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dear to inc. Let mo kiss you for your

maternal parent

!

Wc arc passing through the reservation

of the Otoe Indians, ^vho long ago washed

the war-paint from their faces, buned the

tomahawk, ana settled down into quiet,

prosperous farmers.

Wc rattle leisurely into Atchison on a

Sunday evening. Lights g earn u- ^^e

windows of milk-white churches, and thcj

tell us, far better than anything else could,

that we are back to civilization again^

An overland journey in winter IS a bet^r

thin- to have done than to do. In the

.pring, however, when the grass IS green ou

tiic great prairies, I fancy one might make

the journey a pleasant one, with his owa

outfit and a few choice friends.
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