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164 Over the Rocky Mountains to Alaska.

home with a new experience, which is the
best thing one can come home with, and
the rarest nowadays ; and with a pocket-
ful of Alaskan garnets, which are about
the worst he can come home with, being
as they are utteily valueless, and unhand-
some even when they are beautifully

symmetrical.
Oh, the memory of the voyage, which

is perhaps the most precious of all!—this

we bring home with us forever. The
memory of all that is half civihzed and
wholly unique and uncommon : of sleepy

and smoky wigwams, where the ten tribes

hold powwow in a confusion of gutturals,

with a plentiful mixture of saliva ; for it is

a moist language, a gurgle that approaches
a gargle, and in three weeks the unaccus-
tomed ear scarcely recovers from the first

shock of it ; a memory of totem poles in

stark array, and of the high feast in the
Indian villages, where the beauty and
chivalry of the forest gathered and squat-

ted in wide circles listening to some old-

man-eloquent in the very ecstacy of ex-

pectoration; the memory of a non-com-
mitting, uncommunicative race, whose
religion is a feeble polytheism—a kind of

demonolatry; for, as good spirits do not

injure one, one's whole time is given to


