer’s expedition, violated the 1868 Fort Laramie Treaty and intensified regional conflict. Mining camps opened trails, raised prices, and brought new markets and hazards for trappers. The novel reflects these pressures in its attention to provisioning, fluctuating fur prices, and the presence of prospectors and freighters on mountain passes who compete for forage, wood, and safe corridors that trappers had once used with relative exclusivity.

Wildlife depletion and the rise of conservation form the era’s defining moral pivot. Bison herds, once tens of millions, fell to fewer than 1,000 wild animals by 1889, as railroads enabled hide shipments and market hunting in the 1870s. Public outrage after the 1894 Yellowstone poaching case spurred the National Park Protection Act, and the Lacey Act of 1900 curbed interstate trade in illegally taken game. George Bird Grinnell co-founded the Boone and Crockett Club (1887) with Theodore Roosevelt and the American Bison Society (1905) with William T. Hornaday, helping establish the National Bison Range (1908) in Montana. Though centered on trapping, the book absorbs this ethic—stressing seasons, selective taking, and disdain for waste—thereby teaching restraint alongside fieldcraft.

Protected lands in the northern Rockies emerged from overlapping campaigns. Yellowstone National Park was created in 1872; the Forest Reserve Act (1891) enabled setting aside mountain watersheds; the Antiquities Act (1906) protected sites rapidly. Glacier National Park followed in 1910, championed by Grinnell after expeditions between 1885 and 1889 with James Willard Schultz in Blackfeet country. His articles, including The Crown of the Continent (1901), and work with the Great Northern Railway promoted the area; features like Grinnell Glacier and Mount Grinnell mark this legacy. The novel’s meticulous topography, glacier-fed streams, and reverent catalog of fauna mirror this preservationist gaze, presenting the Rockies not only as larder and highway but as a national patrimony.

The book functions as a social and political critique by dramatizing the costs of unregulated extraction, the precarity of Indigenous communities under shifting treaties, and the classed pipeline that channels raw resources from frontier labor to Eastern capital. By contrasting careful trapping with wasteful killing, it indicts market excess and champions rules—seasons, fair chase—that law would later codify. Its respectful portrayal of Native knowledge, protocols of passage, and land ethics challenges caricatures common in the period. The Eastern protagonist’s education—technical and moral—exposes the era’s injustices while modeling an ethic of use without ruin, anticipating Progressive conservation reforms that sought to reconcile livelihoods with public stewardship.
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A century ago the western half of the American Continent was unknown. Vast herds of buffalo and antelope swarmed over its rolling plains; elk and deer fed along its rivers; wild sheep and white goats clambered over its rocky heights; bears prowled through its forests; beavers built their dams and houses along every stream. Occasionally a group of Indians passed over the plains or threaded the defiles of the mountain ranges.

A few years later the white man began to penetrate this wilderness. Beaver were growing scarcer, and men were forced to go further for them. So the trapper entered these unknown fastnesses and began his work. He followed up stream after stream, sought out remote valleys, crossed deserts. With rifle in one hand and trap in the other, he endured every hardship and exposed himself to every danger. He swam rivers, climbed mountains, fought Indians, and risked life in his struggle for fur.

They were men of firm courage and stern resolution[1q], those trappers of the early days. About their life and their work there is a romance and a charm that appeal powerfully to the imagination. Jack Danvers was fortunate in that the man who taught him some of the secrets of that now forgotten life was one who had borne a part in the work of subduing the wild west, and in laying the foundations upon which its present civilization is built.
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A COUNCIL OF WAR

"Well, Jack," said Mr. Sturgis[1], "I am glad to see you back again."

"Indeed, Uncle George, you can bet I am glad to get back," replied Jack. "I tell you it just made my heart rise up to ride over the prairie to-day; it seemed to me that I never smelt anything so good as the odor of the sage, and the little birds that kept getting up out of the road and flying ahead of the team and alighting again, seemed like old friends. Then we saw some antelope and a coyote or two. I tell you it was bully. It seemed mighty good, too, to see Hugh after all these months."

"Well," said Mr. Sturgis, "it is good to get you back, and I hope you will have a good summer. Have you thought of what you want to do?"

Jack shook his head. "No," he said, "I have not; it is good enough to be back. As soon as this storm is over I want to go out and take a ride and see the country again."

"Oh, this snow won't last long, though it's a pretty rough night now. Where were you on the road when it began to snow?" asked Mr. Sturgis.

"We were just about half through the Little Basin," said his nephew. "Hugh had been looking at the sky for quite a little while back, and said that it was going to snow. We drove pretty fast from the Troublesome until we got into the Big Basin; the snow didn't get very deep until about three or four miles back from here. From there on we had pretty slow driving."

"Well," said Mr. Sturgis, "suppose you go out and see if you can find Hugh, and ask him if he will come in here and sit with us for a little while; I want to talk with you both."

"All right," replied Jack, and he disappeared in the direction of the ranch kitchen.

It was about the middle of the month of May, and Jack Danvers, after a winter of hard work at school in the East, had come out by the Union Pacific Railroad[2] to spend the summer at his uncle's ranch. His old friend, Hugh Johnson, had met him at the railroad station with a team of horses hitched to a spring-wagon, and the greater part of the drive of forty miles out to the ranch had been made in record time. Then it had begun to snow and blow furiously, and the last few miles of the distance had been passed over much more slowly. In these high altitudes in the Rocky Mountains, snowstorms are common in May and June; yet, though the snow may fall deep at such times, it lies on the ground for but a short time.

Jack and his uncle had been talking after supper in the comfortable sitting room of the ranch; a fire of dry aspen logs burned merrily in the large, open fireplace, and their cheerful crackling contrasted pleasantly with the howling of the wind without.

As Mr. Sturgis sat filling his pipe in front of the fire, he looked back over the years which had elapsed since he first began to take an active, vivid interest in this nephew of his. He remembered him as a small, pale, shrunken slip of a boy, who spent all his time curled up in a chair, devouring books; a boy seemingly without vitality and without any special interest in life. He remembered how the boy woke up and became alert when he had first spoken to him of the possibility of a trip to the West. How the little fellow had wondered at and enjoyed all the different incidents of life on a cow ranch; and how Hugh Johnson had taken to him, and instructed him in the lore of the prairies and mountains, in which Hugh was so well versed; and how year after year the boy had grown and strengthened, until now he was a young fellow of great promise. Within a few years the boy had changed from a child to something very like a man. While he was going over these years in his mind, Mr. Sturgis heard steps in the passage without, and then Jack's voice, and a moment later the door opened and Hugh Johnson and Jack stepped into the room.

"Sit down, Hugh," said Mr. Sturgis, "and fill your pipe; I want to talk with you. You sit down, too, Jack. We have matters to discuss which will be interesting to both of you, I think. It was pretty hard hauling this afternoon, wasn't it?" he continued, addressing Hugh.

"Well, yes, Mr. Sturgis, it was so"; said the old man. "The snow finally got so deep that I would not force the horses. They are strong, and are willing, and they might have trotted, but we wasn't trying to catch a train, and they balled up pretty well in this wet snow, and I was afraid that they might slip and strain something. I reckon I told you that I had shod both of them, didn't I, when you said that you wanted me to go in for Jack?"

"No," said Mr. Sturgis, "I don't remember that you did, but it was a good thing to shoe them; the roads between here and town are cruel on horses' feet, and, while one trip won't wear down a team's feet, still, they have work to do all summer, and there is so much gravel in this soil that their feet would be bound to get tender before summer is over."

"Well," replied Hugh, "that's just the way I think. A pair of shoes in front will last them pretty nearly all summer, and when they are shod we know they won't get tender."

While he had been talking, Hugh had whittled himself some tobacco, ground it fine between the palms of his hands, filled his pipe and lit it, and now he sat comfortably by the blaze, with his head encircled by a smoke wreath.

"Well, Hugh," said Mr. Sturgis, "I asked you to come in here so that we could talk about what you and Jack are going to do this summer."

"Well," said Hugh, "that's for you to say, I reckon. I'm working for you—at least I'm supposed to be working for you, but it seems to me that for the last three or four years I haven't been doing much work, because I've been off playing with Jack every summer. Lord, son," he continued with a smile, "what great travelers you and me are getting to be! First we went up to the Blackfeet and played with them a season; that's when you counted your first coup[4]; and then we went up with them another year, and came down south through the mountains and saw all them hot springs in that country, that they used to call Coulter's Hell[5], in old times; and then last year we went out to the big water in the west and paddled around in the salt water and got fish. You and me surely have got to be great travelers."

"Well, Hugh," said Mr. Sturgis, "I guess we will have to think up something for this year. Of course, you and Jack could sit around and look after the stock, just as the rest of us do here on the ranch, but I believe it would be better for you to go off and make a trip by yourselves. What do you think?"

"Well, Mr. Sturgis," said Hugh, "it really would be pleasant to go off and make a long trip, and there's lots of good country left yet that Jack has not seen, but I don't think I get exactly what you mean. If you will speak a little plainer I will understand better."

"It is like this, Hugh," said Mr. Sturgis; "Jack is out here for the summer, and I want him to have a good time, and to see as much as he can of what there is in this country. It is all beginning to change here so fast that I am afraid the first thing we know the country will be full of people, and every time you want to ride off in some direction you will have to turn out for a wire fence, or you will get lost because there are so many roads running over the prairie. Where do you suppose you could take Jack this summer so as to give him a good time? Of course, I don't want you to take any chances, or to go where there is any danger, but, then, I know you won't do that, so I needn't speak about it."

For some moments Hugh sat silently puffing at his pipe and staring into the fireplace, while Jack, on his left hand, watched his face with absorbed interest, wondering what he would say. Presently he raised his head, and turning to Mr. Sturgis, said, "Well, Mr. Sturgis, there's a mighty nice trip to be made in the high mountains down to the southward. It's a country where there's no possible danger that I can see[2q], though, as you know, it's only a little while ago that the Utes wiped out Major Thornburgh's command[3]. Now everything is peaceable, and likely to remain so, I reckon."

"Where do you mean, Hugh," said Mr. Sturgis, "down in the Parks of Colorado?"

"Yes, sir, that's what I mean. It's a great hunting ground down there still, and besides that, it is a fur country. I have been through there many times, and I never saw any place in the southern country where beaver were so plenty; besides that, as you know, it is up in the high mountains and the fur is good till midsummer. If you all think well of it, Jack and I could go down there and spend a couple of months trapping beaver, and if we have good luck, we might make quite a stake. We wouldn't need to carry much in the way of grub, for the country is full of game, and there are even some bison down there, though it ain't likely that we would get to see any of them. I don't know of any prettier mountains, or where you can live better than you can down there; deer, elk, antelope, sheep, trout, and birds, till you can't rest. That seems to me about the nicest trip one could make without going off far; what do you say to it?"

"That sounds good to me, Hugh," said Mr. Sturgis. "What do you think about it, Jack?"

"Why," said Jack, "it sounds awful good to me. I never thought of making a trip this year. I just thought that I was to come out here and loaf around the ranch, and hunt, and help with the stock."

"No," said Mr. Sturgis, "I think it is better for you to be off in the mountains by yourselves, and if Hugh's plan suits you, it suits me, and you can say that it can be carried out."

"Splendid!" exclaimed Jack.

"But, Hugh," Mr. Sturgis went on, "what's the shortest way to get there; and how would you go?"

"Well," said Hugh, "if we should go, I'd say the best way to do would be to take two or three pack horses and start from here with them. Of course, you can drive a wagon all the way down there, through North and Middle and South Park, but I wouldn't want to take a wagon if I could help it. If you wanted to go up in the mountains, why, you'd have to come back to that wagon. You can't make any cut-offs, or short side trips; you've always got to get back to your wagon again. I say, take some pack animals, and then you will be perfectly foot-loose, and can go where you want to and as far as you want to. If I should go that way, I would start from here, go down the Muddy, cross the Medicine Bow, follow up Rock Creek, and cross over to the Laramie, and follow up the Laramie until I got into North Park. From there, it's plain sailing, either through the valley or among the mountains. Son, here, is a good packer, and with a simple outfit like that we can make good time."

"Then, when you get into the high mountains," said Mr. Sturgis, "you think you can get some beaver, do you?"

"Yes," assented Hugh, "unless things have changed there almightily within a few years. The last time I came through there, I was looking for beaver sign and it seemed to me that all the streams up the mountains were full of beaver, and, as I say, up there in that high country they hold their coats well, and you can trap them until July or August. Indeed, I have known of men that trapped right on through the whole summer, but I don't think it's a good thing to do."

"Is there any other fur there?" said Mr. Sturgis.

"Not much else," answered Hugh. "Of course, there are some marten, and now and then a wolverine or two, but you can't get them until the snow comes. Mink are not worth much, and otter are so few that you might as well count them out of the question, too; but there are some bears; in fact there should be a good many bears, and their coats are good until July; but if we are going to trap, beaver are what we would have to depend upon. Maybe we might catch a bear or two in a dead fall, but I wouldn't bother to take along one of those big steel traps on the chance of getting one or two hides with it. Those traps are not worth bothering with if you have a long way to go. They are all right to set around the ranch, if you think you need a bear hide, or if you have got a wagon to drive around in, but I have no use for them on a pack. I have heard lately that some of these pilgrims that come from the East and are stuck on getting bears, put out baits and set traps near them, but I never could see any fun in that sort of thing. If you want to hunt bears, why, hunt them, and prove that you are more cunning and skillful than they are. It's no fun to set a trap, and then when a bear gets into it to crawl up and shoot it. It is some fun to get the best of the shyest and wildest animal that goes on four legs, but I don't see where the fun comes in in trapping them, and then crawling up on them and killing them. It's too much like chopping a chicken's head off—and that wouldn't be very much fun for any of us."

"I agree with you, Hugh," said Mr. Sturgis; "but you know there are all sorts of people back East, just as there are all sorts of people here, and some of those men who come out to hunt, take back great stories about the bears that they have trapped, and about the danger that they were in when they killed the bear. Of course, that does not seem to us very honest, but there are braggarts all over the world."

"That's so, Mr. Sturgis," said Hugh. "I guess the frauds are not confined to any one part of the country; you find them 'most everywhere."

"So you do, Hugh," said Mr. Sturgis, as he knocked out his pipe against the stones of the fireplace.

"Well," he went on, "about the trip that you and Jack are going to make. Let's think it over for a day or two, and if it still seems good to you, the sooner you start the better."

"Very well," said Hugh. "The sooner we get started the better the fur will be, and the longer it will last. We'll chew on it for a day or two, son, and see what we can make out of it." So saying, Hugh rose from his seat, knocked out his pipe, and saying good-night to Mr. Sturgis, disappeared down the passage.

Before long Jack and his uncle went to bed—Jack to dream of the glories of the trip, and the beaver he was to trap.
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A PLEASANT SPRING RIDE

When Jack arose the next morning and looked out of the window on the little valley below the house, and upon the side of the mountain, he saw the ground covered with snow, which glistened in the brilliant sunshine. It did not take him long to get into his clothes, and he rushed through the house and out the kitchen door and down toward the corral. Over the hills beyond the barn a number of horses were galloping, with streaming manes and tails, and behind them was Joe, zig-zagging back and forth, occasionally snapping forward the end of his trailing rope to hurry up the laggards. It was a good sight—one that Jack had not seen for a couple of years—and he ran on down toward the corral, but suddenly a thought struck him, and he stopped, turned, and started back to the house.

When he burst into the kitchen again, he said, "Oh, Mrs. Carter, please give me a couple of lumps of sugar for Pawnee; I want to see if the old horse will know me, and whether he does or not, I want to be friends with him." He ran back into the sitting room and got the old whistle which he had taught his horse to obey, and put it in his pocket. Seizing the sugar which Mrs. Carter had put on the table, he hurried down to the corral. When he got there, the horses for the day's riding were being caught up, and he entered. He had long ago lost the old fear that he had had as a little fellow, that the frightened horses would run over and trample him. Stepping out into the middle of the corral, he looked at the bunch of twenty or thirty horses which stood there sleepily, as long as they were undisturbed, but were quick enough to move about and try to dodge the rope when it was thrown at them. By this time the men had caught all their horses, and Joe walked over to the gate, ready to open it as soon as Jack had caught his. Jack called to him, "Say! wait a minute, Joe; I want to try an experiment;" and he put the whistle to his lips and blew the old call that he had been accustomed to use for Pawnee. The horse was standing partly hidden by two or three others, but the moment the whistle blew he raised his head, and turned and looked at Jack. Jack stood perfectly still for a moment or two, and then blew the whistle once more, and the horse stepped forward over toward Jack, with his head up, his ears thrust forward, and an expression of great interest on his countenance. Again Jack blew the whistle, and this time he reached out his hand toward the horse, which again took three or four steps and stopped only a few feet from Jack, reaching out his nose to Jack's hand, as if trying to smell it. Jack put his hand into his pocket and laid a lump of sugar in his palm, and whistled once more, and the horse stepped forward and took the sugar, and as he crunched it in his teeth, stepped forward again, so that his head was close to Jack's shoulder.

Jack patted him very gently, and then slipped the rope over his neck and knotted it and began to rub the horse's head and ears. Gradually—as it seemed to Jack—the horse's memory awakened, and after a few moments Jack felt quite confident that Pawnee recognized him and was glad to see him. The horse rubbed his head vigorously against Jack's shoulder, and seemed to enjoy being petted.

As their old friendship seemed to be resumed, Jack called to Joe to open the gate, and after he had done so the horses walked out. Some of them had already shed their winter coats, but on others the long hair hung down three or four inches below their necks and bellies. The dust and dirt of the corral was full of shed hair, and great wads of it were lying about everywhere.

Just as Jack started out with Pawnee, to take him to the barn, Hugh passed by and said, "Does he know you, son?"

"I really think he does, Hugh," said Jack. "At first he didn't, though he remembered the whistle, and recognized the sugar when I held it out to him, but now I believe he knows who I am. It's pretty hard on him to have to remember me, for I expect I have changed more or less in appearance every year, and you know it's two years now since I have seen the old horse."

"Yes," said Hugh; "I don't wonder that he was a little slow to know you, but after all, a horse has a long memory, and inside of twenty-four hours it will all come back to him. I reckon that to-morrow he will likely come right up to you in the corral or on the prairie."

"He's fat and in fine condition, isn't he, Hugh? He looks to me to be in the bulliest kind of order for a trip."

"Lord, yes," said Hugh, "he's fat enough, for I don't think he has done anything for two years. Your uncle would not let him be ridden last year, he was so much afraid that something might happen to him. I shouldn't be a little bit surprised if he would kick and crowhop quite a little when you first get on him. I don't believe he would really pitch, but he's likely to pretend to. He looks fatter than he really is, though of course he's fat enough," the old man went on, "but that long winter coat of his makes him look as round as a ball."

"Yes," assented Jack, "it does, of course; and what tremendous coats these horses get in this country, don't they?"

"Yes," said Hugh, "they have to; for, as you know, it is fearful cold here in winter, and, of course, the horses are out on the range all the time and they've got to do something to keep themselves warm, so they grow these long coats. Look at this now!" and walking up to Pawnee he put his hand under his brisket, and pulling a little from side to side took off a great patch of hair and held it out to Jack so that he could look at it. There were seen the roots of the long hairs sticking up through a sort of fur or down, such as may be seen next to the skin of an elk or a deer when it is shedding its winter coat.

"There," said Hugh, "do you see that fur that grows next to the skin? Most animals in this cold climate develop that during the winter, and you can see that it's almost like the fur on the otter, the beaver, or the muskrat. It must keep out the cold in great shape."

"I declare," said Jack, "I never saw that on a horse before. I did see it once on an elk that we killed in the spring; I think it was the first year I came out here, when I hunted with John Munroe. I have seen this same kind of fur on a St. Bernard dog, too; the animals that the monks keep up on the tops of the mountains in Switzerland, away up above timber line, and that they use in winter to look for people who get lost in the snow in the mountains. They have just that kind of double coat, with long hair on the outside and a sort of fur underneath, next to the skin."

"Yes," said Hugh, "I guess all animals that live in cold climates get that same kind of coat."

While he was speaking, the horn blew, and Jack took Pawnee to the barn and tied him up, and then he and Hugh went in to breakfast.

"Well, Jack," said Mr. Sturgis, as they sat at the table, "have you and Hugh had a consultation yet over what you are going to do?"

"Not yet, Uncle George," said Jack; "but I guess we will during the day, and we will be able to tell you to-night what our decision is."

"This snow will melt right away, and the grass has started enough for you to go off on your trip any time now," said Mr. Sturgis.

"And I suppose," said Jack, "if we are going off, the sooner we get started the better. Isn't that so, Hugh?"

"I reckon it is, son; and if we're going to try to get any fur of any kind, the sooner we start the better the fur will be. It won't be long now before the animals begin to shed. Of course, a bear hide is good till well into June, and the higher up the animal lives, the longer the coat stays good. Why, in old times, we used to trap all through the summer, but, of course, if we caught fur low down on the prairie it did not bring us the price that prime pelts brought."

"Well," said Mr. Sturgis, "make up your minds what you want to do, and report to me to-night."

"All right, sir," said Hugh, and he and Jack went down toward the barn.

"What are you going to do to-day, Hugh?" said Jack.

"Why," said Hugh, "Mrs. Carter said that they were all out of fresh meat, and I thought I'd go off and see if I could kill a buck antelope. That's about all that's fit to kill now. Of course, we might go up on the mountain and hunt around, and perhaps find a mountain sheep, but I don't go much on sheep meat at this time of the year."

"Why, how's that, Hugh? I thought sheep meat was the best meat there was, except, perhaps, buffalo meat."

"Ever eat any in spring time?" said Hugh.

"No, of course I never did. I guess you've always been with me when I've eaten sheep meat, and you and I have never killed a sheep in the spring."

"Well," said Hugh, "if you kill a sheep now you'll find its meat tastes and smells so strong of garlic that perhaps you'd not care to eat it. I've eaten a good many queer things, but I'd never eat sheep meat in the spring; that is, for choice."

"Why is that, Hugh?" said Jack.

"I'll tell you," replied Hugh. "About the first green thing that springs up in these mountains is the wild leek, and the sheep, hungering for something green, hunt this up and eat it whenever they find it. The result is, that they taste of it, strong. Didn't you ever hear of that before?"

"No, indeed," replied Jack; "that's news to me. I do believe, though, that once in a while when I have been in the country in the spring the milk of the cows has tasted of garlic or onions, and they told me it was because they had been eating the wild leek."

"That's straight enough," replied Hugh. "I have drunk cow's milk in spring, out in this country, that tasted strong of sage. Now, you know well enough, without my telling you, that the meat of the sage hen tastes strong of sage, because they feed on it all the time, and didn't Mr. Fannin tell us last year that the hogs and chickens that fed on the dead salmon could not be eaten because they were so fishy? It seems to me he did."

"It seems to me he did, too, Hugh. I believe you're right about that."

"Well," said Hugh, "I guess that's common enough. I've tasted beef and buffalo both that tasted mighty strong of garlic."

"Why, yes, Hugh, I remember now, you told me all about this last year. You told me about it at the same time that Mr. Fannin told us about the hogs and chickens which could not be eaten on account of having fed on the dead salmon. I had forgotten all about it."

"Yes, son, I thought we had talked it over before."

"Well, Hugh, you explain a good many things to me, and I am afraid I forget some of them."

"Well, son, you can't remember everything. Let's go down and saddle our horses now."

They went down to the barn and saddled up. Hugh's was a handsome young black horse, nervous and full of spirit, but with a good disposition, and Jack could not help admiring the quiet way in which Hugh walked up to and soothed the horse, talking to him and patting him in a friendly way that seemed to overcome the animal's fears.

Pawnee flinched when the saddle blanket was put on, and again when the saddle struck his back, but Jack talked to him and petted him and he stood quietly while the saddle was being cinched.

"It will be a good idea for you not to draw that cinch too tight at first, son," said Hugh, "and then to lead him around a little; if he wants to buck, let him buck with the saddle."

This seemed good advice to Jack, and he led the horse out of the barn. Pawnee acted a little wild, and kept jumping when a stirrup knocked against his side, but he made no attempt to get rid of the saddle, though nervous about the noise that it made.

"He's all right, Hugh," said Jack, "I'll leave him standing here while I run up and get my rifle and cartridge belt."

He threw down the reins and the rope, and the horse stood quietly enough by Hugh until Jack returned. Then taking the rope off his neck, he tied it to the saddle, thrust his gun in the scabbard, and throwing the reins back over the horse's head, slowly and carefully mounted. Pawnee stood very quietly, but turned his head around as if curious to see what this weight was that he now felt on his back, and then at a touch of the spur moved off, and Hugh and Jack soon passed over the hill and out of sight of the ranch.

As the day advanced the sun grew warmer and the field of snow was dazzling.

"We ought to have blackened our faces before we started out," said Hugh. "This is just the kind of day to get a bad attack of snow blindness."

"Yes," said Jack, "I can see that's so, but this snow isn't going to last the day out. See how many patches of bare ground are beginning to show, and how the water is running off into the ravines."

"That's so," said Hugh. "If it were not for the way it's going it would be a good idea for us to tie our handkerchiefs across our noses. Anyhow, I don't want to get an attack of snow blindness; it's mighty painful, I can tell you, and every time you get it it makes your eyes weaker and more liable to another attack if you are out in the bright sunshine when the ground is covered with snow."

"Were you ever snow blind?" asked Jack.

"Yes," replied Hugh, "I've been snow blind, but I never had a real bad attack. I've been so that I couldn't see, and the way my eyes hurt was something awful, but it always passed off in a few days. I never had an attack like I've seen some men have, where they would be blind and suffering for weeks at a time."

"Where are you going to look for that antelope, Hugh?" said Jack.

"Why, I think we might go up toward the head of the Basin and then swing over onto the east side. It's warm over there, and a good many antelope coming back in spring get over there and stop for a while before they scatter out through the Basin. We're likely to see plenty of them this morning, and if we do, it does seem to me that we might as well kill a couple. If you and me are going on a trip pretty soon there won't be anybody here to kill meat for the ranch."

"All right," said Jack, "I'd like first rate to kill an antelope again. It seems to me a long time since I've shot at one, and I'd like to find out whether I've forgotten how to shoot."

"Well," said Hugh, "you're not likely to have forgotten how to shoot, but your gun may be a little strange to you after such a long rest."

The two rode quietly along for some miles without seeing anything more than a few birds that rose from the brushy ravines which they passed, or an occasional coyote trotting over the whitened prairie on his way to some place to take his nap for the day. Down on the lake below could be seen many water fowl, and over it a great flock of these would rise and fly about in the air for a long time, and then alight again on the water. Sometimes the groups of birds formed a black spot in the sky, and then swinging out into long lines looked almost like the smoke of a locomotive carried off over the prairie. It was pleasant riding. Every moment it seemed to grow warmer and warmer, and the snow disappeared from the hills with startling rapidity.
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AN EXPEDITION FOR FUR

Hugh and Jack had ridden some miles across the Basin without seeing any game except a few distant antelope, for which they did not turn aside. The hills, as they grew more and more bare of snow, were already beginning to turn green with the new grass which showed among the sere and yellow tufts of last year's growth. The buds were swelling on the trees and bushes which grew in the ravines they crossed, but as yet no leaves had begun to appear. Yet, all over the prairie, on and under the bushes, were seen numbers of small birds, some of them migrants on their way to the north, others summer residents that were building or were about to build their nests. Now and then was heard the distant hooting of the sage grouse.

After crossing the valley and climbing the hill on the other side of the Basin, they came out on a rolling table-land, from which the snow had almost disappeared, though here and there long lines of white were seen marking some ravine shaded from the direct rays of the sun. Over the plain before them were scattered many antelope, and Hugh said, "Now, son, watch out sharp, and let's get our meat as soon as we can, and get back."

As they rode along, they approached the top of each hill carefully, Jack keeping a little behind Hugh, who rode up very slowly to the crest, and before showing anything more than the top of his head, scanned the country beyond. They had passed over one or two such rises, when Hugh slowly bent his head, turned his horse, and rode back toward Jack, saying, as he reached him, "There's a bunch of antelope just over the hill, and they may be just what we want; I saw the backs of two that were feeding; we better creep up there and see what they are, and remember, a dry doe, or even a yearling doe is likely to be better than a buck, and if you get a chance, kill one; I'll do the same."

Dropping their horses' reins and loading their rifles, they returned to the hilltop. Hugh went slowly and carefully, bending lower and lower as he approached the crest, and finally dropped on his knees, and crept forward. At last he stopped and very slowly raised his bared head, for he had left his hat behind him, to take another look; then, with the same slow motion, he lowered his head, and turning, motioned Jack to come beside him. As Jack reached him, Hugh whispered, "There's a big buck off to the right that you can kill, and there's another buck right in front of me that I'll take after you've shot. Get ready now, and kill your animal."

Cocking his rifle, Jack slowly raised his head, and in a moment saw the black horns of an antelope that was looking off over the prairie. He waited an instant, and then, as the animal lowered his head, he rose up a little higher, drew a careful bead on the spot that Hugh, years ago, had told him to shoot at—the little dark curl of hair just behind the foreleg—and fired. The antelope rushed away, and immediately a dozen others that had been still nearer to the hunters and out of sight, followed him. They ran part way up the next slope and then stopped nearly a hundred and fifty yards off, and as they did so, Hugh's rifle came to his shoulder and he fired. The animal that he had shot fell in his tracks, and the others rushed off over the hill. The hunters rose to their feet, and went back to the horses, picking up their hats on the way. When they were in the saddle, Jack said to Hugh, "Did you see anything of my buck?"

"No," said Hugh, "I don't feel sure whether he fell into the ravine as they crossed, or whether he went on. I heard the ball strike him, though, and I reckon we'll find him presently."

Riding over toward the animal that Hugh had shot, they crossed the ravine, and just as they were rising the hill, Hugh stopped his horse and said, "There's your buck," and pointed down the ravine where, seventy-five or eighty yards from them, the antelope was seen standing with his head down, evidently unable to go further.

Jack pulled up his horse and looked at the animal, and said, "I don't know whether I had better give him another shot, or wait for him to die."

"Well," said Hugh, "I reckon if I was you, I'd get off and shoot him again; he's hard hit, but sometimes one of those fellows will give you a chase of three or four miles if he gets frightened, even though he may have a mortal wound."

"All right," said Jack, and he dismounted, and stepping back behind the horses, he shot from the shoulder, and the antelope fell over and was hidden in the brush of the ravine.

It took but a short time to clean Hugh's buck and put it on the horse, and a few minutes later, Jack's was similarly tied on his horse. Both animals had fair heads, but Hugh had said, "It's not worth while to pack all this extra weight back to the ranch; we may as well cut it down as low as possible so they had removed the heads and necks and shanks, before tying the carcasses behind the saddles with the buckskin strings with which they were provided. While they were doing all this, the sky had become overcast and the wind had begun to blow up cold from the west. They mounted their horses and started back for the ranch, stopping at the first snowbank, where, in the moist snow they washed the blood from their hands.

"Well," said Hugh, "this wind is blowing up right cold; if we had a sheltered place to sit down, I would like to smoke a pipe, but as we haven't, I reckon we better keep on across the valley until we find a lee over there where we can sit and smoke and talk." But by
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