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the dump, and were ready at a moment's notice to

fall in and fight. Many of the graders were old
soldiers, an<l a little fight only rested Ihcm. In-

deed there was more military air about this work
than had been or has since been about the build-

ing of a railroad in this country. It was one big

battle, from the first stake west of Omaha to the

last spike at Promontory— a battle that lasted

five long years ; and if the men had marked the

graves of those who fell in that fierce fight their

monuments, properly distributed, might have
served as mile-posts on the great overland route

to-day. But the mounds were unmarked, most of
them, and many there were who had no moundb,
and whose home names were never known even
to their comrades. If this thing had been done
on British soil, and all the heroic deeds had been
recorded and rewarded, a small foundry could
have been kept busy beating out V. C.'s. Th( >

could not know, these silent heroes fighting far

out in the wilderness, what a glorious country
they were conquering— what an empire they
were opening for all the people of the land.

Occasionally there came to the men at the front

old, worn newspapers, telling wild stories of the


