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With the Indians in the Rockies

he did every two or three years, to pay us

a short visit. He no sooner set foot in the

house than my mother began to cook bread,

cakes, puddings and pies. I have seen him
make what he called a delicious breakfast on

nothing but buttered toast and coffee. That
was because he did not get any bread where

he lived except on Christmas Day. Every

pound of freight that went up the river

above Fort Union in the company's keel-

boats and bateaux was for the Indian trade,

and there was no room for such luxuries as

flour.

While Uncle Wesley was with us, mother

always let me put away my books, and not

say any lessons to her, and I went with him
everywhere in the town. That is what St.

Louis was in those days— just a good-sized

town. I liked best to go with him to the

levee and see the trappers and traders coming
in, their bateaux loaded down with beaver

and other fur pelts. Nearly all these men
wore buckskin clothes and moccasins, and
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