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The crowdsof land-eagermenand womenleavingthe Spokane-Coeurd'Alene Interurbantrain for a steamboatexcursionacrossCoeurd'Alene Lake, Idaho,and
up the St. Joe River into the reservedregion—behindthe hills in the background—whichwas aboutto be openedby the Governmentfor homesteadclaims

ncle Sam's Grab-Bag at Coeur d'Alene
The Unparalleled Flood of Home-Seekers and Speculators to the

HERE was about one chancein thirty of
winning a homesteadfrom the Flathead
Reservation;onein onehundredfrom the
Coeurd’Alene; one in five hundredfrom
the Spokane. All in all, aboutsevenhun
dred thousandacres of this untouched

north country land was to be givenaway—given,that
is, to thosewhowouldgive in return. You first must
register at Missoula or Kalispell, Montana, for the
Flatheadlands; at Coeurd'Alene,Idaho, for the Coeur
d’Alene lands; and at Spokane,Washington,for the
Spokanelands. The drawingsfor all were at Coeur
d’Alene.

Thosewhowonmust returnnextApril when,in the
orderin whichtheirnamesweredrawn,theywill choose
their homesteads.To do this intelligently,they must
first cruise the countryover pretty thoroughlythem
selvesor pay someoneto do so for them. They must
thenlive on thelandsfor fiveyears,improvethem,and
pay in yearly instalmentsthe Government'sprice of
$1.25to $7 an acre,or—on the Spokaneand Flathead
tracts—“commute”after fourteen months continuous
residencebypayingtheentiresumat once. Mostof the
Coeurd'Aleneland is timberland,andtheseclaimsmay
onlybeprovedup byactualhomesteadingfor fiveyears.

The Flatheadcountryto theeastof Spokanein Mon
tana wasthemostattractive“proposition”of the three.
It stretchesnorthwardfromaboveMissoulato Flathead
Lake–four hundredand fifty thousandacresof valley,
benchlands,and uplandrangebe

By ARTHUR RUHL
farming“proposition.”rather like the Adirondacksor
theMainewoods.

And into this curiousgrab-bagbetweenonehundred
and two hundredthousandpeople—thetotal registra
tion wasnearlythreehundredthousand—stretchedtheir
eagerand unthinkinghands. Comparativelyfew had
any real notionof what it meansto get downfaceto
facewith the raw landand fight it into farms. Thou
stands,of course,merelytook a chancejust as they
woulddrop a nickel into a slot machine,becausethey
happenedto be on the ground. -

The Comingof the Thousands

ERHAPS theysawthewheatrollinginagoldenflood
acrossthe Montanaplateau,just as it was rolling

duringthedaysof registrationdownin the Palouseand
ontheshimmeringhothills to thewestof Spokane.The
harvestwas in full swing. Millions and millions of
bushelswerepiling up, and everyday despatchescame
up from the wheatcountrywherethe long “combined”
harvesterscrept like huge beetlesacross the yellow
carpetundertheir slowlyascendingspiralsof dust.

Perhapstheymerelysawa greatheapof envelopeson
a platformat Coeurd’Aleneand the little girl in the
whitedresspickingoutone,andhearda loudvoiceread,
while the telegraphoperatorstappedtheir keys: “John

Lottery of Indian Land

Bluestem,R. F. D. No. 6, Gopher,Minnesota—NUM
BER 1:” And then, while the congratulatorycrow.
closedin, somerepresentativeof theGovernmentsteppe.
forwardandpromptlyofferedto buythe first numberin
$25,000,that the claim might be usedfor a townsite
This wasa favoritevisionduringtheregistrationdays
this andthat standof giant whitepinesoverbehindth

e

Coeurd’Alenehills for which a lumber company w
a
s

waiting to pay$30,000cash.
For weeksthe railroadshad reachedout theirlon:

armsanddrawnthepeoplein. In June, threethousan.
milesaway in lower Broadway,you could read in th

e

ticket officewindows: “Uncle Sam Will GiveYoua

Home.” Thousandson their way to the SeattleExpo.
tion stopped to register. A great many o

f

thesewer
capable,cannyfarmersfromtheMiddleWest,who,wit:

a safeanchor to windward,studiedthecountryshrewdly
not anxious,but ready, in caselightningshouldstrike.
Thereweremanywomen—cityschool-teachers,widows
stenographers—dreamingvaguely o

f
a quiet refugein

the country,”and sellingout after they hadprovedu
t

a
t

a pricewhichwouldlet themlive happilyeverafter
And thereweresomewho werethinking—yes,hungry
andalmostready to fightfor—a home.

I cameacrossonesuchon a steamboatexcursionacross
the lake and up the “ShadowySt. Joe” into theCru:
d'Alenereserve.Hesatontheupperdeckwiththewoe:
sparkssifting downfrom the smokestackunheeded,h

is

derbyhatpulledbacklowoverhis ears. Hewastanne.
the cornersof his mouthwereto
bacco-stained.He lookedlike atweentheCabinetMountainson the

west,and on the east the Mission
Rangeand the Kootenais.There is

timberandwaterhere,muchcanbe
cultivatedwithout irrigation, and

in the southernpart, in the Jocko
Valley country, the Reclamation
Servicealreadyhas a projectunder
way.

The Spokanelands,againstwhich
there were such prohibitive odds,
werealsothe leastalluring a

s

home
steads. They are sandyand rocky
and dottedwith slenderscrubpines.
Therewas a rumor o

f possiblepower
sites,however,and a

s

the registra
tion point was the city o

f Spokane
itself theywere a

s

muchsought a
s

the other two. Naturally, nearly
everybody in Spokaneregistered. It

wasalsoregarded a
s

a patrioticduty.
Drawingfor Mountain-Sides

HE Coeurd’Alenecountry,which
extendssouthward in Idaho

from the shores o
f

Coeurd'Alene
Lake, is mostly mountain land
clothed in pine and somberfir. A

vaststore o
f

whitepinelies beyond

it
,

and a newcontinentalline has
just pushedthroughthereservation.

baseballplayer from a bushleagu
team, except for his overwroug"
eyesand voice. He was talkingf

a boredgiant in a blackslouchh
a
'

whocheweda cigarandnodded,b
u
t

said nothing.
Hungerfor Home

"I' take a surveyordownther
andget thething linedup."

declared,“sotherewon't b
e

n
o

dou"
about it

.
I wantaknowjustwhe"

shelies. Huh? Costtoomuch: A

right—I’ll getan Indian. Yougot"
know your sectionlineswhen "

g
o

u
p

in April to tell 'emwhen
shelies.”

“Supposeyou aren't drawn"
suggested.Heturned a

t

onceto"
“If I ain’t,” h

e said, "I'll go."
someman in theGovernment."

know the Government'shelping"
peopleput in irrigation proj"
I'll g

o

around to everyone o
f "

again until I find a place to *
I'm going to seethis thingthr'
I'm going to get a piece o

f '.
What d

o youthink o
f

thiscount:

I said that it wasgood to lo'"
but p1...ettydifficult to homestead.

There is said to bevaluabletimber
on the reserve,and the wholecoun
try is beautiful to lookat, but, a

s
a

The townofSt. Mariein themiddleof theCoeurd'Alenereserve.
surroundingtheplacemustbe homesteaded—liveduponfor fiveyears—toperfectthetitle

The woodedmountains
“Wigrk?” h

e

demanded. D
o y
o
u

think anyonewhowants a home."
badast, I d

o

'udcareaboutthework
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I canhavethesatisfactionof workin' for myself? I

n
’t

carewhat it is
.

I'll takewhattheygiveme. I tell

u I’ve had enough o
f working and seeingthe other

a
n get everythingout o
f

it
.

An nowthesecapitalists
int to stoptheGovernmenthelpingpeopleirrigatebe
usethey say we'regettingtoo muchfor nothing. I

arthere is goin’ to b
e

a big fight o
n

in this irrigation
ngress a

t Spokane.As if theseguyshadn'tdonenoth

g elsebut get thingsfor nothing. Hell! What'sall: businessanywaybut speculatingon someother
n's labor! I gottaenough o

f
it!” -

A FriendlyFireman

| E HAD been a railroad firemanand then turned
carpenter. “Say,” he askedsuddenly,“ain’t you

t some relativesdown in California? You look just

ce a fireman I knew,used to run out o
f

Los Angeles,

d went into the grocerybusinessafterward.” We
ssed a little houseboatwhere a camperwasjust slip

n
g

someblackbassfromthestringerinto thefish-box.
his curious little river is chokedwith logs in the
ring, in summerlined with homelylittle houseboats

ld fishermen’scamps. “Say, look a
t

that! Why, if I

vedup here,I’d b
e hog fat with fish. All you gotta

is snake 'emout o
f your front yard on to thestove.

Pokathat flat there—there'd b
e

a placefor a ranch!”

I suggestedthat it might b
e

coveredwith waterwhen

e melted snowscamedown in the spring. “Well—

ke one o
f

themcampingsites. Now I'll bet that guy
‘er there gets good moneyfor that. Why, a man
uld raise gardenstuff on the flat, build a raft and

it a little launch,andtow it all down to Coeurd'Alene
mself.” He swepthis armupanddownthelittle river

ld acrossthesteepslopes o
f

fi
r turningfromdarkgreen

black in thetwilight. “Why, this place'll b
e

thesum

e
r

resort o
f

the worldsomeday!”
Later, on theway back to my hotel, I droppedinto a

lick-lunch restaurant. The subdued,patient-looking,
Jungishmanwhowaitedonmeandsetthedishesdown
owly, a

s if h
e

wereafraid o
f breakingsomething,had

gisteredat Spokaneand Coeurd’Alene. He had no
oney to go over to Kalispell. I askedhim if h

e

would

v
e

on a claim if h
e got one.

“Sure,” he said quietly, “I want a home.” He had
'ungedthe year o

f

the panicand rentedsomewheat
nd. The crop failed, h

e

wentbroke,then rheumatism
ught him, and he was doing this waitering to get
ong. EventheyoungRussian,into whoselittle tailor
1op I stepped to have a buttonsewedon, intended to

roveup. It was difficult to imaginehim clearing a

ountain-side o
f heavy timber a
s

h
e squattedthere,

ill-eyedandpale,besidehis hot iron, but h
e

said: “A
jung fellow can afford the time. Sure. And I can
ork a

t my trade in some o
f

the little towns.”
GeneralHonestyof Intention

ONE o
f

thesethreewasthesort o
f pioneertheWest

prefers—theshrewd,seasonedman with a little
oneywhocan “standthegaff”and make a success o

f

odernirrigation and intensivefarming,yet eachfaced

le task with cheerfulconfidence.The gullibleex-rail
Maderwhohad a grievancewas a

t

leastnot nourishing

o
n

the depressingair o
f

a city tenementand the un
althy sympathy o

f parlorSocialists. He had a notion
what h

e

wantedand wasgoingout after it
.

And if

le Governmentland is to open a road to salvation to

ly it surelyshould b
e

for such a
s

these.
Thething that impressedme, in view o

f

the gamble
ley weretaking and the almost insurmountabledif
'ulties o

f making a living for thefirstfiveyearsoffsuch
nd,wasthe apparentintention o

f everyonehonestly
proveup. Each o

f

those I talkedwith had worked

it somesort o
f plan. Indeed,the very gamble o
f

the
ling,andthecontagiousenthusiasm o

f
a crowd,none o
f

homknewwhatsort o
f

suddenturn-downhis life might
.ke,filledall with unquenchableoptimism.The trained
ursewhosat in our sectionontheway to Seattlemerely
ughed a

t

the prospect o
f beingburiedfor a winter in

le Coeurd’Alenesnows. “Onething is sure,”shesaid,
I'll havesomechickens.You couldfill theshackwith
agazines.And anyway,what a goodrest it wouldbe!”

C Ollie I''S

On the“ShadowySt. Joe”—carryinghomesteadersthroughtheruggedcountrytheywill have to overcome

A wiseold ladyalsosharedthesection. Sheandher
husbandhadcomeout fromWisconsinandtried to prove
up on a homesteadin theNezPercécountry. Hecleared
nine acres,but therewas no living on the place,and

The CovetedEnvelope

Miss HelenHamiltonwith thefirst envelopewhich
sheselectedfrom105,696upontheplatform. It held
theapplication o

f

IsadoreSelig,MyrtleCreek,Oregon

* - S->- 11-

SummercottagesonCoeurd'AleneLake—predicted b
y

enthusiasts to becomethesummer

while h
e

wasawayworking in Spokaneshelivedalone
up there in the forestfor a

s long a
s

threemonths a
t

a

time. Sometimesshehad to getup a
t night to drivethe

wild horsesout o
f

the yard, and sometimesan Indian

resortof theworld

crowdedto the rails.

wouldstalk into thecabin,solemnlywait until shehad
cookeddinner for him, eat it

,

and a
s solemnlyand

silently stalk away. That was yearsago. They were

in comfortablecircumstancesnow, and homesteading
would b

e only a sort o
f

vacation. “If you get a claim
next to mine,”shesaid, “I’ll bakeyou a pie now and
then. There is somegreatberriesup in thosewoods.”

On thesteamboatthat daywerefarmersfromWiscon
sin and Illinois who knewvillagesand people I knew.
Therewas a mild little old gentlemanfrom the Puget
Soundcountry—whichhe thoughtthe finestcountry in

the world—andtherewas a huskyyoung Swedewho
told the old gentlemanhe wouldnot live in the Puget
Soundcountry if they gavehim a ranch. He didn’t
mindcold,but he couldn’tstandthecoastrains or the
muddyroads,where, h

e said,people“burrowall vinter
like voodchucks.”

He hadbeen in the Coeurd’Alenecountryfor a year
and knew it root and branch. He had registered, o

f

course,and he wouldtake up a claim if he got in the
first fifty. After that, what was the use? You could
go outside o

f

the reservationandproveup on muchbet
ter timberwithoutthetrouble o

f homesteading.

ThreeMillions Spentin RailroedFares
HERE weretwo soft-voicedgiantsfrom California,
whosaid little andsmiledall thetime a vagueim

penetrablesmile. Theyhadcut their eye-teethlongago.

It is pretty hard to tell a Californian anythingnew
aboutboosting o
r promotion o
r

realestate o
r

theprofits
fromfarming. Talking comfortably in theshadow o

f

the
lowerdeck a

s

themooncameup overthe lake,we went
over the wholeWest from “San Bernadoon”to Wenat
cheeandSnakeRiver. Rain,springfrosts,alkali,gumbo,
subsoilirrigation,apples,townlots,andwheat—thewhole
story. Thenextdaytheyweregoingover to Kalispell–
determined, in spite o

f

theirgood-humoredskepticism, to

seeall this northcountryhad to showthem.
Therewas a little tannedfarmerwith a catfishmus

tachewhohad been in the rush for the Cherokeestrip,
sixteenyearsago,and had comeup from Oklahoma to

seewhat h
e

couldsee. He hadmissedout on theStrip,
but rentedlandfromthe Indians.

“I waslookingfor a homestead,” h
e grinned,“with a

goodtwo-roomhouseand a wind-mill and a team o
f

horsesand a forty o
r

so in wheat—and so I went in one
sideand comeout the other.”

Crowds a
s

diversified a
s

oursswarmedup to Spokane
fromall overthe land. The overlandtrains,dustyand
travel-stained,cameup overthe horizoneachmorning,

The land-huntersspent, it was
estimated,three million dollars for railroad fares—
enough to havepaid betweenfour and five dollars for
everyacre o

f

landtheGovernmentgaveaway. Theypacked
theSpokanehotelsuntil an outsider,like myself,had to

tramp to half a dozen o
f

thembefore h
e

couldfind a room.
Everyotherwindowcarried a notary'ssign—“So-and

so hasbeendesignated a
s

and is an authorizednotary
public. The fee for eachregistrationwas twenty-five
cents. Somenotaries in goodplaces—thelobby o

f

the
PentagesTheater,for instance—made$100 a day. “The
only trouble,”one o

f

themsaid to me,“is the time it

takessome o
f

theseold shell-backs to write. Theyget

a goodgrip o
n

thepenand—shucks!You couldregister

a dozenwhile they'resigningtheir names.” Another
$75,000wasspent in this way.

The Harvestof the Barbers

THE lessexperiencedhadquaint adventures.Dusty
and tired,theycameup out o

f

the sage-brushand
steeredfor the nearestbarber-shop.The barberscut
theirhair andinnocentlysuggestedotherdelights.Their
weather-beatenold faces weremassagedand anointed
with perfumedcreams,they experiencedelectricvibra
tions, champoos,and the “neckrub.” They thought it

wasall beinggivenaway,andtheyawoke to b
e

handed
itemizedchecksamounting to severaldollars. Two o

f

them rebelledone eveningwhen their bill was $8.65.
Thebarberspounced o

n

their baggage.Theyarrived a
t

a police-stationcarrying, it wassaid,only thehandles o
f

their “grips.” Therewere so manysuchcasesthat the
Mayorfinallyissuedanordercommandingthebarbers to

behave.
Theypackedthepost-office,andeverydaysenttwenty

thousandpost-cardshome. It would b
e

hard to appraise
the value o

f

the advertisingthey freelygaveSpokane.
Spokane is the center o

f

this newly-awakenedInland
Empire—thenorthwestcountrywest o

f

the Divideand
east o

f

the Cascades. Set in a background o
f pine
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