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Ill tlio summer of '97, the jfreiit Klondike fever swept

across our land, and canii'd many of our i Mig, able men

int(t its vortex and swept them away to tin- great North-

west to seek their fortunes in a land illi all the casuali-

ties and horrors of a cold Arctic cli.iiutc. Many never re-

turned to the dear ones who awaited them, and whether a

wife or a inr)tlier, she must weep for liim who now lies at

rest in tlie icy embrace of some piospeeti u'"s hole.

I know not what temptw me to write this liook, hut the

inspiration of a sad experience that clings to me and seems

to say—" Show me to the world, keei) me hid away no

longer, but let the world know of this horrid decei)tion

that lurks around our peaceful homes, destroying oui

peace of mind until we know no rest, and through our

fancied thoughts of riches and vain endeavors to procure

them, come to the conclusion that the wealth we most

needed was in the homes that we so longed to see."

I had read of the great finds they had made in Alaska,

and often Avished that I had the ways and means of reach-

ing there, but it \vas a long, disagreeable journey to make

as I lived in the town of B— , in one of the eastern states,

and consequently cost considerable money, so I felt that I

must overcome my great desire and remain at home.

It was in the month of August when my wife, after

reading a paragi-aph in the papers, of a woman in

Klondike \vho took out with her dish-pan sixty dollars
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