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house to, slx'elter them. But they feit that God woul help theru.
They wero st-ruggling for the civil and religious institutions of a region
of large extent and bolind'ess fertllity, and the cause was Worth their
lives. To avoid the Blackfeet Indians Ibnd the coki on the northern
plains, they resolved to bear southeast fr-om, bheir starting point-
Waü.latpu, Oregon, to, Fort Hall, thence almost South to, Taos and Santa
Fie, in New Mexico, then ce east to, Bent's Fort in Indiau Territory, on
the Arkansas R~iver, and thence northeast across Missouri to, St. Louis.

General Lovejoy's brief notes of the trip show that the winter over-
took them. soon after they left Fort Hall. Their progress became very
slow because of heavy snows. The snow covered the faniiliar land-
marks so, that the guide became uncertain of the way. In one instance
they rode a week, supposing they were going east, and came back to the
camp they had left seven days before. Again they started forward,
and succeeded in reaching Grand river, 600 yards wide, and frozen
on either aide about 200 yards, but with a swift, dangerous current in
the center. The weather was biting cold, and the guide dec]ared the
Stream impassable. Dr. Whitman, howevcr, determined to risk lis
hie; and Gê,n. Lovejoy and the guide pushed the horse forward with
poles until ihe ice broke, and both horse and rider disappeared in the
rapid current. They rose far below, and Dr. Whitman guided bis
horse to the other shore, broke the ice with a pole for a distance, tIen
dismounted and helped lis horse out. Thon the oth- ý s took tho fear-
fui plunge. Their clothing was frozen before they could build a fire.
Again, a few days later, they oncountered a western blizzard. For ten
days they were imprisoned in a caflon by the storm. They kept the
horsos alive on the barkç of cottonwood trees, while they ate the faith-
fui dog that had followed them. It was fast becoming, not, a question
of reaching Washington, but a question of life or death with the heroic
travelors. On the eleventh day Dr. Whitman resolved to, break the
barricade of the storrn, and they attempted to, cross the mountails.
But the Storm, blinded mnen and beasts ; and af ter riding for hour.
they rosolvred te turn back to, the caflon thoy had left in the nlorning.
But alas!1 after riding back a short distance, they found that the storm
had obliteratod their tracks. At last the horsos came te a standstifl,
and ail were becoming rapidly chulled with cold and hunger. Dr.
Whitman now gave up in despair. He dismounted, and, kneo]ing in
the snow, commendod themsolves and the lovod ones in Oregon and
thoir beloved land te, Almighty God. ù ust then the mule on which
the guide sat began to, prick up lis oars. The guide gave him the rein.
The mule started, then hesitated, and at last, by a strango instinct,
started again and led the party back to the merning camp. The guide
110W refused to go farther eust. One of the men must go back with
him to the nearest friendly tribe and procure, if possible, another guide.
As Gen. Lovejoy was beginning to, fail, he was advised by Dr. Whit-
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